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    Introduction 
 
    When I first started writing Overlord or Breeding Slave, I had little plan other than a general outline. There would be six books in total, each corresponding to a different cardinal sin, with the main character herself being the highest one of Pride. The setting however gave me a basic framework to construct each one, and I’m quite pleased, all told, with how it worked out in the end. With a more meandering path at times than Monster Girl Tower, it was a fun exploration of what could be done with this style of book. 
 
    Lillian wasn’t a new kind of character for me to write. I’ve done the wicked brat doing evil things before, but she was tons of fun to write. From her humble beginnings with nothing more than one servant and an evil lair, she went on to conquer all hell itself, and become the evil overlord she was meant to be. 
 
    It was also the first time I tried to work a more plot-heavy narrative in the cyoa style. Though there were failures, I overall feel this one has been a huge success, and I certainly learned a lot writing it, as I do with every project. I hope you enjoy the culmination of the series, and as ever, leave a rating or review if you enjoyed it. 
 
    Jay Aury, March 24, 2022 
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    Princess of Pride 
 
      
 
    Lorrick the Black, Overlord of the netherworld, master of demons, conqueror of kingdoms, and generally not a nice person, has sired an amazing daughter. 
 
    You know this, because it’s you. 
 
    How do you know you’re amazing? Well, all you have to do is look at yourself in one of the many mirrors of your expansive bedroom. Your slender waist and luscious skin fairly glow in the pale lights of the lamps scattered among the banners on the walls. Your big breasts are capped with perfect pink nipples. Your curvy hips have enthralled demons and monsters and men. Your long dark lashes veil your smoky eyes. Your mocking lips, so soft and red, make hearts swoon, and your hair is as long and black as a river of night. 
 
    At the moment you’re complimenting your figure with a dark gown that reveals every aching curve, clinging to your sweet frame like a second skin, cut to show your big breasts to the fullest potential. Of course, given who you are, spikes jut from the shoulders and the tall collar that frames your head. That’s the thing about being the daughter of the Overlord. You’re almost contractually obligated to look like you’re ready to whip or fuck whoever crosses your path. 
 
    Which you’ve been known to do. There’s a reason you’re called the Princess of Pride. 
 
    Honestly, you can’t understand why some dress modestly. It’s in your blood to tempt people. A woman needs to know she stands above all. It’s why your father built the Citadel, a monument to an ego so large it penetrates into the mortal realm, with the added bonus of allowing him to lead his hordes to conquer new realms. Just the though of him subjugating an entire other dimension makes your heart thrill and perfect lips smile. 
 
    “Damn but I look good!” you breathe. 
 
    “Indeed, mistress,” your companion, Loria, says, adjusting her small round spectacles. “You look quite enchanting.” 
 
    You spare her an amused look. She’s but one of your servants, but surely your most skilled, and the most beautiful. Despite her trim, professional dress and the tight bob of her hair, no one could doubt her loveliness. Not nearly as beautiful as you, of course. But no one in all the demon world could match the Princess of Pride for loveliness. Some might wonder why you keep a succubus as a maid when mortal slaves are so plentiful. Those people are morons. After all, why wouldn’t you want a creature whose very nature is to tempt others help you dress? You’re a mistress of evil! It’s part of the job. 
 
    Not that Loria does much tempting. Beautiful though she may be, she’s frigidly professional in service of you. More a secretary than a handmaiden, but she gets the job done. 
 
    “Thank you, Loria. But you don’t think it too much?” you ask, gesturing at yourself. “After all, father is supposed to be returning from conquering the northern kingdoms of man. I want to impress when he arrives in triumph.” 
 
    “You look beautiful no matter what,” Loria says loyally. 
 
    “Well, obviously,” you scoff, running a hand through your raven hair, giving it a flick. “I am the daughter of the Overlord, after all.” 
 
    And it is good to be the daughter of the Overlord. Slaves. Treasures. Playthings and power. All yours. You smirk into the mirror, fondling your big breasts a little. Men would sell their souls for a feel of those. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “We should be returning to the throne room. The ritual is to begin within the hour.” 
 
    “It will?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    Excitement bubbles up within you. At last! It’s been so long since you’ve seen your father. And to meet him again at the moment of his triumph! 
 
    “Quick! The red gown!” you command. “Hurry!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says, snapping her fingers. Veiled handmaidens from the realm of lust glide forward, swaying sensually as they pluck the gown out and help you dress. You shiver in delight as they touch and stroke your skin. If you weren’t in such a hurry, you’d force them to their knees and ride their pretty tongues to orgasm. 
 
    Within moments the crimson robe wraps about you, and you’re marching through the halls of the Citadel. Courtiers from all the seven realms of the demon world bow while servants and slaves scurry from your path. You tilt your head back, looking down on all who populate the halls of the fortress. You are your father’s daughter. Mistress of his realm in his absence. Your smile grows, and you put a bit more swing in your step. 
 
    Time to welcome him home. 
 
      
 
    Ritual 
 
    

  

 
   
    Ritual 
 
      
 
    The throne room of the Citadel is appropriately impressive and spiky. The ceiling rises almost out of view, the walls filled with arches from which, at a command, portals can open and spill demonic guards in to protect you. Huge banners flutter, depicting the red hand of the Overlord on a field of black, and jagged metal rise from the walls, dangling lanterns that burn with the green flames of witch fire. 
 
    One is made to feel small in such a place. A permanent portal gate is erected in the far part of the room, currently dark, but ready to spring to life. Few can access it from your end, and only with the proper key, which had been scattered in four pieces across the Citadel, each guarded by a puzzle. Your father designed that. He does so love constructing complicated locks and traps. There is also an actual door to the throne room, but this only leads straight to the Citadel proper, and is hidden behind the raised dais where seven thrones sit. 
 
    The thrones are spread out below you, each dedicated to one of the lords of sins, the masters of the demon world, generals in the Overlord’s hordes, and above them all is your father’s. Made of dark steel, carved like it were crafted from the bones of some huge, fanged beast, it towers over the entire chamber. It feels good to sit in it. While your father is in the Citadel, you sit in the throne of pride, but while he’s gone, you rule the roost, so to speak. 
 
    You shift, your tight red gown outlining your shapely figure, a black steel crown a pleasant weight on your brow as you await your father’s return. You’re not worried. Certainly not. But… it has been a few hours past the time he’s supposed to arrive. Your eyes flick to the giant hourglass in a corner, where a hero’s loved one can be locked inside, the sand slowly filling and suffocating them to provide dramatic backdrop. No one’s in there now. It’s been a while since a hero has tried to break in. 
 
    “Late,” you mutter, tapping your fingers on the skulls that form the arms of the throne. 
 
    “No doubt he’s merely occupied, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You grimace. “Leave me,” you say. 
 
    Loria bows a little, her robes swishing with a whisper as she departs, leaving you alone with your thoughts. You sigh, resting a cheek in a palm, tapping your finger on the throne with growing impatience. Where is he? You’re not worried. You’re certainly not worried. But you’re starting to get… um… impatient. Yeah. Impatient to be kept waiting. 
 
    You perk up as the portal in its frame suddenly sparks to life, filling the ring with a swirling blue magic. Your face falls however when only an imp pops out and flops onto the floor. He’s a wretched little creature. Standing, he’d only come up to your knees. His large head sits on thin shoulders, his skin a deep, ruddy red and small, bat-like wings growing from his back. A long tail ends in a stinger behind him, but his cock is certainly not to scale, being as large as a mortal man’s and currently hanging between his thighs. He kneels on the floor for a long moment, panting, clutching a scroll in his free hand. 
 
    You frown. You know that imp. His name is Givril, a wretched little creature your father kept around as a kind of jester and messenger. You never liked the despicable little demon. Often, you’ve felt his eyes glued to your youthful curves. “Imp?” you say. “Why are you here? Where’s my father?” 
 
    “D-dead!” Givril croaks. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” 
 
    The imp raises his head and looks straight at you, his eyes large and shocked. “The Overlord, mistress. He’s dead!” 
 
    Cold rushes through you, numbing you. You realize you’re standing, which is odd, because at the same time, it feels like your legs could never support your weight. 
 
    “Dead?” you gasp. 
 
    “Dead!” Givril cries. 
 
    You’re across the room so fast you barely register it. Your hands grab the wretched little demon, lifting him into the air and shaking him. “What do you mean dead? My father can’t die! Speak plainly! What happened, Givril? Tell me you little bastard!” 
 
    “H-heroes!” the imp squeaks as his head is thrown back and forth by your shaking. “The. Overlord. Was. Fighting. And. Five. Heroes. Came. And. Killed. Him!” 
 
    “Where were the lords of sin?” you demand. “How did this happen!” 
 
    “Don’t know! Don’t know! Don’t know!” Givril yelps as you manhandle him. He raises a fist, the scroll clutched in his hands fluttering. “Here! Told me give you! Told me to take if he dies!” 
 
    “Why didn’t you say so before! Give me that!” 
 
    You snatch the scroll from the imp’s hand, dropping him unceremoniously to the floor. You turn, unfurling it even as you begin to walk back to the throne, all thoughts of the dignity of your station forgotten. Right now, you’re just a girl. A girl whose father is dead, and in your hands is his final will, written in his own flowing hand. 
 
    My darling daughter, 
 
    If you’re reading this, I must be dead. Likely cut down by some do-gooder with more muscles than sense, possibly in retaliation for burning down his hometown, or killing his parents. Probably both. 
 
    But that doesn’t matter. With my death, my beloved daughter, my empire has nothing to hold it together. I fear it will break apart. But my biggest fear goes to you, my darling. 
 
    “Father…” you murmur, sniffling. 
 
    Then you read the next bit, and your sadness makes way for cold dread. 
 
    But my legacy shall live on in you, my dear! Literally. My will shall be instilled in you, to be claimed by whoever can impregnate your womb. 
 
    “What!” you gasp. 
 
    Only a man who is powerful and strong enough to conquer your sex will be worthy to carry on my mission and conquer the mortal realm! Thus, into you, I instill my authority. Whoever shall fill your womb with their seed shall have claim to the Citadel and my throne. How proud you must be to become the chalice of my continued conquest! 
 
    Naturally, I know that you may have some issues with this, but not to worry. I have also enshrined in the spell a certain caveat, that any male near you shall inspire you with great lusts, and once he has seeded you, you shall be his eternal slave, devoted to your future breeder. After all, we can’t have something like free will or love interfering with my legacy. 
 
    By messenger imp this news will already have been spread across the realms. Soon, every demon and creature in the netherworld shall know my decree. I hope you and your future master enjoy your lives together crushing the forces of good. 
 
    Best wishes, 
 
    Dad. 
 
    A glow pulls your horrified attention from the scroll. You look down to see a light pulsing from beneath your dress. “What the fuck!” you gasp. Heedless of your state, you tear open your dress and look in shock at the mark which burns above the band of your panties. 
 
    Etched on your mons is a ring of darkness filled with a strange symbol. Around it are six smaller rings, each with a different sign within them. Even as you look down on the runes, they again pulse, and lust quickens your heart. A desire that spikes through your veins like hot wine, rushing to your head in a sudden surge of heat. You gasp, reeling, clutching the arm of the throne to keep your feet as you realize the truth of things. 
 
    That bastard. 
 
    That unbelievable bastard! 
 
    “By the fucking hells!” you gasp. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    You realize Givril is beside you, the imp helping you stagger back. You plop back into the Overlord’s throne, gasping, a hand to your spinning head. 
 
    “Mistress, you okay?” 
 
    “I think I’m going to be sick,” you groan. 
 
    The imp flutters over to the side table. You hear him messing about with the decanter and a wine glass but pay him no attention until a goblet is pressed into your hand. “Here. Drink. It’ll make you feel better.” 
 
    You move automatically, taking a long drink of the wine. It does make you feel better. Calmer. The alcohol soothes your churning stomach and lets you focus anew on the marks above your mons. You’ve been cursed. Your own father cursed you in order to have some asshole carry on his war with the human world. Fucking hell. Fucking fucking fucking hells! That bastard has thrown you to the wolves. Only instead of eating you, they’ll just fuck you and turn you into their personal bitch! 
 
    You’ve never been shy of sex. You like it! But the thought of being enslaved to whoever dicks you first is… 
 
    Is… 
 
    Oddly compelling. 
 
    As you stare at the glowing marks, you feel a heat burn through your veins. A lust that twists and tingles through your body. Your flesh warms. Your breasts throb, and your core, a place marked by those winding runes, aches with a need you’ve never felt with such intensity. 
 
    You realize you’re panting, flushed, fairly sweating with hot desire. 
 
    “You okay, mistress?” 
 
    You turn your head towards Givril, and your eyes are at once arrested by his stiff, red manhood. You can smell it. That thick, masculine tang of cock. Your heart flutters. Your cunny tightens. It takes all that you have to lift your face to the imp’s. 
 
    And see his smirk. 
 
    Confusion tumbles your thoughts. Your eyes flick to the wine glass. “You… you drugged…” 
 
    Givril cackles, his stinger tipped tail swishing through the air, dripping with wine from where he dipped it into your cup. “Not only for the skin. Females can’t resist demon venom. I’ve always wanted to fuck you, slut. And how could I pass up a chance for all the powers of the Overlord to boot!” 
 
    A shudder of horror, revulsion and naked desire sweeps through you. “You… you bastard…” 
 
    He shrugs. “Eh. I admit it. But I’ve got a cock,” he adds, thrusting lewdly, and your eyes are once more glued to that crimson shaft. “And that’s what you need!” 
 
    He’s right. You’re fairly drooling for a taste of that prick. Your mind struggles in the waves of hot lust that swim through you. Imp venom is horribly potent. You need cum. You have to taste his cum. But never have the stakes been higher. Your pride rebels at it, even as your body surrenders to it. You need to fuck. 
 
    But maybe there’s a way around this… 
 
      
 
    Fuck Him with Your Tits 
 
    Suck Him Off 
 
    Surrender Your Pussy 
 
    

  

 
   
    Suck Him Off 
 
      
 
    You don’t even have to think about dropping to your knees, it just happens. You don’t have to command your hands to rise and touch his stubby red cock, they simply do. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Givril moans as your hands slide up and down his red prick, stroking him to full hardness. “That’s it. Stroke me like a good slut. You love cock, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” you gasp. There’s no point in denying it. The venom pulsing through your veins means you can’t look away from his manhood. You take in a shuddering breath, inhaling the pungency of his cock, a shiver working through you from your core to your spinning head. “Oh gods yes… I love your cock. I love your big red cock…” You lean forward, nuzzling it, pushing your nose against his balls and inhaling anew. 
 
    Givril cackles with delight. “Mnnn. Then show it some love, slut!” 
 
    Yes. Yes, you have to. Have to love his cock. Have to suck him. Because if you suck him, he won’t fuck you. You need his cum. His cum. Later, you’ll wonder if you even made the conscious choice, or if the reason you took his shaft between your pillowy lips was for them being the fastest way you could get it. 
 
    Regardless, your mouth opens, and your lips engulf the head of his prick, sliding all the way down to the root of his cock. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Givril moans as you begin to bob. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan back. Oh fuck! His cock feels so good on your tongue. His taste making your curvy body shudder with whorish delight. Damn this venom! Damn it for making his cock taste so good! So wonderful! For making this, you on your knees, bobbing, sucking, submitting to this wretched little creature feel so perfect! So wonderful! So… so… 
 
    Gooooood! 
 
    You bob faster. Faster. Your breath fairly steams from your nose as you suck off the pathetic little imp. The humiliation of sucking this little creature’s dick in your throne room only adds to the delight that sparks through you, tingling in your tits and your twitching cunny. You need this. You need the imp’s cum so badly. So desperately! You bob faster. Faster! Your hand reaches between his legs and fondles his balls, gently squeezing and massaging, rolling those fist sized gonads as if to pump his cum into your mouth. 
 
    “Fuck! Yessss!” Givril moans, grabbing your hair, ruthlessly beginning to rail your mouth, pumping his cock into you with almost feverish delight. “Fuck! Fuck yes! Take it, slut! Take my cock! Oh fuck. Fuck! So good! So goooood! As good as I dreamed! Oh fuck yes! Yes! Take it, bitch! Take my imp cock! Suck me hard. Suck me haaaaaard!” 
 
    The force of his thrusts choke you, but the sensation only arouses you more. Your pussy fairly drools as you suck him, moaning, whimpering, gasping, fairly begging for him to use you as his personal glory hole. To fuck your mouth like the whore you are. To take you. 
 
    To cum. 
 
    Cum. 
 
    Cum! 
 
    “Yessssss!’ Givril screams, shuddering as his cock twitches and unloads the fullness of his seed into you. You groan in delight, eyes rolling back as his cum pumps into your mouth. As you swallow like the dedicated slut you are. Drinking down his bitter seed. Taking as much as you can. 
 
    Givril at last finishes, groaning as his grip loosens on your hair. With a moan you slide back and off his little red prick, panting, your tongue laden with the taste of his cock and cum. 
 
    And as your infernal lust slowly fades, sated for the moment, you start to feel something else. Something just as potent, and far more familiar. 
 
    Absolute rage. 
 
      
 
    Punishment 
 
    

  

 
   
    Punishment 
 
      
 
    “Givril,” you say, slowly stroking his still rigid shaft. 
 
    “Mmmm,” the imp moans, closing his eyes in pleasure as you rub his burning little cock. 
 
    “Such a smart demon.” 
 
    “Ooooh…” 
 
    “Such a clever creature…” 
 
    “Yessss…” 
 
    “Such a clever, sneaky, little fuck of a demon bastard!” 
 
    Givril’s eyes snap open and he looks down, at last seeing the white-hot fury in your eyes. 
 
    “Um.” 
 
    “Such a horny little shit of a demon trying to trick me in my moment of grief,” you growl as your hand starts to grow cold. Wrapped in icy magic. 
 
    His eyes widen further. “W-wait! I didn’t… I mean… um…” 
 
    “Such a little fuck of a demon who thought he could use this moment to make me his slave! To seize the power of the Overlord! To fuck me and impregnate me with his wretched little seed!” 
 
    You’re standing now, towering over the imp. He squeals and tries to pull away, but your hand is still tight around his twitching cock, grip like iron as you loom over the wretched little demon. 
 
    “Wait! Wait! We can… this is all… I mean…” 
 
    “Of course I understand,” you say, leaning in closer, glowering down at the imp’s face. “You didn’t mean to. You’re just too hot blooded. You’re a demon. You get so horny and desperate you can’t help but try and fuck.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” Givril squeals, nodding frantically. 
 
    “Exactly,” you say, releasing his cock, blue magic gathering in your palms, the air cracking with cold. “So I think it’s time to cool you off!” 
 
    Relief vanishes from the imp’s face. He screams, throwing up his arms as you unleash a blast of freezing magic. In a flash, the imp is locked in a block of ice, his horrified expression frozen for all time, his eyes flicking this way and that beneath the shining surface. 
 
    Grim satisfaction fills you. You reach out and yank a chord next to the throne. A great gong rings throughout the Citadel, and moments later, the door behind the throne opens, and Loria glides in. The demoness glances towards the frozen imp, raising an immaculate brow in mild interest before cocking her head towards you. 
 
    “Yes, mistress?” 
 
    “Loria? Draw me a bath. I need one.” 
 
    “No doubt, my lady. I assume this has something to do with your father’s decree?” 
 
    You stare at the succubus. “How do you know about that!” 
 
    “Everyone’s heard about it by now,” Loria observes. “No doubt it has been whispered from every tower and slave pit in the nether realms.” 
 
    You cover your face with a hand, groaning in anguish. “Ughhhh!” 
 
    “Come, Mistress,” Loria says, taking your shoulders and guiding you away from the frozen block that is the imp. “I think a bath will do you good.” 
 
    It better. You could really use some good right about now. 
 
      
 
    Bathing and Planning 
 
    

  

 
   
    Fuck Him with Your Tits 
 
      
 
    Your breasts ache with a need. A need to show this imp just how good they are. 
 
    “Oh, Givril,” you pant as your legs fold beneath you, sending you to your knees before the imp and the table he stands on. He’s so small, but his cock is not, consuming the whole of your awareness. You pull open your dress, the slinky gown parting to reveal the fullness of your plump breasts. “Givril… Please. May… may I stroke you with my tits? May I adore your cock with my big breasts?” 
 
    The imp licks his lips, staring in rapt fascination at your pale breasts, each capped with a needy pink nipple. So big. So soft. So full and firm. 
 
    “Ooooh,” the imp croons, reaching out and filling his palms with your pale orbs. 
 
    “Mnnn!” you gasp, ass tightening as hot pleasure shoots through your veins, his fingers sinking into your plump tits, molding them together in naked admiration. It’s a good thing you’re already on your knees, because you doubt your legs would be able to hold you up as the imp massages your breasts, bouncing them in his hands, fingers teasing your tender nipples until you whimper with delight. 
 
    “Fuck,” the imp says, fairly drooling as he admires those plump orbs. “Look at that! You’ve got a pair a Ghula cow slut would envy.” 
 
    “Sooo gooood,” you moan. 
 
    “Every imp guessed your cup sizes,” Givril continues as he fondles your massive teats. “We used to hold meetings to think about how they’d feel. Do you have any idea how much I stared at these? How much I admired them?” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant, head spinning, fairly drooling in naked lust. “I saw… saw you stare. Knew you wanted them.” 
 
    “And you’d never let me touch them, would you?” 
 
    “N-no. Too… too proud. Never… never knew how good… how good your hands are… How good you are. So handsome. Such a… a big cock…” 
 
    “That’s right,” the imp says, giving your nipples and admonishing tweak. 
 
    “Ah!” 
 
    “So proud. But they’re mine now, aren’t they?” Givril cackles. “All mine!” 
 
    “Yes!” you moan, almost mad with pleasure. With need. With desperate sensitivity. “All yours! Oh gods… please, Givril… let me… let me pleasure you. Need to. Need your cock between my tits! Need your seed all over them. All over my face!” 
 
    The imp cackles with glee. “Sure, slut! I’m magnani… magnim… I’m a good owner! Let’s fuck ‘em! Show me how much ya love my cock!” 
 
    You fairly tremble with excitement to show him. Your body surges with the insidious lust of his poison, mingling with the mark that burns above your mons, urging you to greater depravities for this wretched creature. It takes all you have not to simply turn around, lift your bum, and offer up your glistening cunny and fertile womb for his demonic seed. 
 
    Instead, you manage to lift your firm breasts, and engulf the puny demon’s cock between them. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” Givril groans as your soft breasts squeeze around his shaft. 
 
    “Oh… oh gods,” you moan, feeling his prick twitch between your breasts. Your nipples are hard as diamonds as you began to mold and squish your tits, mashing his cock between them, rubbing him with your plump pink orbs, massaging his cock, feeling the heat radiate from his prick, sending your head spinning with delight. Your whole body falls into the motions, dipping forward, pulling back, bobbing and stroking him with ever growing pleasure. Your feel the imp’s lust throb from his shaft, the head peeking from between your mashing tits with every eager forward movement. You’re fairly panting for the cum that stuffs his balls to paint your face. 
 
    “Master,” you moan, so lost in your lust the word escapes you without a hint of shame. “Master. Please. Please! Give me your cum. Pump it all over my big tits. Oh gods. Please. Please! Slut needs master’s cum. I need your seed. Give it to me, master. Give me your cum.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! You get cum. Get cum now. Get… nnnn… cum… Ahhhhh!” 
 
    He wails with desperate pleasure as he reaches that glorious peak. As his cock throbs between your breasts, and unleashes a great fountain of his seed all over you. You gasp, moaning as his demonic cum splatters on your face and tits, burning against your skin in a way that makes your thighs tighten, an orgasm fairly beating through your very soul as you cum without even touching yourself, kneeling before an imp like some common pit slave. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Givril groans, plopping down onto the edge of the table, head tilted back, mouth agape with naked pleasure. 
 
    You pant, your head spinning with the insidious lust of the venom he tricked you into drinking. Feeling the throbbing of your core pulse. 
 
    Thump. 
 
    Then, slowly begin to fade. And in its place, something quite familiar begins to grow. 
 
    Absolute rage. 
 
      
 
    Punishment 
 
    

  

 
   
    Bathing and Planning 
 
      
 
    Loria was right. You really did need a bath. Not just to cleanse yourself of the demon’s spunk, but also for just a chance to relax and let the shock of the day sink in. 
 
    As you lounge in the steaming waters, your breasts capping the surface like pale islands topped with pink mountains, you stare at the dark ceiling in thought. 
 
    Your father is dead. 
 
    You always loved the man, but are certainly able to admit he was a massive prick. Successful, yes. Powerful, most definitely. But in retrospect, maybe you shouldn’t be too surprised at what he’s locked you into. After all, the bastard was never shy about showing you off. Now that you think about it, much of his love, his affection, and the many, many, many gifts he showered on you were less expressions of love for you, but perhaps, for what you were. An example of his might. A symbol of his virility, your beauty something he could show off, as he might a particularly lovely, enchanted sword. 
 
    You groan, covering your face in your hands, feeling your cheeks burn. Dammit. Dammit! If he were still alive, you’d kill that old bastard for what he’s done to you! And that imp… You shudder. That was just the first! There are seven rings in the demon realms, all filled with demons and monsters wanting a piece of your father’s legacy, and you to be their moaning breeding slut. The thought is both exciting and horrifying, and you notice the curse mark glowing from beneath the waters. 
 
    “Damn,” you mutter, rising from the bath, water cascading off your curves. Time to get out anyway. You don’t want to wrinkle, though you do smell delightfully of rose water. You sigh, stretching and pulling a robe around yourself as you step out of the baths and back into your room. 
 
    Loria waits there near your expansive vanity, the succubus appraising you through her officious spectacles. “Feeling better?” 
 
    “Yes,” you sigh. “A bath really does one wonders to relax.” 
 
    “Good. Then now would be a good time to tell you all the servants have fled.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “Yes,” the succubus muses, pushing her glasses back up her nose. “It seems they didn’t relish waiting around for the inevitable siege upon the Citadel. They actually left hours ago.” 
 
    “Those bastards!” you snarl. “I’ll flay their hides!” 
 
    “That will be difficult to do, seeing as the guards have gone as well.” 
 
    You groan, collapsing onto your bed and burying you head in your hands. “Fuuuuuck,” you moan. 
 
    “On the brighter side,” the succubus says in her clipped tone. “It appears the Citadel’s arcane defences remain active, so you are safe. For now.” 
 
    “Great,” you say. “Then we can hold out for maybe a few hours until a real horde comes banging at the door!” 
 
    “Yes, my lady. But for now, perhaps it behooves us to take a look at your seal and see what can be done.” 
 
    You lift your head hopefully. “You think you can dispel it?” 
 
    “We shall see,” the succubus says. “Please lie back.” 
 
    You do as she bids, lying down on the bed, unlacing your bathrobe to bare your shaven pussy and plump breasts. The mark writ above your mons glows faintly with whatever foul enchantment your father cursed you with, and you shiver as Loria climbs onto the bed, crouching between your thighs, her face nearly atop your pussy as she stares intently at the marks upon you. 
 
    “Um, Loria?” 
 
    “Please be still. This is delicate work.” 
 
    You hold your tongue with some effort. Loria’s breath ghosts against your slit as the demoness delicately touches the marks above your mons, her fingers gently tracing each in turns. You shiver, skin tender and sensitive from the curse and the proximity of the ravishing demoness. Your heart flutters and you clutch the blankets beneath you to avoid twitching with pleasure. 
 
    “Hmm. This is a problem,” Loria murmurs. 
 
    “Can… can it be undone?” you pant. 
 
    “It can.” 
 
    “Oh, thank the gods,” you breathe. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Damn. There’s always a but. “What is it?” 
 
    “You see these six marks?” Loria says, tapping them each in turn, making you gasp in quick succession.  
 
    “Y-yes?” 
 
    “These are the marks of the six lords of sin, who your father led to war with the human realm. These runes seem to be a variation of their contracts of obedience to him.” 
 
    “S-so what?” you say. 
 
    “Well, mistress, your father’s legacy is that of the Overlord. Therefore, to break the seal, you must either be bred by a monster, or…” 
 
    “Or?” 
 
    “Or convince each lord of sin to declare themselves your followers. Only thus will the seal be undone, and remade, but with you as the Overlord.” 
 
    “…You have got to be shitting me!” 
 
    Loria straightens lazily. “No. I know your father’s sorcery well. He’s been meticulous here, mistress,” she says, tapping the runes. “It’s the only way to undo it.” 
 
    “Damn that old bastard!” 
 
    “Cursing will get you little,” Loria says, rising from the bed. “It appears you will have to convince the other demon lords that they should follow you as they did your father.” 
 
    “Great,” you grumble, sitting up, tugging your robe back around you. “Just perfect! And how do I do that?” 
 
    “No doubt they will have returned to their realms by now,” Loria says, crossing her arms beneath her impressive bust. “They cannot stand one another, hence why they would abandon the campaign once your father died. I would recommend you first travel to the realm of Mammon where Avarick, the Dragon of Greed, makes his home. He is among the weakest of the sin lords, but his backing and his riches will, at least, assure others that you stand a chance taking your father’s place. You will need to travel to his realm posthaste.” 
 
    “Avarick?” you say, recalling the dragon lord. Always in a fur trimmed coat, tall, his scales of gold and his eyes filled with the counting of costs and sums. He was the financer behind much of your father’s rise to power, and holds no loyalty but to coin. Which also means he at least might be willing to listen to you, and charge you by the second. “Yes… I suppose he would be a good choice.” 
 
    “Then we must prepare for your expedition,” Loria says. 
 
    You nod along, but as you do, a thought occurs to you. “…Loria?” you say. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Why are you still here? Why haven’t you left me too? Or tried to claim the Overlord’s legacy?” 
 
    “Simple, mistress. I am a sexual deviant.” 
 
    “…What?” you say. 
 
    “Yes,” Loria says, shifting primly. “I am marked by my adoration of humiliation and unwavering attraction to the bratty bitch archetype. And you are the perfect expression of it. Your pride, your arrogance, your haughty cruelty and bullying ways turn me on like nothing else. I yearn to be abused and pleasured by a beautiful woman who is utterly reprehensible. I relish the feeling of pleasure and the thrill of being debased by you. The thought of not polishing your shoes with my tongue, not feeling your palm upon my bottom, spanking me like the naughty slut I am, fills me with despair. Every night I go to my room, where I have erected a shrine to you, and whip my own ass, imagining you’re the one doing it.” 
 
    You’re a bit floored. Likely disturbed. And, potentially, a bit aroused. “Th… that’s why you’re still here?” you say. 
 
    “Of course,” she says, sniffing as she once more pushes up her glasses. “Many demons are experts in pain and pleasure, but I want the ultimate bratty bitch to do it. The Princess of Pride herself punishing my bottom despite my efforts to please you? Being in servile abasement to such a young, arrogant woman? It’s just so…” Her tongue slips along her lips. “Deviant.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say. “Um, well. Thank you.” 
 
    “You may thank me, mistress, by giving me a firm spanking. Might I request it now?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Please?” Loria says, your secretarial succubus’s eyes shining and cheeks pinked with a flush. “I would be quite grateful to feel your lovely hand punishing my naughty demon bottom.” 
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    Surrender Your Pussy 
 
      
 
    The thought of defiance never enters your head. Not when faced with the imp’s cock. The venom and the curse surge through you as one, battering aside your resistance in a pink wave of pure desire. Your womb aches for this demon’s brood. To be bred. To be his. 
 
    “Please,” you pant, parting your thighs, reaching down, sliding a finger into the front of your panties and stroking your burning cunny. “Please… oh gods… please… N-need your cock… need you to… to fuck me. Please… oh please…” 
 
    Givril cackles in delight at your shameful display. “Is that any way to beg for your master’s cock? On your knees, slut! Show me that pussy!” 
 
    You scramble from the throne and onto your hands and knees. You tear off your gown, leaving you in nothing but your lacy panties. Desperately you yank down those as well, revealing your peachy bottom and the delicate folds of your steaming quim. “Please!” you cry “Fuck me! Breed me! I need your cock… Need it so bad!” 
 
    Givril grins as he flutters onto the throne you moments ago inhabited. He greedily strokes his crimson cock, eying the delicate divot of your pussy as your fingers strum it. “Mmm. Fuck, slut. You don’t know how long I’ve dreamed of this.” 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    “Shut up!” he says, giving your bottom a sharp spank. 
 
    You cry out, rocking forward at the blow, your pussy tightening with shameless pleasure as the impact reverberates through your core. “Mnnnn!” you keen. 
 
    The imp scoffs, grabbing your hips in his talon-tipped hands, squeezing your perky bottom with delight. “Hmm. Perfect. Do you have any idea how many demons have dreamed of fucking this ass? Of course you don’t. We’re lower than slime to you, aren’t we? Just pathetic little creatures you can fuck over. Well, the fucking is on the other cock now, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yessss!” you cry out, gasping, your veins afire with lust, your head swimming in the heady pleasure of your need. “Please! Please, master. I need it. Need your cock!” 
 
    “Master?” Givril muses, smirking as he jerks his hips, and plunges his demon dick into your molten cunt. “I like the sound of that.” 
 
    You scream in ecstasy as at last your need is fulfilled. At last a cock has been driven into your helpless pussy. Your cunny clamps down on the demon’s prick, squeezing it as you moan, rocking, pushing yourself back against the imp on his throne. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Givril groans. “Ohhh fuck! It’s everything I dreamed! Take it, slave. Take my cock!” 
 
    “Yes!” you wail, lost in the pleasure of your defilement, driving your ass back with great jerks of your hips, fucking yourself against the demon’s burning prick. “Master! Yes! Slave needs your cock! She needs it soooo baaaaaad!” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear!” the imp cackles as his cock saws in and out of your pussy. You moan and pant, pounding yourself back against him, your breasts mashed to the floor, your ass lifted like a breeding slut to taste more of his cock. Take more of his seed. Shame doesn’t even enter into it anymore. You need this. You need a thorough fucking. 
 
    And by the pulsing of your brand, you need oh so much more! 
 
    “Breed me!” you beg the imp. “Oh fuck… fuck! Please! Give me your seed! Breed my royal pussy! Fuck me! Give me your cummmm!” 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Oh fuck yes! Here! Take it! Take it, slave! Yesssss!” Givril howls as he plunges his cock to the root within you, and gives you what you need in a sudden deluge of his oily seed. 
 
    The world seems to turn on a new angle for you. You wail in purest pleasure, your orgasm like nothing you’ve known before. Blinding. Deafening. You feel your mind go white, shattering as the imp’s cum pumps into your fertile womb. The brand upon your mons flares, blazing into your skin, marking you as his. 
 
    And you couldn’t be happier. 
 
    Love bursts in your heart. Adoration. Worship for this wretched little demon who has claimed your pussy for his own. Stronger than any drug, better than any spell, you shudder, cumming again, your juices and his spunk spurting from your pussy and onto the floor. 
 
    You shudder, moaning, pawing at the floor as the feeling of his cock within you overwhelms you. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” the imp pants, unsheathing himself from you, his cock dripping with your latent seed. 
 
    “Master,” you moan, turning about, crawling to the foot of the throne. “Oh master. Thank you. Thank you so much!” 
 
    The imp grins at the sight of your adoring face. “Heh heh,” Givril hoots, planting a hand carelessly on your head. “You’re welcome, slut! Here. My cock is all dirty now. I think you should clean it.” 
 
    Clean master’s cock? Your very soul brightens at the prospect. “Yes, master,” you pant, palming his crimson shaft, running your tongue along the underside, your hips twitching with echoes of pleasure as you worship at the temple of his cock. The taste of his seed and your juices hits your tongue like a drug, making your cunny tighten to retain the weight of his cum within you. 
 
    Not that it matters. Your womb has taken his seed. But even losing a drop horrifies you. Master’s seed mustn’t be wasted! It must be cherished. Adored. 
 
    Givril smirks down at you as you suck and lick at his drooling tool. “Ooooh yeah,” the imp groans. “This’s the beginning of something be-utiful.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan happily, agreeing wholly as you take your master’s cock between your lips, and begin to suck. 
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    “Uh, maybe later,” you say. “It’s been a… bit of a day. I don’t know if I can bring my full… er, arrogance to bear on you.” 
 
    “As you wish,” the succubus says, her placid face and tone revealing none of her disappointment. “Perhaps best. Were I dishevelled, I might forget to give you this.” 
 
    Curious, you hold out your hand, and Loria drops something into your waiting palm. You look suspiciously at the ring she’s given you. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “A ring.” 
 
    “I can see that.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. But it is what you don’t see that is better. That is a tool of summoning, and from it, you may conjure a weapon of some use. I took a look in the armory, mistress. It took some doing, but I found the Staff of Domination.” 
 
    Your brows rise sharply. You’ve heard of the staff, of course. Your father once wielded it himself while on campaign. Until he upgraded to something more robust. You turn over the ring, feeling the magic radiate from it, and slide it on. You concentrate, and from the signs in the ring bleed dark magic. You gasp as a staff suddenly forms in your hand. Black as obsidian, it’s cool to the touch, its shape like the roots of a tree winding up to wrap about a leering skull. 
 
    “Oh,” you say, feeling the latent power in the relic. “Impressive.” 
 
    “Quite so. That staff will increase the power of any blow it inflicts tenfold.” 
 
    You glance up at Loria. “That’s all it does?” 
 
    “At the most basic level, mistress. It perhaps has other functions, but your father was not free with them, nor how to use it.” 
 
    “So, from our armory, loaded with mystical weapons of immense power, you got me a stick that can hit things very hard?” 
 
    Loria raises a brow. “There were other weapons, mistress. True. But do you know how to wield any of them?” 
 
    You open your mouth. Close it. She… actually has a point. After all, with your personal sorcery and your father’s authority, you’ve never even been in a real fight, nor took any interest in the tools of war. And trying to use arcane weapons without understanding them is liable to go as badly for you as whoever you’re fighting. “Ah,” you say. “Right. Well, thank you. Loria.” 
 
    “It was my pleasure, mistress. Now, we’d best prepare to depart. You need to get ready to meet with the Dragon of Greed. I will begin prepping the portal for our departure.” 
 
    “Ah, good,” you say, banishing the staff, the bands that form it dissolving back into the ring. “It’ll be handy to arrive right in his keep.” 
 
    Loria cocks her head. “Oh no, mistress,” she says. “No doubt Avarick will have already locked down his lair in Mammon. You’ll need to enter his glittering halls from outside.” 
 
    “I will?” you say. 
 
    “Oh yes. He will have been concerned about an attack on his keep by the other demon lords. The Vault is where he keeps his many treasures, and he will not risk them idly. However, by that very notion, if you are able to convince him to join you, he shall be your most ardent supporter.” 
 
    “Why is that?” you say. 
 
    “Simple, mistress,” your demoness says. “If he has agreed to serve you, it will be because he thinks you are his.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, feeling again that ache from the rune marking your mons. “Yay.” 
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    Mammon 
 
      
 
    You’ve visited Mammon before, but not often. In fact, you rarely left the Citadel at all, nor took much interest in your father’s empire before his death. A fact which you’re kicking yourself quite thoroughly about right now, but there’s nothing for it, other than to move forward. 
 
    Still, Mammon is hard to forget. As you step through the portal from the Citadel to one of the many that grant permanent access to the city, you look upon the thriving heart of trade in the nether realm. The city is huge and made of heavy, stony structures that sprawl across leagues in every direction. Ports dip their docks into the Burning Sea, their captains coming to the great merchant city with treasures from across the infernal reaches. Huge marketplaces sprawl in tents and buildings carved from the very bedrock like a great hive of pillars. Banks tower with grim columns and gold filigree. Casinos explode with garish lights and the ring of winners. All of it overwhelmed with the bustle, the roar, the madness of crowds. 
 
    You join the multitude with Loria, swathed in cloaks to hide your identity. You worried you’d be out of place, but Mammon plays host to demons and creatures from the hells and beyond. A towering centaur with the bottom legs of a lizard rather than horse drags a wagon in his wake. Slaves wearing veils and nothing else are herded along by the whip of a huge, porcine demon from the realm of gluttony. An elegant illithid with his octopus face trades with a merchant stall, the runty demon who runs it looking both eager and terrified of his current customer. 
 
    The reek is something else. The scent of spices and filth, suffering and the metallic tang of gold overwhelms your delicate senses in a storm of sensations. You only start getting a grip on things when you look up, and see the Vault of Avarick. 
 
    Many demons make their palaces from the raw, volcanic stone of the realms. Avarick did not, but his is no less grand. The Vault is made entirely of brass and gold, the massive walls of his keep tower over all, their golden sheen reflecting the hellfire rolling from moats of magma. Brutal, heavy, the building is so huge and yet so harshly worked it actually hurts to look upon it, even as it demands attention like some garish sun stolen for the depths of this dark realm. 
 
    You yank your attention back to the present as someone jostles you. An acerbic comment hisses on your tongue but you swallow it back. No. You’re just a trader here. You’re not the daughter of the Overlord. Hell, that role would be far more a hindrance than help. You catch again the parade of slaves being marched into an auction house, and a shudder again surges through you, and tingles from the rune above your mons. 
 
    You jump as Loria touches your arm. “This way, mistress,” you servant says. Shrouded in cloaks like you, only her face peeks from the darkness, though you can’t help but notice her figure is more than apparent, despite the bagginess of her robe. 
 
    “Who is this we’re going to meet anyway?” you demand as Loria guides you down the crowded avenues, buildings of black stone looming over the streets like grim guardians. 
 
    “Boriga Lapisra,” she says, her spectacles gleaming in the burning torches of green flame as you pass a casino, just in time to dodge a thin incubus being flung into the gutter by a guard. Immediately, a dozen imps descend on the fallen demon, stripping him of clothes, coins, and perhaps a bit of flesh. “A high merchant of the hells. Though Avarick has sealed the Vault, trade goes on, and tribute flows into the keep. Boriga is highly placed among the trade princes. If anyone can get you inside, it’s him.” 
 
    “Ha! He should be proud to aid the Princess of Pride,” you say. 
 
    “Too true, mistress. But that’s not a title with much worth, other than for those who would do you ill. We shall see.” 
 
    Her comment is sobering, a reminder of how far you’ve fallen. Or, rather, what you risk becoming. You hurry after the demoness, and towards a garish building. There are many demi-palaces within Mammon, all of which would look quite grand if they weren’t forced to exist in the shadow of the Vault. Spiraling, delicate stonework with more arches than they know what to do with form garish palaces protected by high walls. Loria guides you to one of these, the gates black steel woven with gilded filigree like blooming roses, but on closer inspection, you see the inner petals are actually screaming faces. Likely those who had sought to cheat the merchant within, and somehow, you doubt they’re just effigies. 
 
    Fortunately, you don’t have to look at them long, for a moment later the gate creaks open, and you’re met by a monstrous guard. He looks like a frog, with large, bulging eyes, a sword sheathed in a belt whose loincloth is the only thing that offers anything resembling modesty. His pale, fat belly is there for all to see, and he blinks his huge eyes owlishly. 
 
    “We are here to see Boriga,” Loria says. “I believe he is expecting us.” 
 
    The guard’s throat swells and he croaks something in a language you can’t understand. Loria thanks him, and he turns, leading you into the palace. 
 
    The interior is strikingly different from the madness outside. It’s very quiet within, the large doors admitting you into tiled floors polished to a shine. Warm, humid air thickens the atmosphere, and you catch glimpses of large bathing areas wreathed in the mists of warm steam. You hear distant splashes, though through the fog you can’t quite see who or what is doing the splashing. 
 
    More of the frog-like guards are within, their bulging eyes watching you carefully, and you are stopped at the entrance of a large room by two. They croak, holding out their hands. 
 
    “What?” you ask. 
 
    “None may see Boriga clothed,” Loria says. “Nakedness hides no weapons.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be joking!” you say, drawing yourself up. 
 
    “It’s the way it’s done,” Loria says. 
 
    You bristle, but the silence of the guards is implacable. Damn it. Under the large-eyed stare of the frogmen you strip away your garments, hesitating a moment with your shirt and revealing the mark branded above your pussy. Then, in a surge of annoyance, you forcefully pull off the cloth, nearly tearing your bra and panties off as well. “Here!” you say, shoving the clothes and your ring into the hands of the guards. “Satisfied?” 
 
    The frogman’s eyes linger on your gentle curves, his throat swelling with desire. Nonetheless, he bows his head and steps back, allowing you access to the room beyond. With your head held high, even as you furiously blush at your forced nudity, you pass through the door, and into the baths. 
 
    It might have been a good thing that you opted to shed your clothes after all. The heat beyond the doorway is thick and oppressive, steam shrouding you and soon painting you with sweat. 
 
    “Hmmmm,” a thick, warbling voice croons from deeper in the mists. “Welcome to my abode, Princess of Pride.” 
 
    You squint towards the voice, and moments later the clouds of steam part, revealing the speaker. 
 
    You thought the frogs were fat, but this creature puts them to shame. He’s huge. Even half submerged in the steaming waters, his massive belly crests them like an island. He has no neck, merely layers of extra chins. Boriga wears a golden chain ending in an amulet that hangs heavily on his bloated belly, his frog-like eyes watching you with bemusement. The fat, amphibian monster shifts in the hot waters, his large eyes tracing your figure with open desire, lingering on the mark above your mons. His smirk widens. 
 
    “Hrmmm,” he croons. “Seems the rumors are true. You have indeed been cursed. But please!” he says, gesturing to the pool. “Have a seat. Let us speak, my dear, and discuss how we may help each other.” 
 
    You feel a flush climb your cheeks, but force your humiliation down. “Thank you,” you say, stepping into the waters gingerly, sucking in a gasp at the warmth as your hips sink beneath the surface. 
 
    Boriga watches all of this with amusement, cocking his head back and eying you in naked interest. You scowl a little. “I was told you might be able to help me in entering the Vault,” you say pointedly. 
 
    “Hmm… Yes. Yes, no doubt you were informed of this. And,” he laughs softly. “Of course, I would be more than pleased to assist you. But, in that, there must be a… forgive my crudity, but an exchange of equal value.” 
 
    You sit up, the waters sloshing about you. “What exchange?” you ask. 
 
    “Hmmm. Simply put, what do I, Boriga, get out of helping you infiltrate the Vault? Especially something that would offset, oh, the value of your person. Hmm?” 
 
    Despite the heat of the baths, you feel a chill steal over you. “What do you mean?” you ask. 
 
    Boriga eases back further against the tiled steps, his wide mouth splitting wider with amusement. “Hmm… Simply that, your father, may he rest in peace-“ 
 
    “I hope he burns forever,” you say. 
 
    “Mmm. Quite,” Boriga nods, nonplused. “As do many, for he made more than a few enemies in his quest to become the Overlord. Many of great power. All of whom would pay handsomely indeed to have his daughter as their personal breeding slave. Hmm? Putting you on the auction block? Why, my dear!” Boriga breathes, his grin widening even further until it stretches half his rubbery face. “Such a thing would earn me a dukedom, at the least! And a fortune besides. So, what remains for me to ask is, what can you offer me that simply selling you to a greater demon would counter?” 
 
    Your heartbeat quickens. The reality hits you. He’s right. Selling you would net a fortune. And aside from the Citadel, you’ve got nothing to your name. Boriga watches you, his eyes lidded with amusement, his thick tongue gliding over his lips hungrily. 
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    Spank the Succubus Dominantly 
 
      
 
    Your eyes grow lidded. You sit up, letting your legs dangle off the side of the bed. “Across my knees, Loria,” you command. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” the succubus says. Her lovely hips swing, spaded tail flicking as she saunters to you, gently laying herself out across your lap, her shapely rear sharply outlined. 
 
    “Really now,” you breathe, hiking up her robe, letting your palm rest on her blue rump, slowly rubbing teasing circles into the firm flesh. “So this is why you were always serving me, hm? Because you liked to feel me punish you? Talking down to you? Spanking your prim and proper bottom?” 
 
    “I do, mistress.” 
 
    “And you like it?” you say, a finger teasing down the crack of her ass. For the first time you hear her breath hitch, her ass twitch as your finger glides along the tight fabric of her bottom, rubbing against the slit of her pussy, running back up along the seam of her ass. “You like getting spanked? Humiliated?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    “Such a naughty slut,” you breathe, your blood warming with the role you’re playing. Your heart beating faster as you feel the succubus quiver with anticipation. It does your ego good to have such a willing slave. “And such a naughty, deviant slut needs to be… punished.” 
 
    Your hand comes down hard on her ass. Loria gasps, jolting, her eyes shooting wide open as the crack of your striking palm echoes in the room. “Ooooh!” she moans. 
 
    “Do you like that?” 
 
    “Y-yes.” 
 
    “Yes what?” you say, giving her pert bottom another stinging spank. 
 
    “Ah!” the succubus cries. “Y-yes mistress!” 
 
    “That’s right,” you say, breathing heavily, smirking widely. “I’m your mistress. I am your Overlord. And you. Will! Remember! It!” 
 
    You punctuate each command with another stinging smack onto her ass. Loria yelps, bucking with every blow, but you can feel how much she loves it. The evidence is trickling down your thighs as the demoness soaks through her panties. 
 
    “Who is your mistress?” you demand, relishing every stinging blow. 
 
    “You!” the demoness cries. “You are! Mistressss!” 
 
    Again and again your palm cracks against her behind, until her blue flesh glows a pretty purple. You can feel the heat glowing off her rump as you gently rest your hand again on those pert globes, gently rubbing your palm against her rear, making her pant and whimper as the stinging flesh is soothed with your ministrations. 
 
    “Good girl,” you breathe, panting, out of breath as if it were you who had received those punishing blows. 
 
    “Thank… thank you, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “And good girl’s get extra rewards,” you say, your finger teasing lower, gliding along the seam of her pussy. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” the succubus moans, her hips twitching as you stroke that tender slit, caressing her absolutely soaking cunny. 
 
    “You really do adore a good spanking.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” she moans. “I’m an ass whore. A bottom bitch. A spank slut.” 
 
    “Is that right?” you say, tugging her underwear down around her ankles, your fingers sliding back up, then in and out of your servant’s soaking cunt, making her twitch and gasp and moan. “And do you like this?” 
 
    “Soooo muuuuuch!” your prim minion moans. 
 
    “Are you going to cum, then? Cum with your ass red… er… purple from spanking? My fingers in your pussy? Bent over my knees like some naughty child?” 
 
    “Yes. Oh yes! I’m gonna… gonna cum, mistress. Going to cum. Oh please. Please! Let me cum, mistress. Need to cum. Need to cum for you.” 
 
    This is exactly what you need. This feeling of power. Of control. After all that’s happened today, a feeling of being so utterly in control of another person’s pleasure tingles through your every nerve, surging up through your heart, throbbing in the hollow space beneath your stomach, where the runes mark you with their curse. 
 
    “Then cum, Loria. Cum, slut. Cum for mistress, slave!” 
 
    “Y-yesssss!” your demon slut wails, shuddering in sweetest pleasure, moaning as her body tightens with the melody of her orgasm, her pussy convulsing around your plunging fingers as she cums around you like the slut she is. 
 
    Loria gasps, sagging atop you, moaning softly in pleasure. You slowly draw your fingers out of her pussy and put them to her lips. “Clean them, slave.” 
 
    Without a moment’s hesitation, Loria’s soft lips wrap about your digits and tenderly suck them clean, a shiver of delight working through you as her tongue deftly swirls about your fingers. Ooooh, that gives you some ideas… 
 
    Her lips slide off your fingers, and Loria gingerly gets off your lap. She draws herself up, smoothing her robe and adjusting her glasses. In moments, it’s like you never had her bent over your knees while you paddled her ass. Save for a delicate purple flush on her lovely cheeks. “Thank you, mistress. I greatly enjoyed that.” 
 
    “Me too,” you say. 
 
    “I am pleased to hear it. Almost as pleased as I am to give you this.” 
 
    Curious, you hold out your hand, and Loria drops something into your stinging palm. You look suspiciously at the ring she’s given you. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “A ring.” 
 
    “I can see that.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. But it is what you don’t see that is better. That is a tool of summoning, and from it, you may conjure a weapon of some use. I took a look in the armory, mistress, and after some searching, I found the Staff of Domination.” 
 
    Your brows rise sharply. You’ve heard of the staff, of course. Your father once wielded it himself while on campaign. Until he upgraded to something more robust. You turn over the ring, feeling the magic radiate from it, and slide it on. You concentrate, and from the signs in the ring bleed winding coils of darkness. You gasp as a staff suddenly forms in your hand. Black as obsidian, it’s cool to the touch, its shape like the roots of a tree winding up to wrap about a leering skull. 
 
    “Hmm,” you say, feeling the latent power in the relic. “Impressive.” 
 
    “Quite so. That staff will increase the power of any blow it inflicts tenfold.” 
 
    You glance up at Loria. “That’s all it does?” 
 
    “At the most basic level, mistress. It perhaps has other functions, but your father was not free with them, nor how to use it.” 
 
    “So, from our armory, loaded with mystical weapons of immense power, you got me a stick that can hit things very hard?” 
 
    Loria raises a brow. “There were other weapons, mistress. True. But do you know how to wield any of them?” 
 
    You open your mouth. Close it. She… actually has a point. After all, with your personal sorcery and your father’s authority, you’ve never even been in a real fight, nor took any interest in the tools of war. And trying to use arcane weapons without understanding them is liable to go as badly for you as whoever you’re fighting. “Ah,” you say. “Right. Well, thank you. Loria.” 
 
    “It was my pleasure, mistress. Now, we’d best prepare to depart. You need to get ready to meet with the Dragon of Greed. I will begin prepping the portal for our departure.” 
 
    “Ah, good,” you say, banishing the staff, the bands that form it dissolving back into the ring. “It’ll be handy to arrive right in his keep.” 
 
    Loria cocks her head. “Oh no, mistress,” she says. “No doubt Avarick will have already locked down his lair in Mammon. You’ll need to enter his glittering halls from outside.” 
 
    “I will?” you say. 
 
    “Oh yes. He will have been concerned about an attack on his keep by the other demon lords. The Vault is where he keeps his many treasures, and he will not risk them idly. However, by that very notion, if you are able to convince him to join you, he shall be your most ardent supporter.” 
 
    “Why is that?” you say. 
 
    “Simple, mistress,” your demoness says. “If he has agreed to serve you, it will be because he thinks you are his.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, feeling again that ache from the rune marking your mons. “Yay.” 
 
      
 
    Mammon 
 
    

  

 
   
    Threaten Boriga 
 
      
 
    Temper flares within you. To think such a… a… pathetic creature would dare give you an ultimatum. You! The Princess of Pride! The mistress of the Citadel! The future Overlord! 
 
    “You dare threaten me?” you growl, rising to your feet before the corpulent monster, who watches you with mild amusement as the waters drip from your firm breasts. “You dare threaten to sell me? I am the daughter of the Overlord! You should be begging to kiss my feet for the opportunity to get in my good graces! But instead, you dare the threaten to sell me like some common slave!” 
 
    “I do,” Boriga says. 
 
    His lazy confidence only infuriates you more. You fairly tremble with rage as you tower over the monster. “You… you… bastard! I should flay your hide and use it for shoes! You’ll help me, or you’ll feel my wrath!” 
 
    “And,” the monster muses, idly toying with his amulet, “what form would that take?” 
 
    “This!” 
 
    You throw your arm out towards him, magic surging up through you in a flood of euphoria. You feel it gather in your palm, crackle with arcane might. 
 
    Fizzle in a spark. 
 
    You stare, then bring your hand back around. You snap your fingers, but only a disconsolate spark of blue magic comes, and even that quickly fades. “What…” 
 
    Boriga bursts into great, croaking laughter. “Foolish girl,” the monster ribbits, grabbing your arm and easily yanking you down to his lap, flush against his bulk as he smirks at you. 
 
    “H-hey!” you squeak, pulling away without success. “Release me! What have you done!” 
 
    “Did you think I would invite you in here defenceless?” the monster croaks, his arm wrapped about you, palming a breast. “Your magic will do you no good here. Avarick is not the only one with treasures,” he says, fondling his amulet. 
 
    You gasp as his webbed hand squeezes your plush breast. Treacherous arousal shoots through you, burning in your core and the cursed mark. Your head spins as the enchantment threatens to overwhelm you, your breasts ache in the hands of the fat monster as he fondles you. “N-no! That’s…” 
 
    “A nullifier of magic. Of course, it doesn’t work unless attuned to the caster. And you were so agreeable in chatting with me while it locked down your powers. How kind of you.” 
 
    Horror wars with a growing lust within you. Your core throbs with need. Your ass aching to be touched and stroked, even as your breasts are molded in the monster’s hungry hands. Your head spins. Your body instinctively arches against the monster’s bulk, pressing yourself against his slimy skin. 
 
    “Y-you bastard,” you moan. 
 
    Boriga laughs. “Who was it who just threatened to kill me? Hm? Silly mortal. But don’t worry. I will not claim your womb for my own. Such a prize is far too valuable in the city of greed. But I would be remiss not to get a taste…” 
 
    You groan as he shifts against you, pulling you up against his bulk, his head dipping and wide mouth engulfing your breast. Quite literally. His mouth is so big, it wraps around half your sizeable teat, giving it a long, hungry suck. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan, the sensation unlike anything you’ve known before, and damn your cursed brand, it only makes you hornier! Your body betrays you, feverishly rubbing you against the bulk of the frogman. His lips suck against your teat, his massive tongue lathing your tender nipple. 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Mnnnn!” you cry out as his hand dives beneath the waters and cups your mons. “Ooooh! You… you bastard! I… I’ll m-make you suffer for this yoooooh!” 
 
    Your threats die in a heady moan of pleasure as Boriga’s webbed finger plunges into your helpless pussy. The only solace is that, submerged as you are, he can’t know how wet he’s making you. The traitorous mark pulses on your mons, pleasure surging through you as you pant and buck and twitch with every stroke of his finger. Every suck on his mouth. Every squeeze on your other breast. 
 
    “Ah. Ah! You… you… ooooooh!” 
 
    You wail with submissive delight as you cum, your whole body shuddering, bucking against his hand and tongue, your orgasm so intense your mind blanks with pleasured delight. 
 
    Boriga chortles and lifts his mouth from your breast, leaving a shameful ring where his mouth sucked your plump teat. “Mmm. Delightful. You will make a wonderful prize.” 
 
    “You… you bastard,” you gasp, but it lacks feeling. A final sally of a defeated woman, bested and pleasured. 
 
    The massive monster merely chortles. “Do not worry, oh Princess of Pride. You will not lack for a master long.” He nods, chins wobbling, and you hear one of the guards approach. You can’t even muster the willpower to struggle as the frogman slips a collar around your throat. You gasp as you feel it tighten, marks burning on the leather. A sudden loss makes you realize that the thing has sealed your magic. 
 
    Boriga chuckles, taking the other end of your new collar’s leash. “Hmm. Excellent. And now, a reward, don’t you think?” 
 
    He gives the leash a tug, forcing you to his lap where his slimy cock juts from his abdomen. Shame burns your face, even as you nuzzle his manhood, the mark on your mons urging you to submit to the monster who has dominated you. 
 
    “I… I’ll get you for this,” you growl, even as you lift your head and sheathe his slimy cock between your lips. 
 
    Boriga croaks with mirth as you begin to bob. “Hmmm. We shall see, slave. We shall see.” 
 
      
 
    Sold by the Frogman 
 
    

  

 
   
    Seduce Boriga 
 
      
 
    As repulsive as this monster is, you know he’s your only way into the Vault. And though you may not have the full weight of the Overlord behind you, you are still beautiful, and he is still a man. Or, at least, male. You think. 
 
    Well, either way, you’re about to find out. 
 
    “Boriga,” you say, sliding along the bench, the steaming waters of the pool wafting about you like a cloudy veil. “Sure, you could sell me, but think of what you would lose.” 
 
    The monster watches you with those big eyes of his, his neckless head moving, tracking you as you cross the pool. His wide mouth rises in a smirk. “Hmmm. And what might that be?” 
 
    “Your assistance to the future Overlord would hardly be forgotten once I take my throne,” you observe, resting a hand on the monster’s leg. From the corner of your eye you see his pink, wedged cock tease up from the surface of the water. Your repulsion pales to the desire oozing through you from the cursed mark on your womb. In fact, it only accents your growing lust. You smile at the creature, your lashes low, eyes warm. “And besides, you are already a very rich creature. No doubt one of the richest in all Mammon.” 
 
    “Hmm… It is true that I am quite wealthy,” Boriga hums. 
 
    “So what is some more money?” you ask, pressing up against him, your breasts mashed to his flabby flesh. “When the rewards I offer are so much… sweeter…” 
 
    Your hand glides to his lap, your fingers wrapping around his slimy cock. Even underwater you can feel the ooze that coats his amphibian flesh. You shudder, and you’d be lying if you said it was fully revulsion. Damn that cursed mark! Already you can feel its insidious lust pulse through you with every beat of your quickening heart. Your cheeks are flushed. The heat of the baths making you feel lightheaded and panting. 
 
    Boriga groans, a heavy croaking sound as your hand begins to move on his cock, stroking him with an expert touch. You never thought you would ever be reduced to this, pleasuring a bloated frogman in his baths, naked, frantically trying to convince him not to sell you as a slave. 
 
    And yet, you can’t deny a strange, sinful thrill coursing through you, tingling in your full breasts and slick cunny. Somehow, this debasement only makes you hornier, your nipples peaking, hard as diamonds as you rub your breasts against his great body, leaning up against him, your face so near to his. 
 
    “Master Boriga,” you say. 
 
    “Hmmm,” the monster moans. “You make some… interesting arguments, my dear.” 
 
    You gasp as his webbed hand engulfs your plump bottom. He pulls you up, and you don’t resist his wide lips kissing you. You shudder, moaning as his lipless mouth moves against your own, his massive tongue sliding out, stroking your lips. Shivers of pleasured delight race through you from the cursed brand upon your mons. 
 
    You break the kiss, panting, head spinning. “Mmm. Boriga. We could do so much together. If you helped me, your rewards would be great. Let me show you…” 
 
    You slide off him and deeper into the pool, kneeling between his great legs. Boriga’s eyes follow you, fairly glowing as you grow level with his amphibian cock. Its inhuman nature is nothing new to you. You’ve lived in the nether realm all your life. Yet never have you been in such a position. Never have you been adoring a monster’s cock with your hands, getting it slickened with its own slime. Never have you leaned forward, opened your mouth, and slid your lips down such a foul cock. 
 
    The taste of his slime almost makes you gag, and yet you cannot pull away. You bob, your tongue swirling on his inhuman shaft, shuddering in delight as you feel his slimy cock twitch within your mouth. 
 
    “Hmmmm!” Boriga moans, his webbed hand coming to rest atop your head. “Yessss. Oh my. I think… hmmm… you may have missed your calling, my… ah… dear. You should have… ooooh… started as a merchant! Such skillful lips… hah… would soon have the business world at your feet!” 
 
    “Mmm,” you moan, bobbing faster, urged on by his hand. His cock slides into your throat, throbbing with pleasure. You can fairly feel the heat of his impending orgasm. The awareness of it thrills through you. You need him to cum. Oh you need his cum. You need to swallow this monster’s seed. Drink it down. Love it. Adore it. 
 
    Boriga’s breathing has grown ragged, his throat swelling with hungry croaks. He pumps his cock into your mouth and then, with a great, thunderous croak, he cums. The force of it nearly propels you off his inhuman shaft. Huge spurts of thick, monster seed pump into your mouth. Your eyes threaten to roll back as you drink it down, groaning as you guzzle his foul cum, nearly drowning as you frantically swallow every drop, feeling it ooze down your throat to gather in your belly. 
 
    At last you manage to lift your lips from him, panting, your stomach heavy with his spunk. Boriga gives you no time to recover. His hands grasp you, tugs you up onto his lap. You squeak with surprise, his amphibian cock rubbing against your stomach as he pulls you against him, kissing you roughly. You submit to his lips, your body tingling with pleasured sensitivity, a moan trebling through you as you paw at his bloated belly, his cock pressed between you, rubbing your stomach, making you whimper as it presses against your cursed rune, every impact a shock to your tight core. 
 
    He breaks the kiss, grinning down at you. “Hmmm. A delight, my dear. And one we don’t need to surrender. I will help you into the Vault, if you so desire. Or…” 
 
    “O-or?” you pant. 
 
    Boriga croaks in amusement, his hand again capturing one of your breasts, giving that full orb a hungry squeeze. “Hmmm. Or, my dear, we may continue. Let me claim your womb. No gold would equal having such a delightful bride. Give up your quest. Stay with me. I will shower you with jewels. A life in my palaces, never needing to fear being enslaved by some lesser demon. Leisure, pleasure, all to be yours. You will want for nothing. Especially,” he adds with a throaty chuckle, rubbing his cock against you anew, making you whimper. “This…” 
 
    Your lips tremble with your reply. Your head is fogged, spinning with lust. Would such a life be so bad? Would being this monster’s bride be so terrible? Gone the menaces of your quest. The curse of your father. Life in the palace as this monster’s bride. Would it be so wrong to long for such peace? To desire the cock rubbing against you to breed you again and again for the rest of your days? 
 
      
 
    Take Boriga’s Offer 
 
    Refuse Boriga’s Offer 
 
    

  

 
   
    Deal with Boriga 
 
      
 
    You’ve dealt with monsters like Boriga before. Or, at least, have encountered them. Usually you were on your father’s throne, with all the authority of the Overlord and the Citadel behind you, which meant you held all the cards. Well, the shoe is on the other foot now, but you’ll deal with him. 
 
    “Boriga,” you say, easing back in the waters, your breasts just cresting them. “Are you satisfied?” 
 
    “Hm?” Boriga says. 
 
    “Are you satisfied being a mere minor merchant prince in Mammon? With your place here? Do you really think more money, a dukedom, can compare to what it would mean to have a good word in with Avarick himself? To be in the good graces of the Overlord?” 
 
    The frogman’s neck swells with a thoughtful croak. “Hmm. It might be of value…” 
 
    “Surely more than a single payment,” you observe. “A single lump that, despite its size, could never compare to the patronage of Avarick’s own vaults. And how much of what you collect would you keep? How much would Avarick take as tribute? The Dragon of Greed is greedy.” 
 
    “It is what he’s known for,” Boriga says. 
 
    You smile, seeing past his façade to the turning wheels of his thoughts. You’ve got him. Just a bit more. “It might not be a guarantee,” you say. “Maybe I fail. But imagine if I succeed. Imagine if you have the Overlord herself in your debt. Imagine the riches that would flow into your coffers. Imagine the wealth you would find. The power, the fortune my father commanded as mine. And you could benefit greatly from that. 
 
    “True,” you continue with a lazy shrug, your breasts cresting the surface with a ripple. “It is a gamble. But if I fail, have you lost anything you didn’t have before?” You smirk. “All business is, in the end, gambling of some kind. Isn’t that sort of a reward worth a roll of the dice?” 
 
    Boriga sits in the steaming waters silently, his eyes closed as if envisioning the clicking scales of pros and cons. A chuckle builds in his throat, and soon the frogman is bursting with croaking laughter, his mouth wide with mirth. 
 
    “Hahaha! You have missed your calling, Princess of Pride! You should have been a merchant. Very well!” he says with a grin. “I will aid you.” 
 
    You feel the tension bleed out of you as you sink into the tub. “Great,” you breathe. “Glad to hear it. How will I enter the palace?” 
 
    “Hmm. Though the Vault is sealed, trade goes through still. Avarick would never deny himself tribute from Mammon and its merchants. That alone enters. Every merchant who operates within the city sends a cut of their profits to him, and it takes many forms. Relics. Gold. Jewels. And,” he adds, smirking, “slaves of great loveliness.” 
 
    You have a feeling you know where he’s going with this. “You’ll be sending me disguised as a slave?” 
 
    “Indeed!” Boriga says, chortling anew. “Hmm. But that is as far as I can aid you. Once within those halls, you must find your way to Avarick’s personal chambers, and make your case before him. You’ll have to slip away from the guards and evade the Vault’s many defences.” 
 
    Great. You sigh, but nod. “I see,” you say. “Then, we’d best get started.” 
 
      
 
    The Vault 
 
    

  

 
   
    Take Boriga’s Offer 
 
      
 
    You’re so desperate to feel him within you. So needy. So hot and horny. You can’t think straight. Or, perhaps, you finally are. Perhaps you finally realize what your body so desperately needs. 
 
    You kiss the monster hotly, pressing your ample tits against the bulk of his body, moaning as your ass grinds your dripping pussy against his wedged cock. “Yes,” you gasp in the panting moments between your kiss. “Yes. Oh fuck, Boriga. Please. I need you. Need your cock. Need your cum. Need you to breed my pussy. Breed me. Make me yours. Oh fuck… Boriga. Please…” 
 
    The monster croaks with amusement, his webbed hands cradling your plump bottom. “Of course, my dear. I will be glad to give you all you need.” 
 
    So he says. You tremble, feeling the slickness of his cock press against your fluttering pussy as he shifts you atop him. “Ooooooh!” you moan as he eases you down onto his wedged cock, feeling that slimy length spread your pussy. Pleasure like nothing you’ve known burns through you from head to toe. You shudder as you feel him fill you. More. More. By the time you hilt, the water of the pools rippling about the globes of your bum in delicate rings, you can already feel the rightness of that decision. 
 
    Which is only reinforced as you begin to ride him. 
 
    “Ah. Ah! Ahn!” you gasp, your pussy sliding up and down the monster’s cock, every panting cry accented by your breasts as your nipples slide against his smooth, amphibian flesh. “Oh. Oh h-hells! Yes! Oh fuck yes! Boriga… Oh gods, Boriga. It’s so… mnnn! So good!” 
 
    The frog monster laughs as you ride atop him, your body arching against his amphibian bulk, his hands squeezing your rump as he helps you ride him faster. Faster! “Hmmmm. All for you, my princess. All for you, my slave. Oh yesss. Yesss! Take it, my dear. Take my cock!” 
 
    “Yes! Oh gods. More. Please! More! N-need more. Need your cum. Need your cum in me! Oh gods yes. Yes! Breed me! Please! Make me yours! Mark me! Enslave me! Breed my royal pussy! Give me your cum! Oh fuck, master. Please! Please!” 
 
    Your pleas do not fall on deaf ears. Boriga croaks with amusement, but there’s a throatiness to it now. A growing lust you can feel in the way his webbed fingers tighten on your shapely ass, squeezing you, spurring you to ride him faster. Faster! 
 
    “Hr. Hr! Hmmmm!” the frogman moans as his cock twitches within you, bulges, and unloads all of his slimy cum within you. 
 
    The feeling of your breeding is like nothing else. Your mind goes white. Your scream of pleasure deafening as his cum pumps into your eager womb, stuffing you to the brim with his foul seed. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you scream, ecstasy burning through you in a sudden swell of pleasure. “Oh fuck! Yessss!” 
 
    Light flashes on your mons as the brand burns itself against your skin, marking you forevermore as this monster’s. As you feel his seed take hold, breeding you, you can only cry out in sweetest pleasure, knowing this was meant to be. You were always supposed to be this monster’s thrall. His slave bride. His eager slut. 
 
    And why should you not? Already you feel that swell of adoration for this monstrous creature. More than lust, it is almost divine. Your face brightens in a delighted smile as you rest against his front, pressing your tits to his fat folds, kissing him with all the passion such a powerful male deserves. 
 
    Boriga chortles, kissing you back, still kneading your ass as it twitches with aftershocks of your orgasm, his cock never shrinking, still filling you delightfully. “Hmmm. Such a prize I have found,” the monster says. 
 
    You snort. You thought you might have lost your mind with the curse, but you feel it sharper than ever. All of it aimed to pleasing your new husband. “Please, Boriga. As mighty as your cock is, as convincing as you are, it’s I who gave myself to you!” 
 
    He laughs fully, taking a hand from your ass and cupping your breast. “Hmm. Very well, my dear. I will not argue semantics with such a beauty.” You gasp, lashes fluttering in delight as his webbed hand fondles your ample titflesh. “Hmmm. Mammals have such wonderful assets. I cannot wait to taste them when they have become heavy with milk.” 
 
    You smile adoringly down at him, a hand touching your stomach and the brand upon it. “Not to worry, my love,” you breathe. “I can feel it working. Soon enough, I will grow fat with your young, and you’ll have ample cream to enjoy.” 
 
    “A taste then, for things to come,” Boriga croaks, his mouth opening wide and engulfing your plump teat. 
 
    You cry out, arching against him. “Mmmm!” you moan, your hips softly rocking as you move atop his cock, your breathing coming in short, hot pants. The idea of becoming Overlord holds no appeal to you anymore. Only this matters. Only this sensation of his cock rubbing within your fertile pussy as he sucks on your breast. 
 
    And a long life ahead for you and Boriga. 
 
      
 
    Slave Bride of the Frogman 
 
    

  

 
   
    Sold by the Frogman 
 
      
 
    You stagger onto the auction block without any real awareness of it, nor the glaring lights casting their glow upon you. You’re beautiful, for that is how Boriga wants you to be. You’re meek, because that’s what he knows will sell. 
 
    You’re a slave, because that is what he decided you will be. 
 
    So many decisions have been made by the monster since your capture at his hands. So many humiliations piled upon you to break your spirit and turn you into what you are now. Boriga seemed to take more enjoyment by shattering your pride than he ever would breeding you. He’s spanked you. Whipped you. Used your mouth, your ass, but never your pussy. That alone he would not touch. But there was so much else to work with. 
 
    And not only him. Imps were used to degrade you, forcing you to suck them off until you couldn’t help but enjoy it. Sweet aphrodisiacs spiced your food so no matter what your pussy drips and your skin is flushed with desire. Rings pierce your nipples like you’re chattel, all of which can clearly be seen through your thin garments. 
 
    You sense Boriga waddle up behind you. Your ass tightens and you straighten as his webbed hand lands on your shoulder, your skin so sensitive his mere touch is like an electric shock, making you whimper with delight. You look out over the crowd gathered. Monsters and demons and worse all collected to observe this moment. One among them will be your master. 
 
    One among them will at last enjoy your untainted pussy. 
 
    “Let us begin the bidding!” Boriga croaks. “Observe, the Princess of Pride! Daughter of the Overlord! Whoever breeds her will inherit the mantle of the Overlord! A willing slave of no small magical power. Observe her ample breasts!” Boriga says, casually hefting your plump teats so the crowd can better see. 
 
    “Such an ass! Abundant canvas for your personal brand,” he says, giving your rump a spank, making you arch, gasp, whimper. 
 
    “And such a sensitive pussy,” the bloated frogman croaks, a finger gliding down the rune of your front and stroking your tender slit. 
 
    There’s no chance of holding back. Shuddering, your skin burning with hypersensitive arousal, you cum on the spot, shamefully moaning as your pussy twitches and pulses with your juices, drooling them onto the stage, glittering in the spotlights. 
 
    The bidding begins in earnest. Roars of voices thunder upon you like waves of demands. Leering faces look at you, wanting you. The sum climbs higher. Higher. 
 
    “Sold!” Boriga bellows, starting you from your haze. 
 
    A great howl erupts from the winner. A huge, bestial demon, his head that of goat with a mask of bone, his robes draping him, his horns curling above his shaggy head. You vaguely recognize him as one of the upper Dukes from the realm of envy, but this barely registers. Only the tug of your collar spurs you to move, following Boriga’s waddling form off the stage, where he hands you off to your new master, who makes you crawl in his wake to a carriage carried along by spidery limbs. 
 
    He claims you in the rocking carriage as you ride to his new palace, and the life that awaits you. As he bleats, his bestial cock pumping you full of his cum, you feel the brand burn as you are marked as his. You never even notice the difference. 
 
    You are slave. 
 
    That’s all you will ever be. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Refuse Boriga’s Offer 
 
      
 
    It’s almost embarrassing how much you desire to taste the frogman’s cock. To let him breed you and make you his. But no. No, you are still the Princess of Pride, and you will not surrender so early in your quest. 
 
    “B-Boriga,” you pant, looking down at the monster’s bloated, amphibian face. “Your offer is… is generous…” 
 
    “Hmm. I sense a but in there. And not this one,” he says, giving your rump a squeeze. 
 
    Your face burns, another jolt of submissive delight sparking from your brand, but you shake your head. “N-no, Boriga. I must enter the Vault. I must deal with Avarick.” 
 
    Boriga sighs. “Hmm. A pity. I would have made your life a marvellous thing, my dear. But so be it.” 
 
    It’s weird how disappointed you feel as his webbed hands release you. You fairly collapse onto the seat beside him, breasts heaving, face flushed with arousal and the tingling sensation of his touch. You swallow hard, reorienting yourself as you sit up straighter, looking at his frog-like face firmly, as if you were equals. “Now,” you say. “Tell me this plan to get me inside the Vault.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Boriga hums, resting his hands on the swell of this stomach and contemplatively tapping the taut skin like a drum. “Though the Vault is sealed, trade goes through still. Avarick would never deny himself tribute from Mammon and its merchants. That alone enters. Every merchant who operates within the city sends a cut of their profits to him, and it takes many forms. Relics. Gold. Jewels. And,” he adds, smirking, “slaves of great loveliness.” 
 
    You have a feeling you know where he’s going with this. “You’ll be sending me disguised as a slave?” 
 
    “Indeed!” Boriga says, chortling. “Hmm. But that is as far as I can aid you. Once within those halls, you must find your way to Avarick’s personal chambers, and make your case before him. You’ll have to slip away from the guards and find your way through his palace. And its many defences.” 
 
    Great. You sigh, but nod. “I see,” you say. “Then, we’d best get started.” 
 
      
 
    The Vault 
 
    

  

 
   
    Imp Slave 
 
      
 
    You kneel before the throne that was once yours, your master’s cock between your lips. 
 
    With every bob of your head the rings that pierce your nipples jangle, the chain that binds them curling up into the hand of your master, Givril. The imp has grown since he claimed your womb for his own, becoming taller and more muscled, his horns curling a little, though all this is still minor. All imps grow in power if they have a steady source of magic to drink from, and you are certainly that. It gives you great pride to be of such service to your master, and your eyes are filled with adoration as you look up at his mighty frame, while your mouth worships at his manhood. 
 
    Of course, he’s not the only one who’s changed. Your ass has filled out along with your hips from the numerous births of the imp’s spawn. Imps gestate quickly, and you’ve already borne almost a dozen broods for Givril. Your children fill the Citadel like bats in a roost, pouring from its towers on their father’s bidding to capture more slaves or treasures. If some die, what does it matter to Givril? There will always be more. Even now, your stomach swells with imp pups, your whimpers and moans tight as you feel them moving within you. Soon you will give birth again. 
 
    Soon, master will breed you anew. 
 
    “Hr. Hr. Hrnnnn!” Givril moans as his hips buck, unloading his cum into your mouth. Moaning, you suck down his seed, lashes fluttering as his bitter, oily cum pumps down your throat. He tugs on the chain and you lean forward, the rings in your nipples pulling your gravid breasts up towards your master, the pain all the sweeter for the pleasure. 
 
    Givril sighs, pulling his cock out of your mouth. “Mmm. I do love those lips,” the imp titters. 
 
    You beam. “Th-thank you, master,” you gasp, blushing hard. Praise! How unexpected, but how wonderful! You can feel a wave of warm delight spreading through you from head to toes. 
 
    Givril cackles. “But I love these puppies even more!” the imp says, giving your chain a yank. 
 
    You cry out, pulled upright, but not to your feet. You’re forced against the side of the throne, your immense breasts wobbling onto the imp’s lap, milk dribbling onto his legs from the impact. Givril grins, releasing the chain to cup your breast with his own hands, the feel of those claw-tipped fingers pressing into your plump titflesh making you whimper in delight, your nipples aching with anticipation for what’s to come. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” your master cackles, mashing your tits together, squeezing them with amusement. “This is what I love to see!” He leans forward, and latches on to one of your tingling nipples. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, overcome by the sensation of his hungry lips sucking at your tits. You grab his horned head, cradling it against your breast, your thighs tightening at the sheer intensity of that pleasure. You’d always been a powerful mage, but Givril’s cum has changed you. Where once your magic would come at your call, now it infuses the milk that stuffs your breasts. Easy access for the gluttonous imp. 
 
    Already you can see the changes taking place. A soft glow suffusing Givril with every gulp. His horns growing a little more. His body too. He’s still no taller than your breasts, but he seems so much greater than you. So much mightier. So much more perfect. 
 
    “Oooooh master,” you moan, stroking his head as he suckles your breasts eagerly. “Yes. Oh gods yes. Drink my milk, master. Drink my magic. All of you. Mnnn! Oh gods, yes, master. My glorious Overlord! So big. So strong. I love you, master. Slave loves her master so muuuuch!” 
 
    Givril cackles as he hungrily sucks from your pierced breasts. His hand moves from your teat, gliding down along the cursed mark branded onto your mons, stroking that tingling sign before wandering yet lower, his finger strumming your pussy. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan, eagerly submitting to his touch. Already your arousal drips eagerly free, forming a puddle that you kneel in. Pride has long since been forgotten in the imp’s service. All that matters is his pleasure. His joy. And nothing brings him more than seeing you humiliating yourself for his approval. 
 
    “Master!” you moan, hips twitching, rubbing yourself against his claw, whimpering in slavish delight as he pleasures you. Drinks from you. Uses you as his own, personal whore. “Oh gods… Oh gods! Master! Please! I’m… mmmm! I’m gonna cum. Gonna cum for you. Master… oh gods… Masterrrr!” 
 
    You wail with your peak, shuddering as your hips ride his stroking finger, pushed beyond the brink and to a thunderous orgasm. Your milk sprays into his mouth as you cum, squirting your juices all over the floor before the throne that was once yours, lost to the treachery of an imp that is now your master. 
 
    Givril pulls his lips from your breast and finger from your pussy. He sucks the juices from the latter, grinning down at your whimpering, defeated form. “Mmm. Delicious. Slaves always taste the best.” 
 
    You glow with delight. “Th-thank you, master,” you breathe. 
 
    “You’re welcome, slut. Now, get up here. Time I enjoyed that breeder cunt of yours.” 
 
    Tugged forward by the chains, led by your pierced breasts, you mount the throne anew, crouching atop the imp’s lap. You’re so much bigger than him. He’s fairly buried beneath your ample tits. You smile adoringly down at your wicked master, your legs gently easing you down, and once more onto his cock. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan as his shaft fills you. You begin to bounce atop him, riding your master on his throne as he buries his head within your milky breasts. As your pregnant stomach pushes him back against the throne. 
 
    This is your life now. Your journey to become the Overlord ended before it even began. But a long life awaits you as the imp’s breeding slave and milk tank. 
 
    And you’ll enjoy every second. 
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    The Vault 
 
      
 
    It burns you from head to toe to wear the clothes Boriga gave you, especially since it’s hard to even think of them as clothes. The frilly silks that drape you only cover your breasts, wrapping around your shoulders in a V shape before attaching to your girdle, whose long silk strip whisks between your legs. But even that would almost be tolerable if the damn things weren’t utterly transparent. 
 
    “Can’t I wear my cloak?” you’d protested. 
 
    Boriga had merely chortled. “Hmm. What slave would wear such a thing when being offered to Avarick? No, you wear the same as all slaves. It’s the only way to allay suspicion.” 
 
    You’d fumed, but he was right. If you wear too much, they’d think you were hiding something. And that’s the last thing you need. Especially with the slathering of makeup hiding your curse mark. 
 
    The size of the golden palace doesn’t really sink in until you’re beneath its shadows. The walls are immense, sheer and fairly glowing in the light of the magma rivers that course along it. You get a close look as you ride the wagons that bear Boriga’s offerings to the demon lord of greed, sitting among gold and jewels. You didn’t think Boriga was that wealthy, but the fortune beneath you implies he does very well for himself. Especially considering that you’re meant to supplement his taxes. 
 
    Loria drives the wagon, the succubus austere in her glasses and gown, looking every bit the accountant, despite her clinging dress and figure. “The halls within are well guarded, mistress,” she says as she snaps the reins. “You will have to infiltrate them first and avoid the guardians. Of what kind I can’t say. Obviously, Avarick doesn’t advertise the protections of the Vault.” 
 
    “Obviously,” you say as you try and adjust the strips so they cover your breasts more. “Dammit! This cloth is useless.” 
 
    “On the contrary, mistress. I think it should prove useful if you want to seduce the guards.” 
 
    “Oh, will it? Remember what happens if one of them manages to cum in me!” 
 
    “I didn’t forget, mistress. But you may have to take some risk with them, or try and slip away. At any rate, once you are in the palace, your curse mark will help guide you to Avarick’s lair.” 
 
    “How do you mean?” you say. 
 
    Loria tilts back her head, eying the great walls of the Vault as your wagon draws nearer. “Avarick’s magic is part of what binds the curse to you. You will be able to sense his power when you get close. At least, enough to guide you to him through the maze.” 
 
    “Well,” you mutter. “Thank the gods for small mercies.” 
 
    “Quite, mistress. Now, prepare yourself. We have arrived.” 
 
    You peek out of the curtain of the wagon. Ahead, the great doors of the Vault have opened, their magnificence dwarfed only by their size. You rarely feel small, but you’re feeling uncomfortably so as your wagon joins what seems like hundreds of others rattling through a long, dark corridor into the palace. The warmth of the Vault is heavy, and you feel your heart fluttering as you and the various other wagons bearing the treasures of Avarick’s tribute wind into a massive chamber. A glass dome hangs overhead, and within is a courtyard of hard brick before a number of doors. 
 
    Infernal guards await at the steps to the doors. Huge, hulking lizardmen with bronzed scales. No need for armor, the guard’s bodies are embossed and polished to a shine, showcasing barrel chests and corded, muscled limbs that sends a throb through you. The sight of such virile males does not help your attempts to resist your curse mark, nor do the whips and swords sheathed at their sides. With them are scholarly demons in long, flowing robes embroidered with red and gold cloth, hoods pulled up and glittering with richness as they form up, each with two guards before the tribute wagons. Loria hops down and faces hers, who wears a jeweller’s glass like a monocle, his bent form contrasting sharply with his shining guard. 
 
    “Well,” the reptilian accountant says, head bobbing, tongue flicking, darting. “What is this that…” He checks his notes. “…Boriga sends? Eh?” 
 
    “The manifest,” Loria says, handing over her own paperwork. “Thirteen hundred gold coins of Mammon stamp. Seven pounds of rubies. Three of sapphires. And one slave.” 
 
    “Hmmm…” the tax collector says, eying you through his glass. “A slave? Tricky. Tricky. Boriga still owes eight hundred gold coins worth in tribute…” 
 
    “Eight hundred!” Loria says, aghast. “You joke! Look at this slut. She is worth far more than eight hundred coins.” 
 
    “Ssss… I’m not so sure…” 
 
    “Look at these firm, supple breasts!” Loria says, her riding crop snapping out, tapping your tits and making you gasp. “You could nestle your head for hours on them. Why, the cream of them, if properly milked, would be of the highest quality! And observe to firmness of the ass,” she adds, snapping the riding crop against your rear, making you jump and yelp. “Firm! Yet not hard. The perfect instance of a bubble butt. And look at the beauty of the face! The high brows. The delicate nose. Those soft, pouty lips. And of such youth! Excellent breeding went into such a stock of female.” 
 
    “Ssss,” the lizardman says, stroking his chin with more thought than before. “Perhaps…” 
 
    “Look at your escort,” Loria says, directing her crop towards the hulking guard. “He is fairly quivering with the need to bend this lovely slave over and ream her firm little bottom. At the drop of a hat he would surrender two month’s wages to fuck this slut like his own personal glory hole.” 
 
    You really wish she hadn’t mentioned that. Your eyes uneasily go to the hulking lizardman. He looks down at you, his scales clicking with arousal, his chest heaving, his eyes glowing while Loria expounds your assets. You can’t help but notice a number of the other guards are looking your way too. 
 
    “Hmm…” the tax demon says. “You have a point.” 
 
    “Of course I do,” Loria says, sniffing. “If anything, Boriga is overpaying his tribute this year! Such a fine slut would be worth triple what she is being offered for, if sold to the rackets.” 
 
    “Sssss! Alright. Alright!” the tax demon cries, throwing up his arms. “You’ve made your point. Now, if you would sign here.” 
 
    “And you here,” Loria says. 
 
    You watch as the pair bend over their ledgers, signing in triplicate the various paperwork necessary to promise you to the infernal vault of the demon lord of greed. At last, with a final nod and last flick of pens, you are shoved by Loria into the hands of the waiting guard. 
 
    You burn with humiliation and annoyance at your servant. When you get out of this, you’re going to paddle her ass so hard she won’t be able to sit for a week! Which… might actually be what she was going for. You eye Loria suspiciously as the demoness returns to her cart, the last of the gold and treasures being unloaded from her carriage, but then the guards are pushing you towards a crowd of other lovely women, all in much the same garb as you. 
 
    “You wait here,” the guard growls, his claws tightening on your shoulder hungrily before he releases you. 
 
    You bristle, but with effort swallow your anger. There’ll be time enough for that later, you remind yourself. For now, you just have to endure it. No matter how satisfying it would be to encase that fucker in a block of ice and use pieces of it to cool your drinks. 
 
    You look at the other women crowded about. Even you have to admit they are attractive. Each are surely worth the weight in gold Avarick would have received in lieu of them, and their revealing silks showcase those bodies to the utmost, and prevent any from hiding weapons. Some hold themselves with pride, others meekly, and some others with empty eyed resignation typical of such slaves. Some were doubtless sorceresses or students from the mortal realm who thought they could trick or wrest power from demons they summoned. Others were perhaps captured during your father’s war on the world above. Poor fools. 
 
    A whip snaps above your head. You jump and look back as the guard lumbers forward, his maw snarling. “Move you sluts! Come on!” 
 
    Again his whip cracks through the air, and you hasten along with the other girls through the great doors leading deeper into the Vault. As you pass over the threshold, your heart quails, and you steal a glance back the way you came. 
 
    Loria stands by the cart, watching you go, the succubus giving you a small, encouraging nod. You shiver, but firm yourself, facing forward again and marching into the Vault. You’re the Princess of Pride. You can do this. 
 
    You hope. 
 
    As a loose group you’re herded into the dark passage, the guards loping after, their movements smooth despite their heavy appearance. You quickly notice the lazy ease with which the guards guide your group down brass halls lit by curling lamps like dragon’s heads. Some are joking, others leering at the shapely forms of the slaves, but few are really paying much attention. Which isn’t surprising, actually. After all, if any of the girls broke away, where would they go? They were trapped in the Vault, a place so fabulously difficult to enter, who would even conceive of escaping? 
 
    But then, you aren’t looking to escape, are you? 
 
    As you walk you feel a subtle pulse in your core, making you gasp. A throb of longing heat that makes your pussy twitch and quiver with desire. It pulls you forward, and as you march along with the rest, you see ahead a sudden branch of the passages. The one the guards are guiding you down is clearly the middle one, where the halls of brass go on seemingly into eternity. But to the right is a hall whose hue is more golden than the other, and to the left is a passage seemingly etched of silver, the soft, luminous corridor like ice in the molten depths of the Vault. 
 
    You shoot a quick glance to the guards, but they’re busy ogling one of the girls ahead of you. It’s now or never. 
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    Passage of Gold 
 
      
 
    You make your choice. As the group draws nearer and nearer the central path you hang back until you’re at the rear of the line. As the guards and their captives pass towards the middle hall, you suddenly break from the group, dashing down the side passage before anyone is any the wiser. 
 
    The slap of your feet is all you hear. No bellows of alarm. No howls of fury from your monstrous guards. You slow, looking back, but no one pursues. You made it. 
 
    Now, let’s just hope you made it somewhere helpful. 
 
    Ahead of you stretches golden halls lit with lamps that burn a burnished red light. Even for the demon realm it’s unusually hot, and though you loathe the revealing nature of your clothes, you’re quietly glad you aren’t dressed in more layers. Even with your magic you can barely beat the heat, and sweat soon beads your brow and makes the already filmy garments cling to your curves. 
 
    “Damn,” you mutter as you hurry down the halls. “Where is he…” 
 
    It’s a good question. The mark emblazoned on your mons pulses with power, drawing you ever deeper into the bronze halls and towards Avarick himself. Soon enough, you make out a doorway in the distance, and the sight of it makes you slow significantly until you’re creeping down the hallway. No door defies entrance, and you peek through, only for your jaw to drop. 
 
    You’ve seen your share of treasure, but this defies even your imagination. Literal hills of gold coins rise through the room, resting against huge pillars that reach up into a ceiling so high it’s lost in shadows. Strange, golden statues of demons and idols dot the space, looming over overflowing chests while rubies gleam like crystal fire and sapphires blink like frozen seas. Fantastic golden weapons are scattered among the fortunes in gold and silver. Riches unlike anything even you’ve dreamed. 
 
    Without quite realizing it, you’ve walked past the door and into the room. You pause, but the pull of the curse tugs you deeper into the room. 
 
    “Right,” you murmur, glancing furtively through the hall of riches. As you get over your initial awe, you recall Loria’s warnings of guardians within the Vault, and your steps grow more careful as you make your way through. It’s like wandering through a desert of shining gold, where the idols and weapons rise from the depths like artifacts of a lost civilization of extremely gaudy people. 
 
    Yet as you walk, the nature of the statues change. There’s more of them, for one. For another, they’re all more… life-like. Beautiful women, their faces and bodies captured in the throes of loveliest ecstasy, their bodies arching in bliss. And all are made of solid gold. 
 
    “Okay. Somewhat creepy,” you murmur to yourself, clutching your hands close as your eyes wander suspiciously about the statues. Gods there’s a lot of them. They rear from the piles of gold, but others are piled atop, posed to the best angle. 
 
    Your fascination in them fades as you hear the soft susurration of spilling coins. You whirl as a shape humps out of the piles. Golden scales gleam, coins pouring down the hills as a form rises from their depths. A serpent’s lower body, a woman’s upper half, her skin bronzed and breasts large and firm. Bangles drape her arms and serpents of articulated metal with ruby eyes hiss from her head. A gorgon of gold, her features sculpted beauty, but her eyes are death. 
 
    “Well well!” she croons, smirking, revealing her wicked fangs, the serpents of her hair hissing and snapping for you. “Who is this who comes into the lair of Hassas, the Golden!” 
 
    You hastily avert your eyes before her gaze can capture you. In doing so, you find yourself looking down, and into the golden face of a statue revealed by the spilling coins. Realization hits you like a punch in the gut. Every statue here is a victim of the gorgon, and you’re next. 
 
    “Oh shit,” you whisper over the hiss of gold and scales. 
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    Follow the Group 
 
      
 
    There’s too much at risk to break off from the rest. Meekly, you follow the others onwards, deeper into the depths of the Vault. Soon, the glittering halls make way for cruel, uncaring stone, the floors grow hot beneath your feet as you’re guided down the passages, so many twists and turns your head is soon spinning. 
 
    At last, you reach your destination, which is a large room filled with cruel looking cages that dangle from the ceiling by long chains. 
 
    “In you go,” the reptilian guard hisses, snapping his whip against the ground. “A cage for each of you! Go on!” 
 
    The other girls jump, yelp, or hurry to the cages where they climb in meekly. You balk before your own, your instincts screaming for you not to enter the swinging cell. 
 
    “Hurry up, you!” the guard barks, suddenly looming behind you. You glance back quickly, your eyes drawn up his form to his ruby red eyes, glittering among his smooth, copper scales as he admires you. The same guard who had been eying you when Loria ‘demonstrated’ your assets. The lust of the demon awakens anew your cursed mark, and you feel your womb throb with lusts, and perhaps an opportunity to avoid the cage… 
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    Enter the Cage 
 
      
 
    You could try and seduce this brute, but will you succeed only to be bred by him? Best not to risk it, for now, and meekly wait for Avarick to come and see his prizes. Then you’ll speak to him. You turn your back on him and climb into the swinging cage. The guard barks with amusement and slams the door behind you, the metallic bang making you wince as the lock clicks shut. 
 
    “There. Don’t worry! We won’t keep you waiting long.” 
 
    His laughter bites deep into you, stinging with the humiliation of your situation as the guard turns and struts off, leaving you and the others in the swinging cages suspended over the ground. You bite your anger off, trembling with rage until your cage fairly rattles with it. 
 
    “Will you stop that? The sound is giving me a headache.” 
 
    You turn at the words to see a woman in one of your fellow cages. Her legs crossed, her head tilted back, she appears to be meditating. She’s bald, but sports three painted dots running down her forehead and to her nose, her skin tanned to a bronze. One of the desert tribes from the realm of wrath, her exotic beauty evident, especially with the two gauzy strips of cloth that cross her bust doing nothing to hide her firm breasts and budding nipples. 
 
    “What?” you demand. 
 
    She opens an eye, revealing golden rings around her pupil. “There’s no point in shaking with fear. Our fate is sealed.” 
 
    “To be in Avarick’s harem?” 
 
    She scoffs. “Hardly. He won’t be seeing us. Not until we are trained as perfect slaves.” 
 
    “What!” you squawk. 
 
    The bald woman smirks. “Did you really think Avarick would care what becomes of us? No. We are merely more coins in his hoard, to be dispersed as he pleases.” 
 
    “But… I mean… won’t he at least inspect us?” 
 
    “Why would he? We already were. Prepare yourself, girl. You will make a fine prize to a demon general.” 
 
    You curse, kicking the bars of the cage. Fuck! You should have known this plan was too good to be true. You’ve got to get out of here! You still yourself, taking a deep breath. Gathering your power, you press your hand against the lock. 
 
    And nothing happens. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    You try again, gathering your innate magic and pressing it to the bars. This time you don’t even feel a tingle of magic. 
 
    “What’s going on?” you demand. “Where’s my magic?” 
 
    The bald woman laughs again. You’re really getting sick of that. “Did you think Avarick did not know some among his prizes would be sorcerers?” She raps the bars of her own cage, magic crackling off the black steel like blue lightning. “These cages are built as guards against such as those. You have no magic here.” 
 
    True fear settles like a leaden lump in your stomach. “But… how…” 
 
    “You are trapped here, to be prepared for employment in Avarick’s brothels. For fortunes in gold, he lets monsters and demons fuck his most beautiful slaves. Surely,” she says with a smirk, “you didn’t think he wouldn’t invest us?” 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Oh no no no! 
 
    You grab the bars, shaking them as if by sheer rage you might bend their steel. But your efforts merely make your cage swing on the end of its chain. You sob, trying to summon the Staff of Domination, but even that fizzles. You moan as you desperately try and think of a plan to escape, even as the truth of your miscalculation settles within you, and all the horrors that it will bring. 
 
      
 
    Slave to the Greed Lord 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You quickly keep your eyes averted, conjuring the Staff of Domination at the ready lest the bitch before you manage think you’re just some helpless slave escaped from the others. Which, admittedly, you look like, but that’s not the point. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” the gorgon hisses with mirth. “Afraid to meet me face to face?” 
 
    “No!” you say, watching her scales slide through the coins from the corner of your eyes. You shiver, trying to find a way to keep her in view without looking at her face, and instead find your eyes locked with the ruby necklace that rests between her breasts. 
 
    “Ah. I see you’re admiring my necklace,” the serpent croons. “It is lovely, isn’t it?” 
 
    You blink. “Um, well…” 
 
    “See how it glitters? How it shines? How it sparkles and flashes like one of my lovely eyes?” 
 
    You swallow hard. It does glitter very prettily. Like little stars bound up within the blood red jewel. As the gorgon sways, her large breasts bounce it, flashing it, sending it sparkling and shining. Every movement seems to bring out another facet of it. Another glimpse of it. Each so lovely. So fascinating. 
 
    You realize you’ve let your staff sag and hastily bring it back up, but you can’t seem to break your stare with the necklace. It’s just so… so… 
 
    Enthralling. 
 
    “Would you like a closer look?” the gorgon coos. 
 
    Something… something about that sounds alarming, but you can’t seem to figure out what. Not while your whole focus is on the ruby. On the shine as it flickers atop her large breasts. “Um, I don’t…” 
 
    “Nothing to worry about, sweet thing. Just a closer look. Surely there’s no harm in that. Is there?” 
 
    Is there? 
 
    “Surely you’re not afraid?” 
 
    “No. Not… not afraid…” 
 
    “Of course not,” the gorgon croons, her voice a sibilant hiss that masks the tinkle of coins as her coils suddenly rise up from beneath you, wrap about your legs and hips. You gasp, starting, almost looking away. 
 
    But then you’re lifted so much closer to her. Right before her large breasts. Her shiny ruby. That sparkling, wonderful, beautiful gem suspended right before your eyes. 
 
    “Isn’t that better?” 
 
    “Yes…” you breathe, your jaw slack as you stare into the flashing facets of that jewel, no longer even registering the slow tightening of the gorgon’s coils around you. Binding your arms to your sides. Squeezing your tits together as you stare at the gem with awe. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Oh. Oh, those words. Those word rush through you like the loveliest wine. You whimper in naked delight, your jaw trembling with the moan that threatens to escape you. 
 
    “Do you like that, my dear? When I call you a good girl? When I tell you what a good, obedient girl you’re being staring into my necklace? Losing yourself to my ruby? My pretty gem? My lovely eye?” 
 
    “E-eye?” you moan softly. 
 
    “Of course, darling,” the gorgon titters, pulling you even closer. Close enough you can smell the faint, iron scent of the gorgon’s scales as you stare into that jewel. “My pretty eye. One of my lovely snakes had it fall out. But it was so lovely, I couldn’t bear to part with it, so had it placed into my necklace.” 
 
    Oh, you realize. She had another eye. One you mistook and looked into. What a silly mistake to make. The idea doesn’t alarm you. In fact, you find it funny. Hilarious. Laughter bubbles up in you like fizzy drink. You’re suddenly giggling. Laughing like a brainless ditz. The gorgon is laughing with you, which only makes you laugh harder. 
 
    “What a happy ditz I’ve found! What a silly, brainless girl!” 
 
    You nod eagerly, never tearing your eyes from her necklace. Oh yes! You’re such a brainless ditz. A stupid bimbo. Getting tricked so easily. But it’s no surprise. Mistress is so much smarter than you are. You never really had a chance. Smiling dimly, you keep staring at the ruby, feeling all your cares and worries melt away. Especially when her coils start sliding around you. Massaging you. Teasing your big, plump breasts until you whimper and moan and pant like a brainless bimbo. 
 
    “What a good girl you are! And good girls get rewards. Yes they do.” 
 
    “Yessssnnnnn!” you moan as the tip of the gorgon’s tail slides up against your dangling legs, between them, teasing your tender slit. 
 
    “Mmm. I do soooo love these outfits of yours. They leave you so open. So unprotected. So vulnerable…” 
 
    You can’t disagree with her. You do feel open. Vulnerable. Helpless as the tip of her tail glides along your twitching slit, teasing you to a whimpering, moaning mess of a woman. Your legs are parted, helpless against the assault of her tail, your head increasingly woolen. Heavy. Confused and unbearably horny. 
 
    “Does my obedient pet want to cum?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you moan, helpless before her necklace. Her power. Her pleasure. 
 
    “Only obedient sluts get to cum. Are you my obedient slut? My pretty slave? My eager, moaning, helpless prize?” 
 
    “Yessss!” you cry, wriggling and gasping and so very needy. 
 
    “Then cum for me, slave. Cum if you’re my eager slut. My mindless slave. Cum away your mind for me. Let your every thought and memory drip down those pretty thighs. Cum for mistress. Cum! Cum!” 
 
    “Yesssssss!” you wail, shuddering as you cum, gushing with the wonderous pleasure of her tail. Of her necklace. Of her utter control of your pathetic little mind. You feel the old you dripping down your thighs, lost in the heights of your climax. You whimper, moaning, sagging in her coils, helpless as she strips away all of who you were, and leaves nothing but the moaning, obedient slave she’s caught. 
 
    “Good slave,” the gorgon purrs as her tail continues to tease your fluttering pussy. “You’ll be a fine pet for your mistress…” 
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    You sigh, sinking deeper into the warm waters of the bath. Mmm. It feels so good on your aching joints. 
 
    “Are you pleased, mistress?” your handmaid, Gladia, asks. 
 
    “It is… sufficient,” you say. “Now get back to rubbing the oils in.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    She obeys with alacrity. Little surprise. Your husband bought her specifically to tend to you as you deal with the heaviness of pregnancy. She’s a practiced hand at it by now. This is hardly the first time your stomach has swollen with your husband’s eggs, your body used as his personal incubator. Not that you’re complaining. You relish the feeling of his oily cock plunging into your sopping pussy, seeking to breed you yet again. 
 
    You sigh, rolling your shoulders as Gladia works her magic fingers into them, her hands moving forward, gliding down to the swollen orbs of your milky tits, nearly as large as your pregnant stomach, which floats among the scented waters like a pale island. You smirk down at your breasts. Bigger and more productive than any other of Boriga’s many slaves. Even the ones brought in from the realm of gluttony. You suck in a sharp breath of delight as Gladia’s arms move down your collarbone and begin to massage those plump orbs. 
 
    “Mmmm! Just like that.” You sigh. 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    You hum with pleasure as Gladia climbs about you and into the pool. She’s naked but for the collar around her neck and the brand on her ass, declaring her Boriga’s. Her short hair frames her smiling face as she gently cups your heavy breasts and begins to massage those plump orbs. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan, toes curling and body stretching as torpid pleasure oozes through you like warm honey. Your plump nipples are already beginning to dribble their sweet cream, your tits molded and massaged by the eager hands of your slave. “That’s it. Ohhh fuck. I’ve been needing this.” 
 
    “You deserve it, mistress,” Gladia says. 
 
    “I know. And you deserve something too, slave.” 
 
    Gladia’s eyes brighten. “May I…” 
 
    You chuckle at the neediness in her face. “I’ll allow it.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress!” she gushes, leans in, and latches on to one of your budding teats. 
 
    You groan as the slave begins to hungrily suckle at your nipple. She’s eager, you’ll give her that, and almost pathetically grateful. If you hadn’t demanded Boriga keep her, she likely would have been sold to who knows what denizen of hell. But as your personal handmaid, she not only gets to serve you, but enjoy your pleasures. 
 
    Speaking of. 
 
    You hum, slipping a hand between her legs. She gasps, bucking as you teasingly run a finger up along her slit, making her moan, lashes flutter with pathetic eagerness as she begins to ride your finger. “Mmmm. Like that?” you purr. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” she moans, milk dribbling from the corner of her mouth as she frantically bucks her hips atop your strumming finger. 
 
    “Of course you do. You’re… nnn… just an eager milk slave. Needing mistress’s milk. Wanting to… ooooh fuck! Fuck, yes. Yessss! Needing to suck. Suck like a good slut. A good slave. Oh fuck. Fuck yessssss! More. Oh fuck yes mooooooore!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a sweet cry of pleasure as you cum, shuddering beneath your eager slut, relishing her groan as she cums with you, adding her juices to the waters with shameful squirts of her twitching cunny. 
 
    The clearing of a throat makes you loll your head. One of your husband’s guards stand nearby. The frogmen were once inscrutable to you, but the years of your residence has given you the hints of their inner thoughts. In particular, the reason why his normally pale stomach has flushed a slightly ruddy hue. Not that he dares do anything about his arousal with you. If Boriga knew another male had attempted to mate with you, castration would be the least of their problems. 
 
    “Master wishes you in chamber,” the guard says, ogling your plump teats. 
 
    “Does he?” you say, rising. “Gladia? My cloak.” 
 
    “He say not need cloak.” 
 
    Ah, so that’s how it is. Once, you might have been ashamed of your nudity, but that was another you. A spiteful, prideful brat. You’re a woman now, in every sense of the word, and if your husband and master wishes you to join him nude, then you will obey. 
 
    You rise from the bath, warm waters cascading over your curved frame. You don’t even bother with the towel, striding through, dripping with every step as you leave the baths and head for your husband’s chambers. Servants and slave and guards alike bow before you, and you relish their deference, even though you know it’s not you they bow to, but your husband. Respect for him translates to obedience to you. Once, the thought of deriving all your power from a bloated, amphibian monster would have made you cringe. But now you know better. Now you know the wisdom of your master. 
 
    You hear the soft conversation from outside his chambers, and smirk, realizing the true purpose of your coming. Skin glistening with the oils and waters of your bath, you push through the doors. “Master,” you cry, striding in. “I have come.” 
 
    Conversation falls off immediately as both Boriga and his guest turn your way. The frogman has gotten even larger since you first arrived, something you couldn’t believe was possible. His wide mouth widens further as you strut in, taking a seat on the arm of his chair. 
 
    “Hrmmm. My dear. What an unexpected surprise.” 
 
    “But surely a welcome one,” you giggle, touching his bloated flesh fondly. 
 
    Boriga croaks with mirth, his webbed hands cupping your rear hungrily. “Hmm. Very much so. What did you need?” 
 
    Ah, so he’s playing this game is he? Well, you’re certainly willing to participate. You give a throaty moan, pressing your ass back into his hand and your breasts to his smooth skin. “Oh master. I was in the baths, and I simply couldn’t get you out of my mind! I need your cock, master. Please. I need it so badly.” 
 
    Boriga laughs. “Really now! But my dear, I have a guest. You don’t mind, do you, duke?” 
 
    Only then then do you spare a glance to his guest. His broad chest of red flesh and the leather straps which cross it mark him out as a duke of Wrath, his eyes burning with light like foundries of the valley of swords. Back ramrod straight, arms bulging with muscles crossed across his chest, he couldn’t be less like your corpulent husband, but his eyes are arrested by the mark tattooed on your mons. 
 
    “Is that…” 
 
    “Yes. The Princess of Pride herself,” Boriga croons, stroking you fondly. “My beloved was so eager for my cock, she simply couldn’t resist. But my dear, we were in the middle of a meeting…” 
 
    “I won’t be a bother,” you say, sliding down the slopes of his fat body, nestling against his leg, his shaft already making its appearance from his abdominal slit. You stroke his leg, looking up into Boriga’s huge eyes wantonly. “Please, master. I need your seed ever so much.” 
 
    Boriga sighs. “Oh, I suppose I must. You do get so randy when you’re stuffed with young.” 
 
    “Mmm. It’s true,” you moan, running your tongue up his wedged cock, coaxing it to its full, mighty length. “Mmmm. I’m but a… weak… needy… slut…” 
 
    “No reason to interrupt. Shall we continue?” 
 
    The duke clears his throat, but you can feel the intensity of his gaze on your plump bottom as it bounces with your eager ministrations of your master’s cock. The slightly bitter, oily taste of his shaft thrills you in ways you could never put into mere words, even if your mouth wasn’t busy adoring inch after inch of amphibian dick. So you show him the only way that really matters, your soft, pouty lips engulfing his smooth cock and sucking adoringly. 
 
    It almost amazes you how close you came to never knowing this life. This pleasure of adoring your master’s cock as he haggles over the prices of weapons and ore, the wrath demon growing ever more distracted by your plump bottom and full figure as you lavish your master’s dick with your tongue. How nearly you came to believing it was your destiny to rule the demon realm, rather than serve. You can almost laugh at the you that once was, if you didn’t find her ignorance so sad. 
 
    At the thought of that, you hollow your cheeks, sucking more insistently. Gods but you need your master’s cum. You need it more than anything else. You have to taste him. Swallow him. You hear the frogman’s voice grow heavy and ragged as you suck him nearer to completion. So close. So close. 
 
    “Hmmmnnn. Done!” Boriga cries, sealing the deal with the demon with a throaty croak as he stuffs your mouth with cum. You moan, lashes fluttering as your throat works, drinking down his oily seed with slavish devotion. Boriga sags in his throne in sated pleasure. “Hmm… I shall have the weapons delivered… at once.” 
 
    “Right. Well, great. Good,” the wrath demon mutters, rising heavily. You give you ass a little teasing twitch at the demon as he hastily shuffles out, limping due to the simply massive bulge testing his mailed pants. 
 
    Boriga chuckles once he is gone. “Ah,” the fat monster croons, resting a hand on your head. “Fool. I’d have sold those arms for nearly half what he offered. But he couldn’t quite focus. Not with the Princess of Pride revealing such a lovely scene.” 
 
    You laugh with him, pulling yourself up his heavy belly. “Then you are pleased, master?” 
 
    “How could I be otherwise? With my fortune secured, my heirs born of such a beautiful womb, and so lovely a slave bride eager for my cock, what more could one desire?” 
 
    “Then, perhaps, a reward?” you pant, rubbing your glistening cunny against his cock, still stiff despite filling your stomach with his cum. 
 
    Boriga croaks with mirth. “Mmm. Always the greedy one, my dear.” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you moan, frantically rubbing yourself atop his prick. “So needy, my master. Please. May I have your mighty cock? I need it within me. Oh master, master, I beg you…” 
 
    Boriga croaks with mirth, giving your plump rear a smack that makes you jolt with the pleasure of the impact, your heavy tits bouncing delightfully. “Ah, but how could I deny such a beauty? Very well, my dear. Take your master’s cock.” 
 
    “Oh master,” you moan, lowering yourself onto his prick, feeling his slick wedge of a cock slide seamlessly into your pussy. “Thank youuuuuuu!” 
 
    Your voice rises with bliss as you take the monster’s shaft, biting your lower lip with sweetest pleasure as your hips begin to move, plunging you up and down atop the frogman’s cock. Whimpers and pants soon escape you, especially when Boriga leans forward, opens his mouth wide, and engulfs your plump teat in his mouth. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you groan as the frogman hungrily sucks, his huge tongue lathing your teat wonderfully. “Ohhhhh! Oh g-gods! Oh master yes. Yessss! Drink me. Drink me up! Oh fuck. All for you. All my… mnnn… my sweet milk for youuuuu!” 
 
    You know you should feel shame for this. For fucking your pregnant body atop the fat monster, for surrendering your breast to him, your milk gushing into his mouth, your womb heavy with his young, but you have none. You relish the sensation of your submission to your master. The pleasured delights at his webbed hands. Ambition, pride, all thrown away in love of this creature who has fucked you full of his spawn. 
 
    All of it worth it. All of it you would do again as Boriga groans and bucks, burying his cock in you, stuffing you with yet another load of his oily seed. As you wail in pleasure, welcoming another breeding by the monster, you know that this was always your destiny. Your fate. Your future. 
 
    And you wouldn’t have it any other way. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You don’t know much about gorgons, save the power of their eyes, let alone if she would be resistant to your magic. But not even her scales should be a match to your staff’s enchanted might. You let out a cry and surge forward, swinging the Staff of Domination at the gorgon, power surging up your enchanted weapon. 
 
    The serpent woman hisses, twisted back, easily evading your clumsy blow. “A foolish endeavour, slut!” the serpent woman says. 
 
    You spin to face her as she effortlessly slithers among the coins, your own footing amid the treasure far less certain. Especially when her tail snaps out, wrapping about your leg. You yelp as she suddenly yanks your feet out from under you, slamming you onto the gold, driving the air from your lungs. Reflexively, your fingers loosen on the staff. 
 
    And then it’s sliding down the slope of the pile, and you’re being lifted into the air, dangled as you squirm helplessly. 
 
    As you twist about in pitiful temper, you suddenly find yourself turned, face to face with the gorgon, and her ruby red gaze. 
 
    “Look into my eyes, slave.” 
 
    You’re too surprised to try and turn away, and a moment later it’s too late. The power in those eyes is like a hammer to your delicate mind. Her gaze shatters your thoughts in a single blow, holding you with all the compulsion of the adder and the rabbit. 
 
    You tremble, resisting as best you can, trying to hold on to yourself as her eyes glow. As the gold of her gaze grows molten. Spiralling. 
 
    “Do not resist,” she purrs. 
 
    “Gnnn,” you gasp through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Why resist? When peace is so close. So near. Just let go. Just surrender. Just stare deeper. Just let your mind melt. Just stare into the spirals. Submit to the spinning. Fall. 
 
    “Fall. 
 
    “Fall…” 
 
    You feel the strength bleed from your limbs despite your best efforts. You try and fight back, but wonder why. Why, when those eyes are so beautiful. Why look away? Why resist? Why not sink into them. Slide into them. Submit to the whirling molten gold. The glorious power. The warmth of her hypnotic gaze. 
 
    There’s no reason, you realize, your mind growing fuzzy. Your body sagging in bliss. Going limp in the grip of her coils. You smile dimly, your head filling with the warm gold of her gaze. Pushing out everything else that you were. 
 
    “That’s a good slut,” Hassas purrs as she watches all intelligence vanish from your eyes. “Just submit to me. Just give in. Just… surrender.” 
 
    “Surrender…” you moan as the gorgon reaches up, cupping your cheeks, squeezing them. 
 
    “Yes. That’s it. Let all the bad thoughts just ooze out of your head. Only pleasure now, slave. Only delight. You want pleasure, don’t you?” 
 
    You do. Pleasure is good. Pleasure is nice. Pleasure is the gorgon reaching up, flicking aside the girdle of silk, and gently running a finger along your cunny. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you moan, shuddering as you’re gently laid down among the gold, the gorgon looming over you, never breaking eye contact as her powers pummel your will into nothing. Your whole body tingles with pleasure, the serpent woman’s finger continuing its tortuous strokes against your pussy. You try and reach down to join your hand to hers, but Hassas merely clicks her tongue. 
 
    “None of that,” she croons, her coils wrapping about your chest, pinning your arms to your sides, squeezing your tits together in a way that makes you whimper with helpless delight. “Silly slaves don’t get to touch themselves. Only mistress gets to touch her. Only mistress gets to make her cum. 
 
    “And when she cums,” Hasses continues, leaning in closer, smirking, revealing her fangs. “She will be mine. My golden beauty. Trapped in ecstasy forever more.” 
 
    “Moooooore…” you moan, your hips bucking, riding her fingers as she lazily masturbates you. A small voice in the back of your mind screams to be heard. That what she just said means your damnation! That if you cum, you’d be transformed, becoming another golden statue, locked in an expression of blissful submission for the rest of time. 
 
    But that’s such a small voice. 
 
    And getting smaller with every stroke of the gorgon’s finger. 
 
    “Are you going to cum for me, pet?” Hassas purrs, the serpents of her hair hissing, the bronze of her flesh shining. “Are you going to cum for me like a wonderful slave? A perfect doll? A pretty statuette? Show me your face. Show me your expression when bliss embraces you. Consumes you. Show me, slave. Show me.” 
 
    “Yes!” you cry, riding her hand, wrapped in her coils, your mind lost in the clouds of pleasure. The emptiness of ecstasy, your body burning, your orgasm building, building, bubbling up until it cannot be denied. “Yes! Yes! Yessssssss!” 
 
    Your wail rings among the gold and jewels of the hoard, your orgasm pumping through you in sudden hot waves of endless pleasure. You cry out again, riding her hands, feeling the sweetness of your peak spread through you in an orgasm stronger than anything you’ve known before. 
 
    The wave of pleasure ebbs, and in its place comes a wonderful, tingling numbness. A golden sheen grows from your submissive pussy, spreading across you slowly. Utterly. Your eyes roll back, your body locked in the throes of your mind-numbing orgasm. 
 
    Hassas lifts your gilded form up, admiring your blissful expression in its golden mask, your shapely form stretched with the completion of your pleasure. 
 
    “Mmm. Some of my finest work,” the gorgon purrs as she adds you to the other statues littering the chamber. 
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    Magic 
 
      
 
    You’ve never faced a monster like this before, but that doesn’t matter. You’re not some measly slave gotten lost in these halls. You’re the future overlord of the nether realms! And you have the power to make it so! 
 
    You cast a hand towards the gorgon, careful not to be caught by her eyes. Magic surges up through you, singing through you, a triumph of purest power. You open your mouth, a cry of triumph leaving you as you cast your spell. 
 
    Icy winds rush from your palm and towards the startled gorgon, crashing into the serpent bitch with all the cold of the deepest pits of hell. Steam bursts from the serpent woman’s skin, wrapping her in clouds. You smirk. 
 
    Until the steam clears, leaving a bemused gorgon untouched. 
 
    “Really now?” she says, her voice a sibilant hiss that drops a leaden weight into the pit of your stomach. “Cold? Stupid slave. My scales burn with the heat of my master’s greed!” 
 
    Your eyes widen. You miscalculated. Badly! Even as you struggle to formulate another spell, the gorgon points at you. “And I have sorcery of my own!” 
 
    Golden magic crackles from her hands, racing across the space between you and slams into you like a whirlwind of golden sparks. You scream, which grows to a sudden higher pitch as you find your body contracting, shrinking. The spell drops you, stray sparks of magic still popping off as you land among the treasures, no larger than the coins that litter the floor. 
 
    The sound of thunder hisses through the quiet. Your head jerks up to find the gorgon twisting across the divide, smirking down at you, her ruby eyes glowing with cruel light. You try and scramble away, but she deftly reaches down, plucking you from the ground and raising you to her face. 
 
    “Mmm,” she purrs the sound of her voice deafening. “I do love the taste of sorcerers.” 
 
    Panic freezes you as she opens her mouth, revealing the dark depths of her throat. You try and struggle free in a mad panic, but even at your full size, you hadn’t the strength to resist her grip. She dangles you over her open mouth, then lets you drop. 
 
    “Nooooooo!” you scream as you fall into the dark cavern, her mouth snapping shut, fangs missing your head by a hair. Then you’re in the darkness, her tongue writhing around you, stroking you in ways that would almost be tantalizing if the situation were different. The warmth of her spiced breath gusts against you, your struggles making the gorgon giggle with mirth. Then, her tongue worms around you, pushing you back towards the deeper darkness of her throat. 
 
    “No! No! Please! Don’t! Not this! Not thiiiiiiiiis!” 
 
    Your scream fades as you slip down her tongue, and into the tunnel of her throat, pulled down deeper and deeper, descending into her stomach, where you will be dissolved within the potent acids. An ignominious end to the woman who would be the Overlord. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    You hold back. Maybe… maybe you don’t have to fight. Maybe there’s another option here. 
 
    “Wait!” you call. “Hassas, I wish to speak!” 
 
    “Do you now?” the gorgon says, her scales whispering over the gold on the floor as she twists lazily about you. “If you look into my eyes, I believe we could have a great conversation. Oh yes indeed. Such sweet words you would say…” 
 
    “They are not for you,” you say. “They are for your master, Avarick!” 
 
    The gorgon cackles. “Oh really?” she says. “So you seek a meeting with the master? Whyever should I help with that?” 
 
    “For the reward which it will surely bring.” 
 
    The hiss of the scales pauses abruptly. It resumes a second later, but she certainly paused. You gasp as her coils are suddenly around your legs, but fight the instinct to strike out with your staff or spells. 
 
    “Oh really?” she says again, her coils working around your waist, lifting you into the air and close to her. You can feel the intensity of her eyes and hear the hissing of her serpentine hair. “What reward might that be, little one?” 
 
    You bristle at her condescension, but fight back the instinct to berate her. “I am the heir to the Overlord. Mistress of the Citadel. The Princess of Pride! I have come to speak to your master about his fealty, and joining me in becoming the ruler of the nether world once more.” 
 
    The gorgon bursts out laughing. “You? You are the daughter of the Overlord?” 
 
    “You doubt me?” you say hotly. 
 
    The gorgon chuckles again, her scales smooth as they rub against your naked flesh, warm as gold that has sat out in the sun for days and days. “Hmmm. Perhaps not. Only the greatest of fools or the most prideful of brats would enter the Vault to try and speak with the master. Perhaps you are who you say you are.” 
 
    Relief pours through you like a balm. “Then, you will bring me to him? If he joins me, your master will surely reward you.” 
 
    “This is true,” Hassas says. “And if you fail, he will still reward me for bringing him such a prize. He has been looking for a new slut to chain to his throne.” 
 
    That wasn’t what you wanted to hear. Nonetheless, you stay quiet, sneaking a glance at the gorgon’s thoughtful face, her finger tapping her chin. At last, the bronzed beauty nods. “Yessssss. I think I shall bring you to him.” 
 
    “Oh, good,” you say, relaxing a twinge. “Then, can you let me down?” 
 
    “Hmm. I think not.” 
 
    “H-hey!” you squeak indignantly as the gorgon slithers away, carrying you in her twisting coils. Hassas merely laughs as she flows easily over the treasures of the chamber, her body twisting this way and that deeper into the glittering world of the Vault. You steam with indignation, but force your mouth shut. You’ve achieved your objective. There’s no sense in testing the gorgon further. 
 
    The journey is swift, taking you over hills of gold and around mountains of gems. The route is dizzying, and you’re suddenly glad the gorgon is your guide. You’re increasingly doubtful you could have found your way alone, even with your cursed mark pulsing and throbbing with growing desire. 
 
    You know you’ve arrived when your womb fairly throbs with need, just before an immense pair of golden doors. The gorgon pushes them open, sidling down a hall of burnished gold. Pillars made of golden statues of men bent beneath the weight of the ceiling line the way. Huge displays filled with invaluable artifacts and gold encrusted items are held behind glass walls. Your heart beats faster as you near the end of the hall, where a podium holds a vast desk, behind which can only be the Dragon of Greed. 
 
    Avarick sits among a desk littered with scales and abacuses and gold. A draconic demon nearly two heads taller than you. Three if you count his curling horns. His scales are a shimmering carpet of gold inlaid with precious jewels, his eyes burning blue and a cigar chomped between his teeth. A thick fur coat drapes him like a cape, and in his claws, he grips with surprising delicateness a sheaf of report he’s in the midst of reading. 
 
    When the great doors groan open, he turns his eye on you and Hassas, and the feel of his gaze is like a gunshot right into your womb. Lust pops and burns treacherously through your veins, and it takes all your effort not to swoon in the presence of the sin lord. 
 
    Avarick lowers the papers, shifting an elbow onto the table to peer down at you and Hassas. “Well?” he says, his voice smooth as molten gold, smoke oozing from his cigar. “What’s this?” 
 
    “Master,” the gorgon says, her voice soft with deference as she dips in a bow. “I have brought you something.” 
 
    “So I see,” he says, glancing idly to a huge clock in the corner. “And I trust it’s worth it. Time is money, Hassas, as you know?” 
 
    “An intruder, my master. But, she also claims more. That she is the Princess of Pride, and has come to make you an offer.” 
 
    Avarick’s eyebrow flicks up. His smirk widens, and the demon rises slowly with a soft creak of metal. “Has she now?” 
 
    You shiver as Avarick slowly steps around his desk, his fur coat rustling around him, his every step banging, sizzling on the floor. This, then, is a sin lord, A ruler of one of the seven realms of hell. He towers over you, the smoke of his cigar twisting in the air, his burnished scales glittering with inlaid gems. A fortune armours him. A flick of his claws has the gorgon release you, letting you stagger as she plops you down. 
 
    “Leave us,” he commands. 
 
    Hassas once more bows before slithering from the room, letting the doors slam shut behind her. Avarick hasn’t once turned his burning eyes from you. 
 
    “So! Here you are. Lorrick’s girl, eh? You certainly have his brazenness coming before me.” 
 
    You force yourself not to quail before the demon lord, drawing yourself up. “I… I am here to speak to you.” 
 
    “Is that right?” he says, puffing on his cigar, but his eyes are amused, wandering down to your mons. He smirks. “Looks like that’s not all.” 
 
    You flush, glancing down to see that the cursed mark has burned through the makeup you wore, throbbing with a glow, desperate to taste this monster’s cock. Already you can feel its insidious work upon you, urging you to offer yourself to this demon. This monster. To bend over, raise your ass like a bitch in heat and beg for his cock within you. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    Avarick smirks wider, revealing his fangs. He prowls closer, his shadow heavy as it falls over you, the heat of his body a furnace making the air shimmer around him. “What? What did you come to me for?” 
 
    “I… I came here to g-gain your fealty,” you gasp. “To undo my curse. To name me Overlord!” 
 
    Avarick chuckles, exhaling another plume of acrid smoke. “You got balls, girl,” he says, leaning in closer. “Gotta give you that. Your father crushed hell under his heel when he demanded our allegiance. All the seven realms fell to him before he tried invading the mortal world. Damned if it wasn’t stupid to do, but the old man had it in him to demand loyalty. So why,” he says, leaning in yet closer, his teeth but an inch from your nose. “Why should I follow you?” 
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    For Pleasure 
 
      
 
    His question burns you. His attention thrills you. What do you have to offer this demon? This monster? This master of his realm? Treasures he has in plenty, and all you have is yourself. 
 
    But maybe that’s it. 
 
    You just wish it wasn’t so dearly tempting. Just being in the demon’s presence is sending your heart racing with lust. Your pussy fairly dripping. Your breasts tingling to be touched and stroked and used. The cursed mark yearns for you to be bred. To yield. To surrender yourself to his desires. 
 
    “I… if you join me, I will… um… I would be w-willing to offer you my… my attentions…” 
 
    Avarick’s grin deepens. “Really?” he says, taking a step nearer. You try and back up, but your legs are rooted to the spot. He reaches down, his scaly hand cupping your mons brazenly, and a gasp escapes you. “Looks to me like you’re more than willing already.” 
 
    A moan escapes you before you can hide it. Your body pushes your groin against his hand, your teeth nibbling on your lower lip as one of his fingers brazenly pushes inside of you, stroking you until your legs quiver, threatening to drop you in an instant. 
 
    “Hmmm. Seems like you’re not all that confident being the queen of hell, eh? If this is all it takes to make you whimper.” 
 
    You squeak as his other hand moves around you, filling his palm with your ass. You gasp as he gives it a squeeze. 
 
    “Hmm. Not bad. Not bad at all. Men would pay good gold for a feel of these.” 
 
    “I… ah… I…” 
 
    “You what?” he grins around his cigar, and exhales a sudden cloud of smoke into your face. 
 
    You gasp, staggered by it. The scent is thick and pungent, but strangely attractive. Your head spins under its influence, your lashes fluttering as your hips begin to move, riding you atop his plunging finger. Oh gods. Oh gods, are you really doing this? Are you really this weak? 
 
    Of course you are, a voice within your head whispers. 
 
    You can’t deny it. Your body burns with need. Your head pounds with lust. The demon chuckles, the sibilant sound whispering through you. 
 
    “Over the desk, slut,” he commands. 
 
    “Y-yes…” 
 
    Refusal doesn’t enter into it. Avarick is an alpha in both spirit and literal sense. As his finger schlicks free of your pussy, the emptiness is unbearable. You need to be filled again. You must be! You walk on shaking legs to his desk, barely making it before you collapse atop it, your breasts providing a perfect cushion. 
 
    You hear the Dragon of Greed move in behind you, the creak of his body like some golden statue come to life. His hot hands land on your ass, making you gasp, your hips buck, and legs instinctively spread. 
 
    “Look at that. A sight worth half the Vault. The Princess of Pride bending down to welcome my cock. Your father would be so disappointed. Or, perhaps, he’d be delighted. The old man was always a bit odd.” 
 
    “F-fuck him,” you moan, ass twitching under his clothes. “Fuck meee!” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear. A woman who knows what she wants. And here I have it for you. So have some, slut!” 
 
    Without further ado, the demonic dragon thrusts, burying his cock in her twitching pussy. 
 
    And heaven has come to hell. 
 
    You squeal in bliss as your inner walls clamp down, as your body at last is given what it craves. As at last you feel the demon’s cock bury itself deep within you. Clutching the desk, panting, you thrust back against his cock, the feel of his claws on your ass tingling with delight as you welcome your breeding. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you moan. “More! Please! Nnn! Fuck me. Fuck me! Breed me!” 
 
    “Ha! Now this is rewarding,” the demon groans as he pounds his reptilian cock into your welcoming cunny, your every whimper and moan ringing in the golden halls of the demon lord. “Yessss. Now we’re cookin’! Fuck, girl. If I’d known how fuckable you were, I’d a paid off your father an age ago to claim this pussy!” 
 
    “Don’t… don’t need gold. Only cock. Need cock. Need fucking!” you moan with brazen shamelessness. 
 
    “That’s the spirit. Now… hold on… ‘Cause here comes yer reward!” 
 
    Avarick howls those words as he buries his cock within your tight depths. You can feel his seed churning, his cock swelling, the rune on your mons blazing with the nearness of your breeding. Your eyes open wide, your lips parting in a great O as you feel his cum boil into you, flooding your depths, surging into your welcoming womb. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you scream in purest joy, the curse mark flaring, burning itself into your pale flesh as you accept your master’s essence. As you surrender utterly to his seed. You shudder, twitching in ecstasy as you sag atop the table, panting, ass twitching as your every muscle surrender to the ecstasy that flows through you like sparks. 
 
    You whimper as the ashes of Avarick’s cigar land on your lower back. Casually, the lord of greed spits out the stub, flicking another cigar from a pocket and into his mouth. A snap of his fingers conjures a flame to light it, and he casually puffs at his cigar as his hips lazily begin to saw in and out of you anew. 
 
    “Hmnnn. Not bad. Not bad at all,” the dragon demon says, blowing another gust of smoke into the air. “I think you’ll make a fine trophy wife, slut.” 
 
    “Th… thank youuuuu,” you moan beneath him, whimpering as his lazy thrusts stir the cum which fills you, your head stuffed with pleasure and submission to this glorious creature. 
 
    Avarick chuckles and gives your ass a spank, making you twitch and moan. “Hmm. You’re welcome. But I can’t have you walking around like you were. We’ve got a reputation to uphold. And a trophy wife needs to look it, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “You… you want to… to dress me up,” you pant. 
 
    “Been thinking about it,” he muses. 
 
    “Oh… oh Avarick that… that sounds…” The corners of your lips twitch. “Divine.” 
 
    Avarick laughs again. “Ha ha! Atta girl. I think this is the start of a beautiful relationship.” 
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    Trophy Wife 
 
      
 
    Once again, you’re admiring yourself in a mirror, albeit in far different circumstances from before. You turn slowly this way and that, taking in the changes your husband has wrought upon your flesh. 
 
    Skin once pale as cream is now bronzed like polished gold. Your hips are curvier, breasts heavier, and lashes lower with sultry hunger. Your breasts are capped with golden plates, your girdle a golden chain supporting a V of the same metal to hide your pussy. Your bellybutton is pierced with a ruby, your ears with silver hoops. More chains and bracelets and jewels drape your arms, neck and ankles like the cheapest of Mammon street sluts, but you don’t mind. This is what your husband wanted, and this is what he gets. 
 
    You smirk, the heavy, snow white fur coat hanging loosely from your shoulders, only the front open to reveal your blessed assets. It’s just a shame you can’t wear more jewelry. You glance about the room at the chests and closets overflowing with treasures and garments and prizes. All for you to wear to showcase your husband’s wealth. Avarick doesn’t mind. They’re all his, and so are you. 
 
    The metal door to your chamber swings open, and you smile as you feel the heat that seeps from Avarick’s scales wash over your back. You shiver as his claws rest on your shoulders, his head dipping down and forked tongue licking your throat. 
 
    “Admiring yourself again?” he says. 
 
    “Mnnn. Just trying on the newest furs,” you purr. “I love them, by the way.” 
 
    “’Course you do. They’re the finest that money can buy. But I got you something new to wear too.” 
 
    You laugh. “Darling! I can barely wear all the things you’ve gotten me already.” 
 
    “Mmm. Been thinking about that, and I realized there was one place we hadn’t decorated yet.” 
 
    You look down as he fetches something from a deep pocket, and gasp at the stubby golden rod he holds. One loaded with smooth jewels and shining with lubricating oil. 
 
    “Is…” 
 
    “That’s right. Now, shall we?” 
 
    You giggle in delight, eagerly bending yourself over your vanity, flicking up the hem of your coat to reveal the puckered star of your asshole. “Mmm. Please, do it, beloved.” 
 
    Avarick chuckles and teases the blunt shape against your asshole. You moan as the plug pushes against that tight ring, willing your body to relax and welcome the intruder. Not just because you want to please your master. The idea of having an item that could buy the freedom of a boatload of slaves sitting in your tight bottom is deliciously depraved. Your heart beats quicker and your pussy moistens against the gold plate covering it with the image. At last, with a soft gasp, you feel the plug plunge into you, settling firmly in your ass, the bottom topped with a huge ruby that sparkles teasingly from your bronzed cheeks. 
 
    “Marvellous,” Avarick says. 
 
    “Mmm. It feels wonderful, dear,” you moan, wiggling your bottom, feeling it shift within you and catching the sparkle of the ruby. “Oh, but, surely you deserve something too?” 
 
    He grins, showing off his fangs around the smoking cigar. “Hmm. What did you have in mind?” 
 
    You giggle, spinning about and squatting before your master. You give him a teasing look from beneath your lashes as you slide down the front of his pants, revealing for your appreciation the shape of his smooth, wedged cock. The cruel tool make you drool, the heat nearly scalding as you slide your hands up and down his hot shaft. 
 
    “Ah,” Avarick says, flashing another fanged grin. “I see.” 
 
    You return the look, opening your lips, the gold stud piercing your tongue clinking against your teeth as you lean in and take his inhuman shaft in your mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Avarick moans as you begin to bob, the stud in your tongue teasing along the underside of his cock, your soft lips forming a perfect seal as you suck him. You always enjoy going down on your benefactor, but having a buttplug worth as much as a dukedom grinding into your asshole as you do so? Why, it’s almost as good as when he had your nipples pierced with rubies and you gave him a boobjob. 
 
    Almost equal to when he had your clit pierced and then fucked you deep into the night. 
 
    Almost as good as when he bought you all those bangles and armlets, and they rang and chimed like a drunken percussion band as he absolutely railed your tight pussy on your bed. 
 
    You smile around his cock, sucking harder, adoring it with your studded tongue. Mnnn. You hear him hiss, feel his grip tighten in your hair as he grows nearer to his orgasm. You bob faster. Faster. Needing him to cum. Wanting his seed. Needing to drink down every drop. 
 
    “Yesss. Yesss! Fuck! Yes! Take it, slut. Take it alllllll!” 
 
    Avarick hisses with pleasure, burying his shaft between your lips as at last he cums. You moan, eyes fairly rolling back as his hot seed pumps into your mouth with great bursts. The metallic taste is like you’re drinking gold, and goodness knows it feels like it as you wantonly suck down every drop, removing your lips at last with a soft gasp and a pop of your lips. 
 
    Avarick releases your hair, smirking down at you. You flutter your lashes, the diamond dust in them sparkling. “Did I do good, daddy?” you coo teasingly. 
 
    “Good enough. Now, on the bed. Time for some real fun.” 
 
    You slink onto the bed, the finest silken sheets money can buy gliding tantalizingly against your sensitive skin. With another flutter of lashes you turns about, undoing the plate that guards your pussy, letting it fall as you raise your ass like a bitch in heat, the ruby which tops the plug winking. 
 
    It seems almost strange that you once abhorred the idea of becoming this demon’s bitch. Especially when you feel his cock plunge into your pussy, the ring that pierces your clit rubbing against his shaft, making you buck and squeal as you cum almost instantly, the first of many orgasms. For you are the trophy wife of the Lord of Greed. 
 
    And a high price one you are. 
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    Passage of Silver 
 
      
 
    You make your choice. As the group draws nearer and nearer the central path you hang back until you’re at the rear of the line. As the guards push their captives towards the middle hall, you suddenly break from the group, dashing down the side passage before anyone is any the wiser. 
 
    The slap of your feet on the glittering floor is all you hear. No bellows of alarm. No howls of fury from your lizard guards. You slow, looking back, but no one pursues. You made it. 
 
    Now, let’s just hope you made it somewhere helpful. 
 
    Ahead of you stretches silver halls lit with lamps that burn a burnished cobalt light. Fortunately for you, the Citadel is always cool, so the chilly air here is hardly uncomfortable. In fact, it’s quite familiar, though you do wish your nipples didn’t tent the filmy cloth you wear quite so obviously. 
 
    “Damn,” you mutter as you hurry ahead. “Where is he…” 
 
    It’s a good question. The mark emblazoned on your mons pulses with power, drawing you ever deeper into the silvery halls and towards Avarick. The corridors you walk down are unoccupied, but far from empty. Huge silver vaults line the way, each massive door with a number written on them. On and on they stretch, filling the cavernous halls, the soft slap of your bare feet echoing weirdly. 
 
    You’d be worried about getting lost, if your mons didn’t tug you ever onward. The cool air makes your skin tingle and your body ache pleasantly. Your eyes wander about the vast vaults as you climb icicle encrusted stairs and cavernous treasure chambers. Eventually, you turn a corner and stop. 
 
    You stand inside a sudden rounded chamber, supported by pillars glistening with silver. A huge statue depicting a naked man of stunning physique stands against the far wall, his gaze set towards the domed ceiling. Before you are three podiums rising out of the floor. On one is a velvet pillow on which sits a crown. On another, a collar of velvety black and encrusted with shining diamonds like stars in a ribbon of night. On a third sits a sceptre with a blunted tip that looks disturbingly phallic, and you catch yourself wondering how the rubies and sapphires glittering down its length would feel within you. 
 
    You can sense the magic laden in those treasures fairly vibrate through the air. They are very impressive looking, but as you gaze at them, you wonder why they’ve been left out. Surely even Avarick – actually, especially Avarick – would thing someone would take them. Shouldn’t he have left a guard? 
 
    Which is when you realize that there’s a new sound in the chamber. A groaning of ancient metal. You spin about, and find the silver statue of the man from the corner stepping down with a thunderous bang of metal on stone. His departure reveals a doorway in the wall, but that’s of small interest compared to the way he looms before you, eyes burning brightly as his hands move, forming huge fists. 
 
    “INTRUUUUDERRRRRR,” the golem rumbles. 
 
    Well, great. That’s not good. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    “Well hey there cutie,” you say to the statue, flashing it a sultry smile. 
 
    A smile which falls along with the statue’s foot, which crushes you into a mushy red paste. 
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    For Profit 
 
      
 
    If going through Avarick’s vault has taught you anything, it’s that he’s a bit of a pervert, but also, that he likes money. 
 
    Like, a lot. 
 
    Which means you have a pretty good idea of how to deal with him. 
 
    “For profits,” you tell the demon. 
 
    Avarick hisses softly, his smirk widening. “You think you can earn me that gold, eh?” 
 
    “Of course! You grew rich under my father,” you say. 
 
    He belts out another laugh. You flush under his mocking mirth. Dammit. The heat in your loins is only growing. Twisting lust, as molten as the gold of the demon’s forges, coil in the space beneath your stomach, twisting their hungry reach up and through your form. Damn that curse! 
 
    “You think I made my fortune thanks to your daddy?” he demands. 
 
    You feel the first twinge of doubt. “Didn’t you?” 
 
    “No! I made it my own! I am the lord of Greed through my own efforts. These claws,” he says, holding them out, “have ripped the treasures and the hearts from a hundred enemies. This body,” he says, pushing out his chest, his burnished scales gleaming, “has turned aside a hundred blades. This vault!” he cries, throwing up his arm, his voice echoing through the gleaming halls, “I built from blood and stone and a disregard for even modest labour laws. Your father was merely another vessel for my profiting.” 
 
    You swallow hard, your eyes glued to his gleaming chest, the heat of his body throbbing through you, only exacerbating your arousal. Your pussy twitches with desire, your juices glistening down your inner thighs. “I… I…” 
 
    “And yet you come here,” Avarick says, leaning in close, blowing a cloud of his cigar smoke into your face. “And think to buy me?” 
 
    You cough, your head pounding as you inhale the pungent smoke. You blink up at him. Lost. Your mind whirling. Your body trembling with slavish need, the cursed mark throbbing through you. 
 
    “But you got balls, girl. Not literally, but balls of brass coming all the way here,” Avarick grins, cupping your chin, the feel of his talons making your legs weak and your thoughts muffled. “So how’s about a different arrangement. One I think you’ll be more accustomed to.” 
 
    “Wh-what?” you gasp. 
 
    He jerks his head at his desk. “Bend over there, and I’ll fuck you raw. My new trophy wife, to have and to hold. How’s about it? You ready to get greedy?” 
 
    Your pulse pounds with the offer. His desk fairly glows with the opportunity. You try and fight back, but the curse is too strong. Your lust too encompassing. Your legs shake as you stagger to the waiting desk, and without preamble, bend over it, listing your ass into the air. 
 
    Avarick grins around his cigar, smoke pouring from his jaws. “Atta girl,” he growls, sauntering up behind you. 
 
    The heat of the golden demon beats down on you. Your nipples are hard peaks pressed against the tabletop. “J-just fuck me, damn you,” you gasp. 
 
    “Oooh, you are a greedy one! Well, far be it for me to deny you.” 
 
    You shiver, flushing with shame, but not pulling away from his clawed touch. Nor when he brushes aside the gauzy garments, revealing your dripping pussy. The humiliation only spices the lust that thumps through you, drowning your willpower, spurring your hips to rise, legs to part, reveal the glistening depths of your lusty pussy. 
 
    “Lovely,” Avarick says, and thrusts home. 
 
    You buck, crying out at the force of his thrust. His cock is so hot it sends a surge of heat crackling through you. You moan as your pussy clamps down on him, and it would be so easy to claim it was the cursed mark that made the whorish sounds, that caused you to thrust back against his cock as he begins to plow you. Claim you. Fuck you into his desk like his personal secretary slut. 
 
    It would also be a lie. Because you know, deep down, that some level of you wants this. Wants this demon to fuck you like his personal bitch. To claim your pussy for his own and breed you. 
 
    You know it, because you’re screaming it. 
 
    “Yessssss! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me full of your cum! Oh gods. Oh gods yessss! Don’t stop! Never nnnnn! Never stop! Fuck me hard. Fuck me raaaaaw!” 
 
    “Yessss!” Avarick growls. “Take it all, slut! Take my cock!” 
 
    “Yes! Give me your cum! Please, oh fuck. Fuck! Fuck your trophy wife! Breed your bitch! Fuck me! Claim meeeeee!” 
 
    Avarick howls with pleasure, burying his smooth cock once more within you. You feel the thickness of his shaft swell. The heat of his seed throb within you. And then, in a sudden peak, you feel his cum pulse into your welcoming womb. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you cry out, the cursed mark flaring, darkening, burning itself into your flesh, binding you to the demon lord of greed. “Yes! Oh fuck yesssss!” 
 
    Your orgasm sweeps away the old you. Love blossoms in your very soul for this cruel demon who has claimed you. You collapse atop his desk, babbling in bliss as he continues to saw into you, your pussy desperately tightening to try and keep all that wonderful demon cum within you. So heavy. So good. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Avarick sighs, grinning around the stub of his cigar as he glances at the clock. “Not bad for five minute’s work.” 
 
    “More…” you moan weakly. “Mooooooorr…” 
 
    Avarick cackles as he lights another cigar. “Oh, there’ll be plenty,” the dragon says, and begins to fuck you again. 
 
    Nothing he said could have made you happier. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    You take pride in your appearance. It’s kinda your thing, so you know you’re beautiful. Ravishing. Lovely. Demons have always desired you, and you haven’t been averse to playing with them from time to time. 
 
    Well, less so now. Especially after the incident with the imp. 
 
    You’re getting sidetracked. The point is, you’re beautiful, and you have little doubt the gorgon knows it too. And the best part is, she doesn’t have a cock, so she can’t fuck you into being her slave bitch! 
 
    You glance up through your dark lashes, cocking your hip and planting a hand on it. “Oh, but what a waste it would be to kill me,” you say. 
 
    That gives the gorgon pause. Accustomed to mortals shivering in fear, your arrogance draws her attention like a magnet. “Is that so?” she says, the S drawn out by her hissing hair. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you gasp as you feel her coils slither around your legs, wind their way up your body. You force yourself not to struggle, lest you betray your true intentions. “I… I think we could have much more fun rather than simply killing me.” 
 
    “Hmm. A very interesting notion,” the gorgon hisses as she lifts you into the air, your arms pinned to your sides, your heart hammering as the serpentine woman slowly turns you upside down, smirking at your squeak as your filmy loincloth falls up, revealing your tender slit and plump bottom for all the world to see. “And you are a pretty one, my dear.” 
 
    “Th-thanks,” you gasp, blood rushing to your head. 
 
    “Hmmm. And I do enjoy making such lovely girls as you… squeal… Oh yessssss…” 
 
    Again that sibilant, drawn out noise from her hair. But this time you barely notice, for the tip of the gorgon’s tail grazes your unprotected cunny. “Nnn!” you gasp, legs flailing at the sudden tender stroke, but hanging upside down, you’re helpless against her. “I… I…” 
 
    “What? Surely this is what you wanted? Ah, or, perhaps, you wanted more?” 
 
    You realize suddenly the gorgon’s face is very close. You quickly shut your eyes so as to avoid her own. But that only makes your awareness of her greater. How her powerful coils wrap about you. How her warm breath ghosts against your face. How her tail slides and teases and strokes your twitching cunny as you whimper and gasp, mouth open, lips parted. 
 
    And the gorgon’s now pressed against them. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan despite yourself, her tongue delving into your mouth, deepening the kiss, her coils drawing you closer, her hands capturing your face, stroking your cheeks, your shoulders, cupping your full breasts. 
 
    “Mnnn!” you groan around her forked tongue as her tail at last pushes against your pussy, stuffing itself an inch into you, wriggling about as your legs weakly kick, the strength stolen by the pleasure that twists through you like a venom, poisoning your body and thoughts against yourself. Your head is pounding from being upside down. Your breath gasping. Your body bucking and yielding eagerly to the pleasures of the serpent woman. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “Are enjoying this,” the gorgon croons, her tongue flicking your eyelids. “Oh yes. I do love your blush. Your flush. Your eager bucks. That’s it, sweetling. Relish the pleasure I offer. Embrace it. Yield to it. Surrender to it.” 
 
    “I… oh… oh g-gods,” you moan, your breasts playthings in the serpent’s hands. Your pussy gushing around the plunging tail. You’re close. So close. This wasn’t… wasn’t how it was supposed to go! But you can’t find the strength to stop. To resist. The cursed mark throbs, edging you towards your peak. Pushing you to the brink. To… 
 
    To… 
 
    “C-cummiiiiiiing!” you wail your body surrendering, your jaw falling slack as you cum, twitching, rocking against the gorgon’s tail as you submit to the ecstasy of your high. 
 
    “Open your eyes.” 
 
    You don’t even think about it. You just do. Your eyes drift open. 
 
    And the gorgon’s golden gaze meets them. 
 
    “Ah…” you gasp as you feel your body stiffen, your face locked in rapture as your skin turns to bronze, then copper, then a pure golden sheen. Your breasts tingle as your nipples harden to purest gold. As your legs creak to a halt in the midst of kicking with pleasure. 
 
    The gorgon smirks as she admires your form, trapped in the moment of orgasmic bliss. A perfect statuette to the wonders of gold and greed and pleasure. 
 
    “Mmm. Some of my finest work yet,” she says as she deposits you among the other statues that litter the floor, your quest ending in bliss and gold. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” you cry, taking a quick step back, even as the golem takes a step forward. “We can talk about this!” 
 
    “NONE MAAAAY ENTERRRR THE VAULT!” the golem bellows. 
 
    “But… but lots of people do!” you say. “Guards! Treasurers! Avarick!” 
 
    Sadly, the golem seems disinterested in logic. Even worse, his rebuttal is a fist like a freight train that smashes your bones to powder in a single mighty blow. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You flick your wrist, your ring flaring and conjuring into your hand the Staff of Domination. As your grip closes, you feel the might of the weapon rush upwards into your arms. You hurl yourself aside as the golem tries to crush you with a fist the size of a horse. You tuck into a roll that sends your filmy garments fluttering and regain your feet, spinning about and slamming the head of your staff against the giant’s leg. 
 
    The golem groans, his ankle buckling from the impact of the staff. He tries to turn, but putting his weight on his wounded leg proves a mistake. With a great creak the metal buckles and the golem goes down, falling to his hands and knees with a thunderous boom. 
 
    You don’t waste a second for him to recover. Bolting forward, you swing the staff at his head as he turns to look at you. Your staff flares with power as the skull tipping it obliterates his face in a single blow, sending fragments whizzing through the air. Again and again you strike the golem, shattering his head to a crumpled lump. 
 
    Chest heaving, you lower your staff, looking at the ruined stump that is the golem’s neck. You tense as he moves, but only for the rest of his body to fall to the floor, unmoving, once more merely a mass of inanimate silver. 
 
    You let out a slow breath. Well. That was something. You just hope Avarick doesn’t charge you for breaking his statue once he agrees to serve you. That thing looked expensive. 
 
    Speaking of expensive, you turn back to the three pedestals and the treasures which await on them. Now, you might be new to this whole ‘adventuring’ business, but this feels like one of those things where an item will help you on your way. 
 
    You consider the three, then shrug. “Fuck it,” you say, and grab all of them. You wait a moment to make sure no pressure pad depresses to suddenly flood the room with molten silver or something, and when nothing further happens, you turn and make your way through the doorway the golem had been guarding, and delve deeper into the Vault. 
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    The corridor beyond the golem’s chamber is writ with delicate silver filigree that crawls over the walls like icy ivy, softly glowing in a strikingly beautiful display that even you have to admit looks beautiful. It’s like walking through halls lit with glittering silver veins. 
 
    Which is a less benign image when you come to the end of the corridor and what awaits there. 
 
    A woman’s figure leans out of the far wall, fused from the waist up like  the figurehead of a ship. Her skin has the metallic sheen of steel, her hair flaring out, joining the wall as if she were seeking to burst forth from it, but failed halfway through. Strange runes ring her form, the silver filigree feeding into her body and pulsing softly with a low light. 
 
    You halt before the statue, fairly feeling the power of it radiate outward, the silver that courses in veins into her pulsing softly. You look down at the items in your arms. 
 
    “Well,” you say. “Let’s see…” 
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    You take a quick step back as the golem lumbers forward. Magic glows through your body, racing through you in a surge of power. Your very body vibrates as you thrust your hand out towards the lumbering giant. 
 
    Icy winds scream about you, through the air, striking the golem as it approaches. The thing slows, frost blistering across its frame, joints groaning under the grip of deepest winter. 
 
    You grin as the golem tries to take another step, only to creak to a halt, swaying softly, frozen solid. 
 
    And off balance. 
 
    Your face falls as the golem’s bulk creaks forward. “No,” you gasp as it tilts, picking up speed. “No no no no no!” 
 
    Another blast of desperate magic manages to slow it for a millisecond, then the bulk of its weight and gravity exert its hold, and the golem crashes down onto you. It’s a small comfort that the construct shatters when it hits the ground since it also hits you, leaving you in no position to do much of anything other than paint the floor in a bloody smear. 
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    You hold back, trying to guess the golem’s first move, which happens to be an attempt to step on you with its massive foot. 
 
    You fling yourself out of the way, the ground thundering under its stride. The golem turns with you, joints groaning as it tries to track your movements. You dash away, grinning. He’s slow. That will give you the advantage. 
 
    Is what you think. Then you see his eyes glow brighter. 
 
    “Oh,” you say, watching the glow burn in his sockets. “That’s just not fair!” 
 
    The golem has no comment, save sending a burst of blazing light from its eyes. You fling about your hands, a shield of magic hastily transposed between you and the golem. You wince, buckling to your knees as the force of the golem’s eyebeams hammers your shield, cracking its surface like ice under a fat man. 
 
    The golem strides forward, his gaze pounding into your shield as more cracks spread throughout your barrier. You grit your teeth, trying to hold it. Hold it. Hold it! 
 
    The light suddenly ends, the beams cutting off abruptly. You gasp, collapsing on the floor, breathing hard and fast with your exertion. 
 
    Which doesn’t give you much of a chance to avoid the golem’s foot as it comes down once more, and crushes you. 
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    You look at the objects you’ve brought. Well, the collar is right out, and the crown is highly suspicious, which leaves the jeweled sceptre. You lift the item thoughtfully and look back to the waiting statue of the woman. 
 
    You lift the sceptre, pointing it at the silver woman. “Obey!” you cry. 
 
    Magic glows. The sceptre in your hand begins to hum, vibrating in your hand. The statue’s mouth opens. 
 
    And that’s not the only thing. 
 
    Your eyes are drawn down to the space between the statue’s legs. Widen as you see a delicate pussy part from metal suddenly as malleable as flesh. You look back at the humming rod in your hands. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding,” you say. 
 
    But no other option presents itself. With some exasperation you walk closer to the waiting statue and uncertainly press the phallic rod against the keyhole of her cunny. 
 
    “Ooooooh,” the statue moans softly as the rod hums against her quim. 
 
    You tighten your lips in exasperation, pushing harder, but finding that the rod doesn’t quite fit. “Come on now,” you mutter, rubbing the tip against the statue’s folds, teasing open those steely pussy lips a bit more. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” the statue gasps, her quim allowing you to slowly insert the rod into the waiting hole. The humming seems to vibrate through the statue’s entire frame, buzzing her, the silver veins of the walls pulsing brighter, glowing more and more. 
 
    “Yesssssss,” the statue moans. “Yessssss. Moooooore!” 
 
    “Please stop talking,” you say, blushing as you twist and turn the vibrating, jeweled rod in the statue’s pussy. Despite your words, you’re starting to get a bit into this. The whorish sounds coming from the statue’s lips tingle in your core as you gently thrust the rod in and out of her. The humming of the rod vibrates through you pleasantly. You shift the angle, trying to find what other sounds she can make. Her whimpers and pants chime, thrum, buzz from the silver veins as you gently fuck the statue with the sceptre, the jewels that slide free before you thrust them back in coated in shining juices. 
 
    “Yessss. Yessss! More! Moooore! So good. Oh yess. Yessss! Oh yes! So good! So good! Yesssss!”  
 
    The statue wails as she at last climaxes, her pussy tightening gloriously about the rod, rippling, sucking at the sceptre. You snatch your hand back as juices gush from the statue’s cunny, pouring out onto the floor in a sudden whorish deluge. 
 
    Within the statue, something clicks. 
 
    Mouth locked in an expression of rapturous pleasure, the wall around the statue groans. Before your eyes the circle which frames her flashes, and parts, swinging her wide open and revealing the room beyond. 
 
    You let out a slow breath of relief as you push past the statue. 
 
    “Come back soon,” the statue says, her voice slightly muffled. 
 
    “I doubt it,” you say as you walk into the chamber. 
 
    You walk in, not sure what to expect, but by the intensity of your throbbing cursed mark, you were sure it would be Avarick’s room. 
 
    Instead, you stand in another small round room. Statuettes of silver fill small alcoves, and in the middle of the room is a vast pile of silver coins, scattered within as if someone had hastily dumped them there while looking to find somewhere else to put them. 
 
    You frown, walking in slowly, your cursed mark throbbing hungrily upon your mons as you climb atop the pile. You turn about, but no doorway lies within other than the one you came in. 
 
    “Where the hell is he!” you bark, slamming your foot onto the pile of silver. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    You look down in shock, which is all you have time for before the floor suddenly gives way under you. You scream in surprise as the pile of silver pours through the hole in the floor, taking you with it, raining down in a glittering rush. You hit the mound it forms on the next floor hard, your legs buckling under you, sending you rolling down the slope of rubble and silver to a halt with a groan on some very fine carpeting. 
 
    “…Well well,” says a voice. “That’s a new one.” 
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    Lord of Greed 
 
      
 
    You manage to lift your head after some effort. 
 
    You’ve landed in a large room of burnished gold. Pillars made of golden statues of men bent beneath the weight of the ceiling line the way. Huge displays filled with invaluable artifacts and gold encrusted items are held behind glass walls. Your heart beats faster as you look towards the end of the hall, where a podium holds a vast desk, behind which can only be the Lord of Greed. 
 
    Avarick sits among a desk littered with scales and abacuses and gold. A draconic demon, he’s nearly two heads taller than you, three if you count his curling horns. His scales are a shimmering carpet of gold inlaid with precious jewels, his eyes burning blue and a cigar chomped between his teeth. A thick fur coat drapes him like a cape, and in his claws he grips with surprising delicateness a sheaf of reports. 
 
    Avarick glances at the ceiling where the massive hole you made still sends down the odd coin, then back to you. “That will be an expensive fix,” he notes. 
 
    You scramble to your feet, your dignity sorely wounded as your feet skid on the coins that have spilled across the carpet. At last, you manage to pull yourself up to face the dragon demon, cheeks flushed, and lust tingling through you. 
 
    “I… I am Lillian! Daughter of the Overlord of the Demon Realm, Lorrick the Black! And I have… I have come to demand your fealty!” 
 
    “Is that right?” he says, puffing on his cigar, but his eyes are amused, wandering down to your mons. He smirks. “Looks like that’s not all.” 
 
    You flush, glancing down to see that the cursed mark has burned through the makeup you wore, throbbing with a glow, desperate to taste this monster’s cock. Already you can feel its insidious work upon you, urging you to offer yourself to this demon. This monster. To bend over, raise your ass like a bitch in heat and beg for his cock within you. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    Avarick smirks wider, revealing his fangs. He rises, arm clasped behind his back. His other plucks the cigar from between his fangs, tapping out some ash. 
 
    “Well,” he notes, rounding his desk, stepping leisurely before you. His shadow falling over you. The heat of his body radiating from his burnished scales. “You’ve come this far. Far indeed. So I’ll hear you out. What do you have to offer?” 
 
    Your head is throbbing so hard it takes you a moment to register his words. “H-huh?” 
 
    “It’s real simple, girl. What have I got to gain from backing you? Why should I support you to rule the nether realms? Oh yes. I know why you’re here. I’ve been expecting it. But that doesn’t mean I’ll do anything for you. Your father conquered all the realm of hell in his own name. He led us into the mortal world, which,” he adds with bemusement, “admittedly, didn’t go so well for him. But an accomplishment all the same. That’s why I followed him. 
 
    “So why,” he says, leaning forward, the cloying smoke of his cigar twisting around his horns, your face reflected in his golden eyes. “Why, by all the seven realms, should I agree to serve you?” 
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    Collar 
 
      
 
    Your fingers stroke the bejeweled collar thoughtfully, then you shrug, lift it, and put it on. 
 
    Which was a very big mistake. 
 
    “Gnnnnn!” you moan, arching, quaking as your nipples throb. Your core simmers. Your skin tingles with newly awakened sensitivity. You shudder, your legs buckling, sending you to your knees, panting as your pussy drools your arousal onto the floor. From the collar spreads a sweet heat that overwhelms you. Your hands at once delve between your thighs, a whimper of delight as your fingers stroke your empty, empty pussy. 
 
    “Oh. Oh g-gods,” you moan, bucking as you furiously rub yourself, fingers strumming your cunny, shocks of pleasure making your ass clench and pussy sucking at your hand. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck! Yes! Yesssss!” you moan, desperately rubbing your buzzing pussy, teasing the bead of your clit with shameless desperation. So close. So close! Oh gods… oh gods you’re… you’re… 
 
    “C-Cumming!” you moan, hips bucking, ass twitching as your mind goes white with the most powerful orgasm you’ve ever known, cumming with absolutely shameless abandon all over the gleaming silver floor. 
 
    You sag where you kneel, panting, head tilted back and heart pounding. 
 
    Who… who are you? 
 
    The question tingles in your awareness. Your lips fall as you try and remember, but only draw a blank. As if your orgasm swept aside any memory of who you are. 
 
    Then, something pops into your head. 
 
    Slave. 
 
    You brighten. Of course! You’re slave. How dumb of you! How could you forget. You’re just a silly fuck slave. Only silly fuck slaves wear such pretty collars. Oh, but, slaves have masters, don’t they? 
 
    But that’s an easy fix, you think, brightening considerably. After all, you’re such a lovely slave. Anyone would love to be your master and stuff your slutty breeder pussy with cock. You giggle at the doubt you’d felt. How silly! And there’s bound to be masters somewhere in here. You’ve just gotta find them! 
 
    This certainty tingling in your mind, you pull yourself unsteadily to your feet and hobble back the way you came, your mission forgotten in the all-consuming need for cock. Masters are waiting for you. Doesn’t matter who. Slave will serve anyone. Slave is slave. 
 
    And you’re a good slave. 
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    For Peace 
 
      
 
    “For peace,” you say. 
 
    Avarick pauses. He peers down at you. “Peace?” he repeats. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. 
 
    “In the demon realm?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    He starts chuckling. Then chortling. He then moves into full blown laughter, pounding a fist on his desk until the wood cracks under the force of the blows. He roars with amusement. “Peace!” he barks, baring his fangs. “Peace in hell? Oh dear. That’s almost as rich as me! You do know there’s a realm of Wrath, right?” 
 
    “I know,” you say. “But hell needs a Pax Overlord, like my father’s. I don’t think I’ll be able to stop the endless jockeying for power or skirmishes, but as Overlord, I can keep the lords of sin from each other’s throat. And you need peace for trade.” 
 
    Avarick’s grin lessens. His blue eyes narrow, shrewd. “Explain,” he demands. 
 
    You take a deep breath. It’s getting harder to organize your thoughts. The pulsing of your cursed mark in the presence of such a male is almost overwhelming. Coiling tentacles of molten lust surge through you, urging you to give in to your baser urges. A need to surrender. To bend over. 
 
    To breed. 
 
    You fight it back as best you can. You are the Princess of Pride! No curse will undo you! 
 
    “I… If there is… is no Overlord, then the nether realm will be in chaos. Wars will rampage. Trade will be disrupted all over the r-realms.” 
 
    “Some might say I would benefit from that,” Avarick notes. “All wars need weapons.” 
 
    “But… But you don’t make them. You’re the middleman. You can sell them, but a total war isn’t in your interest. Because… because you’ll be invaded too. Your borders raided. The other demon lords would see your riches and want them for their own purposes. Merchants would be wary of moving goods. If there is no Overlord, the seven realms go back to the way it was before my father took over.” 
 
    That gives Avarick pause. His blue eyes grow dim with memories, his talons drumming on the dented surface of his desk. 
 
    “Yesssss,” he hisses, his claws digging into the wood, scraping gouges in its surface. “Trade has… flourished under the dominion of the old bastard.” 
 
    “Exactly,” you say, fairly panting. “And… and it hasn’t started yet, but all the other lords will inevitably start warring again. Civil war might benefit you, but not when your realm is being dragged in. The only way to maintain e-equilibrium between the lords of sin is to h-have one standing over them. And… and uh… I am… I am the one who can since… since…” 
 
    Your words get jumbled around a tongue that can’t stop panting. Your pussy is slicker than the sea. Your head feels like it’s stuffed with cotton and your breasts throb, nipples jutting out with invitation to be tweaked and toyed with. Used and abused. 
 
    Avarick looks down at your thoughtfully. Ohhhhh, why does he have to just look? Why can’t he hurry up and bend you over the desk and fuck your stupid brains out? 
 
    “It is true,” the lord of greed muses, “that the others covet my vault. You think I’m greedy? Ha! You should see them when they think they’ve got a chance to get a piece of my gold. And merchants, even in hell, need some certainty about profits. And your father’s reign was profitable for me.” 
 
    “Th-then… then…” you pant. 
 
    Avarick shrugs, his fur trimmed coat whispering against his scales. “Hm. I suppose the prospect of your success outweighs the chance of your failure. If you succeed, the nether realm is once more under the orderly reign of an Overlord. If you fail, then really, it cost me nothing.” 
 
    Your breath catches as the dragon leans towards you. His presence awakens your cursed mark, causing it to burn through the paint that hid it, baring the six signs circling your womb. Avarick raises a hand, and touches a claw to one. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, electricity jolting up from your mark. The sign Avarick touched sizzles, shifting to a different one as you moan, legs quaking as you struggle to stay upright. Avarick nods in satisfaction, moving back. “There we are.” 
 
    You look at the mark on your mons. The infernal lust that threatened to overwhelm you has receded, letting your normal coolness take charge once more. You take a deep breath, let it out, sagging where you stand. 
 
    “Th-thank you, Avarick,” you gasp. “You won’t regret this.” 
 
    The Dragon of Greed grins down at you. “Hm. We’ll see, won’t we? But either way, I suppose I’ve hitched my wagon to yours. Besides, being the first will have to account for something, when all the coins’ve been counted. Hm?” 
 
    “It will,” you assure him, touching the runes written onto your mons, shivering at the sensation that thrums through it. The curse has weakened, but it’s hold on you is no less secure. You grimace. 
 
    “One down,” you murmur. 
 
    “Five to go,” Avarick observes. “You think you’re up for it? I doubt the other lords of sin will be as understanding as me.” 
 
    “I have to be,” you say. “My existence depends on it.” 
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    Crown 
 
      
 
    Well, the collar is pretty obviously a nonstarter. The sceptre is suspicious in its own right, but the crown holds a certain appeal to you, and not just because you’re clearly worthy to wear it. With a certain sense of satisfaction, you put on the crown. 
 
    And… 
 
    And… 
 
    Nothing happens. 
 
    Your brows furrow and you shift your weight from side to side, expectant. 
 
    Still nothing. 
 
    “Dammit!” you curse, taking off the crown. But, perhaps you were looking at this the wrong way. You look towards the statue, fingering the crown and approach the silver woman. Rising to your tiptoes, you carefully place the crown on her head. 
 
    The sapphire in the center of the crown flashes with magic. The statue’s eyes fly open, blazing with a blue light. The figure gasps, jolting in a sudden animation. 
 
    “Shit!” you gasp, falling back as the veins of silver spreading through the walls flare with new power, pulsing into the statue with a sudden rush of light. Your jaw falls slack as the statue moans softly, pushing forward, her body flowing out of the wall like the metal were water, her beautiful figure stepping delicately down onto the floor. 
 
    “Oh,” the statue moans, stretching her arms above her head, groaning with pleasure of freedom. “Oh yessss! How long has it been since I was free!” 
 
    You say nothing, gaping at the silver figure come to life. Her eyes slide down to you and she smiles, leaning over you. “Thank you, heroine. My name is Salvia, and you have freed me from my prison.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re ah… welcome,” you say. 
 
    She laughs and picks up the other two items which you’d dropped in your surprise, examining the collar and phallic sceptre with amusement. “To think, they kept all my treasures in the same place.” 
 
    “Your treasures,” you say. 
 
    “Indeed! I lost a bet with that damned Avarick, and as punishment, he sealed me into the wall as a guardian to one of his treasure chambers. But now I am free. Free! And you, my dear, must be rewarded.” 
 
    Your ears perk up at that. “That sounds good,” you say. “I need to enter that room you were guarding.” 
 
    “That?” Salvia laughs again. “That is not nearly enough to reward the one who has freed me. Let me think… How about… Ah! I know. A reward worthy of your service. The privilege of being my eternal slave.” 
 
    “Your what?” you say. 
 
    The statue moves faster than her silver form would suggest. Her hand lashes out, the collar wrapping about your throat with a snap of a latch. You jerk back as you feel the leather hiss, sealing itself about your throat. 
 
    “H-hey!” you bark, grabbing the collar, trying to wrench it off. “What the hell are you doing? Get this off of me!” 
 
    “Now now! Slaves shouldn’t talk back to their new mistress,” the statue says. 
 
    “I am not your nnnnnn!” 
 
    Your denial twists itself into a moan as liquid lust flows through you. Your nipples stiffen under the silky cloth, your breasts tingling. A sudden, pleasant aching spreads through your arms and legs, as if your body were half asleep. 
 
    “There we are. Hmm. But slaves shouldn’t stand. They should kneel.” 
 
    Your legs give way, compelling you to your knees. 
 
    “A bit more, my dear.” 
 
    Your body moves forward, dropping you to all fours. Your eyes widen as your body moves without your input. A puppet bound to the silver woman’s commands. “Wh-what’s going on! Let me go! Release me right now you-“ 
 
    “And slaves don’t speak unless commanded.” 
 
    Your mouth slams shut. Your arms quiver with furious indignation as you glare up at the smirking woman towering over you. But there’s another sensation now. The acrid coldness of true fear. 
 
    “Mmm. Very nice,” Salvia says. You can’t help but notice that as she admires you, she’s also fondling the sceptre. Slowly stroking its length in her hands, her glowing eyes growing hotter as she takes your helpless form. “Very nice indeed. I think my new slave deserves another reward for being such an obedient slut. Yes. Yes, I think that’s only good. Only proper.” 
 
    Humiliation burns through you, but on the heels of it is something else. You feel a sinister warmth spreading through you. Tingling in your core and aching through your mons. The thrill of humiliation. The sinful desire of shame. Your cheeks warm, and the throbbing from the cursed mark is not helping matters at all! 
 
    And it becomes even stronger as the statue moves the sceptre to her mons, and leisurely slides it into her pussy. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” Salvia moans as the rod stuffs her, the jeweled treasure sealing itself to her cunt seamlessly. Your eyes widen in shock at the sight of it, the sultry woman leisurely stroking the bumps and creases of the gems, fondling it like the massive, treasure encrusted cock it now resembles. “That’s good. How I missed this. Having a pathetic slut kneeling before me. Begging to taste my beloved fuckstick. Such a foolish bitch. Bark for me, pup.” 
 
    “Woof!” you bark, face burning with shame. “Woof!” 
 
    She laughs anew. “Wonderful! Such an obedient pup.” 
 
    You’ve never felt the sort of pleasure that surges through you at the word obedient. It washes through you in a wave of desperate heat. “Woof! Woof!” 
 
    “Good pup. Now, turn around. Let me see what I’ve got to work with.” 
 
    Burning with shame and desire, you obey, turning about under the compulsion of the collar and pushing out the heart shape of your ass. You look over your shoulder as Salvia moves up behind you, flicking aside the strip of silk that was your sole defence, the silver herm cupping your pussy, the touch of her cool hand making you shiver and moan. 
 
    “Mmm. Very nice. My goodness, you are simply molten, my dear,” the statue says, a silver finger brazenly running along your pussy lips, teasing your sensitive folds and growing slick with your pre. “My my. I wonder if I even needed the collar. Such a wanton slut would likely as not just beg to taste my cock, wouldn’t she?” 
 
    “Woof!” you moan, your hips shamelessly rocking, rubbing yourself against that stroking finger. 
 
    Salvia trills with mirth. “Look at you! It’s almost too easy. But that’s okay. I like an easy conquest. And you certainly are one.” 
 
    You flush in ever deeper humiliation, but you can’t help the sensations that spark up through your cunny. You whimper, mewling with desperate pleasure as Salvia teases you. Gets you wet. Gets you dripping. As the collar around your throat spreads soothing satisfaction. Pleasurable obedience. Lovely surrender. 
 
    “That’s it. Show mistress what she’s got to work with.” 
 
    Blushing hotly, you can’t help your legs from shifting, baring more of your plump pussy lips. 
 
    “There we are,” the statue croons, her fingers sliding just a little harder against you. Just enough to make you whimper and moan and buck against her hand. “Look at that. So eager! Do you want me to fuck you now, slave? Do you want me to pound that pretty pussy with my golden cock?” 
 
    “Woof!” you bark eagerly. “Woof!” 
 
    “There’s a good girl. And good girls get rewards.” 
 
    You want a reward so bad. Because you know just what it is. As the statue straightens, she shows off the glittering phallus that awaits. Her hands grip your hips, prompting a whimper from you as her glittering cock teases your folds, rubbing the tip against your lower lips until your juices glistens on the jewels. 
 
    She pushes forward. 
 
    And you are in heaven. 
 
    There’s something so utterly depraved about feeling those shining gems rub your inner walls. Your voice rises in a pleading moan as her cock sinks into you. Buried to the root in your depths. “Mnnnnnn!” you moan, shuddering as you take her, as the collar sends out soothing waves of submissive bliss through you. As your curse mark throbs with wonderful obedience. 
 
    “Now comes the fun part,” Salvia croons. 
 
    Draws back. 
 
    And slams forward. 
 
    “Oooooooh!” you wail as you take again the thrust of her cock. As she begins the slow beat of fucking you. Pounding her golden cock into your helpless pussy, the bumps of the jewels seemingly designed to make you twitch and gasp and moan like the slut you are. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Salvia groans as she claims you, fucking you into the floor. “Is that good, slut? Do you love my glittering cock inside you?” 
 
    “Woof!” you moan. 
 
    “Speak, slut.” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you wail, your voice turning from the canine howl to a human cry midbreath. “Oh fuck yes! Mistress! Love… love your coooooock!” 
 
    Salvia trills with mirth as you unabashedly thrust back against her cock, moaning and gasping and panting like the slut you were born to be. “That’s a good slave. Oh yessss! Such a good slut.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Your slut! Your slave! Ah… ah… Gooooood slut. Good slave obeys. Good slave fucks. Good slaaaave!” you moan. 
 
    “Are you going to cum for me, slave? Are you going to cum all around my golden cock?” 
 
    “Pleeeeease!” 
 
    “Mnnn. That’s what I love to hear,” she says. “Cum, slut. Show mistress how much you love her cock.” 
 
    Her permission releases the floodgates, somewhat literally. You scream, nearly weeping at the raw pleasure that burns through you as you cum, dripping, drooling around her pounding cock as your inner walls convulse around her relentless tool. The rubies and emeralds that dot its surface stroke your inner walls in ways that make you shudder with pleasure and submit with panting need. 
 
    “Like that?” Salvia says. 
 
    “Pleeeeease,” you moan. “Mooooore!” 
 
    “Mhm. Don’t worry, slut. There’ll be more. More and more, for all eternity. Well, at least, until you get old and less attractive. Then maybe I’ll sell you and find a new sleeve for my cock. But until then…” 
 
    Yes. Until then, you’re hers. Her plaything. Her bitch. Her slave. Tears of joy streak down your face as you thrust back against the golem’s cock once more. She’ll never cum. Her pleasure is entirely derived by humiliating you and fucking you like the dog you are. But that doesn’t mean she doesn’t enjoy it. In fact, in time, you’ll prove yourself her favorite fuck toy. Always ready. Always eager, always naked but for your gleaming collar and expression of radiant joy as you’re used again and again. 
 
    The moment you crowned her, your adventure was at an end. 
 
    But your new one as the golem’s bitch has only just begun. 
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    Demand to Speak to His Manage 
 
      
 
    You round on the guard, hands on your hips, all the indignant pride of your lineage on full display. 
 
    “Who do you think you are?” 
 
    The guard pauses. “Me? I’m… I’m Severis,” he says. “I… guard… things…” 
 
    “And you think you have the authority to force me?” you demand. “Do you have any idea who I am?” 
 
    Severis looks at the other guards, who appear quite amused by the sight of your indignant rage and his uncertainty. “Er, a slave?” he says. 
 
    “I am Lillian, daughter of the Overlord of all hells! I am not some meek slave to be forced around. I demand to see who’s in charge. I demand to speak to your captain!” 
 
    “Er…” the guard says, glancing around uncertainly. Now the other guards are paying closer attention, watching the scene unfold speculatively. “I…” 
 
    “Do you,” you say, prodding him on his scaly chest, “want to be the one who ended up forcing the daughter of the Overlord into a cage, given to whatever menial fate awaits me? Hm? Do you have any idea what Avarick would do to the idiot who sold me off like that, when I am worth more than this damn castle? Hm?” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “You’d be lucky if you were fired! Out of a cannon. Into the rivers of lava. Now bring me to your captain! I need to have words with him.” 
 
    The guard scratches his scaled head, the shrieking sound of metal on metal making your teeth ache, but in the end, the prospect of a grisly failure trumps his reluctance to disturb his boss. 
 
    “Right,” the guard hisses. “This way, then.” 
 
    You cross your arms, head tilted back imperiously as you follow the lizard demon out of the chamber. The course winds away down the glittering bronzed halls of the Vault, and you’re brought to a gloomy room, the door open revealing a cramped looking office whose walls are crowded with shelves loaded with books and files. A large desk loaded with paperwork sits before a wizened lizardman, his scales like tarnished copper, his eyes hidden behind a pair of small spectacles. An old robe drapes him, hanging heavily from his shoulders, a quill flicking over reports and documents in the typical bureaucratic business of hell. 
 
    As you step through the door, you notice he’s not alone. Several other guards stand at attention around the doorway, no doubt to ferry messages or commands. The bulky warriors give you the first tingle of uncertainty, but you push it aside as your guard clears his throat, drawing the old snakeman’s notice, and he peers at you and your escort from behind the large frames of his glasses. 
 
    “Hm?” he says. “What’s this?” 
 
    “Captain Rasha, this… er, woman, claims to be the daughter of the Overlord.” 
 
    “Hm?” Rasha says, laying down his pen, leaning over his desk, his long form curving like an arch as he and peers down at you like some botanist at a particular specimen. “Is that right.” 
 
    “That’s right!” you say. “And I demand to see Avarick!” 
 
    “Do you have an appointment?” 
 
    “Of course I don’t have an appointment,” you say. “Do you have any idea who I am?” 
 
    “Hmmm. No. I don’t. The Overlord was always quite careful about letting his daughter out in the open. Hmm. Yes. But you do have some of his arrogance, yes. That much is true. Perhaps you are who you say you are. Yes. Perhaps.” 
 
    “Of course I am! I would never lie,” you say, bristling with indignation. 
 
    “Hm. Yes. No doubt you would not. Yes. Let’s see…” 
 
    The captain reaches out and heaves out a massive tome. His thin arms shake as he slams it down onto the table, coughing softly as he leafs through the dusty pages. He adjusts his glasses, peering down at them. 
 
    “Hmmm. Yes. Yes. Well, it has been a while but… hm. According to the regulations, one who hasn’t an appointment with the Lord of Mammon, but who has come inside of the keep regardless, is to await an opening in his schedule.” 
 
    “Thank you,” you say. 
 
    “In the stocks, to be used by any who wishes it to satisfy themselves while they wait for their own appointment, that they actually scheduled.” 
 
    Ice trickles down your spine. “What?” you say. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Rasha says, slamming the book shut with a nod of certainty. “The master will likely have an opening in this century. Eventually.” 
 
    “Hold on! You can’t just-“ 
 
    “Take her,” Rasha says. 
 
    Severis grabs you from behind. You squeak, trying to yank out of his grasp, but his claws are strong and tight around your wrists. “Wait!” you cry as other guards move in, grabbing you, manhandling you. “You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    “It’s hardly my fault you didn’t make an appointment,” Rasha observes, adjusting his spectacles as he returns to whatever work he was doing. “Best of luck.” 
 
    “No! You bastards! I’m the daughter of the Overlord! You can’t! You can’t!” you scream as you’re dragged out of the room, and to your fate. 
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    Seduce the Guard 
 
      
 
    You balk before those barred doors. No, you’re not going in there willingly. But do you really have a choice? 
 
    Well, there is one possibility… 
 
    You turn shyly to the guard, fluttering your lashes. “Please… please, don’t put me in there.” 
 
    “Sorry, girlie. But you gotta go.” 
 
    “P-please sir, not that. I… I’ll do anything.” 
 
    The guard pauses in the midst of shoving you inside. “Anything?” he says. 
 
    You move closer, your large breasts pressing against his copper scales. “Anything,” you breathe. 
 
    The guard licks his lips with a forked tongue, his ruby red eyes gliding up and down your stunning curves. “Hrmmm…” 
 
    “What’s the hold up?” one of the other scaly soldiers snap. 
 
    He starts, grabbing your arm. “This one ah… seems suspicious. Gonna take her to interrogate.” 
 
    “Oh really?” his companion says, eying him. He snorts. “Well, fine. But you’re not getting paid for it.” 
 
    The guard winces, his natural avarice recoiling at the prospect of losing money. But as you rub your ass against the bulge of his front, he grins again, evidently deciding you’re worth an hour’s pay. Which is sort of flattering. Except not really. 
 
    Well, too late to reconsider your worth now as the guard grabs you by the ass, pushing you before him as she stalks after you and from the room of cages and suffering. Leaving behind those bars is a relief in itself, but now you have to figure out how you’re going to ditch this lizard. As you move into the passage he suddenly yanks you into a side corridor, spinning you around and slamming you against the wall. You gasp at the rough treatment, but before you can react he’s pressed against you, his scales smooth and warm, and his lips against yours. 
 
    His kiss is crude. Punishing. His tongue slides into your mouth like the snake he so resembles. 
 
    And you’re kissing him back. 
 
    Even as you notice this, you realize your body is pushing itself against him, as if the cursed mark on your mons is magnetically drawn to the serpent man’s scales. Your hips rub your pussy against his leg, the silk strip that runs between your thighs pressing against your quim, adhering to your body, much to your growing shame. Your ample tits tingle, nipples hard nubs against the equally smooth silk strips that ‘clothe’ them. 
 
    You break the kiss, panting, breathing hard, your head spinning as the cursed mark entices you to this crude demon. Your heart throbs. Molten lust teases upward from your core, winding through your body, increasing the sensitivity of your flesh. It would almost be bearable, were it not for the way the smooth silk strokes your tender spots, making a whimper softly escape you. 
 
    “Oooh, a real slut. Just what I was hoping for,” the serpent guard says, pulling your attention back to him as he reaches down grasps the cock emerging from his abdominal slit. Your eyes widen at the sight of his slick, smooth, wedged cock. Waiting for you. Your lips. Your pussy. Ready to fuck you. Breed you. Rut you into the floor like a cheap whore. The idea twists in you, tantalizing you, even as your magic tingles in your hands, ready to be used. 
 
    “Time for some fun,” the guard grins. 
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    Let Him Fuck You 
 
      
 
    Resistance doesn’t enter into it. But him entering you very much does. You can’t think. Can’t plan. Can’t imagine another moment without that reptilian cock pounding your pussy. 
 
    You turn about, magic fading from your hands as you press yourself against the wall, pushing out your plush derriere for the guard’s approval. “Please…” you whimper. 
 
    He grins, moving forward, crushing you against the wall and his bulk. You shiver in delight at the feeling of his hard body. The heat of his scales oozing into you and making your thighs tremble and beg to yield to him. His hands move around you, grabbing great handfuls of your tits. You gasp, crooning as his rough touch mauls your helpless breasts. 
 
    “Mmm. Mammals always have such wonderful assets,” he hisses. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan, your hips rubbing your ass against his cock, your juices drooling down your inner thighs. Shame burns your face, but it only makes you hotter. Pure, raw lust fills you. Consuming you. You need his cock. You have to have it! 
 
    “Pleeeease,” you moan. “Please, give me your cock! I need you… need you inside me. Need you to fuck me sooo baaaad!” 
 
    “Now that’s what I like to hear,” he hisses, shifting against you, his cock slipping between your thighs, rubbing his wedged tip against your pussy. 
 
    And then, slipping it inside your velvet depths. 
 
    “Mnnnnnn!” you moan, your cunt clamping down on the wedged invader, tingling as he begins to saw in and out of you, fucking you against the walls, his claws digging into your plush tits until you know they’ll leave marks. But that’s fine. That’s good. That’s glorious! You want him to mark you. Brand you. Fuck you into a mewling mess. You desperately rut back against his cock, using what little space the wall affords you as best you can. 
 
    But it’s him that sets the pace. His strength that holds you down. Him that rams his cock in and out of your drooling pussy. 
 
    And he’s going to have his fill. 
 
    He’s relentless. Brutal. In your sheltered upbringing, you’ve never dreamed of such raw mating. A distant dream you’re now experiencing first hand as you moan and cry and thrust back against his brutal breeding. 
 
    “Yessss!” you moan. “Yes! Fuck me! Fill me up! Mate me! Take me! Breeed meeeeee!” 
 
    “Hrrrrr! Hah. Ha! So tight. Soooo tiiiiight!” the guard hisses. 
 
    “Yes! Tight for you! Tight for your cock! Oh gods yessss!” 
 
    He’s getting close. You can sense it. Feel it in the way he hammers you. His breath growing hoarse. Ragged. The cursed mark fills you with euphoria at the sense of coming completion. At the sense of your purpose so soon to be fulfilled. To accept your mate’s seed. To be bred by his cock. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Yes! Gods yessssss!” you wail as at last the guard slams his cock into you again, hissing as he cums, stuffing your tight pussy with his oily cum. You convulse around his shaft, your tits aching in his hungry hands as your body surrenders itself to his hunger. His cock. As you feel his cum pump into your womb, claiming you, erasing the old you in favour of the moaning cock sleeve you were always meant to be. 
 
    Groaning, the guard withdraws from you pussy, taking a shaky step back. You whimper, his body all that held you upright, and its loss sends you to your knees, his cum oozing from you to pool onto the floor. 
 
    “Ooooh. Oh master…” you moan, turning about, crawling to his leg. You look up at him in adoration. “Pleaaaase,” you moan, cupping his cock, running your tongue along it. “Moooore.” 
 
    “Aw hell,” the guard groans. “I’ve broken her. Fuck! This is gonna cut into my paycheck pretty bad. Unless…” 
 
    As your master thinks, you get to work trying to please him, wrapping your lips around his reptilian cock and obediently sucking him. You just know he’s going to cum up with a great idea! 
 
    After all, master is so very smart. 
 
      
 
    Public Use 
 
    

  

 
   
    Public Use 
 
      
 
    “What about the wool? It’s quite high quality,” the somnolent merchant from Sloth says, his body draped in consuming robes. 
 
    “Hmm. Maybe. But, the problem is the fashion is drifting towards black iron jewellery,” the lesser lord of greed observes as his hips lazily work, his scales glittering in the low light of the waiting room. 
 
    “Oh no no, my friend! Black iron is a fad. Everyone comes back to demon wool eventually. What is more comfortable, after all? More refined?” 
 
    “True. True. But you’ll have to convince Avarick of that first.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” is your contribution to the conversation, a moan made as your lips suck the greed demon’s cock while the sloth demon pounds his own into your pussy. 
 
    You rock against the padded stocks, bent double so your peachy bottom is thrust out. Your breasts sway pendulously beneath you, your eyes rolled back as the two merchants leisurely relax themselves by plowing your holes. 
 
    “Lovely of them to add this, don’t you think?” the greed demon observes. 
 
    “Very thoughtful. Ooooh, quite soothing.” 
 
    “I agree.” 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan.  
 
    You don’t mind them talking over you. Everyone does. You’re less than a person to them, after all. Merely another piece of furniture in the large waiting room. As much a piece of the décor and pleasure as the silken tapestries, the immense portraits of Avarick, or the soft chairs where other demons idle the day awaiting the Dragon of Greed’s pleasure. 
 
    You no longer have a sense of time, nor how long you’ve been in the stocks. Your mind has crumbled under the endless pleasure of your constant rutting. The only time it stops is so a servant can come and wipe you down, keeping you nice and clean for the next cock to come by. 
 
    “And the… the… Hrrrrrr!” the lord of greed moans, the reptilian merchant thrusting his cock deep into your mouth, groaning as at last he cums, filling your mouth with his seed. 
 
    “Mmmm…” you moan, lashes fluttering as you swallow every drop of his boiling cum, your stomach heavy with the supply you’ve already imbibed. 
 
    “Done already?” the sloth demon asks lazily. 
 
    “Ah, well. Can’t take up the spot all day. Shall we speak more on the divans?” 
 
    “Delightful suggestion. Let me just… mnnnn!” 
 
    He moans, hilting his cock within you. You groan, drooling in pleasure as his thick seed stuffs you in great jolts of cum. He sighs, withdrawing from your gaping pussy. The cursed mark has branded you, but you’ve forgotten your owner in the cavalcade of cocks which have filled the days between now and then. 
 
    “So, wool, you say?” the greed demon asks as he zips back up. 
 
    “Oh, absolutely!” 
 
    The two merchants chat as they wander to the divans where a naked slave supplies them with wine. 
 
    You sag in place, gasping, the moment of relief all you have before the shadow of another demon falls over you. You gasp as large, rough hands grasp your bottom, leathery palms running over your flanks hungrily. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” you moan, trembling with need as you feel the massive thickness of a horsecock rub against your pussy. 
 
    “Not bad,” the new demon rumbles. Such a voice can only come from a demon of wrath. You quiver, panting as the thickness of his manhood rubs your pussy teasingly, whimpers and pants escaping you. Oooooh. You love wrath demons. Always so brutal. So rough. So eager to show you your place. Your ass begins to sway like a teasing pendulum. The movements of a bitch in heat. 
 
    His hands grip your thighs, making you gasp, his thumb teasing over the brand that marks you as a house slut. “Very nice,” he grunts. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan as he pushes forward, burying his massive, flared cock into your depths. The years have made you spacious, but he’s so big he can still stretch you around his length. “Mnnnnn!” you moan, pushing back as the demon grunts and begins to eagerly thrust forward, burying his cock in and out of you. Rutting you like a beast. 
 
    “Mind if I take the front?” 
 
    You look up, your glassy eyes momentarily clearing as a dim spark of recognition flickers in your mind. The studious looking demoness with the spectacles looks down at you, her severe clothes cut sharply like someone that would be called ‘Headmistress.’ 
 
    “L-Loria…” you say. 
 
    “Feel free,” the wrath demon says. 
 
    “Much obliged,” Loria says, moving forward, grabbing your head, and burying you against her muff. 
 
    The name fades, along with any thoughts it might have entailed. Any memories. Any hope. Your mind is again swallowed by the endless grind of pleasure. As the wrath demon plunges his fat cock into you, slamming you against the stocks, his hips spanking your cushiony ass, your tongue begins to lap at Loria’s pussy, your eyes growing lidded as you grow drunk once more on your shameless lust. 
 
    “A fine… hrrr… bitch,” the wrath demon grunts. 
 
    “Her tongue is good,” Loria admits. 
 
    Pride glows in your chest at their praise. You wriggle and moan, thrusting back against the cock reaming you as you taste and pleasure the demoness before you. 
 
    “Hrrrrr!” the wrath demon groans, burying his cock within you, crying out as he cums, pumping what feels like gallons of his hot seed into your willing depths. The feeling pushes you over the edge, and with a muffled moan you cum with him, legs quaking as all feeling seems to flee them from the force of your fucking. 
 
    The wrath demon grunts, unsheathing himself from you, seed pouring out of you as he does so. He chuckles, gives you a spank that makes you jump and core flutter with delight. 
 
    “Not bad. Might have to come by again just to have another taste.” 
 
    “It’s why I do,” Loria observes. “A little higher, slut.” 
 
    You smile dumbly with their praise, obeying Loria’s command. 
 
    After all, a good slut always obeys. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Blast Him 
 
      
 
    You moan as the guard manhandles you. “Ohhhh,” you groan. “You’re so strong.” 
 
    “Damn right,” the lizardman hisses. 
 
    “So powerful!” 
 
    “Mhmm.” 
 
    “So dead.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    You press your hand to his chest. He looks down in surprise as blue light surges from your palm, the bone chilling cold of your magic crackling through him. He lifts his eyes to yours, and you smile. 
 
    The blast of magic hurls him across the corridor, slamming him into the far wall, freezing him to the bronze in a flash of freezing cold. 
 
    You exhale, feeling the throb of unholy desire fade as you face the frozen figure, frost covering him like grains of silver sand, holding him in a pose of anguish. “Asshole,” you tell his frozen rictus, flicking your hair back over your shoulder, the silk strip swishing between your legs as you turn your back on him and glare down the golden halls of the Vault. You tap a finger to your chin, glaring at the glittering passages. Which way… 
 
    As you consider, you feel a tug in your core. An ache from your womb as if being drawn to one of the lynchpins of your curse. You glance down at yourself, both vaguely relieved it still works, but also annoyed that the source of the problem is part of a solution. 
 
    “Alright then,” you murmur, starting down the narrow passage. 
 
    The pulsing in your womb proves unerring in your journey through the winding halls. You ignore room that overflow with treasure, gold coins shoved into them like dust swept out of sight. Jewels and fortunes glitter and spill into the halls as you walk. Twice you have to duck into such treasure chambers as reptilian guards march through, the click of their steps in perfect timing, often escorting one of the more snake-like accountants that you met outside. With every one that passes you tense, holding your breath, wondering if your ‘lover’ was found and the alarm sounded. But given the sheer breadth of the Vault, it might take days before anyone wanders down that corridor, and to your relief no alarms sound or haste quickens the step of the guards. 
 
    The Vault seems endless as you walk down it. Soon enough, the vast wealth that bulges on all sides begins to lose its awesome power, and merely becomes another piece of the background. Despite yourself, you’re glad your aching womb guides you. You’d have been easily lost among the sheer number of bends and twists that characterize Avarick’s lair. Intentional, obviously. 
 
    But in time, you reach your destination. A pair of large gold doors confront you, a subtle heat radiating from them, making you swallow hard. The throbbing of your womb leaves no mistake. You’re here, before the lair of the Dragon of Greed. 
 
    Steeling yourself, you push open the doors, and stride inside. 
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    Avarick 
 
      
 
    The doors grind open and reveal a long, plush carpet running down a room of burnished gold. Pillars made of golden statues of men bent beneath the weight of the ceiling line the way. Huge displays filled with invaluable artifacts and gold encrusted items are held behind glass walls. You walk slowly forward, your heart beating faster as you near the end of the room, where a raised level holds a vast desk, behind which can only be the Lord of Greed. 
 
    Avarick sits among a desk littered with scales and abacuses and gold. A draconic demon nearly two heads taller than you. Three if you count his curling horns. His scales are a shimmering carpet of gold inlaid with precious jewels, his eyes burning blue and a cigar chomped between his teeth. A thick fur coat drapes him like a cape, and in his claws he grips with surprising delicateness a sheaf of reports he’s in the midst of reading. 
 
    “And who,” Avarick suddenly says without looking up, “are you?” 
 
    You swallow hard, fighting back your nervousness, and the throbbing of your cursed mark. “I… I am Lillian, Princess of Pride, daughter of the Overlord.” 
 
    “Ex.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Ex-Overlord,” Avarick notes. “Hard to still be the Overlord when you’re dead.” He grunts and lays down the papers, easing back into his throne and lacing together his claws. His gaze is cool and thoughtful, the smoke pouring from his cigar twisting like snakes in the hot air of the room. You shift beneath his gaze, grimacing as the desire fairly pounds in your veins, your pussy tingling with the need to feel his cock plunge in and out of your sopping depths. 
 
    “Nonetheless,” Avarick says. “Gotta admit, I’m impressed you managed t’ get in here. Not sure if you’re brave ‘r stupid, but you’re here. Now, what do you want? And be fast,” he says, glancing at a huge clock ticking away in the corner. “Time is money.” 
 
    You swallow hard, straightening under the demon’s eyes. “I… I came for your fealty.” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “I want you to declare your fealty to me as the new Overlord.” 
 
    Avarick throws back his head, his teeth flashing as he laughs. “You’re joking!” he cackles, kicking back his chair, rising with a flutter of his long, fur coat. 
 
    You force yourself not to take a step back as the demon of greed strides around his desk, walking up to you. He’s huge up close. Powerful. You can feel the heat radiating from his scales like molten gold. His teeth grind the stub of his cigar as he exhales another cloud of smoke. You cough, blinking past it, though the smoke makes your body heat and flush even more. So close, the cursed mark thrums through your veins like piano wires. You can fairly feel the demon’s lust as his eyes roam over your form. 
 
    “You’ve come this far. Far indeed. So I’ll hear you out. What do you have to offer?” 
 
    Your head is throbbing so hard it takes you a moment to register his words. “H-huh?” 
 
    “It’s real simple, girl. What have I got to gain from backing you? Why should I support you to rule the nether realm? Oh yes. I know why you’re here. I’ve been expecting it. But that doesn’t mean I’ll do anything for you. Your father conquered all the realm of hell in his own name. He led us into the mortal realm. Which,” he adds with bemusement, “admittedly, didn’t go so well for him. But an accomplishment all the same. That’s why I followed him. 
 
    “So why,” he says, leaning forward, the cloying smoke of his cigar twisting around his horns, your face reflected in his golden eyes. “Why, by all the seven realms, should I agree to serve you?” 
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    Suck Him Off 
 
      
 
    You have to resist him. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    Probably. 
 
    But you body needs him so badly. You can fairly feel the heat of your core, begging you to take his cum. To yield to him. You can’t deny it. Your desire for him is too strong. The cursed mark aches through you at the though of taking his virile seed within you. Such a powerful need makes your head spin and threatens to overwhelm you. 
 
    Maybe… maybe just… just sucking his cock would be alright. Maybe that would be enough. Enough to calm you. Soothe you. Sate you long enough to… to do what you have to. After all, what are you supposed to do? Not suck that gloriously slick lizard cock throbbing for attention? 
 
    You slowly lower yourself to your knees, whimpering softly as the strip of silk flutters against your cunny. Your hands rise, cupping his cock. You gasp at the heat that radiates from it. “So warm…” you breathe. 
 
    “Hmmm. Be warmer in your mouth,” the guard groans. 
 
    You have to agree. And your tongue tingles as you lean forward, and envelop his shaft between your soft lips. You moan, lashes fluttering as the taste of him buzzes on your tongue. The spicy taste tantalizing and enthralling. Delicious and musky. You moan, beginning to bob, your tongue stroking the whole of his length as you lavish his cock with the attention it so deserves. 
 
    “Yessss,” the guard moans, his forked tongue flicking. “That’s it. Good slut.” 
 
    “Mnnnn…” you moan, that word making your hips twitch, cunt clench. Oooh, that word. That name. So demeaning. Yet so thrilling. You start bobbing faster. Faster. More eager to taste him. To take him. To let him pump his seed down your throat and into your stomach. To fill you to bursting with his virile cum. 
 
    You moan. A shameless, begging, pleading sound for the guard to use you. To take you. To claim your mouth with his cock. You bob faster. Your whole body sways, rump pushing out and in, your nose tingling at the heat of his root when you reach the base again and again. 
 
    It’s so good. So wonderful. So delicious. So depraved. 
 
    And somehow, that makes it even better. 
 
    You can’t stop your hand from sliding down your thigh, underneath the frail silk that masks your cunny. A moan trembles through your throat and up his cock, your eyes rolling back as you begin to stroke yourself. Your fingers at first shy, then frantically plunging into your sopping pussy as you blow the lizardman. 
 
    “Yessss!” the guard pants, his claws gripping your hair as he plunges his cock into your mouth with ever greater urgency. “Yesss! Take my cock. Oh fuck yes. Yes! Damn slut. Oh fuck!” 
 
    The pain of his claws draws tears to your eyes, and urges your hand to greater efforts. Your moans and whimpers grow louder. Your efforts more desperate. You have to cum. Got to cum with him. Your cursed mark pulses. Glows. Tingles. Your finger strums the bead of your clit. So close. Oh gods. Oh gods. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Hrnnnnn!” 
 
    The guard throws back his head, bottoming out into your mouth. You nearly gag as his cum suddenly pumps in a great gush down your throat. The only thing that stops you from choking is the thought of losing any of that boiling cum. You moan, throat working as you frantically drink down every drop. 
 
    As if swallowing his seed defeated some barrier within you, you groan as you cum, your shameful juices spurting onto the floor in a shameful puddle. Your hips buck as you keep cumming, long lashes fluttering as you sag in defeat beneath the reptilian guard. 
 
    He exhales deeply, falling back against the wall as his cock slides from your mouth. “Not… ha… bad,” he says. 
 
    You smile up at him, but even as you do, you feel the edge from the curse ooze away, as if drained from you with your orgasm. Still smiling, though far more sardonically, you gesture. 
 
    “Sleep.” 
 
    Magic like dust flutters into his eyes. The guard blinks, but the spell drags down his eyelids. He sighs in a soft sound of peaceful slumber. 
 
    Then topples with a crash of armour to the ground. 
 
    You wince, but he doesn’t get back up. A quick glance around shows no one saw, and no thundering footsteps betray a sudden interest in what you were doing. Clearing your throat, but failing to rid yourself of the taste of lizardman cum, you hastily rise and smooth out your silks. Thank the gods no one saw that. It wouldn’t do for anyone to observe the future Overlord of hell cumming in the middle of the corridor. Watching you suck off some menial guard like a slave. Bobbing and running your tongue all along his reptilian shaft. 
 
    You wince, feeling again the heat of your cunny kindle once more under the cursed mark. Great. Well, so much for taking the edge off it. You briefly entertain waking the guard and maybe getting another quicky, but dismiss the idea. You’re the Princess of Pride, damn it! And you have a Lord of Sin to recruit. 
 
    Fortunately, the aching of your womb tugs you with certainty down the passage, and with as much dignity as you can muster, you start off in that direction. 
 
    The pulsing in your womb proves unerring in your journey through the winding halls. You ignore room that overflow with treasure, gold coins shoved into them like dust swept out of sight. Jewels and fortunes glitter and spill into the halls as you walk. Twice you have to duck into such treasure chambers as reptilian guards march through, the click of their steps in perfect timing, often escorting one of the more snake-like accountants that you met outside. With every one that passes you tense, holding your breath, wondering if your ‘lover’ was found and the alarm sounded. But given the sheer breadth of the vault, it might take days before anyone wanders down that corridor, and to your relief no alarms sound or haste quickens the step of the guards. 
 
    The Vault seems endless as you walk down it. Soon enough, the vast wealth that bulges on all sides begins to lose its awesome power, and merely becomes another piece of the background. Despite yourself, you’re glad your aching womb guides you. You’d have been easily lost among the sheer number of bends and twists that characterize the Vault. Intentional, obviously. 
 
    But in time, you reach your destination. A pair of large gold doors confront you, a subtle heat radiating from them, making you swallow hard. The throbbing of your womb leaves no mistake. You’re here, before the lair of the Lord of Greed. 
 
    Steeling yourself, you push open the doors, and stride inside. 
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    Slave to the Greed Lord 
 
      
 
    Like pendulums swinging, your and Hyacinth’s hips cock with your every step. The silk ribbons that swish between your thighs glitter with silver and are sheer as mist. Your breasts are bared, nipples pierced with rings studded with rubies, your collars glittering with emeralds, your horns draped in silver thread like a starry night sky. 
 
    You didn’t think you’d get along as well as you have with Hyacinth. The bald woman is taller than you, and nearly as proud, but circumstances make strange bedfellows, and to be sure, you have shared her bed often. You’re often paired with her when the Vault hosts greater demons from the neighbour realms. Pride warms you at the knowledge. Of course you’re a favorite. Who wouldn’t adore your beauty? Seek to use you as their personal plaything? You know that many have offered Avarick fortunes in gold for you, but he has held back. You are still too valuable to him. In time, he’ll doubtless sell you, but for now, you can keep raking in the cash. 
 
    Of course, your curse mark kicked in not long after being given over to the slave trainers, but your new collar easily overcomes any lingering attachment to the one who first bred you. The collar crackles with latent magic, tingling down your spine with teasing pleasure, making your cunny ache with an emptiness begging to be filled. 
 
    And gods know it will be soon. 
 
    The gold of the passage you walk down is warm under your bare feet. Braziers burn and crackle at intervals, throwing into stark relief marble statues rearing overhead. Sounds of pleasure keen from open doors, at times mingling with screams. You feel nothing for those, save a dread that it might one day be your fate. But not today. 
 
    “Do we know anything of who we attend?” you ask. 
 
    “A lord from sloth,” Hyacinth says. “A slime creature known as the Pit Lord. A stupid creature, but rich. He has come to bargain with Avarick, and a night with us was part of the deal.” 
 
    “We shall not disappoint,” you say with the utter certainty of fact. 
 
    “No,” Hycanith agrees with a wry smile. “But I shall be the one to make him cum first.” 
 
    You scoff with a smirk. “Please. Wasn’t it I who brought Baron Rash to climax ten times in one night?” 
 
    “Ha! Did not Mistress Lustria commend my flexibility?” 
 
    You shiver in delight at that name. Lustria. She had come from the realm of lust, obviously, to instruct you and the other slaves on the arts of pleasures. An expensive project, no doubt, but an investment that had paid great dividends. “Perhaps, but recall that she complimented the firmness of my ass? Avarick himself bounced a coin off it.” 
 
    Hyacinth laughs, and you can’t help but join her. You love the other woman, in your own way. Many are the nights you’ve shown her that, crawling between her thighs and teasing the sapphire that pierces her clit until she came with a moaning orgasm. And you’ve lost count of the number of times she in turn made you shudder and moan with a cat o’ nine tails. There’s more than mere lust between you and the sultry, tattooed sorceress, and you can only hope when the time comes, Avarick will sell you both together. 
 
    As one, you and Hyacinth touch the curtain that shields the room you’ve been assigned, letting it glide open to reveal what awaits you. 
 
    You’ve encountered many demons since the Dragon of Greed took you into his palace. The sight of the vast, oozing green thing in the middle of the room barely phases you. A skull fills the middle of the mass, and it rises with your presence, stretching out on a long tentacle as if on a neck. It disdains the cushions, bed, or even the divan that populate the room. Such a creature has no need of such things. 
 
    There are other things in its mass. Bones and ancient steel. Items whose previous owners don’t need them anymore. The sight sends a shiver through you, but you know Avarick has forbidden the creature from eating you. At least, you hope so. But you wouldn’t put it past your lord to allow it for the right price. 
 
    But there is nothing to be done, you recall with a tingling prompt from your collar. Already you can feel its magic spreading through you, warming you body with the sweet wine of lust. Your pussy tingling, dampening at the sight of the strange slime filling the middle of the room. You and Hyacinth smile, bow. 
 
    “Good evening, master,” you both chime. “Shall you enjoy us this evening?” 
 
    The Pit Lord burbles and you and Hyacinth strut towards him, hips swinging in perfect time, breasts swaying tantalizing, the rings ringing delicately as your nipples stiffen with desire. From the central mass of the Pit Lord grow two tentacles, reaching forward and caressing you and Hyacinth. Revulsion shudders in you, but your collar helpfully turns that sensation to pleasure. The collar was another prize from Lustria, and as the tentacles stretch and wrap about you, your lips part with a needy moan. 
 
    More tentacles sprout from the mass. Stretch forward and wrap about your body. You whimper in delight, hips rising to meet the strokes of its form. “Masterrrrr,” you moan softly as two additional tentacles twine about your full breasts, making you gasp. But that’s nothing compared to when their tips adhere themselves to your nipples and begin to suck. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan. Your nipples have always been sensitive, but the collar makes them doubly so. You moan, and before you can react another tentacle pushes past your lips and into your mouth. The sloth lord’s slime tingles on your tongue, the toxins of his body filling you with a passive lethargy. A pleasant submission that you cannot escape, and certainly don’t want to. For he hasn’t stopped using you. 
 
    You sag as the numbness of his toxins spread, his tentacles wrapped about you, lifting you into the air as you tenderly suck. 
 
    “Mmmm…” 
 
    The moan draws your lidded eyes to Hyacinth. The bald slave is bent over, two tentacles already plunging into her pussy and ass, the wet schlicking sound making your own cunny tingle with awareness and need. You lazily rock your hips, tantalizing the Pit Lord with your body. “Mmmm,” you moan. 
 
    The slime returns his attention to you. The tentacle caressing your pussy suddenly splits into two. The slender limbs press against your tender holes, and you shudder, groaning as he slowly pushes inside. 
 
    But then, they begin to swell. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan, arching, quivering as you feel his limbs stretch you to your limit. Quite high these days. You’ve taken the manhood of bullish wrath demons and the many, many toys of sultry succubi. But the swollen limbs within you inflate, deflate, pulsing in you like nothing else. 
 
    “Mmmooooonnnnnnn,” you moan. 
 
    The Pit Lord burbles in something that might be laughter at your muffled moans. You’re lazily turned end over end in the air, twisting about until your head spins, even as his tentacles continue to violate your every hole. Plunging. Sucking. Teasing. It seems to go on and on. Your climax isn’t so much a peak as a foregone conclusion. 
 
    “Mmm! Mmm! Mnnnnn!” you moan, bucking in his grasp as you cum. The Pit Lord burbles more eagerly as his body absorbs your juices. This, then, was what he truly wanted. The sweet taste of your lusts, flavoured with desperate arousal. 
 
    Well, he can certainly have that. And plenty of it. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan, rutting against his plunging tentacles. Sucking him. Feeling him. Your body his plaything. Turned in the air. Twisted in his limbs. Tentacles slither over your sensitive flesh, spreading their tantalizing tingling of desire. Your head is spinning. Your body alive. An instrument of pleasures, moans muffled by the slimy, oozing thing you suck on frantically. 
 
    You cum again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Orgasms blend together in a great haze of helpless pleasures. You have no idea what’s done to you in the grasp of the Pit Lord. Only the pleasures conferred to your body as you enjoy the wanton lusts of the sloth demon. 
 
    Hours, days, weeks perhaps pass before you come to, lying among the cushions, head spinning and body soaked in the slime of the demon. You loll your head from side to side in wonder. 
 
    “Gone.” 
 
    You lift your head a little as Hyacinth crawls over to you. The woman smiles blissfully, as soaked in slime as you, her full breasts heaving from the exertions. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “He left… some time ago…” 
 
    “Oh,” you breathe. “I… I didn’t even realize…” 
 
    “No surprise. He enjoyed you… immensely.” 
 
    You giggle, hiccup, your stomach heavy with the fluids of the demon. “Mmm. Then… then he’ll probably be back…” 
 
    “Probably,” Hycanith says, gently cupping your breasts, making you arch and gasp, the sensitivity that races through you a jolt of pure ecstasy. “Master will be pleased. He will be able to demand even more gold for another sessions with us.” 
 
    You smile in joy as your collar warms at the thought, spreading pleasure through you that is greater even than the rutting of the tentacles but a few short hours ago. “Mmmm. Good,” you moan. 
 
    Hycanith smirks, her eyes smoky as she leans down and gently captures one of your nipples in her lips. You gasp, keening, pushing your chest up to her teasing mouth as her tongue toys with the ruby ring that pierces your nipple. 
 
    “Hyacinth! Ohhhh, that’s…” 
 
    “He enjoyed you much. But not nearly as much as I do.” 
 
    You giggle drunkenly, submitting to the lips of your sister in crime, moaning as her fingers glide over your slime slickened pussy. The residue of your mating with the Pit Lord only makes it better, and soon enough you’ve rolled over, moaning and moving against her, but careful not to let too much slime rub away. Doubtless it will be collected, bottled, and sold to demons for a taste of the pleasures you’ve known. All at a significant mark up of course. 
 
    Ah, it’s good to be in business. 
 
    And as you and Hyacinth rut against each other, you know you will be for a long time. 
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    Slave to the Gorgon 
 
      
 
    Mistress’s scales glow under the oil you massage into her tail. The gorgon wriggles in pleasure, coins tinkling from the pile she rests upon, sent cascading down in a chorus of gold. “Mmmm,” she moans. “That’s wonderful, slave.” 
 
    Your cheeks glow with her praise, your nipples hardening in delight. “Th-thank you, mistress,” you murmur, redoubling your efforts. Not that you need to. Everyday you polish your mistress’s wonderful scales until she’s as brilliant as the sun of the mortal realm. Everyday you serve her to your utmost. Relishing the privilege to even touch her. Those wonderful scales. That glorious beauty… 
 
    You realize your hips have begun to move, rubbing your naked pussy against her as you straddle her tail. Your cheeks flame even more, but you can’t help yourself. You try and keep it subtle, masking the movements with your polishing, but soon enough you hear mistress again shift. She lifts her head, glancing over her shoulder at you, her glorious eyes shining with amusement. 
 
    “Slave. Are you pleasuring yourself on my coils?” 
 
    You blush hard. “S-sorry mistress. You’re just so lovely…” 
 
    She sighs in mock exasperation, her tail rising, plucking you off her. You moan, the tightness of her coils squeezing your sensitive breasts, especially where the gold bars that newly pierce them. 
 
    “There there. Although, I must admit, your juices do make my scales shine so wonderfully. Especially with how eagerly you buff them.” 
 
    Her praise makes you swoon. Not to mention the slightest glance at her eyes. She’s not even using her compulsion right now, but even seeing those powerful orbs sends your thoughts drifting and your will melting. “Thaaank you missstresssss,” you moan. 
 
    “Of course, slave. You are most welcome. I know how much my empty-headed little slut needs to be praised. To be told she’s a good girl. A good, mindless, helpless bimbo slave.” 
 
    Every word makes your cunny clench. Your breath hitch. Your voice whimper. You’re fairly drooling by the end, pupils dilating as you stare into her eyes. Feeling her power. Her compulsion. Letting her take utter control of you. 
 
    “Cum.” 
 
    You cry out, convulsing at the sudden explosion of your orgasm. It came from nowhere but your utter obedience to her, and drools down your inner thighs in shameful glistening. You whimper, sagging helplessly in her coils, her body slowly massaging you as you moan and pant adoringly. 
 
    “Well done, slave! Look at that. All it takes is one simple command. I have trained you well.” 
 
    “Yessssss,” you slur, head lolling, body throbbing with the easiness of your pleasure. 
 
    “Mmm. Perhaps too well. Honestly, it’s almost a shame to have wrung all the challenge out of you. But then,” she adds, drawing you nearer, her lips quirking up to reveal her wicked fangs. “I never really liked a challenge.” 
 
    Her kiss sends pleasure shooting through you from head to curling toes. You melt in her coils, heart and lashes fluttering with adoration for your mistress. Life in the Vault would be a prison if not for your blessed mistress. Serving her gives you all the meaning you could ever hope for. 
 
    And as her wicked tail teases between your thighs and begins to strum your helpless pussy, you know only too well that a wonderful eternity awaits you at her mercy. 
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    The Map Room 
 
      
 
    In the higher levels of the Citadel, there’s the map room of all hell. You’ve never really bothered with it before, but that was before your father, may he rot, got himself killed in the mortal realm by some heroes. It was also before he cursed you to be the willing slave of the first demon that managed to breed you. 
 
    Even now you can feel the curse mark warm against your womb, tingling with the latent hint of arousal. Any naughty thought you have threatens to activate it, spreading helpless lust through you. And of-fucking-course the remedy to your curse isn’t easy. The only way to be rid of it is to gain the allegiance of all the other lords of hell. All six of them. 
 
    Well, five now, you suppose. Your trip to Mammon earned you the allegiance of Avarick, the Lord of Greed. But that’s nothing to get too excited about. He might be the richest in the seven realms, but he’s also the weakest. Still, it’s a start. 
 
    You growl, wrapping your filmy robe closer around you, as if the fabric could mask the cursed mark from the rest of the room. You step nearer the map table, resting your hands on the rim and looming over it, the seven realms spread out before you in concentric rings. The Citadel, your fortress, rises from the middle of the map like a nail hammered into the frozen heart of hell. The other realms radiate outwards, layered upon one another. Magic projects a three-dimensional image of the map, its glow washing over your face as you drum your fingers on the table. 
 
    “Gluttony, hm?” you say. 
 
    Your maid, and the only one of your servants who didn’t abandon you when your father got himself killed, nods. Loria is a beautiful succubus, though she hides it well beneath a professional exterior. But not even a clerk’s robe can hide the curves made to tempt mortal lusts. A pair of small spectacles sit before her cool eyes, her dark hair in a tight bun, her blue skin as chilly as the icy plains outside. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” she says, pointing with a riding crop at the realm in question. A great, mad landscape of strange plains and thick jungles. “Porca the Gourmand, lord of Gluttony, rules from the palace of Ghula. It lies at the end of a realm of madness and delicacies. His entire kingdom is given over to growing and cultivating the ingredients for his dinners, and every demon within seeks to master their skills as a chef, or create a food that will earn their master’s attention.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, licking your lips without thinking, your tastebuds tingling. “I remember the dinners we once had prepared from Ghula. They were… delicious.” 
 
    The crack of Loria’s crop against table snaps you back to the present. “Indeed, mistress,” the demoness says. “But entering his realm is another story entirely.” 
 
    “Is this thing on?” 
 
    You sigh and glance over to the large mirror set up on another side of the table. Gold shines within the glass, and a huge eye suddenly engulfs the view. 
 
    “Move back, Avarick,” you say. 
 
    “Ah, there we go.” 
 
    The eye pulls back, and reveals the lord of Greed in all his glittering glory. Scales of gold inlaid with gems, the draconic demon lord can just be seen chomping on a cigar, his head framed by the fur collar of his jacket. 
 
    “Can you help us enter Porca’s palace?” you ask. 
 
    “Hmmm,” he says, acrid smoke puffing from his maw. “Porca’s always eager to buy special ingredients for his foods. Pays top coin for it too. I might be able to sneak you aboard a carriage delivering a certain delicacy. A bottle of particular wine I managed to procure for him, at great expense I might add. Although…” 
 
    Your ears prick up. “Although?” you prompt the demon in the mirror. 
 
    Avarick chuckles, puffing out another cloud of smoke. “Well, quite often, the payment includes any of those I send to deliver the goods. I think I’ve only ever had three of my messengers return from a delivery in all the thousands I’ve sent there.” 
 
    “He kills them?” you ask. 
 
    “Wellllll,” Avarick muses, his talons rubbing his chin thoughtfully. “As to that, I’m not so sure. Porca’s realm is a mess, true. I don’t think he even rules it beyond his dining room. But his demons and monsters wouldn’t dare attack his delivery. He’d use them in his next pie if they stole his food. But there’s temptations aplenty in his realm. And if those who enter it happen to get themselves eaten, then…” He shrugs, his fur coat fluttering. 
 
    “Can’t you enter?” you ask. 
 
    “Me? Personally? No no no,” Avarick says. “I want to avoid a war in the realms! And a demon lord walking uninvited into another’s domain is sure to start something. Besides, Porca’s got no armies, but his territory is a mad house. Always shifting and changing. If I went in there, I might not come out!” 
 
    “Indeed,” Loria says, tapping the map of hell with her crop. “The realm of Gluttony is in a never-ending state of flux. Parts of his realm absorb and are in turn changed every day. Only one road runs true through it. Wandering off it is a sure way to be lost among the jungles and forests, and easy prey to the creatures that dwell within.” 
 
    “Stay on the road. Gotcha,” you say. 
 
    Loria’s crop suddenly snaps up, pointing at you. “And don’t let anyone know who you are,” she says sharply. “A demon is likely to risk even Porca’s displeasure if it meant gaining the Princess of Pride as a cum dump.” 
 
    You wince at the reminder, pushing away the riding crop. “I know. I know!” you say. “Subtlety. I got it. Don’t worry,” you say, resting your hand against your impressive breasts, smirking at the demons. “I am a masterful actress.” 
 
    Both Avarick and Loria stare at you for a long moment. 
 
    “…What?” you say. 
 
    “Right,” Loria says. “Anyway, mistress. Before we leave, might I request my reward for my service?” 
 
    “Reward?” 
 
    Loria twirls the crop in her hand, magic sparkling from it, and in the next second it has become a long, thick dildo. “Might I request you fuck me using this?” 
 
    “Hm?” Avarick says, perking up in his mirror. “Well! If I knew this was how these meetings went, I might’ve shown up in person!” 
 
    You cut the mirror with a glance and snap a finger at it, magic sparking from your hand. 
 
    “Hey-“ Avarick cries before the mirror goes dark. 
 
    “Didn’t want him watching you claiming your servant’s tight pussy?” Loria asks. 
 
    “It’s a little soon,” you say. 
 
    “Of course. Then, shall we, mistress?” 
 
    You reach out, taking the rubbery phallus from your servant and examining it critically. This is the price of Loria’s assistance. Your demure maid has a weakness for being dommed by a lovely woman, and to be sure, there are few lovelier than you. But they can’t just be pretty. They also have to be a bratty, vindictive bitch, which is a little insulting. But on the other hand, maybe just a bit true. 
 
    Besides, it works for you, because fuck knows you could use some stress relief right now. 
 
    You look again at your servant, Loria stiffening like you’d just spanked her with the crop. You tap your finger against your lip, leisurely sliding the phallus down your front. 
 
    “What am I to do with you…” you murmur. 
 
      
 
    Fuck Her Pussy 
 
    Fuck Her Mouth 
 
    Make Her Wait 
 
    

  

 
   
    Make Her Wait 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm…” you muse thoughtfully as you eye her. “I don’t think I’ll fuck you quite yet,” you say. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “It’ll help motivate you to get me to Porca’s palace,” you say. 
 
    Loria sighs. “As you say, mistress.” 
 
    That said, you do feel a little bad for her. Her ass is a wonderful stress reliever, and you know well how much she adores serving you. And she certainly does a good job. Maybe a reward is in order. “Loria?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “You may masturbate as much as you want beforehand.” 
 
    “Do I… have your permission?” she asks. 
 
    “You do. In fact, I order you to cum no less than five times to a painting of me.” 
 
    Loria brightens a little. “Ah,” your depraved secretary breathes. “Then, I shall depart to make myself ready for our journey. And, if I might borrow that…” 
 
    She slides the phallus back out of your hand, turns, and strides with purpose back to her room and the… frankly somewhat disturbing shrine she has to you in her closet. You watch her go, shaking you head. 
 
    It’s always the ones you least suspect. 
 
      
 
    Road to Ghula 
 
    

  

 
   
    Fuck Her Mouth 
 
      
 
    Looking at your uptight secretary, your loyal servant, your almost worshipful bitch really does make you feel all warm and fuzzy inside. 
 
    It also makes you want to make her choke on your rubber cock. 
 
    “Slut,” you say, relishing the shiver that rushes up through Loria. “Dress off, and on your knees.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says. Your maid turns, in the same motion flicking away her formerly tight attire, discarding the cloth before she’d even fully turned around. For a moment you can only admire her. The toned curves, different from your ample soft ones, but no less appealing. Breasts high and nipples hard and coal black. Her thighs shapely and stomach slim. She falls to her knees before you, naked but for her spectacles. And what a sight it is. You smirk, leisurely reaching down and brushing aside the front your gown. Your push your hips out, the runic curse mark just visible over the band of your panties. 
 
    “Take them off, slave.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    Her hands are gentle. Careful. With almost religious awe she hooks her fingers in your panties and ease them down. Your heart skips a beat as her eyes burn bright at the sight of your tight cunny, already glistening with the attentions your servant is paying you. 
 
    You kick away your panties, leaving your bottom half naked. You teasingly stroke the phallus she gave you, gently rubbing the bottom against your cunny. “Is this what you want?” you ask her. “My big, rubbery cock down your throat? Fucking your face like you’re some two penny whore?” 
 
    “Yes,” she whispers. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress. Please. I want to suck your cock!” 
 
    You smirk. “Good girl,” you say, gently easing the bottom of the phallus into you. “That’s what I like to holy shit!” 
 
    The last is a gasp as a sudden flurry of new sensations race through you from the tip of your phallus. You bite your lip, the once rubber cock suddenly feeling incredibly real. The touch of your fingers sparks up into your aching mons, the curse mark pulsing with power, amplifying your pleasure. 
 
    “Mnnn! S-slave, what… what is…” 
 
    “A special tool, mistress. A demonic artifact designed by the lands of Lustria, for those succubi who wish to enjoy the pleasures of dominating like a man, without having to grow the equipment. It shall confer on you all the pleasures as if it were a real cock.” 
 
    “Oh?” you pant, grinning wildly. “Pleasure like… choking you on my new demon dick?” 
 
    “Indeed mistress. Just like mppph!” 
 
    You silence her by grabbing her hair, and shoving all eight inches of your new dick into her startled mouth. You groan at the tightness of her throat, Loria’s eyes rolling back at the sensation of your brutal face fucking. Without preamble you begin to thrust, plowing her mouth, fucking her throat in sharp motions. The sensation is like nothing you’ve experienced before, and you’ve enjoyed some of the greatest depravities the nether realms have to offer. “Mnnnnn!” you moan, panting, the feel of your rubber cock is deliciously intense. Pleasure oozing up through you, amplified by your curse mark, for once actually benefiting you. “Yessss! Like that. Take it, slut! Take it, bitch! You like choking on my cock? Fuck, this is probably what you dream about every night, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Loria moans, her long tongue wrapping about your cock, making it even sweeter as you draw back and plunge forth again. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” you moan hotly, increasing your pace, every twitch of your hips slamming the rubbery shaft deeper into Loria’s mouth and throat. Plunging so deep your mind is swirling and swimming in naked pleasure. “Yes! Fuck, yesss! Take it, slave. Take my cock! Suck it. Suck it like a good slut. Mnnnn!” 
 
    Your heart is pounding almost as hard as your hips. Loria’s nose comes to rest against the curse mark above your mons with every thrust. Her mouth adores your shaft, her tongue swirling around it, her cheeks hollowing, tears pricking the corners of her eyes with the intensity of your brutal fucking. 
 
    But she loves it. 
 
    Adores it. 
 
    Her hand is between her thighs, furiously stroking herself as she takes your cock, her spectacles bouncing on her nose. Her hands strumming her pussy as she pants, breath steaming from her nose as she struggles around your rubber cock. 
 
    The pleasure is too much. To intense. Too alien to what you’ve known. Your ample breasts heave. Your thrusts grow ragged. Faster. Faster. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Fuck yessssss!” you wail as you bury your cock within her a final time and cum. 
 
    It’s an explosion. A blaze. A pinprick of such intense ecstasy you quiver with the breadth of it. Moaning as your cock pulses, sending great bursts of the phallus’s seed into the succubus’s stomach. Loria submissively moans, swallowing every drop. Having no choice, really. 
 
    And as she takes your load, she whimpers, shuddering, her parted thighs revealing her shameful pleasure as she cums with you, hips twitching as her juices squirt from her slutty pussy. 
 
    You gasp, breathing hard. Leisurely, you draw your rubber cock out of your slut’s throat. Loria gasps, drooling, gagging, her once austere face purple with her flush and the pleasure of your brutal skull fucking. 
 
    “Like… like that?” you ask her. 
 
    “Yes… yes mistress,” she gasps. 
 
    “Good,” you breathe. “Then, kiss it.” 
 
    Amusement tickles you as the succubus leans forward and reverently kisses the tip of your phallus, her lashes fluttering with obedient delight. It does your pride good to see such submissiveness to you. Fuck knows you’ve needed it these days. “Good slave,” you say. 
 
    “Thank you, mistress. Now,” she says, straightening her glasses as if she hadn’t just been gagging on your shaft. “I believe we’d best start preparing. You will need to depart for Gluttony soon.” 
 
    “I suppose so,” you say, stroking the phallus lazily. “But ah… I think I’ll keep this handy. In my bedroom. And if we succeed in recruiting Porca, you’ll get another turn on it.” 
 
    “Then we must succeed, mistress,” she says. “For both our sakes.” 
 
      
 
    Road to Ghula 
 
    

  

 
   
    Road to Ghula 
 
      
 
    It’s easy to tell when you’ve entered the lands of Gluttony. A great river separates it from the molten landscape of greed, but more than that, is the sudden alteration in the life. Where the realm of avarice is barren and hard, a true hellscape in every sense of the word, Gluttony is positively verdant. Thick jungles burst from the landscape, spilling over onto the lone road. The air is scented with the sweetest of odours, and the sky is almost lost among the towering fruit trees. 
 
    You’ve never been to Gluttony before. It was too far from the icy realm of Pride, but also, it had nothing you were interested in. At the ring of a bell you could have had the finest meals from their chefs delivered to your bedroom door. But to actually see the realm where the finest olfactory temptations come from makes your mouth water. 
 
    The caravan is small. Merely a single closed carriage guarded by four of the hulking soldiers of Greed. Huge, burly lizardmen, their scales polished copper, their crocodilian heads looking forward as they march alongside the carriage. They occasionally glance towards you, but they think you’re merely a powerful sorceress hired as a guard by Avarick. 
 
    You certainly look it. Your revealing robe is tight about your curves, showcasing them to the warm air. You sit in the seat beside Loria, who drives the wagon, the secretarial succubus’s face schooled as she snaps the reins, the dread steeds surging forward into the deeps of the jungle, manes of flames crackling and sparking. At first you were worried that the jostling might damage the bottle hidden in the carriage, but Loria assured you the compartment is well padded. Short of the carriage exploding, the wine should survive anything on your journey. 
 
    You duck some strange fruit growing from the trees overhead, dangling over the road temptingly. Swirling colours run up and down them, and you curiously reach for one. 
 
    “I wouldn’t do that, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You pause. “Why not?” 
 
    “Those are cherry bombs. Pluck one, and it will explode.” 
 
    You snatch your hand back. “Why would they grow these?” 
 
    “They make a dish delightfully spicy when mixed in.” 
 
    “But they explode!” 
 
    Loria shrugs. 
 
    You grimace, eying the jungle more warily.  
 
    “Dark’s coming in,” one of the guards growl. He nods ahead at a building on the shoulder of the road. “Inn ahead.” 
 
    You peer through the growing gloom. It’s a big place. Sitting on the side of the highway, a dozen chimneys rise from the tiled roof, steaming tendrils of smoke into the sky. A sign hangs before it showing a cow with a spaded tail and horns, the name beneath ‘The Devil’s Delight’s’. 
 
    “Subtle,” you say. 
 
    “We’d best stop, mistress,” Loria says. “The animals grow tired, and the road is dangerous in the dark.” 
 
    That’s true. There’s no highway in the demon realms truly safe, and you really don’t want to see what might menace the highways of Gluttony after dark. Being devoured by a nocturnal monster looking like a pound cake would be a rather ignominious end to your quest of becoming the Overlord. Almost as much as being bent over by some burly monster as he plows your fertile womb with his massive monster dick… 
 
    You cover your face with a palm, willing the curse mark to stop throbbing. You hate this thing. You raise your hand to see the inn drawing near. “We’ll stop,” you say. 
 
    The guards nod and escort the rattling carriage to the side of the building. You dismount gingerly, Loria helping you down. The guards begin preparing the carriage to be placed in the waiting stables, and you and Loria make your way inside the inn. 
 
    Where you stop in gobsmacked amazement. 
 
    There are few residents of the common room, but those there are shock you. A number of lesser gluttony demons are there, the huge porcine creatures in ragged, stained clothes, one carrying a massive mace propped by his table, but they aren’t what catch your eye. Instead, it’s the dozen or so barmaids who flitter about, smiling blissfully, and only wearing frilly skirts. This leaves bare the absolutely immense breasts that swell from their chests. 
 
    The women seem like all sorts. There’s a human, a number of different breeds of succubi, most of whose horns have taken on a distinctly bovine shape. You’re no prude. This is the demon realm for fuck’s sake, but this is still a bit of a shock to find by the roadside, especially after your sheltered upbringing. 
 
    You only recover somewhat when a woman of no less ample proportions but considerably more modest attire approaches. An apron drapes her front and her bovine horns curl downwards, framing her dimpled cheeks. Her bust appears at least as impressive as the maid’s, swelling out against her heart-shaped apron in a pair of immense orbs bigger than your head. She curtsies prettily. 
 
    “Mistress! Welcome. Shall you be staying the night?” 
 
    Loria nudges you, stirring you from your stare. “Eh? Oh! Er, yes. We are. Looking for lodging for ourselves and our four guards,” you say. 
 
    “Well! We’d be delighted with your company, milady. I’m Miss Miriam. Here! Grab a table, the girls will be with you any minute. Would you like some brandy? Beer?” 
 
    “Um, brandy,” you say, seizing on the word as Loria steers you towards a table. No sooner have you sat down than the lizard demons escorting you arrive, openly leering at the beautiful barmaids, scales clicking and forked tongues flicking as they take them in. 
 
    The brazen lusts of the lizardmen help you reorient yourself. You sit primly in your chair, drawing yourself up. After all, you’re not one of those horny creatures. Your eye is certainly not lingering on the fat gluttony demons and their crude attire. How their vests and soiled pants can barely contain their fleshy girths. You’re certainly not wondering what kind of cocks they have. And you’re absolutely not wondering if the rumors of their cum being sweet as candy has any truth… 
 
    You groan, burying your head in your hands. “Damn it.” 
 
    “The mark?” Loria says, peering from behind her spectacles. 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “We’re on the right path, mistress. I promise.” 
 
    “We’d better be,” you mutter, gathering your cloak closer about you as if to deny the world your body, lovely though it is. You stop talking as the barmaid arrives and you turn her way. 
 
    Her skin is tanned to a deep chocolate hue and dark hair falls over her shoulders. Her massive breasts are on full display, her black nipples nubs of pleasures, her expression one of dim adoration. 
 
    “Hi!” she says breathlessly. “I’m Brandy! You asked for me?” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, finding your tongue after a moment. “Sorry, I meant the drink…” 
 
    “Of course! Do you want it in a cup or from the tap?” 
 
    “The tap?” 
 
    “Sure!” 
 
    Before your eyes the plump woman hefts her tremendous tits. She moans happily, squeezing those massive orbs together, massaging them with a look of absolutely euphoric pleasure. Your jaw drops as sweet, alcoholic brandy oozes from her whorish nipples, dribbling down her plump tits. 
 
    “Mmmm. Drink it while it’s fresh,” the panting cowgirl says. 
 
    Your eyes flick from Brandy to the rest of the bar. The guards who escorted your wagon have another of the cowgirls at their table. One of the lizardmen tugs her into their lap, the big breasted bimbo giggling, then moaning as the reptilian guard latches on to a plump nipple, sucking the sweet booze that stuffs the girl’s breasts. 
 
    “Holy hell,” you gasp. 
 
    “My mistress meant in a cup,” Loria says. 
 
    You start, recovering. “Er, yes. A cup. That’s what… what I meant.” 
 
    Brandy pouts, and those lips of her can pout. “Mm. Okay,” she says. She picks up the mugs left on the table, bringing one to her fat nipple. Her disappointment fades as she gently moans, massaging her tremendous teat, squeezing her fat nipple and sending jets of sweet liquor into the glass. Panting, she fills a second and sets both on the table before you and Loria. “Here we go!” she says, her cheeks flushed with delight. “If you need anything else, just give a call!” 
 
    She gives you a saucy wink, turns, and bounces back across the bar to another table. You look to the drink she filled for you in shock. 
 
    “That was quite rude, mistress,” Loria says as she takes her glass. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Asking to drink from her breast and then not? She was quite offended,” your servant says. 
 
    “I didn’t… I mean… Are you really going to drink that?” 
 
    “It is a bit warm,” Loria concedes. “But it is only polite. We are in the land of Gluttony, mistress. We should be aware of their expectations.” 
 
    You flush. “I wasn’t… wasn’t unwilling,” you say hotly. “I just… um… It was a bit sudden. The offer. I didn’t understand. And where do you get off lecturing me?” 
 
    “My apologies, mistress,” Loria says, taking a drink of her brandy. “Mm. Quite good, actually. She is an excellent distillery.” 
 
    You glower at your maid and snatch up your own glass. With some trepidation you take a sip. 
 
    …Hmm. Well, you’re really more of a wine person, but the brandy is alright. It goes down smooth and sweetly, and you smack your lips at the aftertaste. “Not bad,” you concede. 
 
    “I’m certain Brandy will be delighted to hear that, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You feel a heat again rise in your cheeks. You glance across the room towards the girl in question, who is slyly watching you drink with a teasing smile. You huff, turning away, but cannot deny the tingling that races up from your core, lingering in your plump breasts at the sight of the dusky beauty and her liquored tits. 
 
    You resolve not to call Brandy back over. It’s an easy thing to do, for she’s quite busy with the other guests. Especially those porcine demons, several of whom have been eying you since you arrived. Well, no surprise there. After all, you are spectacularly beautiful. Even more so than the lovely barmaids. But it is making you uneasy. Especially with how your curse mark keeps making you imagine how they’d look naked. How you’d look bent over while being plowed with thick, pig demon dicks. 
 
    Your head is starting to hurt. You sigh, rising. “I’m going to the room.” 
 
    “Yes, best to rest, mistress,” Loria says, standing with you. The two of you head to the innkeeper, who beams and curtsies, sending her ample titflesh wobbling. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “A room,” you say. “If you please.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress! This way.” 
 
    The buxom Miriam leads the way upstairs to a dark upper floor. She opens a door to a spacious room with its own bathtub, a large bed and even a dresser. A fireplace in the corner burns with crackling warmth, the curtains heavy and fair. Odds are good you’re looking at the best room in the place. 
 
    “Is it to your liking, mistress?” the innkeeper says. 
 
    You look about critically. “It will do,” you say magnanimously.  
 
    “I hope you sleep well. Please! Let me know if you need anything.” 
 
    The innkeeper bows as she departs, and it’s a wonder she doesn’t topple over with how top-heavy she is. You wait until she’s gone then sigh, taking in the room thoughtfully. 
 
    “I hope you sleep well, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You look at her in surprise. “You’re not staying?” 
 
    “Someone must watch the carriage, mistress. It wouldn’t do if our gift to Porca was stolen or tampered with. And I doubt the guards will be in much of a state after tonight.” 
 
    That’s for sure. You recall the lizardmen sucking down the tavern girl’s ale and growl. “Right,” you say. “Come get me if anything happens.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. Sleep well. But not too lightly.” 
 
    Her warning chills you, and when the door shuts you feel intensely alone in the large room. You never traveled much when your father was alive. And not having the thick, enchanted walls of the Citadel around you makes your chest feel tight. You give the room a quick inspection, but there’s nothing suspicious in place. Still, the vague sense of unease doesn’t vanish, even as you strip and get into your nightie, sliding under the covers in the dark, closing your eyes to the world of Gluttony, and the air scented with the sweetness of delicacies growing everywhere outside. 
 
      
 
    Bumps in the Night 
 
    

  

 
   
    Bumps in the Night 
 
      
 
    You wake to a distant thumping, and a tremendous thirst. 
 
    You groan, sitting up in the dark, peering about the room. You’re alone, which is a good sign, and when the thump repeats, you realize it’s coming from outside. A bit of a relief, for sure. However, the sound does make you feel disquieted and more than a little paranoid. These days, that seems the proper reaction. 
 
    You rise silently, pulling your clothes back on with care. Fuck, your mouth is so dry. That brandy did nothing to slake your thirst. Remembering the buxom cow demon who offered it, her smiling face, her immense, jiggling tits, you feel another pang of lust shoot through you. 
 
    “None of that,” you mutter at your softly glowing curse mark. It merely throbs again, and you grimace before hiding it beneath your skirt. You move up to the doorway and press your ear against it, listening. The thump repeats from downstairs. What the fuck is that? 
 
    Slowly opening the door, you step out into the hall. Glancing about, you flick your wrist, conjuring the Staff of Domination in a swirl of twisting shadows. The cold metal of the arcane staff is a comforting weight in your palm, as is the knowledge of what it can do. Sure, you have your magic, but sometimes, nothing beats carrying a big stick. 
 
    You descend the stairs. The inn is dark, but light gleams from the common room. You hear again the subtle thump and move towards it, peeking through the door. 
 
    Your jaw drops. 
 
    The four guards who escorted your wagon are inside, and they are all very busy. The reptilian demons, their coppery scales gleaming, are sunk deep into the arms and tits of four of the barmaids. Mooing, the cow demon girls crush their new lovers to their enormous tits, the lizard demons groaning and panting as they desperately massage and milk those liquored tits, their lips locked around the plump nipples, drinking more and more. 
 
    “Yessss,” Brandy moans, pawing at the scales of her guard, pulling his head deeper into her tanned tits. “More! Mooooooore!” 
 
    You stagger back, dropping your staff which dissolves back into your ring before hitting the ground. The thumping you heard was this. The cowgirls being banged against the walls as they were fucked and mated by the lizardmen, their breasts captive in eager mouths, their liquor milk gushing into the hungry gullets of the greedy demons. 
 
    But then, you wonder, who is the real captive? 
 
    Despite the lizardmen’s strength, the cowgirls don’t seem to be the helpless ones. If anything, it seems to be the reptilian guards who were trapped. Clutched to immense, milky breasts. Locked to the liquored cream pouring into their mouths. 
 
    You stagger back, your rump banging against the door of the kitchen. It creaks open. 
 
    “Milady! What are you doing up?” 
 
    You spin about with a gasp and freeze, finding the buxom innkeeper sitting at a chair in the kitchen. Her once modest top is down, revealing the full breadth of her creamy tit flesh. And they are full. Despite their size, they’re firm and plump, gravity seeming to have no hold on their heft. She smiles at you, her matronly delight making you shiver with a strange excitement. One only amplified by the sight of her generous, plump teats. 
 
    “I… I thought I heard something…” 
 
    “Mmm,” Miriam hums. “My apologies. My girls tend to be so needy. And when big, strong demons come by, they just can’t help themselves… Can’t say I blame them. After all, what is better than having an eager mouth on your big… milky… breast…” 
 
    As you watch, she squeezes her own tits together, a thin trickle of sweet-smelling cream dripping from her plump teat and onto the floor. You watch that pearly dewdrop with almost hypnotic fascination. Fucking pit but you’re thirsty. Your tongue cleaves to the roof of your mouth, your lips trembling. Your cursed mark throbbing. 
 
    “My my, you’re looking mighty thirsty yourself,” Miriam observes. 
 
    “I um…” 
 
    “Feeling a bit peckish?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “You barely had a drop to drink,” Miriam continues, her voice a warm croon. “Oh mistress, you must be so thirsty. So tired. The girls are a bit occupied, but my big breasts are full for you. I’d just adore to have a pretty young thing milk them a little. C’mon,” she breathes, hefting those stunning tits, squeezing them together, dripping another thin rivulet of precious cream free. “Give them a suckle…” 
 
      
 
    Suckle Her Tits 
 
    Retreat 
 
    

  

 
   
    Fuck Her Pussy 
 
      
 
    Looking at your uptight secretary, your loyal servant, your almost worshipful bitch, it really does make you feel all warm and fuzzy inside. 
 
    It also makes you want to make her scream as you stuff her tight little pussy with your phallus. 
 
    “Slut,” you say, relishing the shiver that rushes up through Loria. “Dress off, and on your knees.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says. Your maid turns, in the same motion flicking away her formerly tight attire, discarding the cloth before she’d even fully turned around. For a moment you can only admire her. The toned, firm curves, different from your ample soft ones, but no less appealing. Breasts high and nipples hard and coal black. Her thighs gentle and stomach slim. She falls to her knees before you, naked but for her spectacles. And what a sight it is. You smirk, leisurely reaching down and opening the front of your gown. Your push your hips out, the runic curse mark just visible over the band of your panties. 
 
    “Take them off, slave.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    Her hands are gentle. Careful. With almost religious awe she hooks her fingers in your panties and ease them down. Your heart skips a beat as her eyes burn bright at the sight of your tight cunny, already glistening with the attentions your servant is paying you. 
 
    You kick away your panties, leaving your bottom half naked. You teasingly stroke the phallus she gave you, gently rubbing the bottom against your cunt. “Is this what you want?” you ask her. “My big, rubbery cock deep inside you? Pounding you? Taming that slutty pussy of yours like you were some two penny whore?” 
 
    “Yes,” she whispers. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress. Please! I need your cock!” 
 
    You smirk. “Good girl,” you say, gently easing the bottom of the phallus into you. “That’s what I like to holy shit!” 
 
    The last is a gasp as a sudden flurry of new sensations race through you from the tip of your phallus. You bite your lip, the once rubber cock suddenly feeling incredibly real. The touch of your fingers sparks up into your aching mons, the curse mark pulsing with power, amplifying your pleasure. 
 
    “Mnnn! S-slave, what… what is…” 
 
    “A special tool, mistress. A demonic artifact designed by the lands of Lustria, for those succubi who wish to enjoy the pleasures of dominating like a man, without having to grow the equipment. It shall confer on you all the pleasures as if it were a real cock.” 
 
    “I… I see,” you gasp, your head spinning with the new sensations burning through your loins. You look again at Loria, and your cock positively pulses with the thought of bending this uptight bitch over and showing her who’s really boss. “Slut?” you breathe. 
 
    “Yes, mistress?” 
 
    “On the table. Now.” 
 
    Loria bows her head, scooting her soft rump onto the table, parting her thighs to bare her slickened cunny for your inspection. You lick your lips at the sight. “Look at you,” you breathe, stepping in closer. “You uptight bitch. Think you’re so hot, don’t you? So pretty and prim and proper.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says, her normal clip tones growing breathy as she watches you approach. 
 
    “You think you deserve this? Deserves this cock?” 
 
    “N-no.” 
 
    “That’s right,” you say, planting a hand on the map table beside her, smirking at her as you leisurely stroke your new phallus, shivering as pleasure throbs up through the cock, so hard it’s like a pillar of black steel as you admire your servant’s heaving blue tits and soft, purple blush. “You don’t deserve it. The only thing you deserve is to get on your hands and knees and kiss my feet for the chance to adore me. Because you’re just a bitch. But you’re my bitch, and I’m going to make sure you remember it.” 
 
    You know your servant has a thing for bratty sluts. It’s the reason why she’s still around, and a glance down shows you’re playing the part to a tee. You smirk at the puddle of arousal she’d dripping onto the table. “Looks like you agree,” you say, swiping up a dollop with your finger, pushing it to her lips. “Suck, slut.” 
 
    Her eyelids low in rapturous pleasure, Loria obediently leans forward, moaning softly as she sucks the juices from your finger, quivering in slavish delight as she tastes herself. You’re hardly unaffected. Feeling your servant’s adoring lips running up and down your finger, sucking it like it were your temporary cock, adoring it with whimpering delight thrills you in ways words are woefully insufficient for. 
 
    But then, you have more than words, don’t you? 
 
    You pull your finger from the soft ring of her mouth, grab her hip. Again the height difference hits you, but you don’t mind it now. In fact, you relish it as you smirk up at her. “Take it,” you growl, and thrust into her with a single, brutal motion. 
 
    Fuck! No wonder men love using their dicks! The tightness of Loria is like a perfect, velvet sleeve around your manhood. You groan at the sudden shock of pure pleasure that surges up and through you. 
 
    “Oooooh mistresssss!” Loria moans. 
 
    “That’s right,” you pant, drawing back, plowing forward, again feeling her tighten around your cock. “Take it, slut. Take my cock!” 
 
    “Yessss!” Loria wails, bucking beneath you, riding your cock, her head thrown back, her hair fairly bursting from the tight bob that confined it, swinging as you thrust into her. “Mistress! Oh fuck yes! Yesssss!” 
 
    This is way too good. The way her body tightens around your cock, eagerly submitting to your pounding. Fuck! You’re going to have to get one of these things. You grab her breasts with your free hands, squeezing them as Loria moans and whimpers, her glasses fogging with her pleasured pants. 
 
    “Fuck!” you pant. “Take it. Take it, slut! Cum for my cock! Cum for your mistress! Fuck yes. Yessss! Oh fuck yes! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    The explosion of pleasure is like nothing you’ve known before. Your body tightens, your gasp heightening as you plunge your cock again into her tight depths. As you cum through the rubber phallus, your pleasure converted into something more, pumping into her. Dominating her. Using her. 
 
    Loria wails with delight, her cry echoing among the spiky rafters, stirring the banners around the room. She stiffens, toes curling with helpless pleasure as she cums for you in sharp, jerking motions. 
 
    You gasp, panting, the surge of sensation bleeding away, leaving a hot, pleasured weakness in its wake. You moan, unsheathing your rubbery cock from your servant, her juices slickening the thickness of your phallus, dripping lewdly from the tip. 
 
    “Oh mistress,” Loria moans. “That was wonderful.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, slave,” you pant, smirking down at her. “You did… adequately.” 
 
     “Thank you, mistress. Now,” Loria says, straightening her glasses. “I believe we’d best start preparing. You will need to depart for gluttony soon.” 
 
    “I suppose so,” you say, stroking the phallus lazily. “But ah… I think I’ll keep this handy. In my bedroom. And if we succeed in recruiting Porca, you’ll get another turn on it.” 
 
    “Then we must succeed, mistress,” she says. “For both our sakes.” 
 
      
 
    Road to Ghula 
 
    

  

 
   
    Suckle Her Tits 
 
      
 
    The immensity of her breasts consumes your view. Those perfect orbs. Those drippy tits. You’re so thirsty. Your mouth is as dry as the deserts of Greed. You lick your lips, unable to turn away, your curse mark throbbing. Pulsing. Urging you to draw nearer. Nearer. 
 
    “That’s it,” Miriam coos as you slide into her lap. “Good girl.” 
 
    The word tingles in you, sparks some part of your latent pride. But you hold your tongue. You must. You can’t risk not drinking that milk. That wonderful cream. That glorious booze… 
 
    Your lips tenderly latch on to a fat nipple, your lashes fluttering as you take a long, hungry suck. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Miriam moans as you drink a sudden gush of her cream. “Gooood girl…” 
 
    You can’t answer. You’re in heaven. The sweet, liquored taste of her cream is like chocolate filled with liquor. It washes into your mouth, your mind, with sweet bliss. You blink slowly, your eyes growing lidded, your thoughts sluggish as if made of oozing caramel. 
 
    “Mmmm…” you moan softly, suckling eagerly, your head gently bobbing as you drink her cream, your body thrumming with pleasure as you adore her plump tits. 
 
    “Oh yesssss,” Miriam moans. “What a good girl. Goooood girl. That’s it. Drink as much as you want. Mmmm. So much sweet cream. So much milk. You’re doing so well, darling. So well. Just drink as much as you want. As much as you can take. And I just know you can take so much.” 
 
    She’s right. No matter how much you drink, you seem able to take in more. More sweet cream. More mind-numbing milk. More. 
 
    More. 
 
    More… 
 
    You whimper as your gown begins to feel tight. Uncomfortable. 
 
    “Here,” Miriam murmurs, the busty cow demon plucking your shirt. “Let’s help with that.” 
 
    You groan in relief as Miriam expertly tugs down your top, allowing your plump tits to spill into the open. And plump they are. They feel even heavier than they usually do, and they were hardly small before. 
 
    “Mmm. You’re shaping up so well, sweetie,” Miriam says, cupping one of your breasts, giving it a teasing squeeze. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you moan, the sudden throb of pleasure further stirring your poor brain to goo. 
 
    “Oh yes. Why, I bet you’ll be an even sweeter girl than Brandy.” 
 
    Brandy? 
 
    Thoughts trickle through, but you have some trouble turning them into ideas. You open your eyes slowly, looking at the immense breasts of the demon you’re suckling. Looking to her smug, motherly face as you drink deep. Deeper. Your eyes again wander down to your own breasts. So big. So plump. So stuffed with wonderful, heavenly, sweet cream… 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh… 
 
    You slowly begin to detach your lips from her nipple. “I… you…” 
 
    “Ah ah,” Miriam giggles, tucking her hand down between your thighs, making you gasp as her finger glides along your slit, teasing you through your panties. “Bar girls don’t think. Bar girls just drink and enjoy being milked.” 
 
    You cry out, a whimper of soft, needy pleasure as your thoughts are once more stirred to a lather. You moan, hips weakly bucking, rutting against the teasing finger of the innkeeper. 
 
    “There we go,” Miriam coos, guiding your head once more to her milky teat, gasping softly as your lips latch on and hungrily suck from her other nipple. “Mmm. Just like that. You’ll love being a bar girl, sweetie. You’ll get all the booze you can drink, and so will our customers. And if you’re really popular, why, maybe you’ll even get to visit Porca! I bet you’d love that. So drink up. We want to make you as productive as possible. Don’t we?” 
 
    You do. 
 
    You dearly, dearly do. 
 
    Any thought of resistance, or wrongness, drain away. Anything other than your breasts being as big and creamy as possible fills you with dread. With renewed vigour you suckle mistress’s breasts. Drink down her milk. Feeling it corrupt you. Change you. Your immense breasts swelling, engorged with so much of your lovely milk they ache in a way that makes you moan. 
 
    “Good girl,” Miriam moans. “Gooood girl…” 
 
    You whimper in delight, shuddering as you cum to her stroking finger. Your mind so heavy. So lost. So wonderfully, perfectly drunk on pleasure. Miriam reaches down, flicking your whorish nipple, making you gasp, arch, keen. 
 
    “Mmm. Enjoy that?” the innkeeper coos as her fingers deftly flick and tase your budding teat until you’re whimpering helplessly, pressing against her ample tits wantonly. “Ah, there we are,” she says, a dollop of cream dripping from your breast. Miriam swipes it up with a finger and sucks it clean, her eyes closing as she samples you. 
 
    “Mmm. Like fine wine,” she says. “How lovely! Such a rich flavour for such a brainless bar girl.” 
 
    You nod, moaning as you continue to suckle. Continue to drink. Continue to ride her fingers, grinding your dripping pussy onto her touch. 
 
    You’re a good bar girl. 
 
    A very good bar girl… 
 
      
 
    Tavern Wench 
 
    

  

 
   
    Retreat 
 
      
 
    You stagger back a step. “I… I don’t think I will…” 
 
    “Are you sure,” she says, smiling, rising, her immense breasts wobbling, bouncing. “It’s so good.” 
 
    “I uh… I gotta go do… a… a thing!” 
 
    You spin about, hurrying out of the kitchen. Your heart hammers like a kettle drum as you stumble back into the hall. Away from Miriam, the clutching thirst has lessened. Your head still spins with the nearness of her, and you gasp, leaning against the wall as you try and orient yourself. 
 
    As you stand there, you hear another thump and low, guttural voices. You turn your head and find yourself looking at the door connecting the inn to the stables. 
 
    Loria! 
 
    The wagon! 
 
    Almost eager to have something to focus on other than Miriam’s immense, swelling teats, you grab the handle of the door and yank it open. 
 
    It’s dark within the stables, but not so dark you can’t see the huge figures gathered around your carriage. One of them holds the reins to the dread steeds, the animals snorting, tossing their heads. Seems Loria kept the animals in their traces. Smart of her, as was sleeping in the carriage, for you recognize the creatures gathered around it. The porcine demons from the tavern never left after closing, it would seem, but instead came here to see what a lovely merchant such as you were carrying. Three are in the midst of trying to force the carriage door open, their piggish faces grinning at their potential reward. Doubtless once they see Porca’s brand on the bottle within, they’d just bring it to the lord of gluttony themselves, but that’s your reward, damn it! 
 
    “Hey!” you bark. 
 
    Several of the bandits swing towards you, surprisingly fast despite their mass. Their beady eyes blink stupidly at you for a moment. 
 
    Then things go nuts. 
 
    The door of the carriage suddenly slams open, crashing into the face of one of the bandits. He squeals like the pig he is, reeling back, and one of his companions turn in time to get a foot to his face. The second demon is hurled back as Loria steps out of the carriage, a sword glittering in her hand, the fiery light if the dread steed’s manes shining off her spectacles like red discs. 
 
    “Get off my lady’s carriage,” she says. 
 
    The leader of the band sees this, and snorts heavily. “Get her!” he growls, then turns to you, lumbering forward, drawing his large club. You stiffen as the rest of the bandits surge towards your handmaiden, her sword striking among them, but they have numbers on their side. A sudden vision flashes in your mind. Loria bent over the carriage as each of the pig demons rut her helpless pussy.  
 
    You shudder, shaking free and confront the bandit chief as he lumbers towards you. Seeing his massive, wobbling belly and small, beady eyes as they run over your figure. His tongue flicks over his fat lips and his snub nose twitches and snorts as if inhaling your sweet scent. He grins. “Come to Orga,” the porcine bandit snorts, the bulge of his cock prominent in his filthy pants. “I be nice. Promise.” 
 
    You swallow hard, feeling a sudden pulse race up through your brand, the curse mark thumping in its poisonous influence before the hideous demon. Again images flash in your mind. Of you on your knees, this bloated creature fucking you. Taming you. 
 
    Breeding you. 
 
    So dazed by this and the influence of Miriam’s lewd scene, you can barely force yourself to confront the monster and his obvious designs on you. 
 
      
 
    Wait 
 
    Parlay 
 
    Attack 
 
    Magic 
 
    Seduce 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tavern Wench 
 
      
 
    “Wine? Dear? You have customers.” 
 
    Beaming dimly, you bounce to your feet and cross the common room of the tavern, your pendulous breasts sloshing as you move to the table. 
 
    The pig bandits are back again. The huge, porcine demons lounge at their table and grin widely when they see your ample curves approach. There’s a lot to see, as the only thing you wear now is a high skirt, leaving your heavy, pale breasts on full display. 
 
    “Hi!” you say. “My name’s Wine. Do you gentlemen want a drink in a cup? Or,” you giggle, biting your lower lip shyly as your heft your heavy breasts. “Would you prefer from the tap?” 
 
    The leader of the bandits, Orga, snorts, his snub nose twitching in amusement. “You know what I like, girl,” he says, hooking a hand around your waist and tugging you into his lap. 
 
    You squeak, giggling drunkenly with flushed cheeks as you fall against the corpulent demon’s mass. “Mmm! Of course, master. Please, won’t you suckle from my big tits?” 
 
    Orga snorts again, pushing his face down against your heavy tits. You gasp, moaning softly as he snuffles against your titflesh, the fat sausages of his fingers cupping and molding your wobbling tits eagerly. 
 
    You feel the pressure of your tits grow. The need in them throbbing through your head with aching desire. Fogging your thoughts even more than usual as your plush tits are fondled, already beginning to leak your sweet, alcoholic cream. 
 
    “Mnnn! Sirrrr, please!” you moan. “You’re wasting it.” 
 
    “Snrk. Can’t have that,” the bandit chief snorts, hefts one of your sloshing tits and fits his fat lips around it. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan as he starts to suckle, drinking eagerly. His slobber makes your plump teat shine, but you don’t mind. In fact, you relish the rough handling of his drinking. He’s so thirsty! And you have so much to give. Your back knocks against the table, your head tilting back, panting, your thighs rubbing together as the pigman guzzles your wine. The sweet taste soaks his tongue, his face growing flush with drunkenness. 
 
    “Oh… Oh s-sir! Yes, oh thank you. Thank you for… ah… for choosing me. Oh gods yes. Yes! Please. Please… mnnnn… Drink up. Drink your filllllll. Oh sir. Ah! Mnnnn!” 
 
    You gasp suddenly as Orga’s hand pushes up your skirt, his fingers brazenly fumbling and touching your cunny. You moan, bucking as he finds the tender gash of your pussy, his fingers pushing into you, making you moan and whimper, your head pounding with sweet pleasure and drunken bliss. 
 
    Everyday you’re the centerpiece of scenes like this. Demons and monsters come from miles around to sample the richness of your cream. To taste the wine that flows from your sloshing tits. To suckle and moan and fuck you against the table as they drink their fill, draining your bouncing tits. 
 
    You know, abstractly, that you must have had a life before this. Before becoming the eager bargirl. The mindless wine dispenser. The slavish cum dump. But that never figures into your thoughts for long. It just feels tooooo good to be a milky bargirl. To get guzzled. To get drained. To moan and ride the fat fingers plunging into your sloshing pussy as you’re finger fucked by the pigman. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Oh master, yesssss!” you scream with bliss, arching, cumming, crying out. Orga groans in delight, your orgasm sweetening the taste of your wine even more. 
 
    He pulls back, flush and grinning down at you. “Mmm. Wine… sho good,” he slurs. 
 
    “Th-thank you, sir. We aim to please,” you pant, nearly as flushed and empty headed as him. 
 
    “My turn!” 
 
    With a squeak you’re yanked onto the table, another bandit instantly slobbering over your other teat. You moan as his fat lips attach themselves to your throbbing nipple, his hungry sucks making you whimper and pant and buck with pleasure. The sight of your helpless form is too much, and a second pig demon shoves his companion to the side, taking your free breast for his own, massaging and fondling you, milking you into his hungry mouth. 
 
    You moan, rocking, clutching the fat monsters to your chest as they oink and snort and suck your cream, spurting it into their mouths, admiring the texture and flavour as they drink themselves into a stupor. Other pigmen gather up behind, filling the common room, waiting eagerly for a taste, some even taking a few of the other bargirls, sucking Brandy and Whiskey’s gushing breasts, the moaning bargirls eagerly helpless to the pleasure of their milking, several soon picking up a recent bawdy song. 
 
    “A cup of wine! 
 
    “A good old song! 
 
    “The Overlord’s brat to fill our maws! 
 
    “Our belly’s full of slut’s fine wine! 
 
    “Is there anything quite so fine?” 
 
    You sing along, your voice slurring with pleasure as the nightly festivities begin. From across the room Miriam admires you, and you feel your cheeks flush further. No doubt you’ll be well rewarded tonight. The mistress of the inn adores her girls. Maybe you’ll even be chosen to be sent to Ghula’s Wine tasting competition. Imagine if you won! It would be a dream come true. 
 
    Your thoughts are derailed as one of the bandits shove his porcine face between your legs, snorting as he starts slobbering over your pussy. You cry out, cumming almost at once, your juices guzzled by the demon, even as two more start drinking your tits, their companions collapsing on the ground in a drunken stupor. 
 
    This is your life now and forevermore. A wine girl. A milky slut, kept in the bar to be used, fucked, and drunk from by any monster or demon who passes by. Your quest is forgotten. Your mission failed. But you don’t mind. 
 
    After all, what could compare to be the finest bargirl of the Devil’s Delights. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    You hold back, unsure how to approach this monster, deciding waiting for him to make the first move is the best tactic. Especially with your head still throbbing from almost imbibing Miriam’s glorious cream from her plump teats. 
 
    Orga suddenly moves forward, and you gasp, retreating a step, but not fast enough. His hand grabs your arm, yanking you forward and against his huge belly. “Hrrrr!” the bandit grunts, grinning broadly. “I find big prize!” 
 
    “R-release me!” you demand, trying to pull back. 
 
    “Why? Me not good enough for slut?” He laughs, snorting heavily and grabs your face, forcing you to look at him as he leans down and kisses you. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you squeak in indignation as his fat lips press against yours, his tongue shoving at your lips, the crude kiss making your head spin and heart pulse in a rapid thumping. Yet, despite your disgust, the sensation is unbearably arousing. The curse mark ensures your body presses against him, mashing your flawless tits to his gut, desire singing up through you, making you shudder in strange arousal and horror. 
 
    Orga releases you from the kiss, your head spinning, your lips parted, panting, eyes dim and glassy. “Hrrrrr,” the pigman snorts. “Slut like kiss! But I know what slut like more.” 
 
    He suddenly shoves you against the wall. You groan as he ruthlessly tears your gown away. “Nnn!” you moan, quivering as your soft rump is revealed, the pale flesh twitching as you try and resist the shameful desire that surges through you, moistening your cunny, prompting your ass to push out invitingly towards the brutal demon. The bloated creature grins, grabbing your panties, tearing them off. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp. “P-please…” 
 
    “Please? Please… this?” he asks, brazenly reaching down, pushing his meaty hand between your quivering thighs and cupping your dripping pussy. 
 
    “Mnnn!” 
 
    “Hr! You like.” 
 
    “N-no. I… oooooh!” 
 
    You can’t help the needy moan that escapes you as he pushes a finger against your cunt. You try biting your lip, but the whimpering moans still make themselves known as Orga fondles your dripping gash, your hips twitching, breasts aching, body yielding to this monster. It’s all you can do to suppress the occasional moan, but your body reveals far too much. 
 
    “You like touch,” he snorts. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    You glance back, trying to deny him, but the words get tangled in your mouth when you look at what a massive specimen of a male he is. His huge belly swelling over his belt, his porcine face split in a vicious smirk as he tugs open his pants to reveal his cock. It has a faint corkscrew shape. A brutal tool made for the breeding and pleasuring of women. For breaking and fucking them. And the sight of such an inhuman tool silences you. Fascinates you. Your breath hitches as you suddenly imagine that cock within you. Plowing you. Conquering you. 
 
    Orga snorts again, moving forward, pressing his gut against your back. You’re crushed against the wall by his bulk, his cock rubbing against your fluttering folds. “O-Orga!” you gasp. “I… I…” 
 
    “Take cock!” the bandit says, and shoves his cock into your tight cunny. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you scream as you feel him push within you, your body clamping down in a sudden swell of sweet pleasure, squeezing the corkscrewed cock as he ruts you, his breath wheezing as he thrusts. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Orga moans as he fucks you, pounding you against the wall, his fat belly slapping your back. “Yesss! Take cock… Fuck slut!” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck your slut!” you scream. You never had a chance of resisting. As soon as his cock was in you, you’d lost. You’d been damned. It’s just too good. His cock is too good. His fat bulk pressing you down, mashing your tits against the wall as he ruthlessly saws into your pussy is too wonderful. 
 
    You know it’s the curse mark. Know it has turned your body into this bloated monster’s perfect cock sleeve. You know it, and you don’t care. 
 
    “Yes!” you scream, thrusting back against him, mind lost to pleasure. To the wonderful sensation of surrender. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me, you bastard! Breed me! Breed my royal pussy! Yes! Yes! Fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    You wail in pleasure, shuddering as you cum around Orga’s corkscrew cock. The bandit squeals as your tightness envelops him. He bellows as he thrusts a final time into you, and cums. 
 
    You feel it. Feel his thick seed pump into you what feels like gallons of his sickly sweet cum. Feel it surge into your womb, overtake it. You wail again, your cry of despair turning to one of unutterable delight as the curse mark burns into your mons, branding you as this monster’s slave. His breeding sow. 
 
    Orga wheezes, unsheathing his cock from you, his cum oozing out of you despite your sudden tightening of your inner muscles. You sink to the floor, legs wobbly from the intensity of your orgasm. 
 
    “Hr!” Orga puffs, his beady eyes admiring your conquered form. “Slut good fuck!” 
 
    “Yes, master,” you moan weakly, tilting your head back, looking up at the bloated demon with adoration. “Slut… slut good! Please! Fuck slut more. Slut needs master’s cock!” 
 
    Orga snorts, grinning as you wiggle your ass tantalizingly. “Hrrr! Sound good. I fuck more!” 
 
    “Yessssss,” you moan as he grabs your rump, parting your ass cheeks and thighs, more cum pouring from your ravaged pussy. You moan as he stuffs you again, his cock sloshing in and out of your well bred pussy. “Yesss! Master breed. Master breed slave! Oh master… master! Yessss! Fuck slave good!” 
 
    Orga snorts. “I fuck good! I fuck forever!” 
 
    “Yes!” you gasp as his corkscrew cock is squeezed by your tender pussy, pleasure like no other you’ve known racing through you. “Yesss! Master good! Master good! Cooooock!” 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    This monster dares threaten you! You’ll teach him some respect. 
 
    You flick your wrist, the Staff of Domination coiling into your hand like black tendrils. Orga’s eyes widen at the sight but it’s far too late for him now. You move forward, swinging your staff, feeling the arcane might spread through the artifact with the force of your blow. You strike him on the bloated gut. 
 
    And the staff sinks in like you’ve stuck it in pudding. 
 
    “What the…” You pull at the staff, but it doesn’t budge, lodged into the meaty flesh of the gluttony demon’s body 
 
    Orga belts out a coarse laugh, grabbing you by the arm before you can do the actually sensible thing and pull away from him. “Stupid slut! You no good for battle.” 
 
    “L-let go of me!” you demand, trying to twist away, but his grip on your arm is powerful, his touch awakening feelings you’d rather not focus on. 
 
    The pigman laughs again. “I think about it. But first,” he snorts, grabbing your clothes with his other hand, tearing it to rags in a single, sharp motion. You gasp, your breasts bouncing into the open, confined only by your lacy bra, your mons bared and the glowing mark of the curse pulsing so strong it burns through the makeup you covered it with. Orga’s beady eyes flash. He grins wider. “Oooh!” he says, pressing his hand against the mark, making you buck, moan as his touch awakens the foul sorcery. “It Pride Slut!” 
 
    “Y-you! Unhand me right now!” you cry, but that’s all you can do. Words of magic and resistance slip through your mind like sand in a sieve, struggling to resist your body’s overwhelming need to submit to this monster.  
 
    Orga snorts, his snub nose twitching as he grins, pushing you to your knees. “First, I feel lips on cock!” 
 
    You grit your teeth as you’re pushed down, lifting your head, only to freeze. You’re face to face with the demon’s crotch, and his stained pants are utterly unable to mask the massive bulge that swells the front of them. Before you can gather your wits, Orga yanks open the front of his pants, his cock flopping into the open air. 
 
    He’s huge. His shaft has a slight corkscrew shape to it, unlike any you’ve known before. But that’s not the worst. The worst is the smell. Something sweet. Something tantalizing. Something that makes your mouth water despite all your disgust and pride as you stare at his bloated member. 
 
    “You suck,” Orga grunts, shoving your face against it. 
 
    You shudder, but not with natural revulsion. A different sensation twists through your stomach and body. A feeling of weak, needy desire. You catch yourself nuzzling his cock, rubbing your cheek against his bulging shaft. “You b-bastard,” you gasp. 
 
    The pigman snorts in amusement. “It sound like you not mind!” 
 
    You flush, but even as you do your hands rise, cradling his cock, stroking it, feeling how it pulses with the rapid beat of his heart. No surprise. His arteries are probably so thick it’s a wonder he hasn’t had a dozen heart attacks! His slimy, sickly sweet cock throbs in your hands as you stroke him, the poisonous lust coiling up from your curse mark turning your body against you. Urging you to do more. You can’t hold back anymore. You open your mouth, and take his swollen prick between your lips. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan, lashes fluttering, body quivering like an addict at last given their fix. You expected the taste to be foul, but it’s as sugary sweet as it smelled. Like the finest delicacy, his taste melts on your tongue, his aroma stuffing your nose. It’s almost possible to forget that it comes from the cock of such a hideous, bloated porcine monster. 
 
    But all this registers dimly. Subsumed under your almost pathological need to suck this demon’s cock. To bob, soft lips sliding up and down the twisting shape of it, pussy tightening as you imagine that inhuman shaft plunging into your sopping cunt, breeding your womb like his personal sow. 
 
    You wish you didn’t want it so much. But there’s no denying it. Not now. Not with his massive bollocks swaying against your chin, your nose buried in the wiry hair at the root of his cock as you suck and adore his bloated manhood (pighood) Whatever). Feeling it twitch as you struggle to take as much as you can, your tongue lapping and twisting around it to get more of that sweet taste. 
 
    “Hrrrr! Yesss!” Orga moans, grabbing your head, railing your mouth with sharp, staccato thrusts of his hips. “Yesss! Suck cock. Suck! Good slave! Good slut! I fuck. I fuck! I… I… Hrnnnn!” 
 
    His squeal heralds his seed, and it’s like nothing you’ve ever known. His cock pulses, unloading what feels like gallons of his thick cum into your mouth, making you choke until you manage to steadily swallow it. Not hard. It’s like guzzling whipped cream. Equally as thick. Equally as delicious. You moan, shuddering, frantically stroking your pussy through your panties as you drink down his cum like the perfect breeding slut. 
 
    Finally, Orga unsheathes himself from your lips, allowing you to pant and gasp as you kneel there. “Hrrr! Good slut. Now, I fuck!” 
 
    “Yes,” you moan, lost to your lust. Lost to your curse. Lost to your need to shamelessly be bred by this monster. “Please!” you cry, turning around in the straw like the sow you are, lifting your ass to reveal the perfect, peachy orbs of your bum. “Please! Fuck me, master! Breed me. I need you. Need your cum! Need you in me!” 
 
    Orga grins. “I knew you slut,” he says, lumbering forward. 
 
    “Yes. Your slut, master. Orga’s slut. But please. Please! I need you! Need you in me!” 
 
    Orga grabs your peachy bottom, the rags of your gown no defence to his cruel touch, squeezing your ass with bruising force as he grabs your panties and tears them off as well. He lifts the fabric to his snout, inhaling the spot where your pussy stained them with your arousal. “Hrrrrr,” he moans. “Smell like breeding slut!” 
 
    “Please!” you moan, wiggling your ass shamelessly, begging for his plunging cock. “Orga! Please! Breed me! I need you now! Need your cock nooooow!” 
 
    The monster laughs again and grips your hips. You keen as you feel his twisting cock press against your pussy, and squeal as he pushes inside. 
 
    It’s like nothing you’ve known before. His cock twists into your insides, stroking you in ways designed to make your inner walls contract and squeeze. You arch, breasts bouncing, moaning as Orga begins to rut, plunging into you, his bulk forcing you to the ground atop your tits, his gut slapping your ass with stinging force every time he thrusts forward, your own stomach, so heavy and stuffed with seed swings beneath you with every thrust. 
 
    “Yessss!” Orga squeals in delight. “Yesss! I fuck! Me fuck! Me fuck princess! Me breed slut!” 
 
    “Yes!” you cry beneath him. “Oh master… Master… Yes! Yes! Please! Breed me! Breed my royal pussy! Oh fuck… fuck! Master! Please! Please! Yessss!” 
 
    You can only feel joy. Joy for getting to experience the demonic cock. Delight as Orga plunges his cock into you. Mating you. Fucking you like you deserve to be. 
 
    “Yessss!” you squeal in the heights of submissive pleasure. So attuned to the snorting, wheezing monster behind you, you can feel when his massive bollocks near their peak. You rut back harder, more eagerly, panting, moaning. “Yes! Master! Please! Give it to me! Give slave your cum! I need it! Neeeeed it! Please! Oh gods. Master… Master! Yesssss!” 
 
    You scream as you cum, your inner walls clamping around his corkscrew cock. Orga squeals as he hammers home a final time, and at last unloads his cum into you. A flood of his thick seed washes your insides. You scream in joy as your curse marks flares, burning itself into you, marking you forever as the slave of the porcine bandit. Love, adoration, pleasure unending surges through you at the thought of your new master. You moan and rut back against him, lost to the motions. Lost to your breeding. 
 
    Lost to the curse, and the pigman bandits. 
 
      
 
    Porked by Pigmen 
 
    

  

 
   
    Magic 
 
      
 
    The thought of touching these monsters even with a seven-foot pole fills you with unbelievable disgust. Besides, why should you lower yourself to mere physical combat? You’re a sorceress first. And goodness knows you have the perfect spell. 
 
    You raise your hand, magic gathering. Orga hesitates, seeing the blue glow that surrounds you. You swing down your hand, pointing to him. “Arrakash Mindaras!” 
 
    All the bravado flees Orga as your spell rushes on him. He throws up his arms, but that does nothing to protect him as sparks of magic rush about him, whirling him about, shrinking him rapidly. His bulk diminishes, his body contracting and clothes dissolving. The gust of sorcery drops him to the floor, no longer a demonic swine, but merely an ordinary hog. 
 
    You smirk at the startled pig, but not for long. 
 
    “Mistress!” 
 
    Your eyes snap back up to Loria. She’s climbed onto the carriage, her sword licking out like a silver tongue, keeping the bandits at bay. But there’s a dozen of them, and only her. And worse, a number of them are starting to rock the carriage. 
 
    You charge forward, the words of another spell on your lips. You cry it out, blue lightning crackling from your hand, blasting one of the bandits aside and sending him crashing into the wall where he lies, smoking, filling the stables with the scent of roasted pork. 
 
    The other bandits reel back in shock, and they aren’t the only ones. The dread steeds whinny in their traces, rearing, panicking at the sounds of battle and magic. Your eyes widen as they suddenly heave, pulling the carriage into motion. You run forward in the startled gap made by the pigmen, grabbing at the filigree of one of the carriage’s lamps as the horses haul ass through the doors. 
 
    One of the bandits tries to grab your skirt, but a quick kick in his snub-nosed face sends him flailing to the stable floor, and then your carriage is out of the stables and reeling down the road. 
 
    Loria’s hand grabs you, hauls you up. You fall to your hands and knees, clinging to the roof as the carriage bounces and swings. “Are you alright?” Loria asks, kneeling beside you. 
 
    “F-fine!” you gasp. “Get the reins!” 
 
    Loria nods. As nimbly as a dancer she crosses the swaying roof and plops into the driver’s seat. She grabs the reins trying to regain control of the animals as you crawl after her, squeezing in beside her as she finally gets the horses to slow down a bit. 
 
    “What about the guards?” she asks as you find your seat. 
 
    Recalling the reptilian soldiers wrapped in the buxom arms of the bargirls, you growl. “Fuck them!” you snap. “They failed their jobs, and I’m not going back there!” 
 
    Loria nods, taking this all in stride. She snaps the reins, urging your mounts on faster. You let her. You doubt the bandits have their own steeds, but you won’t feel comfortable until the Devil’s Delights and all its horrors are far behind you. 
 
    But as the jungle closes around you, and you hear the screams and rustling and sounds of night in the land of Gluttony ring out, you know plenty of horrors still await. 
 
    Lucky you. 
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    The trees grow thicker the deeper you travel. The road is the only path, and soon the jungle arches over it, blocking out the sky above. You kindle the lamps on the carriage with a spell, but their glow does little to brighten the woods, and the sounds that shriek from the foliage only seem to grow louder as you rattle down the path. 
 
    You’re watching the heavy forest warily when Loria suddenly slows to a halt. “What is it?” you demand, looking ahead. 
 
    “The path forks, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You peer ahead. By the lantern’s glow, you can just make out the two branching paths. The one on the right twists and turns down the jungle, winding away into deeper greenery and strange, bright hued flowers that line the way. A sweet, pungent scent tickles your nose from that direction, your eyes squinting at the distance, seeing the foliage sway and rustle to a wind that doesn’t seem to be there. 
 
    To the left, the path runs down through a wider path, but a strange golden sheen shimmers along the trail. It takes you a minute to recognize it as honeycombs bulging on the trees like tumors. You can’t quite make out what lies beyond, but listening closely, you make out a faint humming sound that tingles down your spine and reverberates in your core. 
 
    “Which way?” 
 
    You snap back to yourself and look at Loria. “Don’t you know?” 
 
    “No, mistress. I fear that Porca’s realm often shifts according to his whims. I have no idea which path leads to him. Do you?” 
 
    You try and focus on the curse mark, albeit reluctantly. Especially after the encounter in the tavern, Miriam’s bouncy tits nearly overwhelming you, to say nothing of the fat bandits who would have made you their breeding slave. But the damned thing was able to guide you to Avarick in the vault, so maybe it’ll give you a clue now. You feel a dull ache, but nothing more. “No,” you say, a little flushed. “At least, nothing more than usual.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Loria says, glancing again at the trails. “Then, which shall we choose?” 
 
    You consider the twin paths grimly. 
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    You didn’t come this far to be turned off by some damn flowers. And besides, you’d rather face that than whatever made all that honey. “We go right,” you say. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says, snapping the reins, urging your horses down the flowery path. 
 
    Within moments you know you’ve made the right decision. The landscape grows heavier with overgrowth, but also brighter. The plants that bloom into the air unfurl, their petals faintly glowing with a hazy red light. Their pollen drifts into the path, their scent tingling in your nose. Pleasant, actually. Very much so. Such a rich aroma. Such a pleasant perfume. 
 
    In fact, it smells delicious. 
 
    Your stomach growls audibly and you try to ignore it. But the pangs of hunger only grow. Loria glances your way.  
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “N-nothing.” 
 
    “Are you hungry?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    You stomach chooses that moment to bely your claim with another rumble. You flush hotly. “I just… I didn’t get much to eat last night…” 
 
    “Of course, mistress.” 
 
    “Are you mocking me, Loria?” 
 
    “Of course not, my lady. I would never dream of it. No doubt mocking you would earn me all sorts of punishments.” 
 
    You narrow your eyes at her. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Oh no, mistress. I never would.” 
 
    You open your mouth to berate her some more, but never get the chance. As you ride under one of the innumerable trees that populate the flowering path, one of the dangling vines brush your shoulder. 
 
    And wraps suddenly about your arm. 
 
    “Hey!” you scream, but your cry is drowned out by the sudden rustling of the tree. A sound like an unearthly howling as more vines twist down, grabbing at you. You scream as they grasp you, the carriage rattling away beneath you, leaving you behind and in the twisting grasp of the vines. You catch a glimpse of the trunk as the bark parts, revealing a massive mouth, bark like jagged fangs gnashing as the vines drag you towards it. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Let us go,” you say. 
 
    “Why I do that?” Orga snorts, waddling towards you. Gods, his fat just wobbles with his every step. You can see his gut sway, but force your attention back to the demon’s boar-like face, little tusks jutting from his fleshy lips. 
 
    “We… we can pay,” you say. “You don’t have to kill us. We can all walk away from this and… and not have to um… to…” 
 
    Gods but the demon before you is disgusting. But even as you tell yourself that, you feel your nipples harden. The thick, sweet scent of the demon’s musk swirls around you, enticing you in ways you cannot deny, but dare not admit. The curse mark throbs above your mons, tempting you, enticing you with images of this monster. This creature. This fat demon using you. Fucking you. 
 
    Breeding you. 
 
    “You want talk?” 
 
    You find him suddenly before you. Towering over you. His height sends another sweet throb through to your core. You swallow hard. “I um… I…” 
 
    He grins widely, his hand reaching past his bulk, fondling himself through his pants. Oh fuck he’s big. You can see the shape of his cock through the bulge as he rubs himself. “If woman smart, she do what I say. And maybe I let you go. We not need kill.” 
 
    “N-no. Not need… need kill.” 
 
    “But only if do what say.” 
 
    “Y-yes. I um… I can…” 
 
    “Strip.” 
 
    You shiver at his demand, his words a thick, guttural oink, his snub nose twitching. Your hands shake, wanting to stop yourself, but somehow unable to as you tug open your gown, bearing your fertile curves, your bra unable to hide the shameful display of your jutting nipples. Your panties damp with your need for this monster. 
 
    This is not lost on Orga. The demon’s long tongue slithers along his lips, his grin growing. “Ooooh,” he breathes, reaching out and cupping your plump teats. 
 
    “Mnnn!” you moan, arching, pushing your ample breasts into his hungry grasp. “W-wait… I… we n-need t-terms,” you gasp, struggling to articulate yourself beyond the naked lust thumping through your veins. 
 
    “Yes. Terms. Here terms. You bend over, and I fuck like good cow slut.” 
 
    “That’s… ah… That’s not…” 
 
    “Take deal,” he growls, giving your tits another hungry squeeze. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you groan again, resistance fading. Replaced with the thudding lust that pounds through you. Demanding to be sated. Your womb aching with need to taste this monster’s thick cum. “I… Ah… I…” 
 
    Orga snorts, takes his hands off your tits. Your relief is short lived as he suddenly jerks you around and delivers a stinging smack to your bottom. 
 
    “Ah!” you squeal, jumping, the impact reverberating in your core. Before you realize what’s happening you’ve bent yourself over one of the stalls, your peachy ass thrust out, still stinging from the slap of the demon. Your thighs part, your hands clutching the aged wood of the stall, your cheeks flaming with humiliation, but unable to stop yourself, nor from submitting as his hand grabs your panties and pull them down, revealing the glistening folds of your tender pussy. 
 
    Orga grins wider, drawing near. He’s no longer fondling himself through his pants. He’s drawn out his cock, and the thickness of the strange corkscrew shape sends a hot pulse through you that turns your knees to jelly. 
 
    “O-Orga. P-please…” 
 
    “Not worry. You get as much as slut need,” the demon snorts, grinning as he grabs your hips, his bulk pressing against the small of your back as he rubs the head of his cock against your pussy, then pushes inside. 
 
    And it’s so good. 
 
    You’ve had sex before. You’ve fucked men, women, and devils. 
 
    But none of it compares to the feeling of that corkscrew cock invading your tight cunny. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuuck!” you groan, pushing back, taking him to the root. Your hand tightens on the wood, your thighs quivering as you squeeze his cock as the bloated bandit, snorts, pounding into you with short, sharp thrusts. You cry out, your breasts squished against the stall as you’re brutally mated, Orga’s immense gut slapping your back as you take his cock. 
 
    “Yessss!” you wail. “Yes! Gods! Fuck me! Mate me! Oh fuck yes! Yessss!” 
 
    “Ooooh!” the porcine demon grunts, wheezing with the exertion of plowing your fertile pussy. “You tight! So good.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Tight for you! Tight for your cock! Oh fuck. Oh master yes! Yes! Please! Breed me! I need you to breed me! Gods! Please! Pleeeease!” 
 
    The words rise from some deeper part of you. From the space below your belly, that hollow spot currently filled with molten lust. Your curse mark pulses, burning through the makeup you put on it, throbbing with the nearness of your destiny. The anticipation of climax. Of completion. 
 
    Orga huffs, pounding his mass into your ass, spanking you, rutting you. “Yes! Yes! I cum. I… Nnnnn!” 
 
    He squeals, hilting within you, throwing back his head with a cry of perfect pleasure. His sweet cum pumps into you, so thick it’s like you were being filled with whipped cream. 
 
    You wail in pleasured delight, your orgasm following his, more powerful than any you’ve ever known. It consumes you like a white-hot star. Washes away your mind. Your will. The curse mark hisses, burning itself into your mons, branding you as Orga’s. As his slave. His breeding sow as his cum stuffs your womb to the point your belly swells. 
 
    You moan, sinking, your legs no longer strong enough to hold you up you. You fall to your knees, cheek pressed to the wall, whimpering as your ass twitches with delicious aftershocks of pleasure. Orga withdraws from your pussy, admiring his cum as it oozes down your inner thighs. 
 
    “Mmm! Good slut. We have lots of fun.” 
 
    “Ooooh…” you moan. 
 
    “You clean cock now.” 
 
    “Yesssss…” 
 
    Feeling like you’ve put on ten pounds, you crawl to Orga’s front and adoringly begin to stroke and lathe his corkscrew cock with your tongue and hands. The taste of his sweet cum tingles on your tongue, making you whimper in new delight as you tighten your inner muscles, vainly trying to keep all the cum from oozing out. 
 
    Not that you need to worry. There’s much more where that came from. 
 
    As you’ll soon find out. 
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    You lean against the door, hips cocked, eyes lidded. “Orga,” you breathe. “There’s no need for violence.” 
 
    This causes the porcine demon some pause. His brow crinkles at the thought of not using force to get what he wants. “No? Why?” 
 
    “You want to fuck, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You want pleasure?” 
 
    “Hrmn. Yes.” 
 
    “You want me to make you cum like a fountain with my big breasts?” 
 
    The pig demon watches you bounce your plump orbs hungrily. His tongue lathes his lips. “Yes,” he grunts, grinning widely. “Me want.” 
 
    You saunter up to him, swaying like a lust demon’s bed slave, pressing yourself against his soiled shirt and swollen gut, shuddering at the feeling of this massive, obese monster before you. And you wish you could say it was with revulsion. You dearly do. But the curse mark throbs through you. Aching. Tantalizing you with shivers of purest lust. 
 
    “Then,” you purr, walking your fingers up the slope of his gut. “Call off your men, and I’ll make sure you all get what you want.” 
 
    Orga grunts and squeals at the other bandits. “Stop!” 
 
    The porcine soldiers draw back from the carriage and Loria, looking at their chief with confusion. Orga smirks and glances back down at you. You gasp as his hand loops about your waist, pulling you against his gut. 
 
    “You make me cum?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” you say, and you really do mean it. Something about this corpulent monster is making your heart thump and lust rush through your veins. Your hand reaches down, cupping his manhood through his pants. Despite their shaking, your fingers expertly tease open his pants, and you gasp as his cock suddenly surges out and into your waiting palm. 
 
    His cock is unusual, to say the least. It has a slight corkscrew shape to it, and fills your hand, as fat as he is. All this you know by touch, your hand running up and down the fat length of his cock, feeling it, your mind already imagining it pounding your delicate pussy. Claimed by the bandit’s disgusting, bloated cock. 
 
    Your breathing has grown ragged. “Orga…” you moan softly, your legs slowly bending, lowering you until you’re level with his manhood. The sight of his cock turns your stomach, sending butterflies fluttering at the same time. You know this shameful, debilitating lust is the result of your throbbing curse mark, but at the same time, you can’t muster up the energy to care. 
 
    But you can certainly muster the energy to heft your plump tits and press them around Orga’s cock. 
 
    “Oooooh!” the bloated demon moans, his gut quivering with his ragged breath. 
 
    “Orga,” you say, panting, inhaling the sickly sweet aroma of his cock, your mouth watering hungrily for that oozing shaft as you squeeze and roll your breasts around him, your firm teats soon oiled in his thick pre. “Orga. Such a powerful male. So great. So strong.” 
 
    “Yesssss,” the pigman grunts. “I strong! Strong and big cock.” 
 
    “So big,” you breathe, taking in another deep breath as the tip of his cock crests your tits. You dip your head down, giving it a flick with your tongue. The smell was powerful, but the taste is utterly overwhelming! It sings on your tastebuds, making you whimper, swallow hard, the bouncing movements of your tits growing faster, eager to show his prick again so you can lick. 
 
    Lick. 
 
    Lick. 
 
    “Orgaaaaa,” you moan, your tastebuds tingling with him. His taste. His sweetness. The feel of his corkscrew cock is delightful between your bouncing tits. You whimper, pant, the cursed mark on your mons throbbing so hard you can feel it burning through the makeup you cover it with. Your eyes are fogged. Your head spinning. Your body aching to take more of his cock. You can’t hold back. Can’t stop yourself. As your breasts move down, so do you, enveloping his shaft in your lips. 
 
    Orga squeals like a pig with pleasure. He grabs your head, shoving it down, making you suck him harder, even as you stroke him faster. The taste of his tongue sends your heart hammering and pulse pounding with need. A need to fuck. Need to breed. Need to surrender. To be pleasured. To enjoy him. To fuck him. 
 
    You have to fuck him. 
 
    Have to fuck. 
 
    Have to. 
 
    Have to. 
 
    Have to… to… 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan as Orga howls, plunging his cock home in your mouth, cumming, his seed as thick as whipped cream and a dozen times more delicious. You moan, lashes fluttering as his seed pumps up into your mouth, stuffing your cheeks. You swallow frantically, but there’s so much! Too much. Your head is pushed off his cock, his cum spraying over your face and the flawless globes of your tits. 
 
    Orga wheezes, his immense belly rolling with pleasure. He admires the mess of you, painted in his seed, then growls, “Show pussy.” 
 
    Resistance is so far from your mind you don’t even conceive of it. You move back, rolling onto your rump, grasping your legs and pulling them wide to shamelessly reveal your velvety cunny for the pigman’s appraisal. Orga’s eyebrows flash up at the sight of your curse mark, and his porcine face widens in an oily grin. 
 
    “Ooooh! You princess,” he says. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say. 
 
    “So,” the pigman says, swaying towards you, a mountain of flesh in stained breeches and shirt, his gleaming black eyes devouring your form, “if I fuck, you mine?” 
 
    “Yes,” you whimper, afraid, yet thrilled. 
 
    Orga snorts in delight. “Then I fuck now!” 
 
    He grabs your hips in his thick fingers, his touch rough, but that only makes you gasp the louder. He lifts you up, pushing you back into the hay of the stables, and plunges his cock into you with all the weight of his bulk behind him. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you cry as his cock fills you, the corkscrew shape stroking you in ways you’ve never dreamed. Head thrown back, stars explode behind your eyes as Orga begins to hammer his cock down and into your clutching cunny. You moan and pant, rutting back against him as he hammers you, fucking you greedily with his fat cock. “Ooooh! Orga! Orga! Yes! Yes! Please! Please! Fuck meeee!” 
 
    You know it’s the curse mark, and yet, you can’t deny the pleasure that pounds through you with every thrust of his inhuman cock. You moan, rutting back against him, desperate for more of him, your mark glowing, pulsing, feeding you ever more submissive pleasure. A pleasure that sends your mind spinning, your body thrumming, your pussy clutching at his pounding cock. 
 
    “Orga! Orga, pleaaaase! Please! Give me your cum! I need your cum! I need you… Need you to breed me. Please! Oh gods, yes! Please!” 
 
    “You want cum? You want fuck?” Orga wheezes as he plunges his cock down into you. 
 
    “Yessssss!” 
 
    He snorts, grunts, his gut slapping your stomach as he fucks you into the itchy straw. “Then… have… cuuuuum!” 
 
    He squeals his pleasure, pumping his cock into you a final time. You can fairly feel his swinging bollocks tense, his fat cock swell even further, and then, at last, completion. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you wail as his thick cum jets into you, pulsing with great surges of hot pleasure into your clutching pussy and fertile womb. “Ooooooh!” you moan, your mind going white, blanking, the cursed mark flashing as it burns into you, erasing you, remaking you. 
 
    And the new you needs more. 
 
    “Oooooorgaaaa!” you moan, eyes filled with adoration for this bloated demon, bliss and love swelling in your heart, overflowing with love as your pussy does with cum. “Ooooh masterrrrrr…” 
 
    Orga snorts, withdrawing his cock from within you, letting you whimper and sag, cum leaking from you in spurts. “Mmm. Good slave,” he says. 
 
    Good slave. He called you good! You beam in delight, your face flushed, mind blanked. “Th-thank you, master.” 
 
    “But, not done yet.” 
 
    “N-no?” 
 
    “No,” Orga snorts, grinning as the rest of the bandits crowd around, the corpulent pigmen’s beady eyes running over your shapely, defiled form hungrily. “You make band happy!” 
 
    Excitement tightens in your chest. “Y-yes master. I will.” 
 
    Orga squeals with mirth as the rest of the bandits crowd around you. You look at them all, anticipation make you quiver as you roll over onto your hands and knees. Rough hands grab your ass, and you gasp as another corkscrew cock shoves into your pussy. Your open mouth is instantly filled with another cock as a second demon ruthlessly throat fucks you. 
 
    Your hands rise, grasping two more cocks, stroking them as you suck, as you fuck, as you’re used by the bandits like the fuck toy you are. 
 
    And as thick cum fills you, spurts onto you, paints you with their sickly-sweet seed, you know it’s only going to get better. 
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    Porked by Pigmen 
 
      
 
    The fires in the camp have been kindled high, and dinner is being roasted on the open flames. Thick haunches of beef from a bull demon that really should have known better than to wander off the road sizzles and drips grease into the licking flames. 
 
    You smile, inhaling the sweet scent of the beef. Your rags rustle, draping your curvy form as you cut off a hunk of meat for your hunk of meat, laying the dripping beef onto a platter before turning and swaying through the camp. 
 
    Your master’s henchmen snort and leer at you, a few making playful grabs. You giggle, dodging those hands with expert ease, though a few manage to spank your revealed rump, making you jump and gasp in pleasured delight. 
 
    Across the camp your master awaits, lounging among the roots of a bloated, and the sight of him makes your heart race with adoration. He’s such a massive, handsome specimen of his kind. In the time since he’s bred you, he’s only grown larger, his fat rolling down in rolls, but that only makes him more attractive. In that fat is strength enough to tear the head off a wrath demon’s shoulders. You know. He did it once. Now he sits, a mountain of porcine flesh, his vest unable to hide the girth of his gut, his beady eyes gleaming above his piggy nose as he watches you sway towards him. 
 
    “Here you are, master,” you giggle, laying the plate before him. 
 
    “Mmm! Good food. Even better with slut at side!” he snorts, grabbing your arm. 
 
    You squeal with delight as he tugs you into his wide, wide lap. Giggling, you press yourself against his torpid bulk, shivering as you inhale his sweet musk. “Masterrrr!” you cry. “I have to feed the rest!” 
 
    “They can feed selves,” Orga snorts, squeezing your rump, making you gasp and moan, lashes fluttering with pleasure. “I eat now. And I eat best with slut on end of cock!” 
 
    You smile happily. “As master wishes.” 
 
    You slide down his front, stroking his taut belly before you reach his groin. His bulge fairly bursts from the confines of his pants, filling your hands with his twisting bulk. You shudder, drooling at the sight of his manhood, inhaling the sweet musk of his cock. 
 
    “Mmm. Thank you, master. May I eat with you.” 
 
    “Mrph,” Orga says, already devouring the food you brought him. 
 
    Gods but you adore that man. Your smiling lips open, taking the tip of his cock, moaning as your tongue lathes over the head, tasting the sweetness of his shaft. Mmmm. Your master’s cock always tastes sooooo good. 
 
    Orga snorts, wheezing as you eagerly bob atop his cock, your tongue swirling around the corkscrew shape, your body throbbing with lust for this bloated monster. Your nipples are already leaking with your sweet cream, your arousal undeniable. Pit but you love your master so much. He’s just so ample. So powerful. Such a perfect example of male virility. 
 
    “Hrrr. Hrrrr!” Orga grunts as you bob faster. Faster. Sucking his cock with ever growing urgency. You need his cum. You need his seed! You need to drink him down and guzzle him like a drunk finally getting that bottle. “Hrrn! Hrrrrn! Hrrrrroooooonk!” Orga squeals as he suddenly cums, his thick, wonderful seed pulsing into your hungry mouth. 
 
    You moan, swallowing every drop, shivering with slavish delight as you taste his thick cream, feeling that heavy seed stuff your mouth and stomach with a wonderful warm heaviness. There’s just something so perfect about this. You lift your lips from his cock, gasping, his cum drooling from your lips as you look up at your master. Gods but you love his cum. You’re a glutton for it, in fact. If he didn’t work you like a dog, you’d probably get quite fat from it. 
 
    Orga doesn’t waste any time relishing the moment. He suddenly grabs you, jerking you around. You cry out, then he’s shoved you to the earth, your breasts pillowing you on the ground as Orga shoves his cock to the root into your tender cunny. 
 
    “Mnnnn! Oh master! Yessss!” you moan as his corkscrew cock begins to saw in and out of you, thrusting you against the hard ground of the jungle floor. “Oh masterrrrrr!” 
 
    Orga snorts, grunts, still eating, tearing great chunks off the meat you brought him. The hot grease drips from the haunch, splattering onto your lower back with a sizzling sensation. You whimper, moaning, but can’t seem to stop thrusting back. Taking his cock. Moaning and panting like a desperate slut, your pussy tightening, massaging his corkscrew cock. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Master, please! Oh fuck yes! Yessss! Fuck me, master! Breed your slave! Breed your slut’s pussy! Give me your seed, master. Please! I need it! Need it so baaaaaaad!” 
 
    The rest of the bandits have gathered about, their porcine faces leering as they watch their chief claim your pussy again. Their fleshy bulks form a wall of pink around you, the scent of their unwashed bodies tantalizing with its sickly sweetness. You look at them, unashamed, relishing their stares as you thrust back against your master’s pounding manhood. 
 
    “Hr! Hrrr!” Orga grunts, his great bulk driving his cock deep into your clutching cunny, his head tilted back as he ruts you like the slut you are. “Hr! Hrrr! Rrreeeeeee!” 
 
    Mouth filled with sizzling meat, he thrusts forward, burying his cock into you. He squeals as he again unleashes the fullness of his seed within you, pumping you full of his thick cream. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you wail, shuddering in ecstasy, your own orgasm joining his as you feel his hot cum stuff you. So much! So very much. The heaviness of his seed distends your stomach. Spurts from your pussy to dribble down your inner thighs. 
 
    You whimper, mind spinning in orgiastic pleasure. Not that it stops your master. After a wheezing moment, he resumes his lazy fucking, driving his corkscrew cock again and again into the womb of his slave. 
 
    You know what you’re in for. He does this every night. Hours and hours of relentless fucking from the pigman. You moan in delight, wriggling, rubbing your rump back against his cock as he fucks you anew. The old you would have looked at what you’ve become in shame and disgust, but that was a you who’d never known the delicious pleasure of Orga’s cock. The wonderful taste of humiliation and the glory of servitude to your bandit masters. 
 
    You’re a glutton for cock. 
 
    It only took being bred by Orga to show you that. 
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    Garden of Gluttony 
 
      
 
    You ride on for hours more. Down the road through arches of jungle, the tangle so deep not even a splinter of sunlight filters through. At great length you sit up as you see something ahead. A change in the nature of the jungle, and you know you’re nearly there. 
 
    The jungle peels back as you ride through a flowery arch, and you find yourself no longer in the sprawling, untamed jungle, but instead in a vast tended garden. Flowerbeds filled with sweet smelling herbs stretch out in every direction. Huge trees laden with sweet smelling fruit tower overhead. No daylight peeks through so deep in the jungle, but the glow of pollen rains down from strange flowers bobbing in the air. A soft gloom colours the world in gentle blue light. 
 
    The carriage rattles down the garden beds before, at last, grinding to a stop before the end of the road. 
 
    Before you stands the trunk of a massive tree, rising higher than even the largest you’ve seen on the way here. Its size dwarfs the landscape. Its branches and boughs vanish in the heavens, the canopy filling the world with shadows save where the glow of the flowers spread their light. Roots claw through the earth, humping up, the whole trunk rising from an endless crevasse in the ground. One of those dark roots stretches from the trunk, forming a bridge leading to a doorway framed by interlocking vines. 
 
    “This it?” you ask Loria. 
 
    “Yes, mistress. This is Porca’s home.” 
 
    You try not to be intimidated by the immensity of the place before you. You go back to the carriage, opening the door and cracking open the hidden compartment under the floor, gingerly drawing out the bottle you came so far to protect. You take a few steps towards the entrance, then pause and glance back at Loria. 
 
    “Good luck, mistress,” she says. 
 
    “Thanks,” you say, turning back and steeling yourself before you step through and into the tree. 
 
    The bottle of wine is cool in your hands as you slowly make your way down the tunnel. Ghula is a palace indeed, but unlike any you’ve known. The carpets are lush fields of grass. The walls intertwining roots growing so tightly together they form a solid barrier. There are no windows, the only light coming from the strange flowers blooming all around you, petals open to glow with a purple light. 
 
    There are people within the lair of the lord of gluttony. But you try not to look at them. They arch from the walls or hang from the ceiling, suspended by tangled vines. The women moan, bound in thick, green limbs like tentacles, whimpering as flowery suction cups pump at their engorged tits, a vine thrusting into their dribbling pussies. Men whimper and pant, their eyes fogged, a suction flower attached to their cocks, their balls engorged as the plant feeds on their seed. All are naked. All can only gasp and moan as vines snake down into their mouth, dripping a constant stream of sweet, mind numbing sap into their stomachs. 
 
    As you pass vines shift and rustle, but none reach for you. But the whole palace stirs with your presence. Once or twice you pass some functionary or a kitchen built into the depths of the tree. Imps race about, carrying platters of food here and there, the tiny little demons barely even glancing at you, and none stop to talk. You’re ignored. As if every denizen of the palace already knows what fate awaits you. 
 
    It’s not a comforting feeling. 
 
    The path dips deeper into the earth, and you find yourself walking down a corridor of quivering leaves. Ahead, a curtain of vines rustle, part before you, and you step into the heart of Ghula. 
 
    The walls flow in a cage of vast roots, growing from a central mass in the middle of the room. A trunk, its knots and bark are bent and twisted in the wrinkled shape of a massive face. 
 
    As you draw nearer the eyes open slowly with a creak of ancient wood, their glow making you stop. Your heart quickens as the wooden lips lift in a smile. 
 
    “Ah,” the immense plant creature says, his voice like the groan of the forest in the wind. “If it isn’t the Princess of Pride. Welcome to my abode.” 
 
    “You’re Porca?” you say, stunned. 
 
    “Expecting another pigman?” the wizened creature says. 
 
    “I um… n-no,” you say. 
 
    He chuckles, the sound reverberating throughout the room. “Of course not. But where are my manners? Here,” he says, roots rising, creaking from behind you to twist into a wicker chair. “Have a seat. No doubt you have much to say, having come so far.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, uncertainly sitting down, back stiff and muscles tense with uncertainty. “Thank you.” 
 
    “I assume you’ve come to speak about that business with your father.” 
 
    “I have,” you say. 
 
    “And no doubt you wish my aid.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Of course. I should be glad to help you.” 
 
    “Really?” you say. 
 
    “Naturally! I am quite helpful you know.” 
 
    You smile, actually managing to relax a little. “Oh, um. Thank you! That’s wonderful to hear.” 
 
    “Of course! I’m hardly heartless. I have lived long, my dear. Longer than perhaps any other in hell. My roots go deep in this world. But, I will ask for a boon. Of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” you agree. “What do you want?” 
 
    “I am a gourmand, as you no doubt can tell,” the greater demon lord says, his boughs and roots creaking as he looms over you. “And I have a particular hunger that I wish to sate.” 
 
    You lean back a little, shivering as you feel the roots at your back shift. “Yes, I know. Um…” 
 
    “I have a taste, you see, for the finest things. And there’s nothing finer than the cream milked from the richest of royalty.” 
 
    “I… I don’t follow,” you say, even though you have a terrible suspicion you do, in fact, follow. 
 
    You jump, feeling the vines slither against your back. “My dear, my aid can be bought, of course, but not given. I delight in delicacies. I wonder if you realize the exquisite taste that your sweet milk would provide? Your juices allow me to drain?” 
 
    Part of the floor before you suddenly parts, roots rising, lifting a thin bottle filled with a swirling pink potion in its grasp. 
 
    “A mere taste, my dear, of your delightful cream.” 
 
    “You… you want to milk me?” you gasp. 
 
    “In layman’s terms,” the tree says. “And, if I can have a taste, I should be delighted to add my name to those who will follow you on your path to becoming the Overlord.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know…” 
 
    “Unless you have something else to offer me, my dear, I fear this is your only choice.” 
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    Path of Honey 
 
      
 
    "Left," you say with decisiveness. 
 
    “As you say, mistress,” Loria says, snapping the reins. 
 
    You settle back in your seat, glaring at the road ahead as if daring it to do its worst. Which, in your experience, it probably will. 
 
    The changing jungle only justifies your cynicism. The fronds begin to recede, where they’re not utterly encased in glistening, golden honey. The carriage rolls onward, and the humming only increases in volume. It was annoying at first, but the longer you listen, you find it almost… soothing. Sort of a pleasant background droning that helps you relax after the danger of the inn. Your eyelids droop with weariness. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “The road ends.” 
 
    Your eyes snap open. When did you close them? But you’re wide awake now, sitting up to find the carriage having ground to a stop. 
 
    The road indeed ends, and it does so before a wall of what looks like honeycombed beeswax. You lift your eyes, but the hive just goes higher and higher, utterly consuming most of the path with its bulk. “The hell?” you say. 
 
    “Perhaps she knows something.” 
 
    Loria points, and you look towards the top of the wall to find an absolutely gorgeous woman standing there. Her skin is a chocolate brown, her pelvis and breasts trimmed with striped black and yellow fuzz. Two antennae poke out of cascading blonde hair, and her heavy tits are capped by plump nipples. 
 
    She beams at you and waves. “Like, hi!” she chimes, her eyes dim and pupils ringed with gold. “How’s it going?” 
 
    “Not great!” you bark. You point at the immense hive. “Is this yours?” 
 
    “Nope!” the giggly woman says. “It belongs to her Majesty!” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “You don’t know her Majesty?” the beegirl gasps. “How can you not? She’s the most amazing, perfectest, bestest person ever!” 
 
    You turn to Loria. “Who is she talking about?” 
 
    “Hmm,” your maid muses, pushing up her spectacles. “Must be a local beembo queen.” 
 
    “And what in the pit is a beembo?” 
 
    “A winged lesser demon, mistress. They congregate in hives with a queen and her drones. There are a number of them scattered about Gluttony. This drone must be the servant of one.” 
 
    “Are they really queens?” 
 
    You servant wiggles her hand. “They think so, at least.” 
 
    You frown and look back to the drone. “Can you let us through?” 
 
    “Oh gosh no! I sooo don’t have, like, the authority! Her Majesty would never trust a dumb dumb like me!” 
 
    Your estimation of the queen goes up a peg. “Then who does?” 
 
    “Why, her Majesty of course!” 
 
    “Great,” you growl. 
 
    “Do you wanna meet her?” 
 
    “I can?” 
 
    “Totes! Her Majesty loves guests. Especially when they’re such a hottie.” 
 
    You catch yourself preening at the compliment. “Well, thank you.” 
 
    “Is that a good idea, mistress?” Loria asks. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “A beembo queen is not to be trifled with.” 
 
    She has a point. And walking right into the queen’s hive is a worrying prospect in its own right. You peer at the hive, then the jungle, nibbling on your lower lip. 
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    Enter the Hive 
 
      
 
    “It’s that, or try our lack in the ever-shifting jungle of Gluttony,” you observe. 
 
    “A good point, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Tell your queen I’ll speak to her!” you call to the drone. 
 
    “Totes! Just a second!” 
 
    You settle back on your carriage as the drone buzzes away into the hive. You don’t have long to wait, and within moments the drone returns, beaming. 
 
    “Her Majesty is so excited to see you!” she giggles, her wings humming as she flutters down towards you. 
 
    You scoff. “Of course she is. After all, I hey! What are you doing?” 
 
    “Silly!” the first drone giggles as she takes your arm. “Can’t enter the hive on foot. Only with pretty wings!” 
 
    “But, wait. Loria?” 
 
    “I’d best stay with the carriage, mistress,” Loria says with a shrewd look at the hive. “We’d best not risk our cargo.” 
 
    She has a point, but that doesn’t mean you have to like it. “Fine,” you huff. 
 
    “Okie dokie!” the drone chimes, looping her arms under your armpits, your face blushing as the back of your head is mashed against the drone’s tanned tits. “Here we go!” 
 
    You try to calm your nerves as you’re lifted into the air, carried towards the towering hive by the beegirl. It’s surprisingly easy. The humming that emanates from the hive vibrates through you like a full-bodied massage as you’re borne through one of the many entrances, a sensation even more prominent due to the way the drone’s own wings thrum with you in her grasp. 
 
    The term ‘hive of activity’ is surely accurate. Golden walls surround you, branching with tunnels and passages that beembos hum and flutter through in a bustling yet purposeful swarm, their eyes glassy with dumb obedience to their queen and the tasks she’s assigned them. 
 
    “How many are there?” you breathe. 
 
    “Lots and lots!” the drone says, her breath ghosting against your ear, making you shiver and even more aware of her buxom form as she carries you onward. “The queen’s got tons of pretty drones!” 
 
    Pretty is putting it mildly. Every drone you’ve seen is a D cup or bigger, and their faces are of absolutely sculpted beauty. And there’s something about their vacant expressions that’s strangely enchanting. 
 
    At last, you’re gently deposited on the floor before a large doorway of crystallized wax, the organic flow of it intriguing you as the drone leads you inside. Maybe you should get some for the Citadel? 
 
    Past the door is a vast chamber of honeyed splendour. A dome above lets in the light, tinted to a golden hue. Pillars drip from the walls and ceilings, and literal fountains of honey ooze from holes and into pools on the floor. The walls have a curious, honeycombed shape to them that you find strange. Until you see the luscious figures of women within, their shadowy outlines illustrating their shapely figures as they shift and arch in the throes of some alien pleasures. 
 
    All this you take in at a glance, before your gaze is utterly arrested by the queen of the hive herself. 
 
    She sits on a throne of crystallized amber, lounging back. She’s tall. Taller than you by at least a head, her ravishing face framed with a collar of striped yellow and black fuzz. She reclines, her figure as curvaceous as your guide’s, her skin tanned a deep brown, her nipples lush points of black, and dribbling thick, rich honey. You can’t see much of her lower body, as a drone is currently crouched between the queen’s thighs, moaning as she eagerly licks out her mistress. 
 
    The queen is all but naked. The only thing she wears is a tiny crown of crystallized honey, and in one hand she wields a sceptre made of the same substance, currently being used to gently urge the drone between her thighs to greater efforts. 
 
    “Your Majesty!” you guide chimes, fairly vibrating in the presence of her mistress. “I brought her!” 
 
    The queen lazily opens her eyes, revealing rings of gold that seem to shoot through you and straight to your curse mark, making you stiffen, suppressing a gasp. Arousal flows freely into the hollow space beneath your stomach, a pulse racing through you from the cursed design and throbbing in your core. 
 
    The Queen smiles, her eyes growing lidded, and she flicks her rod. “Mmm. Well done, Bumble. You may go.” 
 
    Your guide bows, her wings humming, floating her out of the room with a look of utter rapture on her face. 
 
    “A good girl,” the Queen observes as her hips roll lazily, grinding herself onto the face of the whimpering drone between her thighs. “So very… very eager to please. Would you care to take a seat? I’ll only be… ah… a moment…” 
 
    Though annoyed at being instructed, you nonetheless take a seat in one of the flowing chairs arranged before the queen’s throne. You hold yourself there, trying not to watch the drone whimper and frantically tongue out her mistress, sweet honeyed juices soaking the poor slut’s tongue and face. You wonder what such rich juices taste like? You catch yourself licking your lips and shake your head to be rid of the thought. 
 
    But it’s so hard to concentrate here. The hum of the hive seems focused in this room. A constant backdrop. A chorus of music vibrating through every honeycomb. The sapphic shapes of women in pleasure writhe in every hexagonal panel of the walls, trapped in their own ecstasy. You wonder what’s happening to them? What is bringing them to such orgiastic throes? 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Good girl. Good girl. Oh yes. Yes! Yesssss!” 
 
    Your attention snaps back to the present as the Queen ruts, grinding her mound onto the face of her drone as she cries out, cumming with a wail of pure pleasure. The woman between her legs moans, furiously masturbating as she laps up her queen’s juices, her own spurting from between her fingers as she reaches climax with a whimper and a gasp. 
 
    The Queen sighs, sagging on her throne with a sated smirk. “Mmm. There we are. You’re dismissed, Jezz.” 
 
    The drone staggers to her feet, smiling stupidly, face and breasts dripping with the juices of her mistress. Swaying like a drunk, she leaves the room, her wings giving short, buzzing spasms of post orgasmic pleasure. 
 
    The Queen watches the blonde beauty depart, golden eyes glued to the drone’s swinging bottom. She smirks, chin in her palm contemplatively. “Truly, a delight to see such a splendid ass departing.” 
 
    You tear your eyes from the swaying beembo and back to the Queen. You blink rapidly as you try and focus on her, and try to ignore the humming which permeates the hive, and how your nipples tent your shirt. 
 
    “Y-yes. Very,” you say. “But, I need your help. I have to pass your hive to-” 
 
    “Reach Ghula, I’m sure.” 
 
    You stare. “How do you…” 
 
    She laughs, a hand against her lips in haughty amusement. “Please! Surely you don’t think you’re the first merchant to try my path and cross to the palace of the lord of sin? I’ve had a number come through here.” 
 
    “And… where are they now?” you say. 
 
    “Hmm. Busy as bees,” she purrs. 
 
    You follow her eyes and find them affixed to the honeycombs. The ones in which female figures writhe. Pleasured. 
 
    Changed. 
 
    Only now do you notice that only some have the diaphanous wings. Only a few have the same proportions as the drones you’ve seen. In fact, a few have decidedly more masculine figures, but these are very few indeed, and fewer all the time. 
 
    Shock roots you to the spot, and you whirl back around to face the Queen. Her smile says it all, her head tilted back, looking down at you with mirth. 
 
    “And dear,” she says, lazily rising, holding her honeyed wand at ease. “I think you’d make a simply delightful drone indeed.” 
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    “I don’t think so,” you say. “Loria? Go around.” 
 
    “That will take us off the road, mistress,” she says. 
 
    “Is it more dangerous than walking into the middle of a beembo hive?” you ask. 
 
    “Fair point, mistress,” Loria says, snapping the reins. 
 
    The horses are reluctant, but at Loria’s urging they turn and trundle off towards the thick foliage. They force their way through the thick overgrowth, their hooves trampling branches and squashing bloated fruit growing along the ground. 
 
    After a minute you glance back, an uneasiness settling in your stomach as you observe that despite its height, you can’t see the hive anymore. Or the sky, for that matter, the foliage growing overhead so thickly the only light soon comes from your dread steed’s fiery manes. 
 
    You settle back in the carriage, a growing sense of uncertainty within you as the jungle only grows deeper. More encompassing. 
 
    “Are we going the right way?” you say. 
 
    “I believe so, mistress.” 
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
    “As I said,” Loria observes. “Gluttony is a treacherous jungle, mistress. Once we’re off the path, we may never find our way. I will do my best. But, unless you have a better sense of direction…” 
 
    You wince, settling in your seat. “Just… keep going, Loria. I’m sure things will get better soon.” 
 
    “As you say,” your servant says, snapping the reins and urging your mounts on. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    You take a step back before the beembo queen, trying to gauge her next move. She smirks. 
 
    “Listen to my chorus,” she says, as her wings begin to hum. 
 
    The sound picks up, carried through the room, reverberating from every honeycomb. Amplified by the women in their chambers, their own wings buzzing in unison, filling the dome with the warm sound. Sending it vibrating up through you. 
 
    You slap your hands over your ears, but it’s more than mere noise. It’s a physical force. A power. It surges up through you from your toes to every hair on your head, making it throb, ache, pound with the force of her might. 
 
    The Queen smirks, head tilted back, her golden eyes blazing with power as she raises her wand and points it at you imperiously. 
 
    “Submit!” 
 
    It’s more than a word. An order. It’s a commandment. One sent from on high. One that shoots through you on the wave of the thrumming song of the hive. Your legs buckle, sending you to your knees. Your mouth opens, but your head can’t find the words, your thoughts scrambled. Spinning. Bouncing within your skull as you gaze up in awe at the Queen. 
 
    The golden glow which rains down makes her radiant. She seems taller. Larger. Bigger than the world. The hum intensifies, its presence reverberating in your helpless cunny, your clit buzzing in sympathy to the song. The glory of submission. The wonder of the Queen. 
 
    She descends slowly, her wand still pointed at you, her smile terrible in its power. She halts, and you cannot help but look up at her. Marvel at her. That such a perfect being can exist. Her thighs still glisten with her juices from where the drone had adored her, and suddenly you understand why that beauty would debase herself so. There was no other option when confronted with such royal glory. Such monarchical might. Such queenly grace. 
 
    The Queen lets her wand fall, gently tapping the space above her mons. “Kiss, slave.” 
 
    Your hands shaking with reverence, you lean forward and press an adoring kiss to the flesh of her mons. Your heart skips a beat to hear your Queen hum. “Mmm. Good slave. You may lick me.” 
 
    You may? 
 
    Your heart fairly bursts with delight at the privilege bestowed on you. You grasp your Queen’s hips and adoringly run your tongue up her glistening folds. Her Majesty moans as your tongue glides up and down her, the taste of her honeypot making your head spin with obedient desires. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Mistress moans. “Gooood slave. That’s it. Kiss me. Lick me. Adore me, slave. Adore your Queen.” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you moan, fairly weeping at the gift you’ve been bestowed. Your tongue glides higher. Higher. Higher until it finds that buzzing bead of her clit, quite literally in this case. When your tongue touches her clit, it vibrates to the song of the hive. 
 
    “Ah!” your Queen gasps. “There. Lick there, slave.” 
 
    You obey. To do otherwise would be anathema. You tease her clit with your tongue, strumming it as your queen gasps and moans, her wand tapping your head as her hips lazily work, grinding herself onto your face. You whimper, panting, moaning as you obey. As you serve her. As you pleasure your glorious mistress. Your wonderful Queen. 
 
    “Yessss. Yesss! That’s it. Good girl. Oh gods yes! That’s it! Mnnnn! You’ll make a fine… ah… a fine drone. Oh fuck! There. Right there! Suck it, slave. Suck your Queen’s clit! There! Right there! Oh yes! Yesssssss!” 
 
    She cries out as he cums, a sound so pure, so sweet you swoon. And that’s before her juices hit your tongue like a flood, drowning you in her honeyed sweetness. No wonder Jezz was swaying. You already feel buzzed just from tasting your Queen’s juices. 
 
    Heh. Buzzed. 
 
    You start laughing. It feels so good to laugh! You’re still giggling when the Queen summons two drones, who bring you to an empty honeycomb and gently ease you into the warm honey, then seal you inside. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” you say, holding out a hand. “You don’t want to do this!” 
 
    “Oh? And why not?” the Queen says. 
 
    “B-Because! I can do far more for you free than as your slave.” 
 
    “Oh?” the Queen says, her black lips quirking in a smirk. She suddenly cups her ample bust. “You could suckle my big, honeyed breasts better?” 
 
    Your eyes are locked on those plump orbs. You catch your tongue sneaking along your lips. “I um…” 
 
    “Or,” the Queen says, her wand lowering, rubbing her dripping pussy, “you could lick my royal pussy with even greater ardour?” 
 
    “That’s not um…” 
 
    “Then surely,” she says, giving a little whirl, her hands capturing the flawless orbs of her rump and giving them a squeeze, “you must be able to better adore my ass as it smothers you like the good girl you are?” 
 
    You realize you’re drooling. And not just your lips. Beneath your increasingly uncomfortable clothes, your pussy is absolutely dripping with lust for this royal beauty. You snap shut your mouth, only to feel your teeth vibrate to the humming of the hive. 
 
    “I uh… I um don’t… I…” 
 
    “You what?” the Queen says, her wings buzzing, carrying her towards you, lighter than air. So tall. So regal. You have to tilt your head back just to keep your eyes on her face and not riveted to her glorious breasts. “You don’t know? Can you even remember? Is there anything you can do better free than as my obedient bimbo drone?” 
 
    You try and think through the haze of lust swimming through your mind. But it’s hard. So hard. Was thinking always this hard? Maybe it was and you just never noticed. That seems likely. Because the longer you stare at the Queen’s big breasts (weren’t you looking at her eyes? No. No. Never. Not when those big breasts are right there) the more you find your mind… emptying. Just going blank. Just heavy and thick like sweet, syrupy honey. 
 
    The Queen’s wand touches your chin. You jolt, gasp, the humming vibrations racing up through you like a tuning fork as her Majesty tilts back your head and forces you to look into her smiling face and swirling golden eyes 
 
    “Don’t worry, darling. I have a solution.” 
 
    “S-solution?” you say dimly. 
 
    “Oh yes, sweetie. How about a trial period? You can try being my obedient drone for… oh, a decade or so. And if you really don’t like it, I can free you again. How does that sound? Very fair, isn’t it?” 
 
    Yes. Yes, that is fair. More than fair. It’s downright magnanimous! After all, how could you know if you want to be a drone until you experience it? Her Majesty is so wise! So graceful. So wonderful and beautiful and smart. Much smarter than you. You’d neve have thought of that. Dumb bimbos must listen to their mistress more often. 
 
    “Yes,” you say, nodding rapidly, beaming with vapid adoration. “Oh yes! That sounds wonderful, mistress.” 
 
    “Please,” the Queen says, tapping the tip of her wand against your cheek. “Call me your Majesty.” 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty,” you pant, nodding so fast your empty head spins. “I’d love to be a drone. Be a good drone. A good drone for her Majesty.” 
 
    The Queen smirks down at you. “Hm. Good girl. And, don’t you think you should thank me for this gift?” 
 
    You follow her wand in its journey from your cheek to her chin. Watch as it slides down her front, curving around her breasts, the blunted tip slowly circling her plump nipple, her mounds quivering with pleasure as she teases a droplet of thick, drooly honey from her dark teat. 
 
    “Your Majesty,” you breathe, stunned with awe at the privilege bestowed on you. “May I?”  
 
    “You may,” she says. 
 
    You step towards her, tingling with desire as you raise your hands and cup her breasts. Gods, but they’re so firm! You admire them, your fingers gently massaging them, squeezing them, feeling the heat that radiates from her like she’s the sun around which the hive orbits. More honey dribbles from her teat, and a sudden horror at the thought it might be wasted fills you. Tenderly, you dip your head and take a dark nipple between your lips. 
 
    And suck. 
 
    The moment the first drop of that glorious honey hits your tongue, you know you’ll never go back. You’d crawl over broken glass to get another taste. So sweet. So gooey. So smooth as it flows into your mouth, down your throat. 
 
    “Yesssss,” your Queen moans, clutching you to her full teat, moaning as you hungrily suckle her thick honey. “That’s iiiiiit. Good drone. Mmmm! That’s how it’s done. Oh gods yes. Yessss! That’s so good. You’re such a hungry little drone, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Myesssss,” you slur, your lips finding it hard to do anything but keep sucking. 
 
    Your Queen chuckles, her hands running over you, making you gasp and arch. “That’s what I thought. But really, my pet. We simply must get rid of these rags.” 
 
    You pant, wiggling as your Queen deftly divests you of your clothes, baring all your gloriously naked curves to the golden warmth of the hive. She pauses as she strips away your panties, laying bare the curse mark etched into your mons. 
 
    “Well well!” she titters. “Haven’t I caught myself a prize. The Princess of Pride my new drone, hm? That is simply delightful!” 
 
    You moan. There’s just enough of you not swimming in honey glazed servitude to blush. 
 
    Not that it stops you from suckling. 
 
    Or moaning. 
 
    Or knowing this is literally the best fucking thing ever! What took you so long to become a moaning beembo drone? It boggles the mind! You must have been ignorant. There’s no other explanation for how you could be unaware of how wonderful your Queen’s honey is. 
 
    “Mmmm. Good drone. That’s it. Drink it all up. You’re doing so well. Such a good beembo. A good, obedient drone.” 
 
    You are. You’re a good drone. A good beembo. You try and tell her this, but your words are lost amid the constant oozing of delicious honey. The slow descent of your thoughts into obedience. Into surrender. 
 
    Into being a perfect, pleasured drone. 
 
    “Good girl. Good drone,” you Queen purrs as she gently carries you, humming up towards one of the many honeycombs that dot the hive. You don’t even register this until you’re inside, and then only because your Queen has pulled her teat from your hungry mouth, leaving you to whimper in despair. 
 
    But it’s not long, for moments later the entrance is sealed with wax, and glorious honey floods in, drowning you in the warm bliss. Echoing the humming of your sisters as you feel your body begin to change. To become the drone it was always meant to be. 
 
    Just a good, obedient, honey slut like all the rest. 
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    Like hell this golden bitch is going to make you her slave! You flick your wrist, conjuring into your hand the Staff of Domination with a swirl of shadows. You shout, lunging for the Queen, swinging the skull-tipped staff. 
 
    Only for the Queen to lift into the air on humming wings. 
 
    You stumble, the staff smashing into the floor, cracking the exquisite honeycomb pattern. You whirl to face her, but the Queen merely hovers high above you, smirking down at you. 
 
    “Really? Brute force? Not very ladylike,” she observes. 
 
    “H-hey! Get down here!” you demand. 
 
    The Queen hums, tapping her chin with her wand. “Hmm. How about… no?” 
 
    Face flushing, you swing at her, hopping as you try and get the reach necessary to knock that arrogant bitch down to earth. The Queen merely laughs at your futile antics, your staff swishing several feet beneath her chitin-clad toes. 
 
    “My my. Such energy! But really, look at what you’ve done to my floor. I really must repair it.” 
 
    She lowers her wand, the tip glowing softly. Again you jump, with the same result as all the other times. 
 
    Except you don’t land on the floor, but in an oozing puddle of gold. 
 
    Your eyes snap down in shock, even as your legs sink to the knees in the suddenly molten honey. “What!” you cry. “What is this?” 
 
    “I could hardly leave my floor damaged,” the Queen observes. “And besides, it should be fun to add a new sculpture to it. I think I’ll call it… Pride Brought Low.” 
 
    You struggle, but that only seems to make you sink faster. You’ve sunk to your knees, and your hips soon follow, a shiver racing up you as the warm honey oozes into your panties, tingling against your skin and mons. 
 
    “S-stop! Please!” you cry. 
 
    “Mmm. Now that’s more like it,” the Queen says, her wings thrumming as she lowers herself to the floor, now that you are extremely indisposed. “I do like to hear a girl beg.” 
 
    You try and scoop out some of the honey with your staff, only for your weapon to be caught in the sucking honey, along with your hands. You heave, but the golden pool has pulled you down to your chest, your ample breasts only just clearing it. 
 
    “I think that’s enough,” the Queen says, flicking her wand with a flash. 
 
    The honey hardens abruptly, leaving you trapped within its confines. You heave, trying to pull free, but to no avail. You’re stuck, only head, chest and shoulders free of your golden prison. 
 
    The click of heels pulls your eyes back to the Queen as she saunters towards you, hips swinging teasingly as she admires her handiwork. “Oh yes,” she purrs, rubbing her pussy with the buzzing head of her wand. “Very nice.” 
 
    “S-stay back!” you say, the truth of your helplessness suddenly apparent. “I… I’ll bite the shit out of you!” 
 
    The Queen laughs, stopping above you, towering over you, and you feel your cheeks redden even more as your curse mark makes itself known, pleasure racing through you at your humiliating position. “Silly slut. You’re far too aggressive for me to touch. Besides, I’ve always wanted to do this.” 
 
    “Wh-what?” you gasp as the Queen steps over you, her pussy dangling just out of reach, her lower lips engorged as she plays her wand against the folds. 
 
    “Mmm. You tell me…” 
 
    You could try, but your tongue suddenly feels very thick and unwieldy. You can’t pull your eyes from the regal figure looming over you, her curves trimmed with striped fuzz, her golden eyes glowing with delight as she rubs herself with her wand, and her pussy… 
 
    Oh gods, that pussy. 
 
    She’s positively dripping her sweet ambrosia, the delicious nectar splattering onto your face as you’re forced to look up at her, every droplet tingling on your skin, as sweet and thick as honey. Some of her warm arousal slides along your cheek, and your tongue licks it up. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Ohhhhh. 
 
    It’s so good. You moan softly, shivering in the grip of her literal honey trap, her dripping arousal raining down on your face as her hips slowly work, rubbing her pussy against her wand. 
 
    “Yesssss,” the Queen moans. “Yesss! That’s it… oh gods yessss. Are you enjoying the sight, my dear? Are you adoring being beneath your better? Your Queen?” 
 
    “N-no!” you gasp, a whine of resistance even as your body begs to submit to the imperious bitch above you. 
 
    She laughs, her mocking thrilling you in terrible ways. “Then best stop drinking, my dear.” 
 
    You realize your tongue is lapping up the drops that rain down on your face. Cheeks flaming, you try to stop, but can’t. It’s just too good. Too delicious! You moan in despair, even as you keep lapping at her dripping pussy juices. 
 
    “That’s iiiiiit! Oh gods. Are you ready, dear? Are you mmmm… Ready for the flood?” 
 
    “Nnnnyesssss!” you cry. 
 
    “Then drink up, slave!” 
 
    Her hips suddenly push down, smothering your face beneath her fuzz trimmed pussy. You moan, frantically licking, driving your tongue up into her cunny, moaning as you taste her sweet ambrosia flowing down your throat. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Drink me! Lick me, slave! Oh fuck yes. Yesssss!” 
 
    Your Queen wails as she cums, drowning you in a sudden flood of her sweet honey. You moan, shuddering, drinking it, guzzling it, adoring her juices as she smothers you under her cunt. Shame, pride, it’s all forgotten as her sweet nectar rolls over your tongue like fireworks of pleasure, down your throat to settle like a warm lump deep within you. 
 
    The Queen lifts her hips, and you blink at the sudden golden light. Your jaw sags, struck dumb by the beauty of the Queen before you. 
 
    “Are you mine, slave?” she asks. 
 
    “Y-yes.” 
 
    “Yes what?” she asks, flicking your teat with her wand, sending a vibration of pure ecstasy shooting through you. 
 
    “Oooh! Y-yes my Queen,” you gasp. 
 
    She laughs. “Good drone,” she says, moving again, burying you once more beneath her pussy like you were her personal throne. “Now, get back to work.” 
 
    Eagerly you do, suckling and licking your Queen’s delicious honey, moaning in slavish delight as her juices ooze down your throat and into your stomach. You’re a good drone. A good slave. And good drones get to obey her Majesty. 
 
    For the rest of their days. 
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    You eye the Queen again, eyes narrowing. You rise before her to your full height, looking at her with as much regal authority as she has. 
 
    “I am not your slave!” you bark, your voice booming with the power of your magic. 
 
    The Queen frowns at you. “Oh really?” she says, stroking her wand. 
 
    “No!” you say, your hands tightening into fists, the cold of the deepest depths of hell crackling around your hands in a sudden chill. “I am Lillian! Princess of Pride! I will be the one to be the Overlord. I do not bow to Queens.” You raise your hand. “Queens bow to me!” 
 
    A sudden gust of freezing air whirls about you. You cast it forward towards the Queen, the blistering cold crackling in the air. 
 
    And collides with a wall of honey the queen raises from the floor with a flick of her wand. 
 
    The icy winds crash into the honey, cracking the golden barrier, but halted in their blast, forming an icy slope. Your jaw drops at the futility of your effort, even as the honey parts, revealing the Queen, her face mildly amused. 
 
    “Really?” she asks. “Attack me in my home? In my center of power? Darling,” the Queen says, lifting her wand. “You’ve made a very big mistake. 
 
    You feel the floor soften beneath you. You scream in surprise as it suddenly surges up, a mass of melted honey enveloping you, lifting you into the air, engulfing you. Another flick of the Queen’s wand and it solidifies, locking you within like an insect caught in amber. 
 
    “Hmmm,” the Queen muses, smirking at your horrified face trapped within the golden sheen. “Not bad. I do so enjoy decorating the palace. 
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    “Really?” you say. “Reduce me to a mere drone?” 
 
    The Queen lifts an immaculate brow. “And why not?” 
 
    “I was just thinking…” you muse, letting your fingers glide up your side, your hip, the clasp that holds shut your cloak, “what a shame that would be…” 
 
    Your fingers flick the clasp, letting your cloak fall, pooling about your feet and unveiling your luscious curves in your tight clothing. The Queen’s golden eyes roam over your form with interest. 
 
    “Hmmm,” she muses, tapping her chin with her wand. “It has been some time since I’ve experienced something other than a slavish drone…” 
 
    “Royalty deserves variety,” you say, stepping forward, another flick of your finger releasing a button. Another. Your shirt dips, hanging by your shoulders and the swell of your ample bust, revealing the teasing ruffles of your lingerie. Lacy, of course. You are an Overlord of class, after all. 
 
    The Queen seems to appreciate your teasing confidence if the intensity of her gaze is anything to go by. You wonder how long it’s been since someone has approached her so? 
 
    You grow level with her, your breasts pressing against hers, your cloth-clad nipples nudging her honeyed tits. “Let me and my assistant pass through, and I’ll give you the night of your life.” 
 
    “You think you can?” the Queen says, her smirk amused. 
 
    “I know it,” you say with equal certainty, your hands moving, touching her hips, gliding up the curves of her thighs, feeling the striped fuzz flutter under your touch. “And if I can’t, then you can just turn me into a drone, right?” 
 
    “The possibility is there,” she muses. 
 
    “So what’s there to lose?” you say, your lips an inch from hers, hot. “And what’s there to gain?” 
 
    That seems to settle it for her. The next moment she grabs the back of your head and presses a kiss of absolutely royal proportions on you. 
 
    The feel of her races through you, the humming vibrations that suffuse the Queen pulsing through her lips to yours, running down to your toes until every nerve sings like a struck chord. Some women would swoon at that alone. 
 
    But you’re not some woman. 
 
    You press against her, mashing your breasts to hers, deepening the kiss with an intensity that shocks the honey queen, but she quickly reciprocates, gripping your ass, pulling you against her. 
 
    Not to be outdone, you brazenly reach down and cup the Queen’s mons. The beewoman gasps as your finger delves into her slick honeypot. “Mnnn! Damn you.” 
 
    “You love it,” you growl. 
 
    “Quiet,” she says, pulling you in for another kiss. 
 
    Her and your hands move, struggling with your clothes, tearing them away in sharp, frantic motions. Buttons snap across your heaving breasts, and the Queen dips her head taking one of your proud nipples between her lips and giving it a suck. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan. “That’s it! Fuck, yes! Suck my tits!” 
 
    Even as she enjoys your pale teats, you drive your finger in and out of her cunny, her slick juices oozing down your fingers as you masturbate the royal bitch. 
 
    Someone slips, you or her, it doesn’t matter, for the next moment you’re both on the ground, rutting like animals as you strum her pussy and she kisses you again, grasping your breast and squeezing it until you gasp in pain mingled with pleasure. 
 
    “Ooooh!” you moan, your legs finding hers between them, and frantically you rut atop her thigh, rubbing your cunny against her dark leg with frantic delight. “Yes. Yessss! Oh fuck yessss!” 
 
    “Ah. Ah! Mnnnnn!” the Queen moans, quaking with pleasure, unable to hold back as she cums all over your hand and wrist, her slick, glistening juices making your hands sticky. 
 
    “Oh f-fuck,” you pant. “Looks like… ah… Looks like I w-wiiiiiiiin!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a sharp cry as the Queen suddenly grabs your hips, lifting your legs over her shoulders and pulls your muff up against her face. You moan as she begins to lick and taste you, her tongue seeming to vibrate like the deftest pleasure toy you’ve ever known. 
 
    “Oh fuck yessssss!” you wail, arching beneath her tortuous tongue, your orgasm like an explosion in your mind. 
 
    As you sag, hanging off her shoulders, the Queen suddenly drops you, moves over you, and kisses you again. More tenderly now. But no less hungry. 
 
    “My bedroom. Now,” she gasps. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” you growl. 
 
      
 
    Morning Glory 
 
    

  

 
   
    Honey Bee 
 
      
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan as you massage your big, tanned tits, letting the sweet honey drool from your nipples and into a waiting pitcher. Your wings twitch and thrum with the pleasure oozing through you, your lips parted, panting as your plump bottom tightens as a sudden gush of your delicious cream bursts from your whorish teat. 
 
    You groan, letting your big tits sag in your arms, your stubby bee wings fluttering with lingering pleasure. It’s been almost um… like, a while since you left the honeycomb as a filly fledged drone. And you’ve gotta work super hard to prove your worth to the hive! You beam (hee hee, bee) at the amount of honey in the pitcher. The other drones are so jealous of your productiveness! 
 
    “My my! What an impressive harvest.” 
 
    You lift your face as sudden joy fills you. Descending from a door in the upper wall is her Majesty herself! Your Queen is utterly resplendent in the golden glow which filters down from on high, illuminating her perfect form, filtering through her diaphanous wings as they buzz, carrying her before you. Her proud, brown breasts bounce with the motion, perfect in their firmness and size. The crown perched atop her blonde locks only makes you more aware of her royal greatness. 
 
    She graces you with a smile and a nod. “Well, Beatrix? How have you been getting on?” 
 
    “S-so well, your Majesty,” you breathe, smiling, happiness bubbling up in you, filling your mind with warm fuzziness, making it so hard to um… think… good. “Got um… got l-lots of honey for you.” 
 
    “That you have,” the Queen says, striding about the numerous pots you’ve filled, a small nod of approval stealing your breath away. “Hmmm. Not bad. Not bad at all.” 
 
    Your heart patters like jungle drums. “Th-thank you, my Queen.” 
 
    “But goodness, I think your technique could use some work.” 
 
    “It could?” you gasp, appalled that you might not be milking your honey to your best ability. 
 
    “Of course. Here. Allow me.” 
 
    You gasp, stiffen as the Queen sits behind you, her flawless breasts pressing against your back, her hands reaching around you, enveloping your honeyed tits in her chitin-clad hands. 
 
    “Like this, sweetling,” your Queen whispers in your ear, her voice sending shivers of submissive pleasure bouncing down your spine like sparks. 
 
    “Y-yes, my Queen,” you moan. 
 
    “Are you paying attention?” 
 
    “Yessssss!” you groan as her hands begin to tortuously squeeze and massage your breasts. Not tortuous because it’s painful, but because it’s sooooo good. You whimper, arching, pushing your ample tits into your Queen’s hungry hands, moaning as she presses them together, her hands moving down, up, making them bounce and jiggle, the honey within them sloshing. 
 
    “You can’t just milk yourself, silly beembo,” your Queen purrs. “You have to prime the pumps. Get it all nice and smooth in your big breasts. Mmm. And such excellent examples of them too. I’m half tempted to trap you in my wall and use you as my personal decanter.” 
 
    The thought of being trapped in your Queen’s room, only your breasts free to be milked and used whenever your monarch wishes, is too much for your fragile self-control. You give a great, whimpering moan, your wings beating rapidly as you give up all your pleasure for your Queen, legs shuddering as you cum without being touched, your plump nipples gushing your honey into the waiting pot in a sudden burst of pleasure. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Goddess yessssss!” you moan. 
 
    “Good drone,” your Queen purrs as she continues to maul your jiggling tits, milking you with almost uncanny skill. “Such a productive beembo! Mmm. Maybe I’ll use your honey to make my new throne. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Oh,” you pant, whimpering as your hypersensitive breasts are squeezed between the Queen’s wicked fingers. “Oh g-gods yes. Yes, m-my Queen. Honey for… for you. All honey… Drone so h-happy you… um… mmmm…” 
 
    “Poor thing,” your Queen purrs, her voice dripping with mocking concern. “You’re just too pleasure-spent to think, aren’t you? Well, that’s alright. I don’t need smart drones. Just good, obedient bimbos who’ll give me all the honey I need. And you’ll do that. Won’t you?” 
 
    “Mmmm!” you moan, nodding frantically as her Majesty flicks your nipples, sending a jolt of liquid lust sparking to your core. “Yesssss!” 
 
    “Good girl,” your Queen says. She releases your breasts and lets you collapse against the rim of your overflowing honeypot, your wings softly buzzing, your legs shaking from the numbing pleasure inflicted on you. 
 
    A cough calls your attention to your Queen. She’s sitting regally on a small outcropping of wax, her lidded eyes observing you as she lifts her foot, her chitin glistening from some of your juices when you came. “It seems my foot is stained. Be a dear, won’t you?” 
 
    Your face lights up and you crawl to her, picking up her foot tenderly and running your tongue along the chitin until it shines like polished onyx. Your wings hum with pleasure, your breasts empty, but soon will fill once more with your rich honey. You’ll remember the lesson today. You’ll be the most productive drone in the whole hive! All for your mistress. 
 
    Your goddess. 
 
    Your wonderful honey Queen. 
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    You groan, rolling over, your eyes slowly opening. Fuuuuuck. You feel like you’ve been through a ten-round ringer. Where are you anyway? Your bedchambers are never this bright. They’re defined by gloomy shadows, billowy curtains, and large, menacing metal spikes occasionally sporting an inadequate lover. Instead, you’re in a hexagonal room, resting on a bed of the same shape, and utterly spanking naked. 
 
    Also, you’re covered in what feels like warm honey. 
 
    Which is a new one to be sure. 
 
    You lift your head and look about the golden bedchamber fit for a queen. 
 
    Oh, right. 
 
    Memories flood in past the haze of midnight pleasures. Of you and the Queen, rutting and fucking the night away. Hands and lips doing things that get books banned in certain countries. And that was before the Queen brought out her toy collection. 
 
    A shiver of remembered pleasure courses through you, and you lick your lips, tasting again the sweetness of royal honey. The purveyor of that treat chooses that moment to make her appearance, throwing open a door and striding into the room, a bathrobe of golden silk wrapped about her. 
 
    “Ah, you’re awake,” the Queen says. 
 
    “Just woke up,” you say. 
 
    “Excellent,” she says, sliding onto the bed. You sit up, welcoming the kiss she presses to your lips, shivering in pleasure as the Queen palms your plump teat. 
 
    “Mmm,” the Queen purrs. “An excellent way to start a morning, no?” 
 
    “Wonderful way,” you agree, settling back against the bed. 
 
    “I quite agree. And, how would you like it to be every morning?” 
 
    A twinge of fear flicks through you. “What do you mean?” 
 
    The Queen runs her fingers through your hair. “I was thinking what a shame it would be for you to depart, my dear. A true tragedy, when we could enjoy ourselves so much.” 
 
    “I won’t be your drone,” you say. 
 
    “Pit no! I think you’ve proven what a waste such a thing would be. No, I was thinking something more… royal.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say. 
 
    The Queen leans over you, her silk gown falling a little, unveiling more of her tanned skin, her dark nipples just peaking past the rim as she looks intently down at you. “Stay with me, my love. Become my fellow queen. With my royal honey, I shall transform you into a queen as regal as I. You would rule this hive with me by day, and by night, we shall know pleasures unending in each other’s arms.” 
 
    You stare up at her in surprise. “That’s… a generous offer…” 
 
    “Forget your quest. Whatever it was that would send you past my home. What does it matter compared to the sensual delights we shall know? Can whatever your quest is offer a reward as fine as being a queen at my side? At ruling a hive of obedient drones?” 
 
    Would it? 
 
    You find her offer strangely compelling. After all, what guarantee is there that you will be the Overlord? That the lord of Gluttony will agree to serve you and not just use you? Moreover, he’s just number two! There’s four more of these demon lords for you to try and conquer, without any guarantee of their allegiance. 
 
    “Choose,” the Queen says. 
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    Venture On 
 
      
 
    “No, your majesty,” you say. 
 
    Her face falls. “I see.” 
 
    “Not because I don’t think it would be wonderful,” you quickly add. “But I am royalty as well, in my own way, and it is my royal duty to fulfill my task.” 
 
    The Queen takes this in, slowly nodding. “Hm,” she muses. “I should have known. Only one as regal as I could have pleasured me to such a degree. Why, I would almost think of you as my equal.” 
 
    “Almost?” you say. 
 
    “Well, as wonderful as your breasts are, they cannot produce such royal honey as mine.” 
 
    You catch yourself staring as she jiggles her sloshing teats. You clear your throat. “Erm, yes. Well, of course, this doesn’t have to be the end. Once I have completed my quest, I would have freedom to come and see you again. After all, such royal pleasures should be enjoyed.” 
 
    The Queen nods slowly. “That is… adequate. You truly are of noble blood.” 
 
    “Of course,” you say. 
 
    The Queen rises leisurely from her seat, casting her robe back over her shoulder. “I am convinced. Please, refresh yourself. I will ensure your carriage is moved through my hive to the other side of the road.” 
 
    “Thank you,” you say. 
 
    “And in the meantime, perhaps you should freshen up,” the Queen says, admiring your curves glistening with her honey. She smirks. “Not that I mind…” 
 
    You feel your face warm, but then the Queen is leaving, humming away into one of the countless entrances that honeycomb the hive. 
 
    Moments later two drones buzz in to help get you ready. They’re quick and able, and more than willing to gush about how beautiful you are. If you weren’t in a hurry, you’d take the time to show them how to thoroughly serve the Princess of Pride, but you don’t want to keep the Queen waiting. 
 
    In short order you leave the hive, clothed, cleaned, and carried by the two drones like a guest of honour. Their humming wings bring you outside to a truly royal farewell. Busty beembo drones line the air through the great, golden antechamber of the hive. Weapons are held at the ready in salute as you pass through them, their wings humming with a song that beats through your very bones in numbing pleasure. As you’re carried outside, you find yourself on the other side of the hive, your carriage waiting with Loria in the driver’s seat. 
 
    The secretarial succubus raises a brow behind her small spectacles as you’re deposited regally in the seat beside her, the two drones pressing a kiss to your cheeks before giggling away back into the hive. 
 
    “Did you have a good meeting, mistress?” the succubus says. 
 
    “You could say that,” you say primly. 
 
    “You were in there for some time.” 
 
    “Yes, well. Negotiations between royalty can be quite intricate, Loria. And exhausting. A constant battle of wills and negotiating skill.” 
 
    “Is that why you smell like honey, mistress?” 
 
    You feel your cheeks redden. “D-drive on, Loria. We have a lot of ground still to cover.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” your servant says, snapping the reins. The wheels rattle as the dread steeds haul at the carriage, rolling you forward and away from the immense hive, and once more into the deep jungles of Gluttony. 
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    Jungle Party 
 
      
 
    Leaving the path might not have been the best decision you’ve ever made. 
 
    It’s hard to tell time in the lightless world of the jungle, but you’re pretty sure it’s been about a day, which means by now you surely must have come to the road again. 
 
    Except you haven’t. 
 
    Just miles and miles of jungle lie before you. And it’s getting thicker and more tangled with every step. Endless swathes of brambles and thick trees sprouting strange fruits crowd the path. The cries of beasts and moans of pleasure echo through the dark. 
 
    You’re starting to get worried. Your heart beats quicker as you peer about the jungle for some sign of the road. The glow of the lanterns and the manes of your steeds do little to dispel the dark. If anything, it only serves to throw up menacing shadows on every trunk and tree you pass. 
 
    “See anything?” you ask. 
 
    “I see jungle, mistress. Lots and lots of jungle,” Loria says. 
 
    “Is that sarcasm in your tone?” 
 
    “No, mistress. I would never doubt your decisions on this journey. I am but your servant.” 
 
    “That sounds like sass, Loria.” 
 
    “Shh.” 
 
    “Did you just sush me!” 
 
    “Mistress, listen.” 
 
    You glower at your servant, but do as she says. Now that you’re listening, you do hear something. A trilling piping and sweet tones of flutes. You cock your head, listening intently, your brows knitting. 
 
    “What… is that.” 
 
    “It’s music, mistress.” 
 
    You find yourself drumming your fingers to the beat and snatch your hand up. You scowl and nod at Loria. “Take us towards it.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    Loria pulls on the reins, and the dread steeds eagerly turn towards the music. A little too eagerly, in your opinion. The horses trample through the foliage, and is it just you, or is the jungle a little less wild here? It seems a bit easier than expected to travel forward, towards the growing sounds of revelry until you fairly burst out of the jungle and into a clearing. 
 
    One that is hardly unoccupied. 
 
    A massive table made from the trunk of a single tree is laid out on the clearing before you. Plates loaded with a veritable feast of succulent food is splayed across it. Roasted meats and glasses of wine. Pastries piled like mountains and vegetables steaming with a scent that makes your mouth water. Huge braziers of purple flame crackle around the clearing, raised on pedestals of wood. Pollen fills the air, the trees growing over the clearing like a roof of boughs, the vines dangling down, the pollen glowing softly, thickening the air with a dreamlike haze. 
 
    Through this haze Satyrs prance, the goatmen laughing and drinking, their animalistic forms shimmering in the soft glow of the flames, their rough voices singing with the pipes from a band in the corner. They don’t seem to have noticed your arrival. Them, or their guests. Most of the satyrs are entertaining a number of men and women. Demons and mortals both, they sit with the riotous beastmen, sharing drink and food at the table. 
 
    The food… 
 
    Damn but it looks delicious. You can feel your mouth watering just looking at it, but you force yourself back to the present as one of the satyrs comes up to your carriage. His features are rough, like they’re more goat than man, his licking goatee bobbing, his horns curling from a veritable mane of wild brown hair. Unsurprisingly he wears no pants, his cock at half mast, jutting from his caprine waist. His hooves click off some stones laid out among the grass as he moves towards you. 
 
    “Greetings!” he says, voice braying as he tucks a quick bow. “Welcome to the Festival! Will you be joining us?” 
 
    “What? No. No,” you say, instantly on guard. “Our horses just… came here.” 
 
    “Ah, no doubt! I fear our feast can be quite attractive. It awakens the appetites of man and beast in ways that cannot be described in mere words. The instinct of the animal can be much stronger than the logic of the mind.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” you say, your eyes drawn once more to the table, hunger making your stomach growl. Gods, you haven’t eaten since the tavern, and with all the running and journeying since then, you’re famished. But you shake it off, forcing your mind to the matter at hand. “Look, we’re trying to get back on the road. Do you know the way?” 
 
    “But of course!” the satyr says. 
 
    “Oh,” you say. “Well, that was easy.” 
 
    “But I cannot leave right now. For I am the revel master of this feast. Brayan, at your service,” he says, cutting another bow. 
 
    You cross your arms, trying to control your temper. The old you would have picked up a whip and made him take you, but the old you lived in the Citadel with hundreds of servants, slaves, and the authority of the Overlord backing you. “Right,” you say, trying to be diplomatic. “Well, your service would be appreciated taking us back to the highway.” 
 
    “As I said, I would be delighted, yes, delighted to assist you in finding the highway once more. But I must attend my people as well! And you simply must join us.” 
 
    You glance at the festivities. It does look fun. “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Why, surely you wouldn’t deny us your presence at our feast? A simple thing. Payment for our assistance. Although…” The satyr tilts back his head, sniffing the air. His eyes suddenly lock on your carriage intently. 
 
    “Hmm. Or, we would gladly take what you carry in the carriage.” 
 
    You stiffen at the thought of the wine bottle. “That? No. No, we uh…” 
 
    “Then join us, fair maiden,” the satyr says, gesturing at the table with a twinkle of his eyes. “I assure you, you will not lack for festivities.” 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Release me! Release me right now! Do you know who I am! I’m the mppph!” 
 
    Your tirade is lost as a vine suddenly pushes its way into your mouth, and that’s far from the only orifice being filled.  Your indignant sounds change to a squeal as another vine wriggles up your skirt and panties, pushing its way into your unprotected cunny. 
 
    And that’s when it starts inflating. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you groan as you feel the vine thicken within you, oozing a sap that allows it to slide in and out of you with ease. You feel the curse mark on your mons glow, its corruptive presence sending tendrils of hot pleasure through you, amplifying the corruptive juices of the vine as they subsume your body. 
 
    And it’s working. 
 
    “Mmmm…” you moan softly, eyes growing lidded as the vine in your mouth leaks a sweetness into your mouth. You lovingly suckle the vine, the sap tingling on your tongue. So good. So delicious. 
 
    You moan, beginning to shyly rock to the thrusting of the vines. Locked in their embrace. Twisted in the air as more move over you, slithering under your clothes, tearing them to shreds. You gasp as your ample breasts bounce into the air, but your curse mark throbs, the vine fucking you increases its pace, and your body relaxes once more. 
 
    Your mind is sinking into oblivion. With every thrust of the vine it gets harder to think. Harder to resist. Lust and the sweet sap that oozes down your throat and into your pussy makes you so compliant. So easy. So whimperingly soft and pleasured as you buck against the vines fucking you. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan as two more vines twist about your tits, squeezing and massaging those two plump orbs. Wrapping around them so tight you can only whimper as your nipples tingle before the hollow tips of two more vines close over them, sucking them hungrily. 
 
    “Mnnnnn…” you groan, sinking deeper and deeper into submission. Into pleasure. You hear leaves rustle as you’re lifted into the branches of the tree, lost among the fronds, fucked and rutting with the vines as you hump and fuck and lose yourself to the pleasure of the tree. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmm! Mmmm!” you moan as you cum, shuddering, quivering as your cum drips down the vine along with the sap, your curse mark throbbing as it helps you sink deeper and deeper into pleasure. Deeper into the joy of the tree. So deep, you never even see the tree open its bark, and feed you into its maw, nestling you in a hollow filled with sap that will dissolve you into nutrients to feed the tree, your fate sealed as dinner for the tentacle tree. 
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    Force Him to Escort You 
 
      
 
    Well, it seems diplomacy has failed, leaving you with force. 
 
    Good thing force is quite fun. 
 
    “I have a better idea,” you say, climbing down from the carriage to stand before the satyr, towering over him. You lift your hand, freezing magic crackling in your palm. “You bring me back to the road right now, and I won’t turn your party into a funeral.” 
 
    “You’re even more beautiful when you’re enraged,” the satyr breathes. 
 
    You scoff, tossing your hair. “Of course I am. I’m always beautiful. Now, we’re leaving. And you’re going to show me the way.” 
 
    The satyr laughs gaily. “Well! You’re half right.” 
 
    He flicks his hand at the party. 
 
    And suddenly, every brazier winks out. 
 
    You gasp as suffocating darkness crashes down. You stagger forward, grabbing for the satyr, but only his fading laughter meets your ears. “Hey! Get back here! I… Oof!” 
 
    You try and follow, but a root catches your foot, sending you sprawling. You wince, your knees and palms stinging with the impact as you struggle back to your feet, whirling about in the inky blackness. “Loria! Loria, grab him!” 
 
    Silence greets your cries. 
 
    “…Loria?” 
 
    Remembering yourself, you raise your hand again, blue light glowing from an orb you conjure in your palm. You look about yourself, a sudden sinking fear weighing down your stomach. You’re alone. And what’s more, the jungle you stand in is different from the one you were in before. Nothing around you is familiar. Gone is the table and its feast. The carriage and your servant. You’re alone. 
 
    Utterly alone. 
 
    “Loria!” you scream, your panicking voice echoing in the dense tangle of gluttony. “Ha ha! Very funny. Good laughs. You can come out now. Loria!” you cry, staggering off into the jungle. “Loria! Where are you! Answer me! Loria!” 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You twist furiously in the grasp of the vines. “Let! Go! Of! Me!” you howl. Your ring flashes with power, the Staff of Domination coiling into your grasp like a rod of writhing shadows topped with a leering skull. 
 
    Which would have been great, if a vine hadn’t been wrapped about your wrist. 
 
    “F-fuck!” you bark, trying to swing the staff at the trunk of the tree with little effect. You can’t even bend your wrist enough to slash at the vines that hold you up. 
 
    “Let go of me! Let of me right now! I… H-hey!” you gasp as you feel the vines begin worming their way under your clothes. “Hey! What are you doing! Put me down! No! Don’t… Nnnn!” 
 
    You groan as a vine slides along your panty-clad mons, the curse mark glowing through your clothes with the first hints of your arousal, amplifying the sensation to a peak of pleasure. 
 
    You gasp, head spinning as the vines twist against your skin, finding ways under your cloak and skirts, teasing against your tender cunny and tight backdoor. 
 
    “N-nooo! Not there! Don’t touch me… don’t touch me the-eeeeere!” 
 
    You cry out as a vine finds your pussy, pushing inside you, filling you with a little help from the curse mark. A throb of pure pleasure shoots through you, your inner walls tightening on the intruder in a sudden spike of pure pleasure. 
 
    “Ooooh fuuuuuck!” you moan, your body no longer listening to you. A thick, syrupy sap oozes from the vines, making your pussy tighten and squeeze the vine in sharp bursts of pure pleasure. “Oh g-goooods! Ah… ah! Fuck! Why… why… mnnnn!” 
 
    You moan, rocking, rutting against the invading vines as they plunge in and out of your pussy. You gasp as you feel another prod at your tight backdoor, but can’t seem to find the energy to protest. Especially when your body is pushing back against the intruder, eagerly accepting it into your ass. 
 
    “Ooooooh fuuuuuck!” you groan as the insidious vine pushes into your ass, its sap easing the way in. The sensation is unlike any other, and combined with the feeling of the other vine thrusting into your clutching cunny, you’re rapidly losing the battle of actually trying to resist the tree. 
 
    In fact, as more pollen rains down on your upturned face, you find your head curiously woolen. Strangely hard to think through. In fact, why not enjoy this a little? Just ride it out. Just rut and pant and moan as the vines fuck you like the plaything you are. It feels so good to. So why not enjoy it? Why not moan and whimper and be the good slut you know you are. 
 
    What part is you and what part the curse mark in this change of attitude isn’t certain. But what you do realize is you’ve stopped fighting the vines. Instead, you moan and buck and fuck yourself atop those twisting green limbs, whimpering in delight as they pulse and thrust into your pussy and ass. 
 
    “Oh yesssss!” you moan. “Gods yesss! Fuck me! Fuck me harder! Yes! Ah!” you gasp as two vines twist around your full breasts, squeezing those ample orbs. “Oh g-godssss yessssss! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck meeee! Oh fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    You wail in pure pleasure, shuddering in delight as the vines stuff you full of sap, as you cum like a geyser, the last of your resistance drooling down your thighs. You moan, eyes lidded, lost as you’re used by the vines. Rutted. Fucked. Pleasured beyond the realm of sanity, your body yielding to the rutting and fucking. Your mind ebbing away as you sink under the dominion of the curse mark. As your will is reduced to nothingness. 
 
    You cum again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    You can’t seem to get enough. Every orgasm just begs for another. Every climax reaches a new height. Your mind is gone. Lost. Claimed by cottony pleasure as you’re fucked and used by the tree. 
 
    By the time the trunk opens, revealing a maw of wood and acidic sap, you’re far too gone to care. You relish being fed into the dissolving juices, become nutrients for the tree. 
 
    Gods know you’ll enjoy every minute of it. 
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    Magic 
 
      
 
    As you struggle in the grasp of the vines, you channel your magic. Blue light blazes from your palms as you concentrate your attack. 
 
    Which would work well, if your concentration wasn’t suddenly interrupted by a vine slithering up your dress. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, bucking as the vine teases against your pussy lips. The magic flickers in your palms as the curse mark suddenly pulses, sending hot lust singing through your veins. “Mmm! I… Ah!” 
 
    You try and twist, focusing your mind on the magic, but then the vine pushes into your hot box, and you can only arch, keening with pleasure as that slick limb twists within your helpless cunny. 
 
    “Mnnnn! I… n-no! You… oooooh!” 
 
    You pant, arms trembling as they try and pull away from the vines. Pulses of pleasure throb through you as the vine fucks you, oozing a thick sap that makes your cunny clutch and ache with pleasure. 
 
    “Ha… ha… Mnnn!” 
 
    You realize the magic in your hands has died. You try and focus another surge of power into them, only for two more vines to twist against your sensitive breasts. You cry out, thrusting out your chest, and the vines respond, tearing the cloth away, revealing those plump orbs, nipples hard and quivering with arousal. 
 
    Your eyes widen as two new vines rise. Each is topped with a strange flower. Ones raining down pollen from their petals. “N-no. Don’t… oooooh!” You moan as they attach themselves to your nipples, the petals so soft, yet the feeling as they begin to brush, tickle, and suck at your plump nipples is beyond incredible. 
 
    “Ooooh yesssss!” you moan, not even trying to summon your magic anymore, rocking and moaning as your breasts are massaged and milked by the fluttering flowers. Your hips rock as much as they can, fucking yourself against the vine that continues to plunge into your sopping pussy, fucking you like the slut you are, your curse mark throbbing, pulsing, deepening your wonderful submission to the flowers that mate you. 
 
    “Ah… ah! Yes. More! More. Please… oh gods… gods yes. Yessss! More! So close. Almost… almost… mnnnnn!” 
 
    You shudder, quaking as you cum, drunk on lust and the pollen that continues to rain down onto your face. Your eyes are dim, face slack as you’re pleasured and toyed with by the tree’s insidious mating. Moaning and rutting and panting and gasping as you’re fucked and milked and pleasured. 
 
    So lost in your sensations, you don’t even notice when the trunk of the tree opens, revealing a pit of acidic sap. You barely register what’s happening as the tree feeds you into its yawning gullet. In fact, as your feet sink into the warm sap, you only moan as you’re slowly devoured by the tree of gluttony, fed into the dissolving acid. 
 
    You’ll never even feel your death. 
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    Lost in the Jungle 
 
      
 
    After the first two days of stumbling around, lost, hunger forced you to eat one of the innumerable fruits of Gluttony. 
 
    You can’t remember what it tasted like, only that it was absolutely delicious. Almost as much as the second fruit you ate. Or the third. Or the eighteenth. 
 
    In truth, you don’t really remember much from those bygone days. Not since your feet dug their roots into the loamy earth. Not since your skin changed to a rich green. Not since your petals bloomed from your hips and stem. Not since your breasts were filled with their sweet sap, available to all and sundry, and there are many who enjoy it thoroughly. 
 
    In fact, sometimes you wonder if there was a time before you were the plantgirl, standing at the end of your little path, visited by many of the denizens of Gluttony eager for a taste of your sweet sap. And you’re certainly happy to give it! Provided they offer a little something in return. 
 
    In fact, you can hear the gentle footsteps of your new guest right now! You beam as your petals spread open, revealing your motherly green curves, your melon-sized green tits bouncing as you beam. 
 
    “Hi! Welcome to my grove, cutie!” 
 
    The satyr pauses, the goat-like man looking you up and down. His rough face grins wide at the sight of such ample curves and bountiful tits. “Is it? How nice.” 
 
    “It is!” you giggle, cupping your enormous breasts, hefting those jiggling orbs for his inspection. “And so are these! I’ve got so much sap for hungry travellers.” 
 
    “Is that right,” the satyr says. His prominent nostrils flare, inhaling deeply the sweet scent of your pollen, his mouth opening a little, watering. “And ah… how much is it?” 
 
    “Free!” you say. 
 
    “Free?” he says, suddenly wary. 
 
    You giggle. “Absolutely! Oh, I know. I should charge… um, something for it. But I’m just sooooo productive,” you moan, squeezing your jiggling tits, the first hint of thick, sweet sap pricking your plump, green nipples. “I always have sooo much. I was born to be big and juicy! And I just need to be milked so bad all the time. And we’re so deep in the jungle, I rarely get visitors!” 
 
    The satyr still seems wary. This is, after all, hell, but self-preservation can only trump the vision of your glorious green tits for so long. He takes a step forward, fairly drooling at your jiggling teats. 
 
    “C’mon,” you croon, bouncing your breasts in your arms, squeezing and mashing them together. “They’re sooo big. Sooo full. Soooo wonderfully delicious. Don’t you want a taste? A little suckle? It tastes soooo goooood…” 
 
    The satyr hesitates just beyond your rustling petals, but he’s so close he can smell the fruity sweetness of your leaking sap, and all attempts at admittedly tenuous self-control goes out the window. He lurches into your arms, bouncing off your massive teats before settling against them, his rough lips adhering to a perky, fat nipple. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan as the satyr hungrily suckles, his lips moving against your teat with avid hunger. “Oh baby yes! Oh gods yes, just like that. Suckle my fat titty. Drink my sweet sap. It’s soooo gooood!” 
 
    You groan, pulling him against your tits as your sweet syrup flows into his mouth, so smooth, so thick his throat barely has to work to let it sink into him. Deep, deep into his stomach, where its warm heaviness fills him with a drunken stupor. You’ve seen it many times. How the eyes of your hungry victims grow glazed, drunken on the sweetness of your sap. How their bodies slowly relax against you, falling into the motions of drinking from the taps of your tits. 
 
    And they’re hardly the only ones enjoying it. You moan as hot pleasure aches from your overly firm tits. Throbbing through you in animalistic pleasure, perhaps the one thing that remains of you since you lost yourself in Gluttony. Your pussy drips with your nectar, the curse mark spreading its designs across your mons like glowing veins, changed along with you for a new purpose. As it spreads across your skin in a lurid, violet glow, you know only too well that the designs should signal danger, but by the time they show themselves, your prey are woefully unprepared to do anything but suckle. 
 
    Thrust. 
 
    And be taken in your flowering pussy. 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan as the satyr thrusts into your sensitive cunny, your lower lips schlurping around his throbbing, veiny cock. “Oh yesss! That’s it. Oh baby, yes. Give me your cock. Give me all that hot essence. I know you want to. Oh baby, you want to so baaaad!” 
 
    He does. He really does. He’s panting, moaning, drooling as he ruts into you like a damned thing. Which, of course, he is. As the satyr ruts into your flower, bleating and gasping, he cums with a cry, pumping his hot essence into you, feeding you with his seed. 
 
    And he can’t stop. 
 
    Of course, he can’t understand this now. His mind is so drowned in your sap and pollen he can only keep thrusting like the animal he so resembles. Bleating and moaning as he pumps his twitching cock into you, his eyes lidded, blank, his mouth slack as he continues to try and suckle your sap, your sweet juices drooling along the corner of his lip. 
 
    “C’mon,” you moan, pulling him against your bouncing tits, squeezing the satyr as he keeps thrusting like a machine. “Gimme your cum, baby. Gimme it all! Be a good boy. A good, randy boy. Fuck me hard, baby. Fuck meeeeee!” 
 
    “Broooooo!” the satyr moans, cumming again, every twitch of his cock thinning him, draining him, his once vigorous frame shrinking against his arms and bones. His eyes rolling in their sockets. Yet even as he thins, his cock remains hard, the only part of him that remains vital as he thrusts, flopping like a puppet into you, his gasps growing ragged. Weak. 
 
    Soon enough, he gives a final, shuddering climax, and falls limp in your arms. You coo, petting his horned head, but the satyr has given you all he has. Little more than papery skin stretched over tendon and bone, he sags limply in your arms, his stomach distended with the sap he drank. 
 
    “Wasn’t that gooood, lover? Mmm. Thank you so much,” you giggle. “Hungry little guy.” 
 
    You drop the corpse, his wizened cock sliding limply from your glowing pussy. His body hits the ground with a rattle, and in short order your roots are reaching up, pulling his corpse down into the loamy earth to feed you what little remains, burying him along with the dozens of other victims who’ve crossed your path over the years. 
 
    You giggle, burp. “Oop! Excuse me,” you say to the jungle. Your petals slowly rise, once more gathering about you, obscuring you from the world as you wait for the toxic symbols glowing on your skin to subside. That satyr was delicious! 
 
    You wonder who’ll be next? 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    Every instinct in you screams to fight, but you also know that’s the last thing you must do. Instead, you go limp, sagging in the grasp of the vines. 
 
    The coiling limbs around you pause, as if wondering what this is, but when you don’t fight back as the vines slowly curl around you, they begin to shift. Your spine tingles with fear as the vines draw you towards the trunk of the tree, the bark parting like a great, jagged maw, revealing the bubbling acid which awaits within. 
 
    Closer. 
 
    Closer. 
 
    Now! 
 
    You suddenly twist, the loose vines not expecting your sudden movement unable to prevent you from pushing your hands forward. The air crackles around your palms as a sudden surge of magic races through you, and you release it into the mouth of the tree. Freezing blue blasts into the heart of the monstrous foliage, a scream of anguish coming from the rustling leaves as the tree convulses in agony at the sudden change in temperature. 
 
    “You like that?” you snarl, sending another freezing blast into the tree. “Have some more! Have some eeek!” 
 
    You squeak as the vines suddenly go limp as month old broccoli, dropping you to the earth. You land on your bottom with an off, sprawling onto your back a moment later. You scramble back to your feet and look to the tree. 
 
    The once vital greenery is shrivelled and brown as if caught unaware by a sudden autumn chill. The vines hang limp, twitching now and then in their death throes. The trunk is coated in a thick layer of frost, the ragged bark of the maw still gaping, but no sound comes from it. 
 
    You primly brush the dust off your cloak and turn as you hear a rattle, Loria having at last managed to turn the carriage around. The secretarial succubus pulls to a halt and glances at the tree through her spectacles, then climbs down and walks up to you. “Are you hurt, mistress?” 
 
    “What? Hurt by a tree? Ha!” you say, glaring at the trunk. “It’ll take more than a tentacle tree to take me down.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. And, what about thirty?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    Loria glances down the road. You follow, and your eyes widen. 
 
    The path ahead is shadowed with trees, the curious flowers blooming, raining down a blanket of pollen over the path as if it were lain with ruby light. But that’s not what catches your attention. Instead, your eyes are riveted to the hundreds of vines that dangle down from the canopy, faintly swaying in a breeze that isn’t there. 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “Thirty would ah… Well, obviously I would um, be able to overcome such enemies. Of course. But it would uh… would take too long and m-my time is much too valuable!” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says. “Then, if I may, might I suggest something?” 
 
    “Going around?” 
 
    “I would not suggest that,” the blue succubus says. “We would be lost almost immediately if we attempted to leave the road through gluttony. Rather, I suggest a less risky alternative.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    The succubus turns and points at the side of the road. You’ve gotten so used to the odd foliage of Gluttony you didn’t even notice the strange fruit that dangles from a bloated tree. A number of different kinds hang low, their multicoloured shapes bulbous and oddly tantalizing. 
 
    “Some of these fruits, if eaten, might offer us a way through.” 
 
    “What? But, I though you said they were bad?” 
 
    “For a given metric, mistress. But they might give us the opportunity to pass the gauntlet without being caught by the vines.” 
 
    You shift, uneasy. “Well… what do they do?” 
 
    Loria points at a number of them. 
 
    “That purple fruit, if I am not mistaken, is known as Great Berry. It will engorge your form, mistress.” 
 
    “Engorge how?” 
 
    “I cannot say.” 
 
    “Are you holding out on me?” 
 
    “No, mistress. It’s simply that no one who has used it has recorded more information.” 
 
    Well, that’s not too encouraging. “Uh huh. And what about that one? The Red One?” 
 
    “Burst Berry, mistress. I’ve heard it grants great power to those who eat it.” 
 
    “Really? Well, that sounds promising.” 
 
    “And madness. Great power corrupts, mistress.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    You look at the waiting fruit, chewing your lower lip with thought. Dare you risk eating anything in gluttony? Your experiences thus far have not been the best, have to say. But what other choice do you have other than just trying to run the gauntlet? You tap your finger against your chin with thought. 
 
      
 
    Eat the Purple Fruit 
 
    Eat the Red Fruit 
 
    Ride On 
 
    Go Around 
 
    

  

 
   
    Hand Over the Wine 
 
      
 
    On a scale of 1 to 10 for surviving the jungle, not joining the inebriated satyrs in a horny party in the middle of Gluttony ranks a cozy 45. “Loria?” you say, glancing to the succubus. “Get the wine.” 
 
    “Yes mistress. But…” 
 
    “Just do it.” 
 
    Loria bows and obeys, opening the carriage and leaning in. The way the satyr fairly drools at the sight of your maid’s ass only confirms your suspicion that attending the party would be a mistake in the extreme. Moments later your maid returns, gliding forward and handing over the bottle to the satyr. He takes it reverently, holding it up to his brutish face and inhaling thickly. 
 
    “Oh yessss,” he moans softly. “That’ll be a wonderful one.” 
 
    “Yeah, whatever,” you say. “Just get on with it.” 
 
    The satyr turns, prancing back to the party. “Friends!” he cries. “A gift of great delight and flavours! Come one! Come all! Let us enjoy the fruits of our labours!” 
 
    “My labours,” you mutter, glaring at the party from a suitable distance. 
 
    “Technically, Avarick’s labours, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “I will whip you,” you growl. 
 
    “Then, might I suggest the cat o’ nine tails, mistress? I have some with barbed tips. You can load them with venom or salt to really make me suffer.” 
 
    You give Loria a stunned look. “How many whips do you have?” 
 
    Loria nudges her glasses up primly. “Well, mistress, I don’t mean to brag-“ 
 
    “You know what? Forget I asked,” you say, waving dismissively. Besides, you don’t need to borrow her whips. You have plenty of your own whips. 
 
    And you’re far more interested in what’s going on in the clearing. The party has entered full swing, the satyrs chugging from the wine bottle in an inebriated orgy. 
 
    Quite literally. 
 
    A number of the goatmen have begun fondling and fucking their guests. The women and men who you’d noticed attending seem more than eager to enjoy the attentions. You spot one bent over the table, her tits mashing in a plate of pudding, moaning as a bleating satyr pounds her pussy with his cock, his hips spanking her. In another part of the table, several satyrs are arm in arm, singing and swaying to the pipe music while a line of three mortals suck their cocks, moaning hotly. 
 
    You blink, squinting, the whole scene seeming to take on a subtle haze, like you’re looking at it through a veil. The bleating, the panting, moaning, gorging seems to shimmer before your eyes. Your nose twitches, sniffing a strange, lurid scent like sweet chocolate. Something that makes your mouth water and your tits ache with sensitivity. You feel your curse mark throb in sympathy, and a shudder courses through you at the thought of being in the midst of such a thing. Could you have resisted the siren call of such excess? 
 
    Looking back, you probably made the right decision, even if it did lose you the wine. 
 
    “C’mon,” you say, moving back and away from the festivities lest you be drawn in despite yourself. “I don’t need to see this.” 
 
    “As you say,” Loria says, guiding the carriage along behind you. 
 
    You get some distance, but not enough that the jungle obscures your vision of the festivities, and settle in to wait. 
 
    And wait. 
 
    And wait. 
 
    Hours pass. The jungle’s darkness grows deeper with the passing of time, the sounds of revelry never letting up from the party. You groan, stretching where you sit on a rock, your joints popping. You hear something moving through the brush and hastily rise as the satyr saunters through the woods, his bestial face looking flushed and sated. 
 
     “A fine party!” Brayan says genially, grinning wide. “Your wine made it the finest I have ever known! They’ll speak of this one for years to come!” 
 
    “Great. Whatever. Now, will you show us to the road?” you demand. 
 
    “Of course! I said I would, and I always keep my word.” 
 
    You have doubts of that, but this is hardly the time or place. 
 
    Instead, you climb back onto the driver’s seat of the carriage, settling down as Loria picks up the reins. She snaps them, urging the horses after the satyr at a short pace. 
 
    The jungle seems to open up before the satyr’s hooves, parting and revealing a path that wasn’t there a moment before, winding forward and through the dark tangle of fronds and vines. It’s almost annoying how easily he traverses the path, and you have a sneaking suspicion no matter how long you’d wander among these trees, you’d never find the path the satyr guides you down. 
 
    Then, the trail suddenly ends, flowing freely onto the familiar cobbled road that snakes through the jungle. You fairly collapse in relief; the tension you hadn’t realized you’d been holding easing from you in a rush. You sigh and glance down at the satyr. 
 
    “Good job,” you say. 
 
    “Of course!” Brayan says, his hooves clicking as he cuts another prancing bow. “It was my pleasure! And should you ever find yourself in Gluttony again, please! We would be delighted if you were to join our next revelry.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll uh… Keep that in mind,” you say. 
 
    Brayan chuckles and clops away back onto the path, leaving you and Loria alone. You watch him go, the jungle seeming to close up behind him, the path he walked down gone like the satyr into the heart of Gluttony. 
 
    You exhale heavily, looking back at the road. “Right,” you say. “Let’s move on.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress. But, what of the wine?” 
 
    “I’ll… I’ll think of something,” you say. 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says as she urges your dread steeds down the road once more, and towards distant Ghula. 
 
      
 
    Garden of Gluttony 
 
    

  

 
   
    Garden of Gluttony 
 
      
 
    You ride on for hours more. Down the road through arches of jungle, the tangle so deep not even a splinter of sunlight filters through. You sit up as you see something ahead. A change in the nature of the jungle, and you know you’re nearly there. 
 
    The jungle peels back as you ride through a flowery arch, and you find yourself no longer in the sprawling, untamed jungle, but instead in a well tended garden. Flowerbeds filled with sweet smelling herbs stretch out in every direction. Huge trees laden with sweet smelling fruit tower overhead. No daylight peeks through so deep in the jungle, but the glow of pollen rains down from strange flowers bobbing in the air. A soft gloom colours the world in gentle blue light. 
 
    The carriage rattles down the garden beds before, at last, grinding to a stop before the end of the road. 
 
    Before you stands the trunk of a massive tree, rising higher than even the titans you’d seen thus far. Its size dwarfs the landscape. Its branches and boughs vanish in the heavens, the canopy filling the world with shadows save where the glow of the flowers spread their light. Roots claw through the earth, humping up, rising from a chasm the massive tree grows from. One of those immense roots stretch across the divide, forming a bridge leading to a doorway in the trunk, framed by interlocking vines. 
 
    “This it?” you ask Loria. 
 
    “Yes, mistress. This is Porca’s home.” 
 
    You try and steel yourself before the immensity of the place before you. Again you wince at the loss of the wine, but you’re here now, and you’ll have to deal with things as best you can. You take a few steps towards the entrance, then pause and glance back at Loria. 
 
    “Good luck, mistress,” she says. 
 
    “Thanks,” you say, turning back and steeling yourself before you step through and into the tree. 
 
    Ghula is a palace indeed, but unlike any you’ve known. The carpets are lush fields of grass. The walls intertwining roots growing so tightly together they form a solid barrier. There are no windows, casting the whole space in a gloom softened by strange flowers that sprout, petals open to glow with a purple light. 
 
    There are people within the lair of the lord of gluttony. But you try not to look at them. They arch from the walls or hang from the ceiling, suspended by roots. The women moan, bound in thick, green limbs like tentacles, whimpering as flowery suction cups pump at their engorged tits, a vine thrusting into their dribbling pussies. Men pant and grunt, their eyes fogged, a suction flower attached to their cocks, their balls engorged to feed their seed into the plants. All are naked. All can only whimper and moan as vines snake down into their mouth, dripping a constant stream of sweet sap into their stomachs. 
 
    As you pass vines shift and rustle, but none reach for you. The whole palace stirs with your presence. Once or twice you pass some functionary or a kitchen built into the depths of the palace. Imps race about, carrying platters of food here and there, the tiny little demons barely even glancing at you, and none stop to talk. You’re ignored. As if every denizen of the palace already knows what fate awaits you. 
 
    It’s not a comforting feeling. 
 
    The path dips deeper into the earth, and you find yourself walking down a hall of brushing leaves. Ahead, a curtain of vines rustle, part before you, and you step into a huge chamber. 
 
    The walls flow in a cage of vast roots, growing from a central mass in the middle of the room. A trunk, its knots and bark are bent and twisted in the wrinkled shape of a massive face. 
 
    As you draw nearer the eyes open slowly with a creak of ancient wood, their glow making you stop. Your heart quickens as the wooden lips lift in a smile. 
 
    “Ah,” the immense plant creature says, his voice like the groan of the forest in the wind. “If it isn’t the Princess of Pride. Welcome to my abode.” 
 
    “You’re Porca?” you say, stunned. 
 
    “Expecting another pigman?” the wizened creature says. 
 
    “I um… n-no,” you say. 
 
    He chuckles, the sound reverberating throughout the room. “Of course not. But where are my manners? Here,” he says, roots rising, creaking from behind you to twist into a wicker chair. “Have a seat. No doubt you have much to say, having come so far.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, uncertainly taking a seat, back stiff and muscles tense with uncertainty. “Thank you.” 
 
    “I assume you’ve come to speak about that business with your father.” 
 
    “I have,” you say. 
 
    “And no doubt you wish my aid.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Of course. I should be glad to help you.” 
 
    “Really?” you say. 
 
    “Naturally! I am quite helpful you know.” 
 
    You smile, actually managing to relax a little. “Oh, um. Thank you! That’s wonderful to hear.” 
 
    “Of course! I’m hardly heartless. I have lived long, my dear. Longer than perhaps any other in hell. My roots go deep in this world. But, I will ask for a boon. Of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” you agree. “What do you want?” 
 
    “I am a gourmand, as you no doubt can tell,” the greater demon lord says, his boughs and roots creaking as he looms over you. “And I have a particular hunger that I wish to sate.” 
 
    You lean back a little, shivering as you feel the roots at your back shift. “Yes, I know. Um…” 
 
    “I have a taste, you see, for the finest things. And there’s nothing finer than the cream milked from the richest of royalty.” 
 
    “I… I don’t follow,” you say, even though you have a terrible suspicion you do, in fact, follow. 
 
    You jump, feeling the vines slither against your back. “My dear, my aid can be bought, of course, but not given. I delight in delicacies. I wonder if you realize the exquisite taste that your sweet milk would provide? Your juices allow me to drain?” 
 
    Part of the floor before you suddenly parts, roots rising, lifting a thin bottle filled with a swirling pink potion in its grasp. 
 
    “A mere taste, my dear, of your delightful cream.” 
 
    “You… you want to milk me?” you gasp. 
 
    “In layman’s terms,” the tree says. “And, if I can have a taste, I should be delighted to add my name to those who will follow you on your path to becoming the Overlord.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know…” 
 
    “Unless you have something else to offer me, my dear, I fear this is your only choice.” 
 
      
 
    Offer Yourself 
 
    Refuse Porca 
 
    

  

 
   
    Join the Feast 
 
      
 
    It’s been so long since you’ve attended a real party, and if it’ll get the satyr to give you a hand getting back to the road, it’s a small price and worth paying. You smile. “Of course,” you say, flipping your hair proudly. “Your party can only be made better by my attendance.” 
 
    “So true!” Brayan says, beaming. “We would be delighted for such a stunning beauty to be among us. Shall we?” 
 
    You allow the satyr to take your hand, pulling you towards the table. 
 
    “I’ll stay with the carriage, mistress,” Loria says with a glance at the table from behind her lenses. “Make sure it remains… secure.” 
 
    Recalling the satyr’s reaction to the wine hidden inside, you nod. Best if she guards it. Besides, Loria would be such a bore at a party like this. She never wants to have fun. Well, unless it’s with you dressed up in leather and wielding a whip. 
 
    But that’s a kind of fun which should, ideally, be absent from the festivities here. You follow Brayan to the table, taking a seat. The smell is amazing. The food on the table tickles your nose with an orgy of olfactory delights. 
 
    But you have to be careful. After all, this is Gluttony. Who knows what’s behind the making of those mouth-watering tarts? Those shining candied chestnuts. Those plates loaded with strange fruits whose plumpness and juiciness makes you swallow hard with hunger. 
 
    “A toast!” Brayan cries, stepping up, lifting a horn of wine. “To our newest guest! The lovely maiden from beyond the grove!” 
 
    “Toast!” the other satyrs cry, lifting their horns, chugging down the wine greedily. 
 
    Brayan glances your way with a winning smile. “Shall you drink with us?” 
 
    You glance at your glass of wine. 
 
      
 
    Feign Eating and Drinking 
 
    Gorge Yourself 
 
    

  

 
   
    Feign Eating and Drinking 
 
      
 
    You smile back and pick up your wine. It takes little effort to channel a trickle of magic into the horn, freezing the wine with a soft crack of sudden ice. “To you,” you say, throwing back the horn, the ice chill against your nose, but a small price to pay not to pour down your throat whatever foul concoction the satyrs serve. 
 
    Brayan beams, his eyes bright and delighted. “Marvellous! Another toast! To a wonderful sport!” 
 
    “Toast! Toast!” the other satyrs chant, taking another swig, eagerly pressing their wines to their guests. Women giggle and men laugh as they rejoin the feast, the mood grand and the music piping with merriment. 
 
    And more. 
 
    It doesn’t take long for you to notice a change coming over a number of the satyrs and their guests. How the joking and laughing has altered to more heated discussions. There’s still merriment in there, yes, but there’s more. How the satyrs now press against their guests, pouring more wine for the giggling women, encouraging them to devour the sweet pastries they feed them. How all but the satyrs seem to grow more and more inebriated by the moment. Deeper under the sway of the food and drink. How the satyrs are soon openly fondling their guests, capturing full breasts and kissing eager lips. 
 
    Even without having imbibed yourself of the cursed meal, you can feel the effects of the festivities. The music trills through you, quickening your pulse. The rich scent of the food makes your head spin. The sights of the satyrs brazenly touching and fondling their guests makes you swallow hard. 
 
    Of course, none of this is helped by your curse mark choosing to pulse and throb with sympathetic desire, sending hot lust racing through you like coiling heat. Gods only know where you’d be if you drank the wine or eaten the food. 
 
    “Enjoying yourself?” 
 
    You turn your head to find Brayan very close. The satyr is smiling, his goatish face curved in suggestion, his swarthy skin flushed with drink and pleasure. 
 
    “V-very,” you tell him. “It’s all so… um…” 
 
    “Passionate?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure. That.” 
 
    He grins even wider, moving closer. His hand lands on your leg. “And the party has just begun! Come, dance with me!” 
 
    “I um…” 
 
    “Ah,” he says, face falling. “I see. Perhaps you don’t know how to dance.” 
 
    “Of course I do!” you say, pride prickled. “I’ve been praised across all seven realms for my footwork, I have you know. I’ve danced at the Red Moon Ball with lords of hell and beyond!” 
 
    “Wonderful!” Brayan says, brightening anew. “Then, shall we?” 
 
    Wait. Fuck! You wince as you allow him to pull you from your chair. Damn, you shouldn’t have let him goad you. But then, you are the Princess of Pride. You can outdance this boorish horndog. 
 
    That is, until you see just what kind of dancing is going on. 
 
    The satyrs in the glade are whirling about their partners, grinding against the busty sluts and dazzled males. Clothes appear to have become optional at some point, for the beastmen are carelessly stripping away the garments of their partners with lazy ease, revealing the gentle curves of breasts, hips, and soon enough, the slick grooves between shapely thighs. Women laugh in careless abandon as the furry satyrs rub themselves against them, strange red cocks engorged and leaving long, slick tracks. The music whirls them about, partners switched randomly, every swirl of skirt soon leaving less skirt and more bare skin. 
 
    You’re stunned by the sight of the carnal display, your curse mark throbbing at the knowledge of what such dancing will inevitably lead to. Something reinforced as you see one woman stumble, falling to the ground, laughing richly, her cheeks flushed with warmth, growing even redder a moment later when her former partner grasps her lifted hips and thrusts his cock into her helpless cunny, the busty woman moaning as the beastman eagerly ruts into her. So caught up in the sight you almost trip when Brayan suddenly tugs your arm, whirling you about the glade to dance. You stumble, but soon your feet fall into the quickness of step. One good thing about your father was he insisted you take dancing lessons. Of course, that was before you knew his end game was for your legs to be in the air while some demon bred you. 
 
    Brayan smiles, but all the jollity of his expression is belied by the heat of his eyes and the first hints of his cock swelling between his legs as he sways closer, his hooves clopping to the flutes. 
 
      
 
    Dance Close 
 
    Dance Apart 
 
    

  

 
   
    Honey Queen 
 
      
 
    With great trepidation, Janine watched as the hive hove into view. 
 
    It towered over the jungle, its domed ceiling rising above the trees, bigger than any hive she had ever heard of, and Janine had heard of many. One doesn’t become a messenger in the nether realms without learning a thing or two about the beembos of Gluttony. As a lesser succubus, Janine had heard many rumors from other messengers, and given the option, Janine wouldn’t come within a hundred miles of such a place. 
 
    But that was before she wandered off the road. 
 
    Before the drones found her. 
 
    “Y-you’re sure your queens can help me?” she asked. 
 
    “Totes!” the busty beembo carrying her giggled, her tanned breasts pressed against the back of Janine’s head, her arms looped under the messenger’s as she bore the girl through the air. “The Queens are like, suuuuper smart! They know everything!” 
 
    Janine gave a nervous and, hopefully, encouraging smile. Well, it was this or wander among the jungles until she stumbled onto a satyr party or was eaten by a tangle tree. 
 
    She really hoped she wouldn’t regret not choosing the tangle tree. 
 
    The hive suddenly reared up before them, and she was carried into one of the innumerable entrances that gaped from it. Walls of gold surrounded her. The hum of hundreds of beembos hard at work vibrated through the walls like a physical force. Janine swallowed hard, trying to ignore how the sound made her skin tingle, nipples tent her shirt, and heat twist in her loins and ache in her rump. 
 
    Tunnels twisted and wound through the hive, and then suddenly ended, and she was carried into a huge golden room filled with pools of molten gold. Honeycomb patterns made up the walls, and through the thin surfaces she could make out the silhouettes of women shifting and writhing in pleasure. Golden light filtered down from a vast dome above, and rising from the floor like they were molded from the very walls and surface of the chamber, were two towering thrones. 
 
    Nothing in the chamber, grand as it was, could equal the pair upon those thrones. 
 
    Their skin was tanned the rich brown of chocolate, their hair bouncy and golden. Firm, shapely breasts swelled from their chests, and they were nude but for some striped fuzz that formed regal collars, trimmed shoulders, and rounded their hips, emphasizing perfect plump rears and framing pink pussies. Small crowns of honey sat on their heads, and both observed her with such royal haughtiness that Janine felt a tremor race through her from her head to her toes. A sensation of being so small before such royalty. So weak. So beneath them that it was all she could do not to go to her knees and bow her head like the peasant she was. 
 
    “My Queens!” the beembo chimed as she deposited Janine, only to go to her knee like instinct screamed at Janine to do. “I have brought a guest! Poor thing was like, totes lost in the jungle and needed some help.” 
 
    “Is that right?” the Queens said in perfect harmony, a capital Q seamlessly slotting itself into Janine’s mind. 
 
    “Y-yes,” Janine said, blinking as she stared at the two Queens, her head feeling heavy and woozy, like it was stuffed with cotton. “I um, I got lost off the road. I’m d-delivering a message t-to Ghula…” 
 
    “My,” the two Queens said, rising, the heels of their chitin-clad feet clicking as they descend the steps of their thrones. “How foolish, leaving the road. Don’t you know it’s dangerous in the jungle?” 
 
    Janine swallowed. The Queen’s wings had begun to buzz, the hum so strong it raced through her, making her tingle in perfect tune. A moan drew her attention to the drone, who was looking at the Queens with slavish adoration, drooling with love, her nipples tenting and her cunny dripping with arousal before the regal pair. 
 
    Janine’s attention didn’t linger long. It was pulled almost magnetically back to the beembo Queens as they stopped before her, looking down at her. And how small she felt before them. How weak and insignificant. How crude and coarse before such stunning beauties. 
 
    “The letter?” one said, holding out her hand. 
 
    It was a given that a messenger must never deliver their charge to any but the intended. But Janine didn’t even think twice as she drew out the letter and handed it over, her eyes glazing as the hum beat through her. The Queen smiled, and Janine’s heart skipped a beat at that. “Who sent it?” the royal beauty asked. 
 
    “Th-the Mistress of the Citadel. The Queen of Pride,” Janine said. 
 
    “Queen of Pride?” the beembo said, eyes suddenly sharp. 
 
    “Yes,” Janine breathed, swaying on her feet. “The new ruler of the Citadel. Ascended… not long ago…” 
 
    “Something wrong?” the second Queen asked her companion. 
 
    The other Queen frowned, turning the letter over in her hands. She suddenly shrugged. “No,” she said, slipping the message back into Janine’s pocket, patting it. “It doesn’t matter anymore. Nothing can equal this.” 
 
    “Too true,” her companion said, looking back towards Janine. The messenger trembled as those molten eyes took her in, a smile curling on the Queen’s lips. “Besides, this message is meant for Porca. We’d not dare divert it.” 
 
    “Oh no,” the second Queen said, her finger gliding up and down Janine’s front, making the messenger whimper, gasp as a finger flicked a nipple tenting her shirt. “We mustn’t. But beloved? I wonder if our poor messenger can make the trip as she is.” 
 
    “A valid concern,” the other Queen said. “With merely two legs? Certainly not. But, with a pair of wings? I think she could.” 
 
    “I agree, beloved. We simply must help her.” 
 
    “Quite so. It is our royal duty.” 
 
    Through the haze of admiration for the two royal beembos, a flicker of concern rose in Janine’s mind. “W-wings? But I um… I…” 
 
    The Queens turned their full attention on her, and Janine’s jaw remained open, slowly falling slack as the beauty of the pair overwhelmed her poor mind. The Queens smiled. 
 
    “Silly girl,” they said in perfect unison, a chorus of mind-numbing humming. “Don’t you want to be lovely? Don’t you want to be beautiful? Don’t you want to… obey?” 
 
    That word sent a wave of pure bliss through Janine. Her legs shook with the force of it, and without even realizing it, the succubus had fallen to her knees, eyes wide in awe at the two Queens towering over her. 
 
    “O-obey?” Janine gasped. 
 
    “Obey,” they purred, reaching down, stroking their tender pussies, royal honey oozing from their delicate folds. Both Queen’s put a hand to Janine’s head. “Obey.” They pushed her forward. “Obey…” 
 
    Janine moaned as she found herself buried between the thigs of one of those tanned goddesses, her tongue delving into her sweet honeypot, tasting the richness of the Queen’s juices. Janine shuddered, moaning abjectly as her tongue was drawn out again and again, compelled to lick those sweet, wonderful juices. 
 
    “Good girl,” the Queens purred. “Good drone.” 
 
    It wasn’t that Janine liked that word. It was that she needed it. Needed it like she needed air. Needed water. Needed to continue to lovingly lick out the Queen, tasting her honey, tasting the sweetness of her pussy as those juices flowed down her throat. Warmed her from head to foot. 
 
    Changed her. 
 
    She felt her mind emptying, glowing with obedience. A glow that spread through her, her body becoming softer. Her breasts bigger. More tender. More sensitive. She felt her rump swell into her pants. Her hair tingle as it turned a rich, golden blonde. She moaned, her eyes lost, glazed, adoring the two Queens who towered over her, commanding her change. Her obedience. 
 
    Her becoming their loving, mindless drone. 
 
    “Yesssss,” the Queen moaned. “Oh yes. Lick me, my sweet. Lick me, slave. Lick your Queen. Adore her pussy. Yes. Oh yes.” 
 
    Drone did as bid, adoring her Queen. Drone? Was that… Yes. Yes, that was right. She was a good drone. Good drone for her Queens. Her wonderful Queens. Her wonderful… glorious Queens. 
 
    “Is she good, beloved?” a voice said above Janine. 
 
    “She has… mmm… skills…” 
 
    The other Queen giggled. “More than me?” 
 
    “Oh no, beloved,” the Queen breathed. “None can match you.” 
 
    “Too true,” the other Queen purred, pressing against her sister beembo. “Too true.” 
 
    Their lips met. Their kiss sang through one another. Janine trembled with the awareness of such perfect love. Perfect match. Even as she was lifted away by her fellow drones, sealed within the honeycombs that surrounded the room, basked in the honey, sinking into the droning of the hive as her changes grew, as her wings formed, her fuzz, her antenna and sweet, mindless bliss. She thought about the Queens in their perfection, pleasuring one another on their thrones. 
 
    Such perfect, regal Queens. 
 
    Janine would adore serving them like a good drone should. 
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    Become a Queen 
 
      
 
    Being Overlord would be nice, but what’s far more likely is you ending up impaled on some demon’s cock like the figurehead of a ship. The throbbing of your curse mark at such a prospect decides it for you. After all, being a Princess of Pride was nice, but being a queen with a horde of obedient, busty drones is a far more compelling option. 
 
    “Agreed,” you say. 
 
    The Queen’s face glows with pleasure. “Then kiss me, darling. And let us welcome you to true royalty.” 
 
    Her assumption prickles you, but you let it slide as her lips meet yours, and you’re moaning, sinking into the honey queen’s arms and firm, gorgeous breasts. You gasp at the intensity of that kiss, overwhelmed for a moment before you kiss her back with equal passion. The Queen purrs with delight, her arms looping around you, stroking your bare skin, her hands cupping your rump and giving it a lusty squeeze. 
 
    “This will be a beautiful marriage,” the Queen murmurs. 
 
    “Agreed,” you pant, and kiss her again. 
 
    She draws you up, and you follow her lips, never breaking the kiss, every moment growing more eager, breath hotter, every touch more frantic and hungrier than the last. Her wings hum, and you relish the feeling of those vibrations echoing through you as the Queen pulls your head down to her firm, brown tits. 
 
    “Drink from me, my love. Drink, and join me as my consort. No. More. As my equal.” 
 
    “Gladly,” you breathe, dipping your head down and flicking your tongue against her firm teat. The Queen’s breath hitches as your teasing tongue glides around the nub, teasing her until a bead of sweetest royal honey peaks it, quickly captured by your lips. 
 
    And oh how your tastebuds sing. 
 
    Control is nice, but that taste defies any attempt at denial. Your lips instantly lock onto her nipple, your moans pitching high as you eagerly suckle from her teat, guzzling her sweet honey with heady moans and hot pants. Rich, pure royal essence flows freely into your mouth, down your throat. 
 
    And already you can feel the change. 
 
    “Yessss,” the Queen moans as you suckle. “Oh gods yes. That’s it. My love, you’ll be a fine Queen. As regal as I. As lovely as I. As powerful. We will be unstoppable. Two queens joined in passion. Drink, beloved. Drink deep.” 
 
    You do, moaning as her rich honey flows down your throat, the heat spreading through you, your pale skin growing tanned, your breasts heavy as soft, striped fuzz tickles at your throat in a collar. Around your hips. Your bottom. As you feel your hair tingle from every follicle, tinting to a shining a golden blonde. 
 
    “Gorgeous,” the Queen sighs with sated delight. “Simply gorgeous.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan. 
 
    The Queen’s wings thrum harder, and the two of you rise into the air. Locked in her embrace, you pay little attention to where you go until she pauses. You glance down, and find yourself hovering over a pool of pure, liquid honey, the surface as smooth as a golden mirror. 
 
    Again the Queen’s wings hum, and slowly you and her descend into the thickness of the pool, your bodies still moving against each other, the changes still flowing over you in a tide of beautifying power. 
 
    “Beloved,” the Queen whispers as you both sink. 
 
    “My love,” you moan as your lips lock again to her teat, and the surface of the golden pool closes over you both. 
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    Gorge Yourself 
 
      
 
    You scoff at the idea you might lose yourself to something as simple as a bit of wine. Please! You’re the Princess of Pride. You could drink all of these hairy bastards under the table if you so choose. You pick up your horn and drink deeply. 
 
    Mmm. 
 
    That’s quite good, actually. It has a distinctly heavy taste. Different from other wines you’ve known. Thicker in a way that’s actually quite appealing, with a faintly nutty aftertaste. 
 
    “Is it to your licking?” Brayan asks. 
 
    “Quite,” you say. “This is good!” 
 
    “So glad to hear it!” the satyr says, his rough features beaming as he pours you another horn. “We brew it ourselves! Special for our celebrations.” 
 
    “I can shee why,” you say as you drink your second glass. “Thish ish… thish ish really good.” 
 
    The satyr laughs. You wonder why? Did you say something funny? You must’ve. You feel really giddy as well. Soon enough you’re laughing with him, hiccupping and giggling as he pours you another glass, and you drink it down. 
 
    Gods, everything’s so wonderful! You feel all bubbly and happy. The music is so delightful. The company is so wonderful! You look around the table blearily, wondering why no one else seems to notice how the world is swaying, and how everything seems a little muzzy, like you’re looking at it through a veil. 
 
    “My goodness, you’re looking quite hot!” Brayan exclaims. 
 
    “Feel… warm,” you slur. 
 
    “Well, we mustn’t have that. Here. Let’s shed some layers.” 
 
    Yes, let’s. You sigh in relief as you shrug off your cloak. Then your shirt. Then your bra. You giggle as your big breasts bounce into the open. 
 
    “My! Such ample assets. Would you mind if I availed myself in appreciating them?” 
 
    “What um… huh?” you say. 
 
    “I merely wish to appreciate such excellent examples of fertility.” 
 
    “Oh!” you say, smiling dimly. “Um, sure! Appreciate away!” 
 
    Brayan does, filling his hands with your plump tits. You gasp, moan, shuddering in delight as his rough hands maul your breasts. “Mnnnn!” you moan, sinking back into the chair, panting as the satyr continues to massage your chest. You giggle again, hiccup. Another horn of wine is pressed into your hand and you sloppily drink it down, getting more on your breasts than in your mouth. 
 
    “Whoops!” you say. 
 
    “Such a waste! My dear, would you mind if I…” 
 
    “No,” you say. “Don’t mind. You gotta… you do what you gotta… mmmm…” 
 
    “So glad you agree,” Brayan says as he leans down, and begins to lick up the wine staining your tits. You gasp, nibbling on your lower lip as his tongue lathes your jiggling boobies, making you twist in your seat, grinding your thighs against each other as you pant and moan with delight. 
 
    “That’sh… that’sh good. Mustn’t waste… mnnnn…” 
 
    His lips find your nipples, his tongue flicking them, making your breath catch and your panties grow damp with continuing arousal. Ooooh! You’re such a sloppy slut. Not that it matters. Everyone is laughing and singing! It’s so nice to attend a feast with such good friends. 
 
    “There we are!” Brayan says, licking his lips in appreciation. “Nice and clean. And certainly the flavour was only bettered by your presence. But dearie me! You seem to still be so hot. No doubt those skirts are so confining. We’d best get them off.” 
 
    Yes. Yes, you must… must get them off. You squirm, helping him squeeze your skirt off your shapely hips. Your panties go with them, but you find it difficult to focus on that, compared to the feeling of his hands on your ass, squeezing and testing the firmness of your rear. 
 
    “My! What a spectacular bottom. My dear, did you know your ass is surely the finest I have ever known?” 
 
    “Sure ish,” you slur, smirking at his praise. 
 
    “And… oh my! What’s this?” 
 
    You gasp as his palm strokes your curse mark. “That’s… nnnn… that’s…” 
 
    “Don’t worry, my dear,” Brayan says, his voice rough in your ear. “I won’t tell the others. I know what it is. But you’d best lean forward. Must hide it.” 
 
    Yes. Must hide it. You’re so lucky Brayan is so considerate. You lean forward with his help, bending over the table, your tits falling into a plate of mashed potatoes. You groan as his hands continue to massage your ass, your legs parting instinctively. You wonder if the curse mark is having an effect. You can’t tell. You’re just sooooo horny! Your pussy fairly steams as it reveals itself to the air. 
 
    “Such a wonderful party guest! Would you like to play a game now?” Brayan says. 
 
    A game? How fun! “Sure!” 
 
    “Aren’t you going to ask what it is?” Brayan chuckles. 
 
    “Um… nope!” 
 
    “Of course not. Poor you. You’re having far too much fun! Don’t worry,” he says, and you gasp as you feel the bestial tip of his cock prodding your fertile lower lips. “We’re both going to be big winners!” 
 
    Before your inebriated mind can process what’s happening, the satyr rams his cock deep into your twitching cunny, and suddenly, problems require far too much thinking for your feeble mind. You rock forward, smearing your tits in the mashed potatoes, a throaty moan escaping you as your pussy clamps down on his cock. “Oooooh!” you moan, biting your lower lip as you push back, the slap of Brayan’s furry hips on your ass making you buck and moan as he ruts you. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you cry. “Yesss! Fuck meeee! Fuck my pussy! Mnnnn! Fuck yesss!” 
 
    “What a wonderful party!” Brayan bleats as he pounds you into the table and food, your breath hitching with every thrust of his cock into you, your curse mark throbbing as it anticipates your coming breeding, your womb aching for his cum. 
 
    “Yesss!” you moan. “Fun! Fun… fuck! Fucking fun! Fuck me! Fucking me! Yesss! Yesss! Need cum! Need your cum! Yes. Yes! Yesssss!” 
 
    You cum, your orgasm like an explosion of fireworks in your mind, your cry rising with a sweet whine as your pussy clutches his cock, milking his shaft. Brayan bleats at the sudden tightness, his hips beating a staccato against your shapely bottom before he cries out, hilting within you. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you wail as you feel his unholy seed pulse into you, feeding into your clutching pussy. Fertilizing your tender womb, breeding you. “Yessss! Breeed meeeee!” you wail, convulsing with the sheer intensity of pleasure as the cursed mark flares, burning itself onto your mons, marking you as the breeding slave of the satyr. 
 
    And Brayan hasn’t let up. 
 
    “Yessss!” the satyr moans as he continues to pound his cock into your fluttering pussy, every thrust making you buck, whimper, moan as you feel his cum sloshing in your stuffed pussy. “Yess! Oh what fun! What a party!” 
 
    “Moooooore!” you moan. “Please! Moooore!” 
 
    “Fear not, my dear,” the satyr smirks, giving your bubblebutt a teasing spank, making you yelp and twitch. “There’ll be more. Forever more! For a satyr party never ends!” 
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    Dance Apart 
 
      
 
    Though your body yearns to be closer to the randy satyr, you know much of that is the result of the twisting music and the pulsing of your curse mark, begging you to drop to your knees and let the beastman rut your fertile cunny until you’re fat with his young. 
 
    Fortunately, the princess in your title isn’t just for show. You’ve taken dancing lessons all your life, and you’ll be damned if you’re going to waste them now that they’re finally useful. 
 
    You whirl away from Brayan, cloak flaring about you as you sway, as rigidly proper as any envy demon’s gloomy ball. Subtly, you instill a chill about you with your magic, your figure glowing faintly blue, the cold making other dancers shy away from your figure. 
 
    Soon, you dance alone in the middle of the glade, the grass beneath your feet crackling as it freezes with your passage. You spin, whirling to the music, your hands rising, falling in the familiar motions that had been drilled into you by instructors over years. You can feel the eyes of the satyrs on you, wondering, awestruck by the ethereal beauty of your dance. The music subtly changes, matching your movements. 
 
    Excitement thrills you. Pride suffuses you as you swing and move, feet clicking on the frozen ground, your footing sure despite the ice. At last, with a final flourish, you finish the dance with a swirling curtsy, and the music fades away with your final gesture. 
 
    Applause erupts from the satyrs, and Brayan approaches, beaming. “A delight!” the satyr gushes. “Never have we seen such a dance at our party. You must teach us!” 
 
    “Would that… that I could,” you say, breathless from your exertions. “But I fear my dancing is needed elsewhere.” 
 
    “Elsewhere?” 
 
    “At Ghula itself,” you say. “It was where I was heading.” 
 
    “Ah!” the satyr says. “Of course. We must not keep the Gourmand of Gluttony waiting!” 
 
    “No, we mustn’t,” you say firmly. “Now, if you’d be so kind…” 
 
    “Of course, of course. This way!” 
 
    You follow the satyr back through the foliage, but you don’t release even a bit of tension until you see your carriage for yourself. Loria rises from the driver’s seat, lending you a hand onto it. 
 
    “This way!” Brayan calls, starting off into the thickness of the jungle. 
 
    “Did all go well, mistress?” Loria says as she urges the dread steeds after the satyr. 
 
    “It was a party,” you say. “There was feasting and dancing. Typical fare. Beneath me to participate in it, of course.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You settle with that, watching as the jungle peels back before the satyr. He brings you down a trail that seems to open before him, the jungle drawing back to reveal it, and you have a sneaking suspicion if he wasn’t guiding you, you’d never find the trail. With concerning swiftness, the last of the jungle draws back, and you abruptly find yourself once more on the highway through gluttony, the paved path cutting through the jungle like a knife of stone. 
 
    “Here we are! As promised,” Brayan said. 
 
    “Much obliged,” you say. 
 
    “And thank you for attending our party, my dear. Perhaps next time, you shall stay with us longer?” 
 
    You give him a guarded look, suspecting ‘longer’ means ‘forever as our willing cocksleeve’. “A kind offer,” you say. 
 
    Brayan beams as if never even registering the coldness of your tone. He bows, stepping back, and the jungle seems to swallow him with a rustle of leaves. 
 
    You shiver at the sight and turn your attention back to the road. “Onward, Loria.” 
 
    “Gladly, mistress,” Loria says, snapping the reins, urging the dread steeds on down the road, and back on the path of Ghula. 
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    Eat the Purple Fruit 
 
      
 
    “Let’s do this,” you say, pulling down the purple fruit. 
 
    “Are you sure, mistress?” 
 
    “Anything is better than riding through a forest of vines looking to fuck me,” you say. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” the secretarial succubus demurs. 
 
    You glare at her, then take a big bite out of the fruit. It tastes surprisingly good. Like blueberries mixed with watermelon. In fact, you find yourself eager to take another bite. And another. The taste races through you, making you feel big. Bigger than usual, anyway. 
 
    You get down to the pit, tossing it aside. “Well,” you say. “Now whaaaaat the fuuuuuck!” 
 
    You groan as your body suddenly swells, your breasts bulging against your top in a sudden engorgement of your assets. You moan as the rest of your body soon follows suite, swelling against your tight shirt and skirts, tighter, tighter until, with a ripping sound, you burst out of your clothes. 
 
    “Eeeek!” you squeal, trying to cover your nudity. Not that it helps. You just keep getting bigger. Soon enough you bonk your head on the eaves draping overhead, but then you’re breaking through them, snapping boughs that were once thicker than your waist like they were toothpicks. 
 
    You keep growing. Growing. Soon you’re towering over the canopy, a giantess looming over the forest. 
 
    But still utterly, completely naked. 
 
    “Fuck!” you gasp, doubling over to try and hide your pussy and breasts. “Loria!” 
 
    You can just barely hear the succubus shouting from below, as small as an ant. Actually seeing her so tiny gives you a new perspective on things. This isn’t so bad, being so immense. You kind of like it, if you weren’t also nude. Loria is waving her hands at you. “What?” you shout, your voice booming over the jungle like a roll of thunder. 
 
    She says something again, but she’s so small. You bend over, your firm bottom casting a long shadow over the world as you pick up the doll-like blue succubus, feeling how tiny she is in your grasp. So breakable as you bring her close to your face. “What?” you demand. 
 
    “It’s temporary!” a tiny voice rises from her. “We have to cross the jungle fast!” 
 
    Temporary? 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    You hastily scoop up the carriage, careful not to crush the screaming dread steeds as you clutch them to your chest. You lift your leg, stepping into the long stretch where the tentacle trees were. You feel them break beneath your foot, making you wince. You hope you won’t get any splinters. Their vines lash against your legs, trying to hold you back like some lilliputian assault, but they snap as you move, unable to impede your advance. 
 
    You move fast, but already you can feel the exultant changes beginning to fade. The trees grow closer with your every step, and you only just manage to kick your way back into the overgrowth before you’re suddenly shrinking even faster. The carriage is suddenly very heavy, and you quickly put it down before it crushes you. 
 
    The last dozen feet rush up at you so fast you stumble, falling to your knees as your head spins from the sudden change in equilibrium. You pant, gasping as you kneel on the road, trembling from the experience. 
 
    “Are you alright, mistress?” Loria asks, touching your shoulder. 
 
    “F-fine,” you gasp, lifting your head. “Are we past?” 
 
    “We just made it,” Loria says, looking back the way you came, and the absolute trail of destruction through the tentacle trees. Trunks are toppled all along the path, with huge footsteps cratering the once pristine highway. You feel a strange tingling of pride at the destructive force of your passage, but then remember you did it utterly in the buff. How many people saw you naked? 
 
    “Fuck!” you gasp and look down at your admittedly amazing curves. “I can’t meet Porca like this!” 
 
    “You look amazing, mistress,” Loria says. “Your beauty is beyond compare.” 
 
    “Exactly! I’m not giving this away? It’s far too valuable for just anyone to see this incredible figure!” 
 
    “Ah, too true. Not to fear, mistress,” Loria says. “I brough you a change of clothes.” 
 
    “You did?” you say, shocked at your servant’s foresight. “Wait, did you expect me to get stripped at some point?” 
 
    “The thought had crossed my mind, mistress. But, I would have, of course, offered my own clothes to you in order to ensure you did not go into the Gourmand of Gluttony’s home naked.” 
 
    “Oh, well, thank you, Loria.” 
 
    “And of course, you would bring me with you. Walking me before you, naked but for a leash, my breasts proudly displayed to the eyes of onlookers, admiring my firm, blue flesh. My utter subservience to you.” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “And perhaps, then, you would use me as a chair while speaking to Porca, my arms trembling as I struggle to hold you up, your riding crop striking my bottom to remind me of my place and to be still.” 
 
    You stare at Loria, her face flushed and eyes gleaming behind her spectacles. “Um,” you say. “Right, well, fortunately it hasn’t come to that.” 
 
    “Oh,” Loria says, coming back to herself. “Yes, mistress. We are quite lucky. Let me fetch your spare clothes.” 
 
    You dress quickly once Loria delivers your new garments, but as she takes a seat and drives the carriage on through the jungle, you sneak many a look at your prim servant, wondering just what other fantasies nestle in that pretty head of hers. If she put her mind to scheming instead of perversity, she’d be a menace indeed. 
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    Eat the Red Fruit 
 
      
 
    You examine the red fruit dangling from the branch. Power is always good, in your experience. And having it is even better. You reach out, plucking the red fruit from the bough. 
 
    “Be careful, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “When am I not careful?” you scoff. 
 
    Loria is silent, but her eyes avoid yours. Well! You’ll show her. With purpose you take a bite of the red fruit. 
 
    You jolt as the flavour explodes on your tongue like a firecracker. You gasp, eyelashes fluttering, tastebuds buzzing as you swallow the mouthful, feeling it roll down into your stomach where it seems to explode, humming like a dynamo, filling you with a sudden high. You fairly glow as power suffuses you in a burst of energy. 
 
    “Hoooolllllyyyyy sssshhhhiiiiitttt,” you buzz. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    You eagerly take another bite, devouring the whole fruit, vibrating with power while your body glows with a crimson light. Power crackles from your fingers like red lightning. 
 
    “Mistress? Are you feeling alright?” 
 
    “Finefantasticwhydoyouask?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “I’mamazingholyshithaveyoutriedthisittastessupergoodmaybeIshouldeatanother.” 
 
    “I don’t know if that’s wise,” Loria says, but by the time she does you’ve already plucked down another red fruit. Her slow words reach you and you pause. 
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    Eatiteatiteatit 
 
      
 
    Fuck it! This tastes too good. More can only be good! You’re in Gluttony dammit! This is what you do! You move in a blur, devouring the red fruit, feeling more of its crackling energy fill you. You eat it in seconds, your body bursting with power. With energy! Every vein crackling as you eat a third fruit in a matter of seconds. A fourth in milliseconds! 
 
    It’s only when reaching for the fifth that you realize something is very wrong. 
 
    The energy popping in you is growing. It’s not fading. Your heart is hammering. Your body crackling with power. Swelling, and this is certainly not hyperbole. 
 
    You look down in horror as your chest begins to expand, along with your previously toned stomach, bulging with every moment like a balloon filled with too much air. The tautness of your body grows. Grows. “Ooooooh nooooooo!” you groan as you continue to grow. Grow. Your skin stretched tight, quivering like a drum. 
 
    Then you explode. 
 
    You always knew you’d make an impact. But you never dreamed it would be the crater you made in the road. 
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    Offer the Wine 
 
      
 
    “As a matter of fact, I do,” you say, hastily drawing out the bottle of wine you’ve brought. 
 
    The folds in the bark that are Porca’s eyes light up. “Ah!” he breathes, his roots twisting forward, wrapping about the bottle like creaking tentacles. You let him take it, the roots winding back, holding the bottle before his eyes. “Wonderful. Maiden Tear Wine, made with the tears of a Paladin of the Burning Rose on losing her faith, mingled with the sorrow of souls damned by their beloved in sacrifice. An extremely rare brew. Avarick certainly knows his business. These are hard to come by! Especially since your father’s campaign faltered.” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say through clenched teeth. “Pity about that.” 
 
    Porca chuckles. “Mmm. Indeed. Well, let us hope you prove a better Overlord than your father. I long to have unrestricted access to such delights. Now, if you’ll please, would you mind pouring this onto my roots?” 
 
    “What?” you say. “Just… pour it out? Like that?” 
 
    “How else do you expect me to drink it? Nearest the trunk, if you please.” 
 
    With some reservation, you take back the bottle. You work your thumb under the cork, popping it with a loud sound. It feels wrong to upend such a valuable brew over the ancient demon tree’s roots, but the way he sighs as the sparkling liquid dribbles onto the aged trunk is impossible to deny. 
 
    “Ahhhhh…” Porca breathes, sagging slightly with a sound like an old house settling during the night. “That’s it. My. You can really taste the loss of faith. Delectable, truly. When I was able to plant my seed in the mortal realm, I fed many a time on such succulence.” 
 
    “Follow me,” you say as you drain the bottle to the dregs, “and I’ll see to it that you never lack for delicacies from the realms and beyond.” 
 
    “Mmm. You do know how to entice an old demon. Very well, my dear. Let us see that curse mark of yours.” 
 
    Wary but eager, you pull up your shirt and down the band of your skirts and panties, revealing the ringed marks engraved on your mons. Again the old tree creaks, a root rising like a withered finger. You force yourself not to flinch as he touches one of the marks that ring the central design. 
 
    You gasp at the sudden spark of sensation that surges through you, the emblem flaring, then fading. Like with Avarick, you feel the grip of the curse loosen a little more, though its intensity is undiminished. You take a shuddering breath, obscuring the mark with your clothes once more. 
 
    “Thank you,” you say. 
 
    “My pleasure, Overlord. Besides,” he laughs. “It’s not as if I lose anything by this. If you fail down the line, what of it? I do not wander from my realm.” 
 
    “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” you grouse. 
 
    “You’re welcome. Ah, to be young again. But no matter. You’ll need that youthful energy. You’re not even half done yet.” 
 
    “Don’t remind me,” you say. Still, regardless of the reminder, it feels good to have the allegiance of yet another demon lord. You sigh, gathering your cloak about you. 
 
    Two down, four to go. 
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    Hurryupmovemovemove! 
 
      
 
    “Yesyou’rerightgottagomovemovemove!” 
 
    The world is a blur as you dash back to the carriage, fairly flying up the side and into the seat. You grab the wood as if to anchor yourself to something solid as Loria scrambles up beside you and takes the reins. “Ya!” she cries, snapping them, the dread steeds surging forward, flaming manes blazing like comets as they charge down the path beneath the trees. 
 
    The demon trees react as soon as you’re beneath them, their vines twisting, stretching down towards you, the leaves shivering with a sound like a chorus of wailing screams. Before the first has even come near you’ve bounded to your feet and onto the roof of the carriage. 
 
    “F-f-f-f-f-fuckofffff!” you cry, the Staff of Domination conjured into your hand, twisting into being from your ring. You swing the staff, the skull that tips it crackling with crimson magic as you channel the power of the berries through it. 
 
    Vines snatch back like they’ve been stung, the ball of red lightning at the end of your staff spitting and snapping, lashing at every reaching vine. You whirl the staff above your head, your cloak billowing about you, your body glowing, a beacon in the gloom as the demon trees shy away from you. 
 
    “IAMAGOLDENGODDESS!” you roar into the dark, lashing out with your staff in every direction, swaying atop the carriage as it rocks and bounces down the trail. “GETSOME! GETSOME!” 
 
    You cackle with glee, relishing your might. 
 
    Until you crash. 
 
    One minute you’re on top of the world, wielding the power of the gods. Then next you’re slumped on the roof, leaning on your staff, head wobbling from side to side as all the power drains from you like someone punched a hole through your stomach. 
 
    You realize belatedly that the carriage is rolling to a stop. Loria climbs on beside you and puts a hand on your shoulder. 
 
    “Mistress?” she says. “You alright?” 
 
    “F-fine. Fine. Just feeling a little… ooooh…” You blink at her. “W-wait,” you say. “Why’d we stop?” 
 
    “We’re out of the tangle, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You follow her glance back the way you came, and see that you’ve indeed escaped the grasp of the jungle. Also, you seem to have set some fires, the crackling flames licking at boughs and trunks, illuminating the shuddering vines, a thin, reedy wail undulating as the trees burn. 
 
    “Oh,” you say. “Good. I um… Ooooh…” 
 
    “It will pass soon, mistress. I was very impressed by your display. In fact, I may need to change my panties, for I am extremely damp with desire.” 
 
    You squeeze your eyes shut. “Yes. Thank you for that… image…” 
 
    “Come, mistress. We’ll be at Ghula soon.” 
 
    You let Loria guide you back into the seat, sagging there with a gust of breath. Your bespectacled servant takes up the reins, the carriage rolling forward once again. You sigh, sinking into your cloak. Already you can feel your strength returning, albeit not nearly to the scale you knew when riding through the demon trees. But that’s fine. Maybe being that powerful isn’t worth the crash. 
 
    Still, quite the rush, you must say. 
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    Refuse Porca 
 
      
 
    “N-no,” you say. “I’m sorry, I can’t do that.” 
 
    “Hmm,” the tree demon sighs. “A pity. I had high hopes.” 
 
    “Sorry,” you say, rising. 
 
    “But then, the unwilling pleasure has such a delightful tang too,” the face says. 
 
    Your eyes widen in understanding, but it comes much too late. The roots that form the arms of the chair suddenly reach out, wrapping around your wrists and yanking them down. “H-hey!” you gasp as what was formerly your chair comes alive, binding your arms and legs to it, pulling you back into your seat. “What are you doing? Release me! Do you have any idea who I am!” 
 
    “Of course,” the tree demon chuckles, but the sound has a new undercurrent. The rumble of his voice rolling through the room, the eyes in the bark glowing brighter as his face looms over you. “And, can you imagine how sweet your nectar shall taste? My dear Princess of Pride, it’s not every day such a succulent morsel wanders into my home. Do not worry,” he says as more vines slither from his trunk, twisting before you, rearing up like snakes to reveal thick, floral bulbs. “I swear that you shall enjoy it.” 
 
    “Wait! Hold on! You can’t just-“ 
 
    Your words are lost as the bulbs suddenly open, spraying your face in a cloud of pollen. You cough, sneeze, blinking through the haze. 
 
    And start giggling. 
 
    You can’t help it. Mirth just bubbles up from your chest, and soon you’re laughing, your full chest heaving. A gasp escapes you as the vines suddenly tear apart your clothes, your ample tits bouncing into the open, your curse mark throbbing upon your mons as you’re tilted back on the chair of spindly roots, and from between your thighs rise a thick bulb. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you groan as the bulb rubs against your lower lips, excreting a sap that soon has your pussy fluttering, your curse mark throbbing. “Mnnnn! Wha… whazzat? Feels… feels goooood,” you moan, your head feeling thick and stuffy with pleasure. 
 
    “As I said, my dear Lillian, you will enjoy your milking.” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan as two of the waving bulbs plant themselves on your plump nipples, petals parting, enveloping the upper globes of your breasts. “Ooooooh!” you moan, hips rocking as the flowers begin to rub your increasingly sensitive tits, the vines sucking at your fat nipples. A sensation made all the sweeter as the bulb between your thighs presses forward, and pushes into your tight pussy. 
 
    “Ooooooh yessssss!” you moan, so drunk on pollen and lust it’s the only response you can fathom, your hips rising, meeting the slow, lazy pumping of the bulb as it rubs your inner walls like nothing you’ve ever dreamed of before. Filling you to the brink with its size, slickening your depths with its thick sap. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp as the bulb suddenly begins to ooze, pumping your womb with its syrup. You nibble on your lower lip, whimpering in helpless pleasure as you ride the bulb, panting as the flowers suckle at your big breasts. Breasts that feel like they’re getting bigger. 
 
    Bigger. 
 
    Bigger. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan as your chest swells to the size of two watermelons. You pant, whimpering, the curse mark aching, lust coiling through you in a heady bliss. “Whaaaat’s gooooing oooooon!” you moan. 
 
    “Priming the pump, as they say,” Porca says, his voice like crackling tree branches. “Ah, nearly ready.” 
 
    “R-ready… ready for… for… oooooooh!” 
 
    For a time you’ve felt a pressure building in your chest. Ever since the sap began pulsing up into your pussy. Stuffing you. Filling your tight, clenching cunny with his thickness. Now, that pressure grows, reaching a peak until you feel like your breasts are going to burst. And in a way, they do. 
 
    “Mnnnnnnnn!” you moan as your nipples suddenly spray their bounty, your milk gushing into the hungry vines. Bulging down the roots and into the central mass of Porca. The immense tree demon’s face sags in bliss. 
 
    “Ahhhh. A royal medley. Sweetened with blue blood, spiced with pleasure, with just a hint of shame. Mmm. Delectable.” 
 
    Your cheeks burn, your mind spinning as the vines continue to milk you. As you keep rutting atop the bulb that pumps in and out of your fluttering pussy. Milking your orgasms relentlessly. Every time you think you have a grasp on a your mind you cum again, your cry of pleasure drowning the flighty thought in another haze of pleasure. 
 
    You can’t think. 
 
    Can’t remember. 
 
    Can’t do anything but moan. 
 
    And fuck. 
 
    And cum. 
 
    Cum. 
 
    Cum! 
 
    “Yessssss!” you moan, shuddering as another orgasm sends your juices drooling down the vine, splattering into the floor as the flowers on your nipples suck another swell of sweet cream. “Oh f-fuck yessssss!” 
 
    “Mmm. I should stop. I have what I want. But then, I am a gluttonous old soul, aren’t I?” Porca muses. Your seat shifts beneath you, your breasts so heavy they drag you forward as you’re propped up to face the Gourmand of Gluttony, the bark of his face twisted in grandfatherly mocking. “What say you, my dear? Do you wish to be free?” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you groan as another pulse of sap stuffs your pussy anew, trickling down your thighs. “Noooo!” you moan. “Want… want more! Don’t stop! Milk me! Milk my tits! Wanna cum. Cum again! Pleeeease!” 
 
    Porca chuckles. “That’s what I like to hear. But, the less talk, the better. Princess cows should be seen, not heard. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Yemmmph!” you moan as another bulbous plant pushes past your gaping lips, stuffing your mouth before drooling sweet sap down your throat. Your eyes roll back as that glorious sap tingles on your tastebuds, your body sagging, twitching softly now and again with your continuous climaxes. 
 
    “There we are,” Porca sighs, humming in delight as the flowers on your tits continue to milk sweet cream into his roots. “Mmm. Delectable indeed…” 
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    Dance Close 
 
      
 
    The trilling of the pipes sing through you. The swaying of the other dancers waver in your eyes. Your curse mark throbs, pulses, and you realize your hips are swinging in time to the music. 
 
    Besides, it’s only dancing. How much harm can a dance do? Why not have a little fun? 
 
    You start to get into it. Letting your body guide you, dancing closer to Brayan, the satyr’s hooves clip clopping as he whirls about you, his rough face open in a broad grin. You can’t help but smile back as you take his hand, letting him lead you in whirling circles. 
 
    Your heart beats faster. The music fills you in a strange sensation. A bubbling delight as you move with the satyr. You’re suddenly whirled, gasping, your cloak suddenly gone, fluttering away. Before you have time to register this another satyr has caught you, the goatman grinning as he swings you, presses close, grinding against you. 
 
    Such brazenness would normally set you off, but with the music, the swinging, it feels so right. You giggle, finding yourself rubbing against him too, your skin tingling, which you belatedly realize is because your shirt is open, your full breasts revealed with only your bra to hide them. 
 
    Somehow, this doesn’t seem concerning. In fact, it just makes you more excited. You laugh as you spin away again, your shirt pulled off and away. Another satyr catches you, the goatman grinning as he swings you down between his legs. His randy, bestial cock slaps your cheek as he yanks you back up and to your feet, spinning about you on one hoof, delivering a stunning smack to your bottom. 
 
    You gasp, jolting, and your skirts are suddenly fluttering down, revealing your peachy bottom and the cursed rune above your mons. How fun! In nothing but your bra and panties, you laugh, whirling about before the leering faces of the other satyr dancers. More hands move against you. Touching you fondling you. Stroking you. Your bra is unlatched, tugged away, your full breasts bouncing into the open. Your panties are torn, fluttering like a startled butterfly as it flies away. 
 
    It’s then the music changes. Becoming rougher. Faster. Something about it makes your heart hammer, your hips undulate, sweat beading your body as you grow warm and desired. The touching hands grow bolder, and you welcome them, teasing them with quick movements of your hips and breasts. Inviting their touch then moving away. 
 
    The satyrs have moved closer. They grind against your curves, and you move against them in turn, rubbing your ass against throbbing cocks. Your breath hitching as hungry hands grope your breasts. You tilt your head, and are suddenly kissing a satyr, the beastman’s tongue and mouth tasting of thick and heavy alcohol, the flavour making your head spin more than it already was. 
 
    The piping fades, and a pair of drums takes up the beat. Your chest heaves as you sway, sinking slowly down, soon finding yourself on your knees. The satyr who was grinding against your front as still before you, but now you’re level with his cock. The fumes of his furry, bestial shaft makes your head throb, his shaft rubbing against your cheek, smearing it with his pre. 
 
    The dance compels you. The music commands you. Your mouth opens, and you take his randy cock in your mouth, and suck. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, your whole body tingling with the taste of the satyr, your nose pushed into the fur of his crotch as he thrusts forward. Your lashes flutter, your voice vibrating against his cock as you moan. 
 
    Your feel more satyrs around you. Another grabs your hips. You gasp, pushing back as his cock saws against your dripping cunny. You moan as he pushes home, your curse mark throbbing with shameless pleasure as the beastman behind you stuffs your with your cock. You want to turn your head, but you can’t with the cock in your mouth. You can only suck. 
 
    And sway. 
 
    And fuck yourself against the two satyrs as they spitroast you in the middle of the dancefloor. 
 
    The music picks up. You start rocking more eagerly. From the corner of your eye, you see other dancers have fallen to the ground with their partners, rutting and fucking under the lurid glow of the braziers. The primal scent of musk and sex and wine fills your nose with a heavy brew. More satyrs have gathered around you, surrounding you. They still move to the music, but it’s their hands on their cock, pumping their shafts as they look down at your greedily, their cocks twitching in their hands. 
 
    Your body starts moving faster. Fucking against the twin impaling cocks. Needing their cum. You need it so badly. You have to have it. Need to taste it. Need their breeding. Their fucking. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmmm! Mmmm!” you moan. 
 
    The music rises. The climax nearing. The pipes singing. You feel it resonate through you, tingling in your twitching nipples. Your buzzing clit. Your sucking cunny. It builds. Builds. 
 
    The peak comes, an explosion of pleasure. Of sensation. Your eyes shoot wide as an orgasm stronger than any you’ve ever known surges through you. As the two satyrs moan, cumming, your mouth stuffed with the heady brew of satyr cum. Your pussy and womb drowned in the bestial seed of the goatman, his horned head thrown back as he pumps into you. Your curse mark flares, burning into your mons, marking you as theirs. Their breeder bitch. 
 
    The watching satyrs moan, their hands furiously pumping their cocks as they cum with you. Their seed spurts from their cocks, basting you in their boiling essence, painting you white as they all mark you as their bitch. You moan, shuddering, delighting in the feel of their cum on your body. 
 
    The cocks withdraw from your mouth and pussy, and you look back to find Brayan the one behind you, the satyr grinning down at you playfully. “Enjoy that?” he asked. 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan. “Pleeease! Moooore!” you say, wiggling your peachy bottom, rivulets of cum oozing down your pale skin. 
 
    Brayan chuckles as he steps back. “Of course,” he says, stroking his prick as one of the other satyrs in the circle takes his place, another replacing the one who’d fucked your mouth. “As much as you want. The boys have been looking forward to having fun with you.” 
 
    You smile, giggling. “Mmmm,” you say, running your hands along the satyr’s shaft twitching before you. “Sounds fun!” Eagerly you lean forward to take this new randy red cock, obediently sucking the satyr off while another behind you plunged his shaft into your drooling pussy. 
 
    After all, the party isn’t over. 
 
    In fact, for you, its only just begun… 
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    Offer Yourself 
 
      
 
    “I… I understand,” you say, reaching out and taking the potion. 
 
    “So glad we see eye to eye. So to speak,” the Gourmand of Gluttony chuckles. 
 
    You grimace at his humor, but can’t deny a certain tingling excitement. Of course, knowing that tingling emanates from your curse mark dampens it a little. But only a little. You yank the cork out of the bottle, tilt it back, and drink it down. 
 
    The taste is surprisingly good. Something smooth and creamy, but sweet and buzzing on your tongue. 
 
    Then buzzing in your core. 
 
    And your limbs. 
 
    And most certainly your chest. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you groan as your plump breasts begin to ache. Begin to swell. To grow. You pant, desperately trying to open up your shirt as it grows ever tighter, the last few laces ripped apart as your breasts suddenly swell beyond the bounds of your top, your bra snapping open with a sound like a cracking whip. “Fuuuuuck!” you moan as your plump, wobbling tits bounce, so big they fairly fill your lap. 
 
    Horror wars with a sick arousal as you stare at your swollen chest. Your hands shake as they reach up and touch your mammoth mammaries, a gasp escaping you at the sweet sensitivity as your palms engulf your teats, squeezing them despite the shameful pleasure it sends shooting through you. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan. 
 
    “Mmm.,” Porca hums, his face creaking like ancient timber as his eyes take you in. “In all my years, I’ve never seen such a powerful reaction! You are indeed an impressive specimen.” 
 
    Your natural pride glows at his words. “O-of course I am. I’m… mmmm… I’m the Princess of P-Pride,” you gasp as your hands continue to massage your swollen chest. 
 
    “Of course, my dear. Of course. And I certainly cannot wait to find out if such size translates to taste.” 
 
    Your breath hitches as you see two of the roots rise from the floor. You lean back in your seat, eyes widening as the twin roots reveal flowery buds tipping each. They slowly descend onto the peaks of your swollen tits, their feather-soft petals enclosing your nipples. 
 
    And begin to suck. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuck!” you groan as the flowers pump your breasts, your body so sensitive your thighs instantly clamp together with treacherous arousal. You could blame the curse mark for the sensations pounding through you, but you know that would be a lie. It feels far too good for it to just be that. To feel your breasts quiver, the heavy milk pulsing within you, pushing at your nipples, desperate for release. To feed the hungry flowers. 
 
    “Oh. Oh! Ohhhhhhh!” you moan, your while body tightening with pleasure as at last your milk breaks that dam. As it pumps into the hungry flowers, gushing into their petals, you see their stems bulge with your cream, sucked down their length and into the roots of Porca. The wizened face in the bark sags with bliss. 
 
    “Ah,” Porca sighs, his wooden features creaking as it settles, his eyes glowing deep in the pits of his face. “Delectable. There’s a certain sweetness of the willing settled in, mingled with the ecstasy of pleasure. And, is that a hint of shame I taste? Mmm. Truly a meal worthy of my palate.” 
 
    You can’t reply, too busy whimpering and moaning as he keeps draining you, your fat tits heaving, but ever so slowly shrinking as Porca sucks down your wonderful cream. 
 
    “Mnnnn…” you moan, shuddering, quivering as he continues to suck, your body going limp, relaxed as pleasure becomes a steady thrum coursing through you from your jiggling tits. You pant, head lolling, eyes lidded with the intensity of the sensations aching through your chest and to your pussy. You’ve got to have cum a couple times by now, but the high of orgasm recedes into a steady warmth of pleasure. 
 
    “There we are,” Porca croons as your breasts at last shrink to a more natural scale. “Delectable, my dear. You truly are a productive cow.” 
 
    “Th-thanks,” you say, a flicker of pride sparking in your chest despite yourself. 
 
    “In fact,” Porca muses as his flowers give your chest another teasing pump, making you suck in a breath as those petals tease your sensitive breasts, “you are extremely productive. Perhaps we can come to some other arrangement…” 
 
    “O-other?” you gasp, biting your lip, muffling your whimper as another spark of pure, tactile delight radiates from your aching tits, amplified by the markings writ upon your mons. “Wh-what kind of… of arrangement?” 
 
    “A mutually beneficial one, I’m sure,” Porca says. “Stay here, my dear. My personal milk tank. You will want for nothing, and every day and night shall be filled with pleasure. A queen of gluttony, your essence desired by every corrupted soul in hell. You’ll never need to fear your curse mark being fulfilled. Barons and greater demons alike will abase themselves for a taste of your cream. What say you, Princess of Pride?” 
 
    You pant, rocking as your plump tits heave beneath the touch of the flowers. You know you shouldn’t, but the temptation tingles before you. To know such pleasure forever? To never need fear your curse mark being fulfilled? Give up your quest to be the Overlord to be the tree demon’s prize? It’s strangely tempting, not at all helped by the throbbing of your curse mark, begging you to give in to the demon. 
 
    “Choose,” Porca says, his eyes glowing deep in his bark. “Choose…” 
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    Continue Your Quest 
 
      
 
    It’s strangely tempting to take his offer, but eternity as his milk tank is not your fate. You are meant to be the Overlord of all the nether realm, not some fat titted milk slut. 
 
    You shake your head, the fire of your pride tingling stronger in your ample chest. “No, Porca. I thank you for the ah… generous offer, but I must decline.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Porca sighs. “A pity. But, as you wish. A deal is a deal.” 
 
    You let out a shaking breath as his flowers release your breasts, your nipples popping free making you whimper in pleasure, both relieved and disappointed to see those flowers recede back into the tangling roots of Porca’s form. “Now,” the tree demon says. “Let us see that curse mark of yours.” 
 
    Wary but eager, you pull up your shirt and down the band of your skirt and panties, revealing the ringed marks engraved on your mons. Again the old tree creaks, a root rising like a withered finger. You force yourself not to flinch as he touches one of the marks that ring the central design. 
 
    You gasp at the sudden spark of sensation that surges through you, the emblem flaring, then fading. Like with Avarick, you feel the grip of the curse loosen a little more, though its intensity is undiminished. You take a shuddering breath, obscuring the cursed sign with your clothes once more. 
 
    “Thank you,” you say. 
 
    “My pleasure, Overlord. Besides,” he laughs. “It’s not as if I lose anything by this. If you fail down the line, what of it? I do not wander from my realm.” 
 
    “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” you grouse. 
 
    “You’re welcome. Ah, to be young again. But no matter. You’ll need that youthful energy. You’re not even half done yet.” 
 
    “Don’t remind me,” you say. Still, regardless of the reminder, it feels good to have the allegiance of yet another demon lord. You sigh, gathering your cloak about you. 
 
    Two down, four to go. 
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    You know you shouldn’t, but the pleasure you experienced at the end of his flowers consumes your thoughts. The idea of getting more of that makes your mouth water with shameless lust. You don’t know if your mind can hold together under such an assault of pleasure, but being milked into a brainless slut sends hot desire pumping up from your curse mark, throbbing in your core. 
 
    “Yes,” you gasp. “Yes, I want that. Give it to me. Make me your wine slut. Fill my tits with cream! Milk them dry!” 
 
    Porca chuckles, the sound rumbling like falling trees. “As you wish, oh Overlord.” 
 
    You feel a tingle of annoyance at his mocking tone, but that’s before the roots of your chair shift, and from among them rises another bulbed flower. You watch it rise before you, swaying. Some instinct tells you what to do, and you eagerly open your mouth wide. 
 
    The bulb pushes forward, past your lips, filling your mouth with its girth. You groan as it suddenly spurts thick, delicious syrup into your mouth, your moan rising as that delicious, thick sap drools down your throat like warm honey, your toes curling as you feel the heat disperse from your stomach, surging into your chest, swelling them once more with your delicious essence. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan, eyes rolling back as the flowers resume their pumping, sucking, teasing of your hypersensitive breasts. You clutch the arms of the chair, moaning as the same heavy, heady pleasure oozes through you. Your hips bucking sharply, your pussy throbbing. 
 
    “Let’s get rid of those clothes, shall we?” Porca creaks, more vines rising, tearing your pants and the remains of your shirt to ribbons, revealing the pulsing curse mark and your toned stomach. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you groan, your pussy dripping, flared with need. 
 
    “My my! How neglectful of me. Forgive me, dear Overlord, I nearly forgot how sweet the essence of a sorceress can be when tasted from… elsewhere.” 
 
    You gasp around the bulb that muzzles you, your hips rising as you feel another bulb against your cunny. “Mnnnn!” you groan, wriggling in your seat as the bulb unfurls, attaching itself to your slick mound, teasing stamen writhing like dozens of tiny tentacles into your twitching pussy to stroke you in ways you’d never dreamed were possible. 
 
    “M-moo! Moooooooo!” you moan, rutting against the stroking tentacles, your breasts pouring their sweet cream into the hungry flowers. Devoured. Pumped. Your body a plaything of the lord of gluttony as you’re used. 
 
    “Oh, how delicious,” Porca sighs. “I haven’t tasted such a medley in millennia! Pleasure truly is the best flavour.” 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, twitching as you cum, pussy gushing into the flower adhering to your mons, devoured by the tree demon. “Mmmm!” 
 
    But the best part is, it never stops. 
 
    You ride that orgasm, but you don’t come down. Your body twitches, sagging into the seat, the power of your pleasure stealing the strength from your limbs. Draining your mind of its thoughts. Your body of its resistance. You moan, twitching, gliding on pink clouds, your head sinking deeper into a stupor of pure pleasure, your throat continuing to work, swallowing the sap. Your breasts continuing to pump their milk into the flowers of Porca. 
 
    “Truly, a delight,” the Gourmand of Gluttony says. 
 
    You’re too lost in the haze of pleasure, you never notice your chair shift, the roots undulating, carrying you to the base of Porca’s trunk. You moan as you’re nestled against his form, dangling from the trunk of his tree, your heavy breasts sagging from your chest, still being milked, the vine in your mouth, pussy and against your tits remaining plugged into you, drowning you in pleasure. 
 
    For now. 
 
    Forever. 
 
    And ever more. 
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    You swing your hips to the tune of the pipes, your cheeks flushed and smile breathless. You’re wearing nothing but some anklets and bracelets that clink and chime to your sways, your head swirling with the wine you’ve been drinking since… pit, you don’t remember anymore. 
 
    All around you the party rages. Satyrs cheer and raise their glasses, drinking as they watch you dance atop the table. Their guests giggle and moan as their hosts kiss and fondle them under the glow of the braziers, the crackling flames fluttering, throwing the whole scene in vivid contrasts of shadows and light. You feel the warmth on your hips and breasts as you dance, stamping on the wooden table, laughing riotously. 
 
    You can’t remember the last time you weren’t having fun! It seems like every moment is another experience. Another pleasure. The only time you’re not enjoying the party is when you’re passed out after being fucked raw by all your friends! 
 
    Speaking of, you feel a hand on your arm and suddenly pulling you down. You squeal in delighted surprise, landing in a satyr’s lap, the horned goat-man grinning at you before kissing you roughly. You moan, squirming with glee, rubbing your naked bum against the monster’s swelling cock, feeling his thick shaft against your ass. His hand gropes your plush tit, squeezing and making you moan. 
 
    “Wanna have some fun?” he asks. 
 
    “Yes!” you gasp. 
 
    He laughs, lifts up his cup and pours wine all over your plump tits. You giggle, then moan as he starts licking it off your bouncing breasts, his beard tickling your sensitive skin, your breath hitching as his tongue lashes your nipples, your thighs tightening with excitement as his hand gropes your ass and gives you a squeeze. 
 
    “Want some more?” he asks. 
 
    “Soooo much!” you moan, shifting on his lap, straddling him, your pussy rubbing against his hardening cock. Your breathing has grown deeper, your need dripping around his cock, lubing him up for the inevitable climax of the festivities. All it takes is a sudden lift of your plump bottom, and a descent to sheathe his cock deep inside you. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuuuck!” you moan as his cock sinks deep inside your well fucked pussy. Without a second hesitation you start to ride him, bouncing on his lap, panting as his cock pounds up into you, the runic design burned into your mons tingling with latent power as you fuck the satyr beneath you. 
 
    “Yesss!” the satyr moans. He leans in, burying his face between your heavy breasts as you pound your ass onto his lap. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes! Yes! Fuck me! Yes! Gimme that cock! Give me your cummmm!” you moan. Your body is so well trained for pleasure, after a half dozen strokes of his cock you’re already cumming, moaning shamelessly as you enjoy his cock. 
 
    Abruptly, the satyr stands. You squeak in surprise, suddenly laid out on the table. Your breasts bounce as the satyr pounds into you, fucking you, dishes scattered by your convulsions as your body answers the pleasures of his cock. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck yesssss!” 
 
    Shadows move over you. You blink as you find several satyrs have crowded around you, hooves beside your head, smirking down at you. Their cocks are in their furry hands, stroking themselves, the scent of their musky cocks tickling your nose. Your eyes shine. You open your mouth wide, eager as the satyr between your legs continues to fuck you. 
 
    Faster. 
 
    Faster. 
 
    His breathing grows ragged. Panting as he plows you. His bestial cock throbbing within you until the goatman bleats in pleasure, burying his cock in your clutching pussy. He cums, his hot seed pulsing into you with every twitch of his hips. You cry out as your orgasm follows his. The satyrs beside you aren’t far behind, bleating as their cocks twitch, basting you in ropes of their musky cum. 
 
    You pant, laid out on the table, drenched in monster cum, your pussy so stuffed it leaks down the groove of your ass to drip off the table and into the grass. 
 
    But you’re far from done. You’re the star attraction of Brayan’s parties, and you’re still needed. You giggle with drunken delight as the satyrs flip you over. You rise onto hands and knees as another satyrs plugs your tight asshole with his cock, another your mouth, corking it like an apple in a roasted pig. You moan as they begin to fuck you, spit roasting you on the table as the watching revellers cheer. Another satyr climbs onto your back as if you were a horse, cackling with mirth as he rides your rocking motions while you take the twin cocks. 
 
    After you’re done there, maybe you’ll dance again. 
 
    You’ll certainly fuck again. 
 
    Because it’s a party! 
 
    And you love to party. 
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    Like hell you’re going to eat some demented fruits that do who knows what to you. You turn your back on them with a flutter of skirts. “We ride on as we are,” you say. “If we pick up enough speed, we’ll be able to outpace the vines easily.” 
 
    “As you say, mistress,” Loria says, as dutiful as ever, though you have a feeling she’s not so convinced as you are. She climbs onto the carriage, taking her seat, and you take yours beside her, arranging yourself stiffly as your maid takes the reins of the dread steeds and gives them a snap. 
 
    The fiery horses whinny, tossing their manes as they pull forward. 
 
    As you near, the vines dangling from the branches stir, rustling and quivering with awareness of your approach. You tighten your hands on your lap, feeling your magic chill and glow in your palms. Your carriage surges past the first trunks, and for a few seconds it seems like you’re fine. 
 
    Then the trees let out a sound like a scream, and you’re fighting for your life. 
 
    You rise atop the carriage, your hands blazing with blue light as you roll onward. You lash out at the whipping vines, magic slashing them like blue blades of freezing cold. 
 
    “Back! Back!” you cry over the wails of the trees. The carriage sways as vines strike the sides, making you stumble. You try and beat back the vines but there’s always more of them. Panic clutches your chest, squeezing your heart and lungs as you whirl about, trying to keep the vines at bay. But there’s too many. Too many! 
 
    One gets past, grabbing your foot. You scream as you’re yanked off your feet. You instinctively clutch at the carriage beneath you, grabbing the wood. But without your spellcraft, there’s nothing to stop the vines. Dozens grab you. Wrapping around your waist. Your wrists. Your legs. “No! No no no no!” you scream as they tear you from the carriage, the cart reeling down the path without you. You try and twist in the grasp of the vines, but they merely wind around you even more. You send a blast of freezing air into the tangle, but there’s too many! 
 
    Your arms are suddenly wrenched, pulled in either direction. Your chest heaves with the strain of fighting and the terror pumping through you. 
 
    And that’s before you feel the teasing touch against your cunny. 
 
    You stiffen, eyes flying wide open as the vine strokes your panties. Your breath hitches as it slithers up your skirt, running against the groove of your pussy. A pulse of pure lust races through you from your curse mark. “N-no! Not that! Noooooo!” 
 
    You moan as the vine slips under your panties, and into your pussy. Your head jerks back, eyes flying open as you feel that intruder push deeper into your cunt. Your back arches, legs stiffening, quivering in the sudden surge of pure pleasure racing through you. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuuuuuck!” you moan, your pussy tightening around the intruder in sweet ecstasy. The moment of weakness is exploited at once. You gasp as you feel another vine prod against the tight pucker of your asshole. “Ah! W-wait! That’s mnnnnn!” 
 
    You twist, shuddering in pleasure as the vine slithers into your tight asshole, only for you to realize this one is different from the others. A bulb tips it, and as it fills you, it begins to swell, inflating within you, throbbing with sweet pleasure in your sensitive backdoor. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan, twisting and writhing, the damned curse mark throbbing through you body in ever increasing pleasure. You buck, rocking, moaning, twisting in naked pleasure as your body is used and toyed with by the vines. Your breathing deepens, panting and hot as you’re used by the vines. A plaything, tugged this way and that. 
 
    “Yes!” you moan as they tear apart your clothes in their eagerness to get at your body. You wriggle and buck in their grasp. “Yes! Fuck yes! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaard! Make me cum! Oh fuck yes! Mmmmm!” 
 
    The last is a throaty moan as another bulbed vine pushes into your mouth. Obediently, eagerly even, you begin sucking, eyes growing lidded, fluttering as sweet sap oozes onto your tongue, drooling into your mouth as you suckle like an obedient slut. 
 
    The vines within your pussy continue to thrust, your body moved and tangled in the vines, turned round and around, your head spinning even more. You’re lost. You’ve lost. So why not enjoy it? Why not enjoy being fucked and teased and used by the vines? Especially when two more bulbs adhere to your plump nipples and begin to suck. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you moan, shameless, eager, panting, rutting, wriggling until you cum, orgasm like an explosion of pure pleasure in your mind. Your sense of self is sinking into pure pleasure. Pure surrender as orgasm after orgasm is wrung from your helpless body. You need to cum. You’ve got to cum! You’ve got to be a perfect, willing, desperate slut for the vines. For the trees. 
 
    It’s so good. So perfect. So wonderfully depraved and hot that your mind begins to lose itself. Only the fucking exists. Only the pleasure. Only the vines rutting in and out of your ass, your pussy, your mouth, more joining the first ones, stretching you around their probing touch. 
 
    Your mission is forgotten. You are forgotten. Only the next climax exists, glowing on the horizon of your mind. So lost, you don’t even register the struggle among the vines as you’re dragged towards one of the trees. So drunk on pleasure and sap you don’t care that the trunk of one opens, revealing the bubbling acid bath within. 
 
    And you’re so far gone, you only feel purest pleasure as you sink into that bubbly stew of digestive sap. Warm pleasure throbbing through you as you’re broken down to feed the demon tree. An ignominious end to your adventure, but a pleasurable one for sure. 
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    “I don’t think so,” you say. “Loria? We go around.” 
 
    “That will take us off the road, mistress,” she says. 
 
    “More dangerous than hoping strange fruit we find in hell’s jungle might save me from being fucked by a bunch of tentacles?” you ask. 
 
    “Fair point, mistress,” Loria says. “Shall we?” 
 
    You climb back onto the carriage after Loria, the succubus taking up the reins once more. The horses are reluctant, but at Loria’s urging they turn and trundle off towards the thick foliage. They force their way through the overgrowth, their hooves trampling branches and squashing bloated fruit growing along the ground. 
 
    After a minute you glance back, an uneasiness settling in your stomach as you observe that you can’t see the path anymore. Or the sky, for that matter, the foliage growing overhead so thickly the only light soon comes from your dread steed’s fiery manes. 
 
    You settle back in the carriage, a growing sense of uncertainty within you as the jungle only grows deeper. More encompassing. 
 
    “Are we going the right way?” you say. 
 
    “I believe so, mistress.” 
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
    “As I said,” Loria observes. “Gluttony is a treacherous jungle, mistress. Once we’re off the path, we may never find our way. I will do my best. But, unless you have a better sense of direction…” 
 
    You wince, settling in your seat. “Just… keep going, Loria. I’m sure things will get better soon.” 
 
    “As you say,” your servant says, snapping the reins and urging your mounts on. 
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    Morning 
 
      
 
    Once upon a time, you’d never go to bed without at least a half dozen naked beauties helping you undress, bathing you in rose water before you reclined among satin pillows and silks made from the web of demonic spiders. Then, you’d take one or more of those beauties, so eager to serve the daughter of the Overlord, and fuck them until exhaustion claimed you both in an exhausted orgy. All of this was just one of the many, many benefits to being the daughter of the Overlord. 
 
    But that was before your father was killed. 
 
    Before your staff and servants fled. 
 
    Before you discovered your father had cursed you to be the obedient breeding slave of the first person to fuck you. And the only cure was getting the six lords of hell to declare their allegiance to you. 
 
    Needless to say, sleep has not come easily since. Thus, when you do finally manage to get some, you’re been eager to enjoy it. So when the creak of your bedroom door stirs you, and the soft steps of your servant, Loria, crossing the room wake you, you defiantly snuggle deeper into your blankets. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “Mnnn…” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Mmm!” 
 
    “Mistress? It’s time to wake up.” 
 
    A faint glow flickers against your face, peeking through your eyelids. You crack one open, glaring at your maid. The only one of your servants who didn’t flee when your father died, Loria stands beside the bed with a lantern of black steel, a blue flame washing her stunning figure in its light. Despite the prim secretarial robes she wears, there’s no denying a succubi’s curves, even with her hair tied in a bun tighter than a nun’s chastity. If anything, her spectacles and officious expression have a certain stern beauty you’ve come to appreciate. 
 
    “Loria?” you groan, sitting up, bedhead tumbling over your pale shoulders as you eye your servant. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Haven’t I gotten back from Gluttony just two days ago?” 
 
    “You have, mistress.” 
 
    “Didn’t I have to fight, magic, or deal my way through a jungle filled with creatures trying to breed me?” 
 
    “That, too, occurred, mistress.” 
 
    “Then, Loria, darling,” you say with a smile that shows a hint of fang. “I think, and, maybe it’s just me here, but I think that I deserve to sleep in as much as I damn well please!” 
 
    “I agree, mistress.” 
 
    “…And yet you’re still here,” you say. 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    You squint at her. Is she trying to annoy you? A new revelation of hers was that she’s an utterly shameless pervert, delighting in making you punish her with spankings and rude fucking. It’s why she remained while the rest of your servants ran like the disloyal cowards they were. Apparently, she has a fetish for bratty princesses, which would annoy you more if she wasn’t literally the only person you could rely on in all the nether realms. 
 
    “Why are you still here, Loria?” 
 
    “Because, mistress, Prince Hypnos from the realm of Sloth has arrived wishing to speak to you.” 
 
    “…He has?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    You blink. Blink again. 
 
    “Fuck!” you gasp, lurching up, throwing aside the blankets. “Why didn’t you say so before!” 
 
    “I-“ 
 
    “Shut up and help me get dressed!” 
 
    “Of course, mistress.” 
 
    You fairly run into the bathroom, yelping as you wash with freezing water in your haste to get ready. Normally you’d have a dozen veiled handmaids from the realm of Lust to help, but they ditched you at the first sign of trouble, leaving you to fix your hair and apply your makeup alone. But you’ll be damned if a lack of slaves and servants keeps you from beauty! They don’t call you the Princess of Pride for nothing. 
 
    And to meet a prince of Sloth, you better believe you’re going to put on your best face. You haven’t had a visitor in the Citadel since your father died, and Hypnos is one of the upper echelons of Sloth and one of the many children of the Demon of Dreams, Somna. No one is quite sure how many heirs Somna sired. It’s tough to count them all. Somehow, no one quite finishes before falling asleep. But Hypnos is high in esteem, so this could be a fantastic opportunity to get another lord of sin to declare for you. 
 
    By the time you stagger out of the bathroom, frantically drying your hair, Loria has already lain out several gowns from your expansive closet. Your eyes glide over them, some with more leather than a bdsm fetishist’s wet dream, others with so many spikes you’d be in danger of stabbing yourself with an errant shrug. You point at a lowcut blue dress with a slit along the side and two holes so your hips can poke through. “That one!” 
 
    “Excellent choice, mistress,” Loria says as she helps you get dressed. Of course, Loria would say the same thing if you wore a potato sack, but her praise still makes you preen. 
 
    You’re in such a hurry it’s a wonder you don’t break an ankle racing down the cold corridors of the Citadel. Black banners bearing the hand of the Overlord flutter in your wake. The ceiling vanishes among the gloom, spiky steel coiling along the walls in menacing filigree. The Citadel is your home and fortress, and the base of your operations. Once, it would be bustling with courtiers from the seven realms and beyond, but now, the darkness of the black steel halls is still, the echoes of your footsteps ringing and filling you with awareness at their emptiness. 
 
    But you’ll change that. Oh yes. Soon enough, you’ll be ruling your father’s empire, and be rid of his damned curse! Just thinking about it makes the arcane marks on your mons glow with insidious lust. 
 
    You halt before the receiving room that Loria shows you to and hastily smooth out your gown, adjusting your breasts to the greatest advantage in the clingy fabric. You take a deep, fortifying breath, adopt a sultry smile, and push open the doors. 
 
    It’s a good entrance. The doors bang open against the walls. A breeze of chill wind heralds you, fluttering your hem as you take a step inside, your pale thigh peeking through the slit of your gown. The large table in the middle of the room shines. Lanterns flutter and gutter where they hang by long chains. 
 
    It’s a damn fine entrance. 
 
    Too bad no one notices. 
 
    “Hypnos! How good to… see… you…” 
 
    You trail off as you take in the incubus at the table. He’s wearing the princely garb of sloth, which is heavy on the fabric and is quite unkempt, his hair white, thick and fluffy like wool, two ram horns curling to frame his face. A face handsome, pale, and buried in his arms, dead asleep. 
 
    You stand in the doorway, listening to his snores, too furious to do anything for a moment. Then, your heels clicking, frost crackling where you walk, you stride up to the sleeping dignitary and lean over him. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Hypnos jolts, lurching back and into his chair. His pupils are ringed like dilating circles and he blinks sleepily at you, then smiles dimly. 
 
    “Ah, Lillian. It’s… hmmm… good to see you. How’ve you been?” 
 
    You glower at the sleepy incubus, hands on your cocked hips. “Not great,” you say, voice frigid as the deepest pits of Pride. 
 
    “Right. Right, the whole… curse thing. I heard about that. Very… unfortunate.” 
 
    “Yes. Very. Why are you here, Hypnos?” 
 
    “Hm? Oh, yes. Right. That. I’ve come to… come to ask for your help.” 
 
    “Help?” 
 
    “Hmmm,” Hypnos says. “I have come to request you… bring my father, Somna, into your new rule as Overlord.” 
 
    “You have?” you say, surprised at the abruptness of the offer. 
 
    Loria clears her throat. 
 
    “I mean,” you quickly add, a hand at your breast, “of course you have! It’s only right that Somna offers me the same fealty he did my father.” 
 
    Hypnos smiles a little. “Hmm… Exactly. My father… very much appreciated yours.” 
 
    That much is true. You rarely took much interest in your father’s empire other than the treasures that were rained down on you. But you knew Somna somewhat. A slouched man, handsome in a tired way, his hair fluffy like clouds and his long robes like a sleeping gown. He was often with your father, and there were those who claimed he had a relationship beyond ruler and supporter. You never really cared who your father fucked, like he didn’t care who you fucked. Then again, now that you think about it, your father often introduced you to demons that later shared your bed. Did he… did he use you for pillow diplomacy? 
 
    It’s amazing how, as time goes by, you find ever more reasons to hate a dead man. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “What?” you snap at Loria. 
 
    “You’re freezing the floor.” 
 
    You glance down, realizing your magic’s been leaking out, forming a mirror of ice under your feet. You force yourself to calm down. “Right. Right. So, ah, Hypnos? I will solemnly take on your father’s fealty to me as Overlord.” 
 
    Hypnos slumps in his chair, smiling brighter. “Oh, that’s… wonderful.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Because Sloth is in chaos.” 
 
    “It’s what?” 
 
    Hypnos nods, sighs. “Ever since the Overlord died and father returned from the mortal realm, he’s fallen into a depression. He won’t stir from his bed, sinking deeper and deeper into dreams of the old rule. The realm is getting twisted from his disinterest. His dreams usually keep it more or less ordered, but now, the denizens of Sloth grow chaotic. The realm stirs, and I worry what the nightmares will become if we leave it alone.” 
 
    “So, wait, your father didn’t send you?” you say. 
 
    “Oh no,” Hypnos laughs. “Pit no. I doubt he’s even aware I’m gone. We’ll have to traverse the realm to get back to the palace.” 
 
    “You’re kidding,” you say. 
 
    “No, no. And I don’t… know how much help I’ll be,” the prince of sleep says, yawning, blinking. “I used… most of my power escaping Sloth and… coming here.” 
 
    “…Hypnos?” you say as the incubus prince lays his pale head on the table. 
 
    “But… think you can… do it… I’ll be… just…” 
 
    A snore drifts up from him, his hair stirring as he slumbers. You groan, massaging your brow. “Fucking hells,” you growl. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “What, Loria?” 
 
    “Shall I prepare for our departure for Sloth? I presume you shall wish to change.” 
 
    You glance down at your gown with annoyance. “I suspect I will,” you mutter. If you remember correctly, Sloth is a vast marshy realm, where the dreams of Somna and his heirs twist the landscape and denizens to strange new forms. Not exactly a place for your formal dress. 
 
    “And mistress, while you are naked, would you wish to enjoy your pet?” 
 
    “I don’t have a… pet…” 
 
    You trail off as Loria touches the top of her robe, her finger gliding down. In its wake the fabric splits, revealing her pale blue skin. 
 
    And the collar and leash she’s currently wearing 
 
    Your eyebrows rise as your maid shamelessly shrugs of her robe, revealing her toned, curvy body. Breasts of flawless blue capped with dark nipples. Hips wide and pussy shaven and glistening with arousal. 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “Do you wish to punish your kitten slave, mistress?” Loria asks, blue fire flickering over her head in the shape of two cat ears. “Meow?” 
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    Another Time 
 
      
 
    You glance back towards the sleeping prince of Sloth, and tempting though it may be to fuck your obedient servant into a puddle of moaning arousal, the task ahead consumes too much of your attention. 
 
    “Another time, perhaps. Affairs of state await us, and the sooner we get to Somna’s palace, the sooner we can take care of this. And the sooner I can use you like the living fuck toy you are.” 
 
    “An excellent point, mistress,” she says as the cat ears extinguish themselves. “I will lay out your outfit for the journey ahead. Would you like to wear the spidersilk lingerie beneath your clothes? Or the thicker fabric.” 
 
    “Loria, I’m the Princess of Pride off to try and navigate a realm of horrors. Obviously, I’m going to take the spidersilk.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. How silly of me.” 
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    Fuck Her with the Dildo 
 
      
 
    You take in your kitty slut with open desire. Your tongue teases along your lips, wetting them. Not even the presence of Hypnos snoring in his chair can dissuade you from bending this eager slut over and thoroughly dominating her pussy. In fact, you have a few ideas of how to really do that. 
 
    Your curse mark throbs insistently on your mons, and your decision is made. “Slut? Come. We’re going to get my new toy…” 
 
    “No need to go anywhere, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    Your slut slides a hand into her discarded gown, and from her pocket, retrieves the enchanted phallus she provided you before heading off to Gluttony. You give her a look as you take it from her hands. “And just what, Loria, were you doing with this?” 
 
    “Forgive me, mistress,” your servant says, wriggling in front of you with shameful delight. “But I have been using it the last few nights, imagining it were you pounding it into my obedient pussy.” 
 
    “Is that right?” you say, sauntering towards her. “Stealing from your mistress? Imagining her fucking you with a dildo? Loria,” you growl, towering over her, eying her with a lust that throbs from your core like the beating of a drum. “I think that deserves… punishment.” 
 
    Loria takes a shuddering breath, eyes lidded with ecstasy at your commanding tone. You can see the way her dark nipples peak with anticipation. How her blue thighs rub together, already slick with naked desire for you. Such a sight does your ego good. You smirk. Lean in, your lips an inch from her ear. 
 
    “Bend over the table, kitten. Time to make you purr.” 
 
    You relish the shiver that courses through your secretarial slut at those words. “Yes,” she murmurs, breathless. She turns over, every movement slow, languorous, like the cat her ears of flame so resemble. And as she bends forward on the table, her ass pushed out, you can’t help but notice a tail of fire teasingly flicking from her lower back. 
 
    It feels good to have such an obedient bitch. After most of the staff fled the Citadel with the certainty you were going to become some demon’s personal cum dump, having even one eager slut around to dom really puts some pep back into you. Which you intend to unleash fully on her. You shrug out of your gown, baring your flawless, perfect curves to the cool air of the room. You rub the rubbery phallus tantalizingly, moving it down to your crotch, pushing it into your tight cunny. 
 
    “Mmnnnn,” you moan as you feel the cock enter you. The magic of it takes hold, transmitting the sensations through you as if it really were your own shaft. A living addition to your weapons of pleasure. You run your fingers up and down it a few times, relishing the pleasure that throbs through it, amplified by your curse mark, the only time the damn thing is of any use. 
 
    You step forward, Loria’s thighs quaking as you lean forward, rubbing the thickness of your tip against her slick pussy, sucking in a breath as you feel her tight cunt twitch against the head of your cock. You lean forward further, breasts mashed against Loria’s back, your servant whimpering in delight as you lazily rub her cunt. 
 
    “You want this, Loria?” you growl. “You want to take mistress’s cock like a good kitty, don’t you? You want me to pound that slutty pussy of yours like the mistress I am. What was it you called me? A bratty bitch?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Loria pants, her breath steaming in the cool air. 
 
    “Yeah? You want me to fuck you right in front of Hypnos? You want me to destroy your tight pussy? Hm? Claim it in front of a prince of Sloth? What a slut you are, my dear. A desperate, needy slave for cock.” 
 
    “I am,” Loria moans. “Pleeeease mistress. Please! I beg of you. I need it. I need you in me so bad. Mistress. Ah… Mistress. Please…” 
 
    Fuck but you do love begging. Not from you, but it’s one of your favorite traits in other people. The feel of such dominant power is the most powerful aphrodisiac, as your throbbing curse mark is eager to remind you. “Okay, slut. Here you gooooo!” 
 
    You moan in unspeakable delight as you sheathe your cock deep in her tight, clutching pussy. You groan, gripping her hips, squeezing them as you begin to rock back and forth, plunging your cock into her. Fuck! The feel of her pussy clamping down on your pseudocock is amazing! Pure, rippling pleasure sings up from your shaft, a chorus of new and enthralling pleasure. Your nipples harden, rubbing against Loria’s back as you thrust into her twitching pussy. 
 
    “Mistressssss!” Loria moans, pushing back, panting adoringly as she takes your manhood. “Oh fuck… Fuck! Mistress! Yes! Pleeeease! Fuck me moooooore!” 
 
    “Does kitty… ah… like my… fucking cock?” 
 
    “Yesssssss,” Loria moans, arching beneath you, pushing her soft ass against your mons as you saw into her again. “Gods yessss mistress! Kitty wants more! Kitty slut neeeeeds moooooore!” 
 
    “Does she want some cream?” you growl, hammering her ass, delighting in the softness of her body against your thrusts. “Does kitty need my… my cream?” 
 
    “Yes mistress! Pleeeeease!” Loria moans. 
 
    “Then… have… iiiiiit!” 
 
    The feeling is indescribable. Your orgasm seems to surge from the space beneath your stomach, gathering in a great heaviness, rushing forward. You groan as the enchanted phallus pulses, pumping your thick, enchanted seed into your shuddering slut. Loria cries out, the slick tightness of her pussy around your cock amazing, squeezing and milking as you unload your enchanted essence into the blue succubus. Fuck! If this is what cumming feels like for men, no wonder so many are looking to breed you. 
 
    On the heels of that sweet orgasm comes a wonderful lethargy. You collapse against Loria’s back, panting with the exertion, feeling the other woman moan beneath you as your seed leaks from her twitching pussy. 
 
    “Good… good job, slut,” you manage. “Good kitten.” 
 
    “Kitten thanks you, mistress,” Loria pants. Her tone grows more sober, losing the whimpering panting of before. “And once you… once you are ready, we should get you equipped for Sloth. The mires of that realm will not be kind to your lovelier dresses.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, we should ah… should do that. But first,” you growl, feeling your strength return, and the tightness of Loria’s pussy still around your cock, “first, I think kitten deserves another ride.” 
 
    “Mmm. But mistress, Hypnos might wake soon.” 
 
    “Fuck him,” you say, grabbing her leash, tugging her back so the blue beauty arches beneath you, the flickering cat ears warm against your cheek as you growl, “I’m the Overlord, and I intend to fuck my bitch until I’m satisfied.” 
 
    You can feel the desire your commanding tone sends shivering up Loria’s spine, her pussy tightening around your cock. “Mmm, yes mistress. As the Overlord commands.” 
 
    “Damn right,” you say. “Now purr for me, kitty.” 
 
    Loria does, clawing the table as you resume your punishing thrusts into her tight cunt. Just one of the benefits of being the Princess of Pride. 
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    Sloth 
 
      
 
    You’ve never been to Sloth, and to be fair, no one goes there if they can help it. 
 
    But you’ve heard of it, of course. A landscape of misty marshes and sucking swamp. Sunk in the haze of the dreams of Somna, its master, its denizens living in palaces of air and mirage, or lurking in the gloom of its reality. 
 
    As you step through the portal, you find that it’s all that you heard it to be. 
 
    Lucky you. 
 
    Dressed in more functional skirt and shirt for travelling, you stand on a small rise overlooking the marshy landscape. Bloated weeds fester among the ruins of ancient stone. Statues sink like decaying corpses lost in the muck, while pillars climb out, lopsided from unstable ground, creepers dangling and moss clutching them. Skeletal trees rear suddenly out of the mists like withered hands clutching at the air. You stand on the shore of a vast, brackish river, a rotting wooden dock stretching into the mists on thin legs, creaking in the air. 
 
    “Ugh,” you say. 
 
    “Indeed, mistress,” Loria says from your side. 
 
    “And how am I supposed to get across that?” you demand, nodding at the river. “Swim?” 
 
    “I don’t suggest it,” Hypnos says, wandering out of the portal after you. His shoulders sag and he smiles blearily at the waters. “That is the river Styx.” 
 
    “The one that wipes your memories?” you say. 
 
    “The same,” Hypnos sighs. 
 
    “And how are we to cross?” you demand. 
 
    “Ah… Like this…” 
 
    Hypnos reaches into his heavy robes and produces a bell. He gives it a ring, the sound echoing out over the lazy river. The sound carries far into Sloth, and moments later you make out a glowing shape gliding out of the fog. 
 
    You stiffen as the light draws nearer, bobbing lazily, and soon enough it resolves in the form of a lantern tipping a boat poled along by a tall, thin figure swathed in robes. The boat is an ugly thing, the prow the skeleton of a man rearing in a figurehead and clutching a burning lantern. The ferryman is a mass of shadowed, tattered robes, his thin arms pale as he uses the pole to guide the ferry alongside the dock, rocking softly as it comes to rest. 
 
    You eye the shadowy figure suspiciously, but step down into the boat. It doesn’t look particularly watertight, but it also doesn’t sink under you, which you suppose is the best you’re going to get here. Loria follows you a moment later, your servant primly taking a seat as Hypnos shuffles up, blinking blearily and digging into his pocket. He hands four ancient coins over to the ferryman, whose bony fingers close like a trap on them before he tucks them into his pocket. 
 
    “There,” Hypnos says. “Best of luck.” 
 
    You look sharply at the incubus. “Hold on,” you say. “Aren’t you coming with us?” 
 
    He smiles wearily. “Oh no. No no no. Sorry. But I… only have enough coins for two. I didn’t bring enough to…” He yawns. “…To pay for three. But I have… mm… other ways to reach the palace. Ones not… open to you. And I have… faith in you,” he says lazily. “You are the heir to the Overlord. You will succeed in… waking my father.” 
 
    “I suppose I have to,” you say. You turn to Loria. “You’re at least sticking with me, right?” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says. “I would follow you into hell.” 
 
    “We are in hell.” 
 
    “I rarely speak in hyperbole, mistress.” 
 
    Well, she’s got you there. You huff, nodding. “Alright.” 
 
    “Best of luck,” Hypnos says again. “And… do be careful. Sloth is not safe for the… unwary…” 
 
    “Noted,” you say. “Push on!” 
 
    The ferryman says, nothing, but shoves his pole into the waters, easing the boat out into the lazy river. The fog rolls in, soon obscuring Hypnos and the dock, trapping you in the muffled silence of Sloth. 
 
    It’s not a pleasant ride. The benches are hard on your royal bottom and the air is so thick and humid it plays merry hell on your hair. Why do you even bother making it look so nice before heading out if this is going to happen? Not to mention all the mists. You can’t see ten feet in any direction, and the fog makes every sound feel strange and muffled, like there was a layer of cotton between you and the world. 
 
    You sigh, leaning on the edge of the boat. “Pit, this place is boring,” you say. 
 
    “Shall I play you some music, mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “You play?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress. I am trained in a number of courtly skills. But if more formal music is not to your liking, I also know some bawdy songs about a twelve-inch pianist.” 
 
    You close your eyes tightly. “Maybe later, Loria.” 
 
    “As you say, mistress.” 
 
    You sigh, looking again out at the mists. Sloth is a gloomy place, infested with the dreams of the demons who call it home. As you sit there, a heavy lethargy begins to fall on you. 
 
    And you begin to hear a… a faint music. A soft tune that carries over the waters. You give Loria a suspicious look, but she hasn’t produced an instrument. She is looking attentively to the distance, though. You follow her gaze, and you make out the unmistakeable outline of another boat. You lift your head, straightening as the strange ship cruises out of the fog. It’s larger than your own vessel, and in much better shape. Oars jut from the side, ferrying it on. Fine paint swirls along the sides in faded filigree, and the upper deck is curtained with wispy cloth like a massive tent. Lanterns sway in it, over a dozen by your count, and gentle music rings down from the high deck. 
 
    The boat cruises along yours, slowing, and a woman leans over the side. She strongly resembles Hypnos with her soft, woolly hair and sleepy, lidded ringed eyes. But whereas the prince of slumber was fit but slender, she is curvy, with large, heavy breasts amply revealed by a sagging white gown. Her hair is thick and black and the sheep horns that curl from them are more pointed than his. 
 
    She smiles down at you. “Hmm? What’s this?” the woman sighs. “The Princess of Pride in such a rickety boat?” 
 
    You stiffen. “I… think you must be mistaken,” you say. 
 
    “Mmm. No. I’d never be mistaken about you,” the sleepy woman says. “Your father never stopped gushing about you in all those days I knew him.” 
 
    “You knew my… I mean, the Overlord?” 
 
    “Don’t you recognize me?” she giggles, leaning a bit more out of the boat, more of her sleeping gown falling, revealing firm breasts capped with plump, pink nipples. “It’s me. Acedia!” 
 
    You stare. 
 
    “Princess of Sloth,” Loria whispers in your ear. “Hypnos’s sister.” 
 
    “O-oh!” you say. “Right! Of course I remember. I was just… It’s not that safe to let people know who I am,” you say. 
 
    “Mmm,” Acedia hums lazily. “I had… heard about that. Your father was always a bit of a dick. No offence of course.” 
 
    “Please, offend away,” you say, the curvy sloth demon rising a notch in your estimation. Anyone who has bad things to say about your father is good in your book. 
 
    “But my goodness! What are you doing in that tub?” Acedia says. “Don’t tell me my brother got you to come here.” 
 
    “He mentioned something about Somna,” you say. 
 
    “Ah,” Acedia sighs, smiling wistfully. “It’s true. Daddy has been in just… an awful funk ever since the Overlord died.” She blinks as if coming back from some thought and refocusing on you. “So Hypnos recruited you to try and break him out of it? How… nice of him. But Hypnos should have told me! I’d be glad to… lend my party boat to get you across Styx. The Princess of Pride shouldn’t have to take the ferry.” 
 
    “Too true,” you say. 
 
    “Why not come aboard?” the shapely sloth succubus croons, smiling sleepily, her long dark lashes fluttering. “It’s far more comfortable up here. And it’ll save you the long walk through the mire.” 
 
    You look again at the boat. It does look swift with those oars. And the music seems like it would be a far more pleasant ride than a slog through the marshes of Sloth. But then, perhaps there’s a reason Hypnos didn’t ask his sister for help. You again glance at the black-haired succubus, who gives you another lazy smile. 
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    You look again at Loria. At the collar. At the leash. At the cat ears burning in little wicks of flame over her head. 
 
    “Hmmm,” you say, picking up her leash, lazily running your finger up it until it reaches her collar. Your thumb strokes the leather, thrilling as you hear her breath hitch from the subtle pressure. “And where did you get this little thing, eh?” 
 
    “I kept it in my drawer, mistress.” 
 
    “How enlightening. But Loria? You know that kittens don’t talk. They only meow.” 
 
    Loria shivers as you playfully pull the leash taut, making her rise to her tiptoes, leaning forward. “M-mew,” she whispers, her breasts rising, falling, quick and fast with growing arousal. 
 
    “That’s right. And you know what else kittens do?” 
 
    “Meow?” 
 
    “They crawl.” 
 
    You tug the leash, and at once Loria is on her knees. She looks up at you, and those spectacles perched on her nose really get your juices flowing. They just make her look so prim and proper no matter what depravity you’re submitting her to. You nibble on your lower lip and glance back at Hypnos snoozing on the table. Fuck it. You plant your bottom firmly on the edge of the table, parting your thighs, the slits in the fabric of your dress pushed apart by your knees leaving only a thin strip of cloth hiding the treasure beneath. 
 
    “C’mere, kitten,” you growl, giving Loria’s leash a tug, making her crawl between your thighs. “Let’s see what that pretty tongue can do.” 
 
    “Mew,” Loria says as she moves aside the fabric, baring the delicate lace of your panties. With almost reverent adoration she hooks her fingers in them, gently drawing them down. You kick the lacy garment aside, unneeded, forgotten, as you give the leash another tug, drawing your obedient servant closer. 
 
    “Good kitten. Now, get to work.” 
 
    “Meow,” Loria purrs, nuzzling your pussy, the feel of her warm cheek against your mons awakening your curse mark. You gasp as a thump of pure lust beats from the brand, awakening your body further, your nipples stiffening in your bra as you lightly moan, giving Loria’s leash another tug, pulling it taut and forcing her face into your cunt. 
 
    “Mewwwww,” Loria moans, the last syllable drawn out as she runs her tongue up along your delicate cunny, tasting the sweetness of your arousal. One amplified by another hungry throb of your curse mark. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” you moan, hips lazily working. “That’s it. Goooood kitten. Fuck. Lick me like a good slut.” 
 
    Loria’s lips tenderly caress your pussy, soft as sin, her tongue teasing into your fluttering folds, stroking the labia, caressing higher and higher until your breath hitches in unspeakable delight as she finds that sweet pearl of your clit. You feel her body rock, and catch sight of her fingers frantically plunging into her own pussy. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan. “Are you masturbating, kitten? Are you stroking your cunt? Well, fine. Kitten can fuck. Kitten can fuck herself… But she… ah… she can’t cum before mistress.” 
 
    “Mmmmeow…” Loria moans, redoubling her effort, her tongue delving into you, gliding up your fluttering folds, lashing your tingling clit. The mark on your mons throbs, pulsing, your head pounding with the lust pumping into your veins from that damned mark. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuck!” you groan, arching, yanking her leash, grinding her face into your cunt as you ride her face. “That’s iiiiiit! Oh fuck yes! Lick me! Lick me there, kitty. Serve your fucking mistress with that slut tongue of yours! Fuck yes. Yessss! Deeper you slut!” 
 
    “M-meow,” Loria pants. 
 
    “Fucking yes! There! Right there! Oh fuck yes! Yessss! Fuuuuuck!” 
 
    Your wail of orgiastic bliss rings among the icicles, singing through the air as you cum, your hips humping Loria’s eager face, drenching her in your juices. You hear your kitten’s cry of pure pleasure as she cums, dripping onto the floor. 
 
    You sag on the table, panting, head tilted back as you take quick breaths. You lazily tilt your head, looking down at Loria between your thighs, your eager slut gazing up at you. 
 
    “G-good kitten,” you gasp. 
 
    “Meow.” 
 
    You roll your eyes. “You can talk again, Loria.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” Loria says, her voice slurring a little due to the heaviness of her tongue after her exertions. “It was a pleasure.” 
 
    “I bet,” you smirk. “Not everyday you get to be my personal pet.” 
 
    “I would be… be delighted to do so more often, mistress,” Loria says. “Provided we survive Sloth.” 
 
    “Ah, right,” you say, glancing towards the snoring Hypnos. The mere fact he’s still asleep after what you did in front of him rankles, but you suppose you can let it pass this time. “We’d best get on our way,” you say. 
 
    “Of course, mistress. But, before that, might I have the honour of licking your cum off the floor?” 
 
    “Well… As a treat, I suppose so.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” Loria says, bending forward on hands and knees, her delicate pink tongue flicking out, licking up what juices she didn’t manage to eagerly paint her face with when you came. You watch her work, the slow, adoring motions making your heart quicken and your cunt ache for more pleasure. 
 
    But self-control is important, you remind yourself. Especially now. If you let your lust get away from you, you’ll be enslaved by any demon who shows you their dick! 
 
    Still, as you watch Loria work on polishing the floor to a shine, even lapping up her own juices, your finger finds its way to your pussy, and begins lovingly stroking yourself anew. 
 
    Maybe another orgasm wouldn’t be so bad… 
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    “Thank you, Acedia, for your generous offer. But I must decline. After all, your brother was so kind as to lend me the ferry, I’d hate to disappoint.” 
 
    “Mmm, well, alright then,” the other demoness says. “If you really don’t want to… I suppose I can’t force you…” 
 
    She probably could. Just overturning your boat would send you face first into the memory erasing waters of the Styx. Good thing she either really doesn’t mean you harm, or is too lazy to bother. You watch as the poofy haired seductress slides back into her boat, a hand waving idly. The oars begin to beat the waters once again, splashing as they propel the pleasure boat away and into the mists, soon even the rhythmic thumping lost amid the muffling haze. 
 
    You sigh and sit down again. 
 
    “Likely the right decision, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Of course it was,” you scoff. But as you feel the hard plank of the seat beneath you, you do regret the lack of comfort on your journey. 
 
    Fortunately, it doesn’t last too much longer. Soon enough you make out a distant glow in the mists, resolving into a lamp dangling from the rusty chain of a post at the end of a pier. The pier itself is a strange thing, made from the fallen arm of a massive statue, stretching into the river like it were trying to drag itself into the waters. But away from what? 
 
    You really wish your imagination wasn’t so vivid. The boat glides up to the fingers of the pier and bumps to a halt. You rise, gathering your skirts and delicately step out of the boat and onto the mossy stone. Loria nimbly follows, turning and giving the ferryman a short bow. The hooded figure nods, a token of respect from one civil servant to another, and begins poling himself back into the river and out of sight. 
 
    “He really needs to add some cushions to that thing,” you say, rubbing your rump. 
 
    “I have some ointment, mistress. Shall I rub it on your rear? It would be a privilege to do so.” 
 
    “Loria, we’re in the middle of the swamp. It’s not the time to show off my astounding ass.” 
 
    “As you say, mistress. Perhaps when we’ve returned to the Citadel.” 
 
    “Maybe,” you allow, scanning the hazy mists. “At any rate, let’s get moving. The sooner we’re out of this mire the better.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says, taking the lamp from the post and gliding dutifully after you. 
 
    You put the river behind you, because the swamp is before you, and much more concerning. With every step the mists seem to grow thicker and deeper. Strange, distorted sounds filter through, and now and then rotting buildings and fallen statues loom out of the marshland like forgotten relics of a bygone era. 
 
    The sense of unreality makes your skin crawl, and if not for the trail of wooden planks that rise out of the marshy waters you’d be in some trouble. As it is, as Loria carries the lamp, you walk over the burbling swamp, your footsteps thudding off the rotting wood, the air cold and reeking with the decaying stench of bog. 
 
    “How far is it to the palace?” you ask your servant. 
 
    “Not far, mistress. We should be there within-“ 
 
    The planks before your feet explode. You scream, jumping back as a green mass rises out of the marsh. 
 
    It’s huge. A large skull sits in the gelatinous body, extending in a long tentacle to loom over you. Bits and pieces of ancient steel, weapons, and other items drift in its form, their owners long since dissolved within the monster. You know this creature, or at least have heard of its kind. A Pit Lord, a greater demon of Sloth. 
 
    And right on cue, tentacles grow from its body, twisting into the air. The sight of those gelatinous, writhing limbs sends a pulse of purest lust throbbing up from your curse mark. You shudder as your mind fills with images of what those limbs can do, even as you face off with the horror of the mire. 
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    With but a thought you conjure the Staff of Domination into your hand. The weight of the weapon is comforting as your fingers wrap about the shaft, the skull tipping it burning with red light in its sockets. You grin, gripping it tightly. 
 
    “Yaaaa!” you roar, crossing the distance between you and the Pit Lord, swinging your staff with all your might, feeling the arcane power within it surge through you with the crushing power. 
 
    Gloop 
 
    Your eyes widen as the staff’s head sinks into the gelatinous form of the Pit Lord. You try and yank it out, hauling on it, but instead the ooze’s body merely sucks it further in. Which is a serious problem, as your hands were still on it. 
 
    “H-hey!” you squeal as your wrists sink into the Pit Lord. You let go of the staff, but the goo holds you still. “Let go of me! Let go you son of a bitch! Don’t you know who I am? I’m the mmmph!” 
 
    Your protest is cut off as the goo in front of your face suddenly lunges, forming a tentacle that plunges past your parted lips and into your open mouth. You gasp, but as your tongue slides against the wobbly tentacle, you taste something… Something… 
 
    Goooood. 
 
    Your lashes flutter as sweet lethargy oozes through your body. You shudder in a strange delight, barely even struggling as more tentacles spawn from the Pit Lord’s mass, wrapping around you. You even moan, arching as you feel their acid eat away at your clothes, baring your flawless curves to the open air. Shivering in pathetic pleasure as they stroke you, spreading further that tingling numbness, even as your shirt and skirt dissolve away, surrendering your pussy and ass to the slithering tentacles that waste no time in filling you. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan, lashes fluttering as the Pit Lord’s tentacles invade your tender holes, their toxins making your pussy quiver, your tight asshole clench, unable to stop them from pushing into you. 
 
    Deeper. 
 
    Deeper. 
 
    You’re not fighting anymore. Fighting is too much work. And it feels sooooo good to submit. Your curse mark isn’t helping, absolutely pulsing with happiness as you’re stuffed with demon tentacles, pulled closer to the Pit Lord’s body as you shamelessly rut against the slithering limbs. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmmmph! Mmmm… mmmmm…” you moan, sucking on the tentacle in your mouth, your mind fading. Lost. Your body captive to the pleasures that twist and writhe through you. 
 
    As you press against the Pit Lord’s mass, you eagerly push forward, sliding into him, sucked into the depths of his being. The toxic stew of his body enfolds you. Absorbs you. With moaning pleasure you rut and wriggle within him, all thoughts of resistance gone. Only the pleasure. Only the joy of being fucked and pleasured. Of cumming and moaning and writhing in the sucking depths of his body. 
 
    It will take a long time for him to dissolve you, reducing you to nothing but bone. But you won’t mind. Because every second will be filled with lazy, orgasmic pleasure as you’re fucked to your doom by the Pit Lord. 
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    You stagger back, shocked by the sudden arrival of the demon. Your surprise lasts a split second, but that’s long enough for the Pit Lord to lash out with his slimy tentacles, wrapping around your arms and legs, wrenching you into the air. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, a sizzling sound reaching your ears as your clothes dissolve against the demon’s touch, baring your pale skin to the moist air. “L-let go of… of meeeee…” 
 
    You groan, a poisonous lethargy seeping from wherever the tentacles touch you. Not helping is the absolute slavish pleasure that feeling is awakening in your curse mark. You can feel the mark throb, spreading a sweet, lazy pleasure through your core, your pussy moistening even as tingling weakness spreads from your limbs. 
 
    “N-no… Wait… I… I… Mmmm…” 
 
    Strength abandons you, and what replaces it is a tingling, aching arousal. You sag in the tentacles as more rise, stroking your flesh, dissolving the rest of your clothes and baring your naked curves to the open air. One of the twisting limbs moves against your pussy, making you groan as it slides into you. 
 
    “Nnnnn!” you moan, shuddering in terrible pleasure as the toxins of the Pit Lord spread through you, seeping into your clutching cunny. The weakness of orgasmic bliss spreads like fire from there, surging through your curvy frame in a rush of purest pleasure. 
 
    “Oh…” you pant, head lolling, eyes lidded. “Oh p-pit yessss. Oh fuck yesssss…” 
 
    The pleasure is unlike anything you’ve ever known. It’s a surrender to sensation. A weakness that aches. It’s perfect as you submit to the tentacle plunging in and out of your pussy, your body filled with such wonderful languor you can’t even thrust back against the tentacles. You can only moan. Only pant. Even when you cum, only a keening whimper escapes your lips as the tentacle milks your pussy for all its worth. 
 
    More tentacles join the fun. Stroking you. Toying with you. Adoring you with slimy touch. One pushes past your lips, into your mouth. You moan, sucking obediently at that coiling limb as you feel another orgasm surge through you like liquid pleasure. 
 
    Your mind has given up. Given in. It just feels too good. Your curse mark is warm, glowing on your mons as you’re slowly lowered towards the mass of the Pit Lord. Your toes touch his oozing form, and are quickly sucked into the green mass. You feel the warmth of his gelatinous body give way, pulling you into himself. Surrounding you with the numbing toxin of his flesh. 
 
    You never even feel your flesh dissolve, only the pleasure of your death aching forever and evermore. 
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    Looking at the jiggling mass of the sloth demon and the bones of his previous victims, you’re under no illusions about just what he’s here to do. You raise your hand, magic crackling up your arm, swirling in your palm like a snowstorm. 
 
    A tentacle lashes for you, grabbing your arm. You gasp, feeling a stinging numbness spread from the touch, along with the hiss as part of your sleeve dissolve. “Get! Off! Me!” you roar, casting your magic at the monster. 
 
    Freezing cold whirls from your palm. The tentacle touching you crackles, ice spreading up it. The Pit Lord wobbles with pain, a burbling roar rising from it. You tear your arm from the freezing tentacle, shattering it like it were made of glass. The planks beneath your feet crack and pop as frost spreads across them, your hair twisting in the air as an aura of freezing blue surround you. 
 
    You hurl your spell at the demon. A sheet of freezing cold blasts through the air with all the chill of Pride’s icy depths. The Pit Lord reels back, his howl of agony echoing across the marshy lengths of Sloth as ice encases him, freezing him solid. 
 
    You lower your arms, admiring for a moment the frozen mountain of the Pit Lord. 
 
    “Well done, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Thank you, Loria,” you say, flicking some hair from your face, conjuring the Staff of Domination into your hand. You grip the staff, feeling its might fill you as you swing it at the ice. 
 
    The Pit Lord shatters with a deafening crash! Chunks of ice go flying, splashing all over the mire, leaving only an uneven platform that once served as the Pit Lord’s trunk. Not far, the chunk carrying the demon’s skull hits the water with a splash, the head slowly sinking into the marsh. 
 
    Dismissing the staff, tilting your head back, you stride across what remains of the Pit Lord’s body and onto the planks on the other side. Loria follows quickly, and soon enough you leave behind the remains of the demon, and once more are engulfed in the misty realm of Sloth. 
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    You look back to the gloomy ferryman, then Acedia’s boat with the soft music, giggling laughter and glorious covered back. Yes. Why should you ride in such a dinghy craft while such an invitation lies before you? After all, you are the future Overlord of hell. You should enter the palace of Sloth in style. 
 
    “What a kind offer. I accept,” you say. 
 
    Acedia smiles sleepily. “Mmm. How wonderful. Just a moment…” 
 
    The woolly headed princess waves, and over the rail is flung a rope ladder. It clatters against the side of her boat as you grab the first rung and begin to climb onto the deck. 
 
    Acedia’s vessel is everything you hoped it would be. Plush pillows drape the interior in a flood of faded reds and blues and gold. Lovely woman in sheerest white silks lounge indolently among them, demons and mortals alike, all giggling or sighing, kissing and fawning over one another. Lamps sway from creaking chains, washing their glow over the debauchery. 
 
    From among those tangled limbs Acedia stands to greet you. Once more you’re struck by her rumpled beauty. Her long robe are nearly transparent, and sag off her curves, barely hanging on by her shoulders and the full orbs of her breasts. She smiles as she takes your hand. 
 
    “So wonderful to have you, Lillian. Oops, or should I say, our future Overlord.” 
 
    “That would be acceptable,” you say. 
 
    “Of course. We are women of class, after all,” Acedia says, leading you through the languid orgy and toward the curtained rear of the boat. “And as such, we should have the best seats in the house.” 
 
    Well, you can’t argue with that as you follow her up the steps and through the curtain draping the rear of the ship. It’s what you deserve. And the divans within are surely the best. Gold filigree line them in gorgeous excess. Cushions softer that clouds sink beneath your rump as you take a seat with a sigh. Horns of plenty overflowing with sweetmeats sit on tables while bottles of wine cool in tubs of ice. Acedia drapes herself into the divan beside you, lounging like a cat, her gown dipping further, only the great orbs of her breasts keeping it from falling off fully. 
 
    “Ah, but, leave your maid below, if you don’t mind,” Acedia says. “This is the princess only suite, after all.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say. 
 
    “Nothing personal, of course,” Acedia adds in a lazy hum. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “It’s alright, mistress,” Loria says, peering through the flap of the tent to the sighing women draped among the valley of pillows. “It might be good for me to keep watch.” 
 
    That’s a good point. Just because those women are lounging now, doesn’t mean they will once they’re out of sight. You give a brief nod, asserting the fact you allow this decision. “Very well, Loria. Keep an eye on things.” 
 
    “Always, mistress,” Loria says as she ducks through the fluttering curtain, her silhouette descending to the lower decks. 
 
    “Don’t trust me?” Acedia asks with a throaty laugh. “Ah well, who can you trust these days? But even so, it’s much better than some rotting ferry, no?” Acedia asks. 
 
    “Very,” you agree, sinking back into the divan with a wriggle of pleasure. If there’s one thing Sloth demons know, it’s comfort, and after the hard bench, the cushion of the divan is like a dream. 
 
    “So glad you think so. And you’ve had it so hard,” Acedia continues, accepting a glass of wine from a maid, taking a lazy sip. “Mmm… A woman as… lovely as you deserves to be… spoiled by obedient servants.” 
 
    “Yes,” you sigh, a crease of annoyance marring your brow. “Mine fled when news my father died made the rounds. Well, except Loria,” you say. 
 
    “So good to hear of such loyalty,” Acedia says, lifting her glass. “Fine servants are the foundation of comfort. A necessity to the class of the indolent and idle. And they should be rewarded, too. A handmaiden who serves their mistress should have comfort. No worries. No cares. Beautiful women should only be concerned with pleasure. With ease. Hm?” 
 
    You nod along. She makes so much sense. And her voice is so soothing. So lyrical. You sigh, laying back onto the cushions of the divan, drawing your legs up. The boat moves so smoothly you barely feel it. The hypnotic thump of the oars beats through the soft whispers, moans and laughter of the handmaidens. You blink again, eyes growing lidded. Relaxed. Your nose tickled by the incense burning in the lamps. 
 
    “Are you comfortable, oh Overlord?” 
 
    “Mmm. Very…” 
 
    “That’s so good to hear. I do want you to be comfortable. To forget your cares. Your worries.” 
 
    You realize Acedia has slid closer to you. Her body is so warm. The wool that puffs from her wrists and hips looks so terribly inviting. Almost as inviting as her big breasts. So soft. So soothing. You yearn towards it as she settles beside you. “Mmm…” 
 
    “Beautiful women like us deserve all the ease… all the relaxation of the world. To just let go of our cares. I should know. I collect such lovely examples of women.” 
 
    “Your girls are… quite lovely…” 
 
    “Aren’t they?” she purrs. Acedia leans in closer, her perfume wafting into your face. Something warm and soft and soothing. “And they just love their mistress. Do you know what’s their favorite thing to do?” 
 
    “Hm?” you hum. 
 
    “To rest their sleepy heads upon my breasts, my dear Overlord. To just take a quick nap on my big, soft, pillowy tits. To relax. To let all their problems go. To sink deeper and deeper into my voice and just… give in…” 
 
    Your eyes are lidded, staring at her enormous breasts. So big. So soft. So… so comfortable. Her wool calls you. To snuggle and submit. Your breathing is slow and laboured, inhaling the sweetness of her scent. The tingling of the incense. 
 
    “I um…” you murmur. 
 
    “Shh. Just let me… spoil you…” 
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    You can’t stop yourself. Do you even want to? You’re not sure. But in moments you find yourself against the breasts of the Sloth demoness. The softness of her engulfs your head. The warmth of her wool cushions you as you sigh, leaning against her, her arms moving around you, gently pulling you deeper into her tits. 
 
    “That’s it,” Acedia croons as she pets your hair, shifting so you lie atop her. “Just like that. Isn’t that wonderful? Isn’t that soooo comfortable?” 
 
    “Mmmmyessss…” you moan, snuggling her tits, sweet lethargy weighing your limbs like you’re covered in the softest blanket. 
 
    “So comfortable you can’t even think of getting up, can you?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “So comfortable you’d do anything to stay here, hm? Stay this comfy? This sleepy? To snuggle my big breasts? You’d do anything for more, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    You nod along lazily, not really listening. Not really paying attention. You’re just soooo comfy. Feeling soooo good. So warm and adored. So lazy and sleepy. Your thoughts are thick and slow as molasses, but your body is tingling with arousal. With the awareness of sensation. The coarseness of your clothes. 
 
    “Is your dress uncomfortable?” 
 
    “Mmm…” 
 
    “Of course it is. Such a lovely woman should be naked, after all. Being naked is so very… liberating.” 
 
    You find yourself agreeing. After all, you’ve always felt amazing while naked. You wriggle as gentle touches tease your gown from you, sighing when you feel the kiss of the warm air on your naked skin. Your nipples hard and tingling, your panties sliding down your thighs. 
 
    “There. Isn’t that… wonderful?” 
 
    It is. You feel so much better now that you’re naked. Now that you’re safe and warm and snuggled against Acedia’s big tits. 
 
    “Might I ask for a reward?” 
 
    “Hm?” you murmur, a tingle of worry rising within you. “Re… ward? But… I…” 
 
    “Nothing much. Nothing much. It’s just that… my breasts are so very sensitive. And I so long to feel such soft lips upon them. Might I have a kiss, my dear? Just a… few… soft… kisses…” 
 
    You find yourself giggling at that. “Mmm. Okay… I can… kisses… Mmm…” 
 
    You shift your head, lifting it a hair, smiling dimly as you plant a soft kiss on Acedia’s breast. Your lips tingle, your nose inhaling another waft of her heavy scent. You feel it swirl into your head. Into your thoughts. Your mind is so stuffed with woolly comfiness. With warm, gooey, adoration. You kiss her breast again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    “That’s it,” Acedia says, her hands moving over you, making you shiver, gasp, moan as she strokes you. Her fingers teasing along your hips. Gliding between your thighs. Cupping your breasts. Squeezing your ass. “Kiss my big soft breasts. You love them, don’t you? Love them being your big, soft pillows. Love adoring my warm breasts. Love snuggling my wool. You love being all sleepy. All relaxed. Too relaxed to think. Too relaxed to resist.” 
 
    You’re nodding along, your face pressed into the valley of her breasts. Still kissing her. Still adoring her. You whimper as you feel her hand slide between your thighs. Her finger tease along your sensitive pussy. Slide lazily inside. You moan as pleasure like warm wine flows through your veins. A steady heat as she gently fingers you. Pumping her fingers in and out of your pussy. 
 
    In. 
 
    Out. 
 
    In.  
 
    Out. 
 
    And all the while her big, soft breasts are pressed against you. Your face resting between them. Kissing them as she fingerfucks you. 
 
    “So relaxed,” she whispers, her voice coiling in your ear, massaging your brain. “So relaxed. You’d do anything to be so relaxed. So pleasured. You’d forget all about your silly quest, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    You would. The sensation of pleasure oozing poisonously through you is only amplified by the glowing brand on your mons. You need more. You’ve got to have more. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you moan. 
 
    “Then forget about all the trials you’ve faced. All the problems. None of it exists in my arms. Against my breasts. Wouldn’t it be easier to be mine? My mindless servant? My obedient pleasure slave?” 
 
    You’re nodding along, your hips rocking, fucking yourself atop her fingers. “Yessssss…” you moan. 
 
    “Of course. You just have to forget. Just give in. Just surrender to mistress. Obey mistress. Obey me. Obey. Serve. Obey.” 
 
    Every word follows another wave of pleasure. You moan, rising, curling, pressing yourself against her hand. Your mind is so heavy. Thoughts so slow. Who are you? Who were you? 
 
    Who? 
 
    Who? 
 
    “Mnnnnnn!” you moan, shuddering as you cum, as pleasure sweeps you away on a wave of orgasmic delight. As you cum in perfect, servile peak. You slide down from that height, panting, whimpering, lidded eyes opening and staring into the warm eyes of the sloth demon. 
 
    “Sleep,” Acedia croons, her eyes glowing. 
 
    And with a sigh, you sink into the oblivion of dreams. 
 
      
 
    Bed Slave of the Princess 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Palace of Dreams 
 
      
 
    As you make your way along the wooden path, you notice a change coming over the realm around you. A gloom thickens the mists, darkening them as if you no longer walk through a suffocating marsh, but through dark clouds rumbling with the coming storm. 
 
    “Loria?” you call, groping through the dark. 
 
    “Here, mistress.” 
 
    You feel her hand in yours, and she steps nearer, almost pressed against you. “We’d best be cautious, mistress,” she says. “We are nearing the palace of Sloth, and Somna’s power grows stronger.” 
 
    “So I see,” you observe as the mists ahead thin, and you see what can only be the master of the realm’s palace. 
 
    It’s a huge, nightmarish thing of dark spires and crooked battlements. The whole edifice shimmers as if it’s not quite there, new towers seeming to form or vanish depending on the angle they’re looked at. It tilts at an unearthly angle, as if distorted, sucked upwards towards the swirling vortex of thunderous dark clouds above, ones that weep a steady stream of rain. 
 
    The gloom grows deeper, and again the palace vanishes into the haze of the mists. You curse. “This is getting ridiculous,” you say. 
 
    “Indeed, mistress,” Loria says, her soft form pressed against your arm. You’ll never admit in public or private how reassuring it is to have the succubus at your side as you resume your approach towards the castle. 
 
    You’re nearly at the gate when you make out a low glow just before it. Getting closer, you find the glow is made by a lantern of green flame, held loosely by a familiar figure. Hypnos turns his head towards you, the sway of the lantern illuminating the patterns on his robes. He smiles dreamily. 
 
    “Ah, good. I was… getting worried. Any problems?” 
 
    “Nothing I couldn’t handle,” you say.  
 
    “Hmm. Good. You’ll need… that confidence I fear,” he says, glancing back towards the shimmering palace. 
 
    You don’t like the look he’s giving it. “What’s happened?” you ask. 
 
    He sighs. “It seems… my father’s dreams are getting worse. Deeper. Its influence is… spreading. Many within the halls will have been… trapped in the haze. His power is warping their dreams. Making them more… real. More powerful. I fear we will be influenced.” 
 
    Your stomach tightens with unease. “What’s that mean?” 
 
    “I believe Prince Hypnos is saying we may be drawn into the dreams of the denizens of the palace, mistress,” Loria says, nudging up her glasses as she eyes the gates. “And the only escape is to end the dreams of those denizens.” 
 
    “End them? Like, kill them?” 
 
    “Unconsciousness or simply breaking the suspension of belief may be enough,” Hypnos says, stroking his chin. “But… Well, father is powerful. Breaking such an immersion will be… difficult…” 
 
    You’ve heard something of this. The main weapon of a sloth demon is the temptation of dreams. Sucking mortals into unreal worlds of fantasy, seducing them with their greatest wants and desires. Pit knows you’ve partaken. You’ve had sloth demons as lovers before, their soft wool excellent pillows as you snoozed, prancing through dreamlands almost as wonderful as reality, the sluts of Sloth eager lovers between realms of sleep and wakefulness. Something the curse mark on your mons hastens to remind you, throbbing in a way that makes your nipples ache and pussy tingle with arousal. 
 
    “So, what are we looking at here?” you ask. 
 
    Hypnos shrugs. “I can’t say. Whatever we find within, it will be a nightmare.” 
 
    “This is hell,” you remind the demon prince. “Nightmares are what we do. Besides,” you say, striding up to the gates, a flick of your wrist conjuring the Staff of Domination into your grasp. “I can’t imagine a worse nightmare than being bred by some demon into his obedient fuck slave!” 
 
    You punctuate this by slamming the skull which tips your staff against the doors. The power of the artifact surges through you, splintering the shimmering wood, hurling them open with a crash. 
 
    No sooner do the doors fly open, a rush of suffocating black mist swells out like it was waiting for the opportunity. You yelp in surprise, throwing up your arms to shield your face, the acrid mists blasting past you like a wave from a broken dam. 
 
    “Mistress!” Loria calls out, but her voice sounds distant, fading. You whirl about towards her, squinting against the rushing darkness. 
 
    Only for the fog to suddenly resolve, and you realize you stand not in the foyer of the dream palace, but in a huge hall of Grecian pillars. Latticed windows filter in patterns of twisting shadows on the floor while fans of feathers whisper, and the scent of jasmine fills the air. 
 
    Yet, you know you are within the halls of slumber. For the pillars, the walls, even the floor has the same shimmer of unreal that the palace had. The scent on the air is faint, like a memory of something else, and even the daylight streaming through the windows seems pale, as if diluted to a shadow of itself. 
 
    And it’s not just the world around you that’s changed. 
 
    Your jaw slowly drops as you look down, and find that your previously sensible if stylish clothes are gone. Instead, you’re dressed in tight, bejeweled bra and lacy, sheer pantaloons. A filmy harem girl’s attire, your face half hidden behind a transparent veil. 
 
    “What the fuck is this! Loria? Loria!” 
 
    You turn, but your maid is gone. You stand alone in the large room. Neither Hypnos nor Loria are anywhere to be seen. Icy fear pours down your veins to form a thick, heavy weight in your stomach. You’re alone. 
 
    Or, so you thought. 
 
    A heavy hand falls onto your shoulder. You stiffen, slowly turn your head, and your curse mark gives a great, needy throb. A creature stands behind you. His skin has the same faintly unreal shimmer as the room, but the feel of his hand is terribly real, and alarmingly strong. Shirtless, he towers over you, his chest thick with toned muscle, his face that of a bull, topped with a crown like a crest of a rising sun. 
 
    “Slave. The master awaits.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come. You see master now.” 
 
      
 
    Go with the Guard 
 
    Resist the Guard 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    You’ve heard about Pit Lords to some extent. Not much, as your tutor at the time had been quite attractive, and you’d quickly found a more interesting dimension of study involving your bed, some honey, and you riding his cock while you pulled on his tie like it was a leash. Damn but he was hot. Maybe you should look him up again? 
 
    You realize quickly your thoughts are being derailed by the pulsing mark writ onto your mons, filling your mind with poisonous lust and your veins with arousal. Point is, you’ve heard of Pit Lords, and know they’re intelligent. For a given value. Maybe you can negotiate with it? 
 
    “Hey!” you call up to the oozing monster. Hands on your hips, you tilt your head back and look up at the skull that serves as its head. “Let us pass! We are here to see the master of your realm.” 
 
    The Pit Lord burbles. 
 
    You hesitate, then glance towards Loria. “Did he say yes?” 
 
    “No, mistress. In fact, he-“ 
 
    Tentacles of slime suddenly lash out, grabbing your arms and waist. You scream in surprise as the Pit Lord lifts you into the air, your kicking legs soon suspended high over the misty mire. 
 
    “What the fuck! Let go of me! Let go of me right now you… you…” 
 
    You trail off, eyes widening in horror as you watch your clothes begin to disintegrate. Wherever his slime touches, the fabric burns away as if eaten by acid. Your terror that it will do the same to your skin is short lived, as wherever it touches, instead a tingling numbness spreads through you. 
 
    “Nnn! What are you… s-stop that! Let g-go of… of me… I…” 
 
    The numbness is spreading further. You find yourself sagging in his tentacles, your mouth falling open as the curse mark on your mons pulses, aching through you with deeper need of submission. A tentacle rises before your face. Your eyes follow it as it sways back and forth, then pushes forward, and into your mouth. 
 
    “Mmmm…” you moan, eyes rolling back as the slimy limb fills your mouth. As the drooling toxins drip onto your tongue, numbing your face, your mind. Making you little more than a limp fuck puppet, waiting for the next pleasure to be inflicted on you, your thoughts already sinking beneath the pleasure of the Pit Lord. 
 
    You gasp, moan around the tentacle as two more move against your body, your chest, dissolving your shirt and letting your plump breasts bounce free. You groan as the same tentacle suddenly smears your teats with its ooze, your breasts bouncing, glistening with slime, your nipples firming into aching points. Points which are suddenly engulfed by two tentacles that greedily suck at them. 
 
    “Mrnnnnnn…” you say, weakly arching, pushing your chest harder against those sucking limbs, your breasts throbbing as they’re sucked, teased, dripping with slime. The toxins ooze down your front, dissolving away what remains of your dress. Your body bucks in sudden, sharp pleasure as the droplets sizzle against your curse mark, glowing hot as flame upon your mons. Your body marked, ready to surrender to the pleasure of the demon. 
 
    You feel more tentacles. They push against your panties, dissolving the filmy fabric, laying bare your pussy and tight ass. The lazy languor of the toxin is so complete, you can’t even clench against the tentacles as they push into your ass and pussy. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, head lolling back, lashes fluttering as insidious pleasure surges through you in a hot wash of perfect desire. The toxin is even more potent within you. You sway, weakly moving against the tentacles as they fuck you, thrusting in and out of your rippling pussy and twitching ass. Helpless against the pleasures overwhelming your poor being. 
 
    The Pit Lord senses you nearing your peak. His tentacles thrust faster into you. Suck harder at your nipples. Slither more within your mouth. Your body is his plaything, and it just keeps getting better. You’re helpless against the submissive pleasures surging through you. A toy to cum as he wishes, and he dearly wishes you to cum like the slut you are. 
 
    “Mm. Mmm! Mmmmmm!” you moan as you cum, riding his tentacle, your body shuddering with your peak as your pussy ripples, your juices oozing into the tentacle, sucked down in bulges and into the mass of the Pit Lord. This, then, is what he was after. The taste of your cum with your climax. 
 
    And he’s going to milk you dry of it. 
 
    You dangle in the air, helpless to resist the insidious pleasure as he continues to pleasure you. Milk you. Your orgasms roll together in an endless parade of pure pleasure. Fucked. Sucked. Pumped. You’re wrung out, your sweat lapped up by more tentacles slithering along your skin, reinforcing the weight of your helpless arousal. 
 
    But inevitably, you’re done. You sag in the monster’s grasp, your pussy so used it aches with the wonderful exhaustion of pure pleasure. The Pit Lord senses this, and doesn’t bother with niceties. Your mind is so far gone, you don’t even register when you sink into his mass, the acid within him dissolving you away, your bones just another piece of detritus in his body. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Pull Back 
 
      
 
    Hold on. 
 
    Hold on, something’s wrong here. 
 
    You blink, lifting your head, looking closer at Acedia. “W-wait,” you say. “This… this isn’t right…” 
 
    “Isn’t it though?” Acedia says, smiling lazily, shrugging her gown open, her full, soft breasts filling the air with their glory. “Isn’t it so right to just… adore my breasts?” 
 
    It does feel right. But that’s mainly because your curse mark is positively throbbing with desire for this sheepgirl. And that’s reason enough to suddenly be very wary of what’s happening. 
 
    “You… No. No!” you bark, jerking to your feet. “You’re trying to seduce me!” 
 
    Acedia giggles. “Can you really blame me?” the demoness says, stretching lazily on her divan, gown falling away, spilling her big, soft breasts into the air. “After all, you’re so very beautiful. Come now. Would being my bed slave really be so wrong?” 
 
    Your curse mark aches at the suggestion. The idea of being this somnolent slut’s personal bed warmer is so terribly tantalizing. Of being naked to better feel her wool upon you as she rides your face. Smothers you beneath her tits. You shudder at the insidious pleasure. 
 
    “Bitch,” you growl. “Are we even going to the palace?” 
 
    “Mmmmaybe,” the sleepy demon murmurs, giggling lazily. 
 
    Coolness gathers in your palm. You point it at her, and into your hand grows a lance of ice. You rest the point against her breast, where her heart beats with its slow rhythm. “You’re going to take me to the palace right now,” you say. 
 
    Acedia’s lidded eyes wander down to the icicle. “Mmm. And yet, my dream is all that keeps this boat real,” she says. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “This boat,” she says with a lazy gesture at the vessel beneath you. “It’s nothing but a dream construct I have made. Kill me, and it vanishes. And you will discover if the Styx truly does what it’s rumored to.” 
 
    “You’re lying,” you say. 
 
    “Am I?” Acedia says. 
 
      
 
    Kill Her 
 
    Jump Overboard 
 
    Negotiate with Her 
 
    

  

 
   
    Jump Overboard 
 
      
 
    You glance from the sloth demon to the waters sluggishly rushing by the boat. The mists are just thin enough you can make out the shore. A quick swim. You can do that. 
 
    You spin away from Acedia. “Loria! Into the water!” you cry, bounding to the rail. 
 
    “Mistress! Wait!” 
 
    You ignore your maid’s cry, vaulting the rail and overboard. You hit the water with a splash, sinking deep. 
 
    Instantly the current is pulling at you, but it doesn’t seem to only be tugging at your body. You gasp as you surface, feeling the waters pulling something more fundamental away from you. Tearing away your memories as if your thoughts were being ripped away by hooks. Already your memory of your favorite dress dissolves like sugar in water. Your first ride among the icy pillars of Pride. That time you fucked that hero while his girlfriend watched, then fucked her, then fucked them both and made them each kiss a different cheek of your ass. 
 
    Memories gone. Lost. 
 
    You may have made a mistake diving into the Styx. 
 
    But no time to regret! You can already feel the river tugging more of your memories. You frantically start swimming for the shore, gasping as you kick and claw at the waters, every inch gained at the cost of another moment of your life. Your old servants. The Citadel. The demon lords. Your father’s face. Gone. Lost. 
 
    But the shore is getting closer. Closer. 
 
    Your maid. You had a maid. What was her name? Who served you? Why are you in the river? Gotta get to shore. What’s a Citadel? Why are you in the water? 
 
    Shore is so close. Gotta get there. Gotta get to shore. 
 
    There! 
 
    Gasping, you pull yourself out of the waters, kneeling on the marshy bank, panting, your lungs burning with your exertions, your head swimming and throbbing. 
 
    “Well hello there.” 
 
    You raise your head blearily. A tiny demon stands at the edge of the shore, his fingers interlaced, his grin showing long fangs. His tiny body is clad in a shabby pinstripe jacket and pants. A ratty top hat sits on his head, two tiny horns poking through the brim, his long, ragged ears squished outwards. The word ‘imp’ pops into your head, but you can’t remember more than that.  
 
    “And who might you be?” the demon says, jolting you back to yourself. 
 
    You open your mouth. 
 
    Pause. 
 
    Who… are you? 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” you say at last. 
 
    “You don’t?” the demon says, cocking his head, his voice syrupy with concern. “Oh dear oh dear! That’s no good. Looks like someone went for a dip in Styx for a little too long. Hm?” 
 
    “Um, I guess?” you say, blinking owlishly. 
 
    “Well, that’s a shame. But not to worry! I, Fizzbin! Your friendly wandering showman knows. You’re a demon cum dump, my dear?” 
 
    “I am?” you say. 
 
    “Sure!” Fizzbin says. “See? I warned you about going swimming, didn’t I? I told you, good demon sluts shouldn’t go jumping into Styx. But no no. I’m afraid you were just too dumb and went ahead and took a dip. It’s my own fault, really. As your owner, I should have been more careful.” 
 
    “O-owner?” you say. 
 
    “Of course! You’re my obedient slave. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    You nibble your lower lip. “Um, no.” 
 
    “Here. Maybe this will jog your memory.” 
 
    The imp grins and shucks down his pants. Your eyes widen like saucers as you behold his throbbing red prick as it rises, twitching in the humid air of the swamp. A sudden heat pulses through you, your heart beating faster as you behold the imp’s red manhood. 
 
    “O-oh,” you gasp. 
 
    “Feel that? That’s your body telling you what a good cock slut you are,” the imp cackles. 
 
    “I… I see,” you say. 
 
    “And look at that! You’re wearing clothes again. You know better than that. Sluts should be naked. Come on. Get them off.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, eagerly pulling off your shirt, your skirt, your panties. It does feel right to be naked in front of the imp. Thank goodness your master found you after you took a swim in the waters! Who knows what might have become of you if he hadn’t? Someone simply depraved might have taken advantage of you. You smile happily as you toss away the last of your clothes, your pink curves revealed, nipples hard. There’s a strange marking just above your pussy, and it’s glowing. You wonder what it is? 
 
    Master seems to know. Fizzbin is staring at it with shock. “Well well well!” he finally says. “Isn’t this lucky!” 
 
    “What, master?” you ask. 
 
    His eyes snap back to your face. “Oh. That… I found you just in time for your afternoon fucking! How lucky you are!” 
 
    You certainly feel lucky. At the word ‘fuck’ the mark on your mons gives another needy throb. You gasp, thighs trembling, your core aching for the imp’s randy red cock. “Mmm. Y-yes, master. Lucky.” 
 
    “Damn right! Now, bend over in front of that stump. We mustn’t keep a slut waiting.” 
 
    Eagerly you crouch on the ground, the heart shape of your ass raised as the imp flutters onto the stump behind you. From this position, he has a commanding view of your ass. The imp licks his lips hungrily, his little claws gripping your plush rump, giving it a greedy squeeze. 
 
    “Mmnnn!” you moan softly as the imp massages your ass. Ooooh, it feels so good to be back in master’s hands! Every moment you spend with him feels more and more right. Who needs memories when your body clearly knows exactly what you were meant for! 
 
    “Oh fuck yes. Look at that,” the imp says, his breath ghosting against the tight divot of your asshole.  
 
    “M-master? Wha… ooooooh!” 
 
    You trail off in a sudden moan as the imp shoves his face against your rump, his tongue lashing your tight asshole like a wriggling worm, his hands squeezing and massaging your rump like he were testing it for flexibility. The feeling of the imp’s slithering tongue is incredible! Your arms shake with the effort of holding you up, your legs instinctively parting to give him further access. 
 
    “Fuck! Yes. You taste amazing, slut!” the imp gasps as he continues to lick out your ass, one of his hands abandoning your rear to push between your thighs and begin stroking your dripping pussy. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan, your cry trebling into the misty land. “Th-thank youuuuu! Oh master… Master! That feels… feels so good! Slave feels sooooo gooood!” 
 
    “Course you do. Course you do. Oh fuck yes,” the imp pants. “Fuck! Can’t do this. I gotta have your pussy!” 
 
    “Yes, master. Please! It’s all for you. Fuck my pussy. I need your cock again. Oh master… pleeeeease!” 
 
    You wiggle your ass like a trained whore, tantalizing him with the perfect orbs of your bottom. That’s all it takes to inspire the imp to finally do the deed. Without a moment’s hesitation he grabs your hips, aligns his throbbing red prick with your slick pussy, and eagerly sheathes himself in you. 
 
    Stars burst behind your eyes as you feel the imp’s shaft stuff your tight cunt. Your mouth flies open with shocked pleasure, the rune above your womb throbbing with fertile glory. Fuck! How could you have ever forgotten this! 
 
    “Yesssssss!” you wail, pushing back, taking his great cock into your hot cunt. “Master, yessss! Fuck me! Fuck me, master! Breed your slut! Oh pit yes! Gods yes! Take me! Fuck me haaaaaard!” 
 
    “Fuck!” Fizzbin howls, throwing back his head as he saws in and out of your twitching pussy. “That’s fucking iiiiiiit! Take it, slave! Take your master’s cock! Fuck yessss!” 
 
    The tiny imp hammers your pussy from behind, driving you into the marshy ground of the swamp. Not that you care. With feverish desire you push back against the demon’s thrusting little cock, whimpering and pawing at the ground, your heavy breasts swaying beneath you as you frantically fuck yourself against him. Oh fuck yes! How can anything feel so good? 
 
    The slap of the imp’s hips against your plump bottom is a staccato accompaniment to your pants and whimpers. Your tightness massages his cock. Your cursed rune pulsing with pleasure, sensing your impending fate. “Ah… ah… m-master! Master! Breeeed meeee!” you wail as you cum, crying out in terrible climax as you tighten around the imp’s cock. 
 
    “Yessssssss!” Fizzbin howls, hilting himself inside you, throwing back his head and clutching your ass as at last he peaks. You feel his cock twitch, swell, and then unleash the flood of his oily cum within your helpless womb. 
 
    You nearly black out at the sheer pleasure as his seed fills you. Breeds you. Your eyes roll back, your mouth drooling with the raw ecstasy as your curse mark flares, branding you as imp breeding stock. 
 
    Fizzbin groans, unsheathing his cock from your drooling cunny. You whimper, twitching in delight, trying to clench your pussy tight so as not to leak even a drop of his cum. 
 
    “Oh fuck, slut. That was good,” the imp pants. 
 
    You turn your head, and your heart soars at the sight of the diminutive imp sitting on the stump. Your face glows with adoration as you move about and crawl to him. 
 
    “Master,” you breathe. “Thank you so much.” 
 
    “Don’t mention it,” Fizzbin grins, his eyes roaming over your curvy form, his cock once more thickening at the sight of you. 
 
    You giggle, pressing forward, hefting your big breasts. “Would master like me to fuck him between my tits?” 
 
    The imp grins wider. “Mmm. Master would like that very much!” 
 
    Beaming, you lean forward, trapping his red shaft between your plump tits. You fairly drool as the musky scent of his manhood wafts into your face while you begin to bounce your breasts around his cock, feeling his hardness thicken further between your heavy breasts. 
 
    “Ooooh massssterrrrr,” you moan as you pump him. “Does this please master?” 
 
    “Fuck yesssss,” the imp groans, lewdly rutting up between your bouncing breasts, the head of his cock just able to clear them before vanishing again. 
 
    “Slave is so happy, master. Please. Can slave have your seed again?” 
 
    “Again and… ah… again and… ooooh… again… Fuck!” the imp gasps. 
 
    You know he’s being truthful. After all, you’re master’s slave. Always have been. Always will be. At last the imp howls, his cock cresting your bouncing tits and positively drenching your face and breasts with his oily seed. You moan, the heat of his cum searing your skin, your tongue frantically flicking out to catch every droplet of his pulsing seed. 
 
    Fizzbin sighs, settling back on the stump happily. He takes a moment to admire your face and breasts absolutely glistening with pathetic, oily cum. “That’s a good look, slave,” he says. 
 
    “Th-thank you, master,” you pant, beaming. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re welcome. Here, let’s go. We shouldn’t hang around in the open like this. Lotsa demons would love to get a taste of your cunt.” 
 
    “Of course, master,” you say, rising. “But… where are we going?” 
 
    “You let me worry about that,” the imp cackles as he beckons you after him. “Now come on! We’ve got to take this show on the road.” 
 
    You wonder what show he means? But you don’t worry. After all, you muse as you follow your diminutive owner down the path and into the swamps, he knows what he’s doing. And a good slave always obeys her master. 
 
      
 
    Imp Slave 
 
    

  

 
   
    Resist the Guard 
 
      
 
    “Get your sausage fingers off me!” you snarl, wrenching out of his grasp. 
 
    Or, at least, that was the plan. Unfortunately, his grip doesn’t loosen. If anything, it tightens, growing stronger. 
 
    “So slave forgets place,” the towering monster rumbles. He suddenly pushes you down, forcing you to your knees. “Sluts need reminder.” 
 
    You twist in his grasp, trying to get free. “Let me up you… you…” 
 
    You trail off, your mouth slowly falling open. You’re level with the bullman’s crotch, and not even the bagginess of his pants can hide the sheer bulk of his bulge. And that’s nothing compared to when he reaches down, tugs open the front of his pants, and lets it all hang loose. 
 
    He’s huge. Massive. His cock fills your world with its flaring bulk. The scent hits you like the slap of a wet towel, the musk making you gasp, shudder, your curse mark trilling with excitement at the possibility of having you bred by such a tool. You swallow hard, your tongue feeling thick and heavy, your thoughts jumbled by the sheer size of him. 
 
    “Slave knows place,” the guard grunts as he pushes your face against his cock. 
 
    You try and turn away, but can’t quite seem to do it. You find the heat of his thick cock pressed against your lips, your nose tucked to the side, directly against his heavy balls. You take another shuddering breath, your eyes rolling back slightly at the sheer bestial musk of him. Even diluted by the haze of unreality, it’s far too powerful for your unfortunate mind to bear. Not when the curse mark is throbbing, pulsing, begging for you to experience pleasure at the hands of the monster. 
 
    Your mouth opens. “I… I am not… not… s-slave,” you pant, but even as you form that final word, your tongue lingers, stretching out and running up along his shaft. 
 
    The taste of his manhood burns on your tongue. Thick. Pungent. You shudder again, an addict given a sample of what they need. You can’t stop your tongue sliding out again. Again. Stroking the bulk of his cock with shameful desire. 
 
    “Hrrrr. Good slut. You learn,” he grunts. 
 
    “N-not a slut,” you pant, even as your hands begin to move along his rapidly hardening cock, stroking him, your head spinning with every breath of his musk ladened air. 
 
    “I think are,” he chuckles. 
 
    You want to argue the fact. But his cock is so hard. So there. So needing your soft lips on it, and you can’t stop yourself from giving the head a soft kiss. 
 
    The debasement of what you’re doing is more than you can bear. Your pussy is fairly dripping with this shameful display you’re putting on. But you can’t stop yourself. Again and again your lips press themselves to the guard’s throbbing shaft. Adoring it like the wanton slut you’re being made to feel like. Why? Oh, why does it have to feel soooo goooood! 
 
    You can’t stop yourself. You open your mouth as wide as you can and take the tip inside. The flaring tip stretches your mouth, pressing down your tongue, bumping the back of your throat with its girth. Your cheeks are burning with lust and shame and naked, molten desire. 
 
    “Hrrrrrrr…” the guard groans as you eagerly bob. Eagerly suck him. Lick him. Taste his fat cock like the bitch you are. Your mind has sunken beneath the glory of worshipping his fat bull cock. The scent of his musk makes you drool. The taste of his immense tool makes you drip with wanton arousal. That he’s someone’s dream no longer factors in. You want this. You need this so badly. 
 
    Abruptly he shoves you off his cock. You gasp, falling back onto the floor, panting. 
 
    “Turn over,” he grunts. “I breed.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you gasp, rolling over onto your hands and knees, your ass lifted into the air. You tremble with desire for him, so painfully aware of him moving up behind you, grabbing your bottom in his cruel hands, spreading your legs to bare the dripping slash of your pink pussy. You whimper as you feel him rub his spit slathered cock against your pussy, lifting you ass with the pressure of his dick. 
 
    “P-pleeeeease!” you moan. 
 
    “Please what? What slut want?” 
 
    “Your cock!” you gasp, whimpering. “Please! Please, g-give me your cock. Fuck me with your fat cock! Breed my royal pussy with it. I need you in me! I need your seed!” 
 
    The dream monster grunts in approval. “Good slave. All learn when faced with cock.” 
 
    Some part of you would argue that. But it’s not the part that’s currently rubbing your pussy against his shaft like a bitch in heat. And that’s the part that positively glows as his bitchbreaker pushes against you, and stuffs you. 
 
    Your mouth drops open, your eyes widening as you feel him fill you. There’s no way you can take this much cock. Another part of the dream? It must be. But you’re not complaining. Not with inch after inch of veiny cockmeat stretching you wide around his cock. With the brutal guard grunting, fitting half his cock inside you. 
 
    Then drawing back. 
 
    And thrusting. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you wail as his fat cock stuffs you anew, the force of the blow making you skid forward an inch on the floor. His hands grab your hips, holding you steady as he begins to ruthlessly plow you, fucking you to the womb, his fat cock pistoning into you with all the relentless breeding hunger of a beast. 
 
    “Fuck!” you wail, pushing back against him, your tits swaying as you take his cock. “Oh fuck yes! Yesss! Fuck me! Fuck me with your monster cock! Give it to me! Oh f-fuck! Give me alllll yourrrr cooooock! Mnnnn! More! Please! Pits! Moooooore!” 
 
    “Hmmm. Good slut,” the guard grunts, reaching forward and grabbing your arms. He wrenches them back, arching you atop his cock as he continues to ruthlessly pound you, mounting you atop his dick like the figurehead of a ship. 
 
    Your eyes are rolling back. The sensation of his fuckstick thudding into your womb is like nothing you’ve ever known. The mark atop your mons pulses, beating in time to the rapid thrusts into your pussy. Oh fuck. Oh fuuuuuuck! You can’t hold back. Wailing with purest pleasure, you cum, breasts quivering with the intensity of your climax. 
 
    And lucky you, he’s far from done. 
 
    “Yes!” you cry as the guard continues to pound his cock up into you, every thrust a thump of raw pleasure. “Yes! Yes! Fuck yes! Fuck me! Fuck meeee! Cum! Please! Give me your cum! Breed me! I need it! Need your cum! Need it so bad. Fuck yes… Yes! Yesssss! Cum in me! Gods! Please! Please!” 
 
    You feel the guard’s breathing growing ragged. Your inner walls tighten deliciously on his thrusting cock as he increases his pace, his shaft twitching within you. At last, with a thundering bellow, the guard cums, hilting you upon his massive cock, his thick, boiling seed pouring into your fertile womb. 
 
    “Oooooooh!” you groan, eyes rolling back, drooling with the intensity of your orgasm. The mark on your mons sizzles as it burns itself onto you, branding you the dream demon’s breeding sow. Your mind blinks out as his cum oozes from your pussy. 
 
    With a sated grunt the guard lets you go. You slump onto the floor, whimpering as his cock slides from your cunny, drooling his seed onto the tiles. 
 
    “Slave like?” he asks. 
 
    “Yesssss,” you slur. 
 
    “Good. Slave obey?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you groan. 
 
    “Good. Then, slave can clean cock. Then, we go see master.” 
 
    You almost laugh aloud. As if there were a master greater than the male who bred you! But obedience is hardwired into your mind, and you can only eagerly nod as you crawl to the bull demon’s feet and lavish his cock with attention, running your tongue along his thick shaft with subservient eagerness, shuddering with delight as you taste the thick cum drooling from his cock, mingled with your sweeter juices. Yes. Yes, you’ll dance. You’ll do anything to get another taste of the master’s cock. 
 
    For you are his slave. 
 
    His obedient slut. 
 
      
 
    Dream Slave 
 
    

  

 
   
    Bed Slave of the Princess 
 
      
 
    The cushions press into your cheek like softest clouds. You sigh, shifting among them, so cozy, so relaxed. So filled with wonderful pink lethargy. Every day is another experience of wonderful ease and relaxation. You wriggle among the cushions, hoping to find another bed girl to pleasure until you both collapse in an orgasmic stupor. Often, this can involve upwards of four or five women. You never count. Counting is… so much effort. 
 
    As you lounge among the cushions, you hear a whisper of silk. Feel the coolness of a shadow fall over you. You open your eyes. 
 
    “Hello, darling,” your princess coos. 
 
    You smile languidly at the plump curves of Acedia. “Mmm. Hello,” you sigh. “What does my… mistress… command...?” 
 
    Acedia stands before you, letting her robe fall away, revealing the full glory of her body. Soft, dark wool accents her form in the gentle curls of a sloth demon’s nature. Her pale skin seems to shine before your eyes like the moon come to earth, her eyes twinkling with stars. You fairly drool at the sight of her. 
 
    “It simply occurred to me,” she says, lazily walking towards you, “that I would rather like a… royal seat.” 
 
    You perk up a smidge. You know where this is going. “Of course… mistress,” you sigh, lazily stretching back, tilting your head among the pillows. “I’m ready.” 
 
    Acedia steps over you, looking down at you from between the valley of her large breasts and curly wool. But your eyes are glued to the absolutely glorious curves of her ass. Those soft, pale cheeks hover over you, the fluffy curl of Acedia’s woolly tail just peeking from between them, and with agonizing slowness Acedia lowers herself, firmly planting her ass upon your face. 
 
    You moan in delight at the feeling of utter submission being under such a beautiful woman always brings. Your arms rise, drawn despite the heaviness of indolence, clutching her bottom, pulling her further down, smothering you beneath her generous ass as you slide a tongue up into her clenching asshole. 
 
    Acedia’s moan reaches you as she grinds her bottom onto your face. “Oh yessssss. Right there. Mmmm. Good girl. Such a goooood girl…” 
 
    Her praise warms your breast, spreading through you. Just a word from her perfect lips can awaken such adoring pleasure in you. Pleasure you’re desperate to share. The hot warmth beneath her ass is utterly divine, and adoringly you drive your tongue up into her tight rear, tasting her heavy muskiness, feeling her asshole tighten around your probing tongue. 
 
    “Mmmm. That’s it. Nice and slow. Nice and eaaaasy… Good slave… Ohhhh, such a goooood slaaaave…” 
 
    Some part of you rejects the notion you are her slave. You know you could leave at any time. But that seems like sooooo much effort. So much easier just to submit to Acedia’s whims. To feel her soft bottom squish you beneath her. To drive your tongue up into her ass like a good, obedient, adoring bed girl. 
 
    And it feels so good to relax. To just submit. Why, you can barely remember a life beyond the hills of pillows and cushions of Acedia’s boat. All you know is a steady stream of pure pleasure at the sloth demon’s tender hands. 
 
    You feel Acedia begin to rock, pushing her ass firmly down on you, sealing you beneath the glorious globes of her rear even as the princess of dreams drives a hand between her legs, rubbing herself, her juices drooling onto your chest as you continue to worship her ass. “Yes. Yesssss! Oh gods… right there, my dear. Lick me there… Ah… Mmmm… My pretty dreamer… My lovely pet… Fuck yes. Yessssss. That’s it. Right there. Oh gods yes. Yes! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    Her ass tightens around your face, cutting off your air as she shudders with climax. For a terrible moment you can’t breathe. For a wonderful moment you’re utterly at her mercy. Your head spins in the darkness beneath Acedia’s ass, lack of oxygen squeezing your brain. 
 
    Then she lifts herself off you. You gasp, every breath saturated in her scent, your tongue thick with the taste of your princess’s ass. You blink against the light, suddenly missing the darkness of her bottom as Acedia looks down at you with a smile. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that, sweetling?” the demoness coos. 
 
    A smile lifts your flushed face. “Sooo much, mistress,” you breathe. 
 
    “Mmm. Good. Now, how about the front, darling?” 
 
    You brighten. “May I?” 
 
    “Of course. It would be such a shame to make you get up, after all,” Acedia giggles as she lowers herself atop you once more, pressing your face into the slickness of her pussy. 
 
    Your eyes roll back with pleasure as your tongue delves into her cunt, your nose tickled by the wool that crests her cunny. You sink, sighing, adoring her sweet pussy and the tender flavour of her clit. And you’re not left alone, for soon enough you feel another bed slave climb between your legs and begin to lavish your own pussy with long, lazy licks. 
 
    It’s so relaxing to be a bed slave of Sloth. 
 
    Like a dream you never need to wake from… 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Go with the Guard 
 
      
 
    You look again at the dream demon’s thick muscles, and despite the shimmer that glistens over them, the strength of the hand on your shoulder is alarmingly real. Best to play along for now. Besides, it seems like you’ll be brought to whatever being is running this show anyway. You swallow back an acerbic remark and smile. “Of course,” you say. “Let us see the… the master…” 
 
    The guard nods and releases you. You roll your shoulder experimentally and follow the bullman into the halls of the dream palace. You walk down several corridors where yet more of the heavily built bull demons stand guard, mirrors of the one guiding you on. Two flank a doorway your escort pushes you through, and into the palatial room beyond. 
 
    A throne of pillows awaits at the far end of the room, and upon it lounges a lithe, fair skinned sloth demon. Like all his kind, his hair is a fluffy mess like tangled wool, accented by a pair of small goat horns, but the most salient part for you is the lack of shimmer. He’s real, and likely the dreamer who has been ensorcelled by Somna’s power. He’s draped in silks a size too large for him, and his sleepy face opens in a broad smile at your appearance. 
 
    “Ah! Another dancer,” he cries, clapping his hands in delight and sitting up. “How marvelous!” 
 
    “I bring, master Ambula,” your guard grunts. 
 
    The sloth demon glances at the dream figure and nods quickly, and is it just you, or does the bull demon look a bit bigger all of a sudden? What had Hypnos said? That the dreams are traps for those who sleep under the power of his father? You glance again at the slender demon on his throne. 
 
    “Yes, yes you did. And now, dance for me, slave,” he says, pointing at you as he slumps back into his throne, smiling broadly. “Dance for your master!” 
 
      
 
    Dance for the Demon 
 
    Dom the Demon 
 
    Parlay with the Demon 
 
    

  

 
   
    Dom the Demon 
 
      
 
    “Master?” you say. “You think you’re my master?” 
 
    Ambula’s confident grin slips. “Um… yes?” he says. 
 
    “You think you are man enough to master me?” you say, every word snapping with contempt. You strut forward, hips swinging, head thrown back, exuding every iota of regal pride you’ve been born and bred with. “You think you are better than me?” 
 
    Ambula sinks into the cushions, his eyes widening as he looks at you. And those aren’t the only things getting bigger. You can see his pants have begun to notably tent. So, he likes being talked down to, eh? Well then, he’s captured the right demon! 
 
    “If you think I’m going to dance for such a puny, pathetic excuse for a male, you’ve got another thing coming,” you growl, and as you walk, the filmy silks you were put in slough off. Transforming. Gone is the girdle and its strip. Instead, a tight black corset lifts your breasts. A cloak fans from your shoulders, black spikes jutting from it. Heels form on your feet, their clicks the measured stride of doom. A tiara of black steel settles upon your brow. 
 
    You halt before the throne and the lesser demon sitting in it. Sinking into it. His eyes are huge, taking you in with stunned awe, his clothes melting away and leaving him naked, helpless, his own imagination reversing the positions in which you once stood. You tower over him. Powerful. Incredible. His darkest dream made flesh. 
 
    “Looks like you need to learn your place,” you growl at the sloth demon. 
 
    “I… I didn’t… I mean…” 
 
    “Didn’t what?” you say, a riding crop forming in your hand. You push it under his chin, lifting it so he’s forced to look you in the eye. The pleasure of prideful power works through you at the terror and shameful desire written on his face. “Didn’t understand who you were dealing with? Thought you were a king? Thought you deserved to see me dance? You pathetic little shit!” 
 
    “P-please!” he whimpers. “I didn’t… I mean… I…” 
 
      
 
    Smother Him Under Your Ass 
 
    Make Him Watch the Guard Fuck You 
 
    Make Him Tell You the Way Out 
 
    

  

 
   
    Make Him Watch the Guard Fuck You 
 
      
 
    You glance over your shoulder at the hulking demon guard. Oooh, putting this little sloth demon in his place has really got your juices flowing. And having such a spectacular specimen of maleness so near gives you all sorts of wonderful ideas for things you can do to truly drive home how worthless Ambula is. Besides, the bull demon is a dream. He can’t breed you. 
 
    Probably. 
 
    You flick your hair over an ear and beckon the bullman with a crooked finger. “Come here, stud,” you breathe. 
 
    The bull demon grunts, walking forward. Fuck he’s big. Even bigger than before. He positively looms as he stands behind you and you look down at Ambula. “Look at him,” you say, pressing a hand against the guard’s chest, feeling his thick, powerful muscles. “This is a male. This?” you say, reaching down, pulling down the guard’s pants to unveil the flared thickness of his shaft. “This is a cock. You see?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Ambula says. 
 
    “And look at yours!” You laugh at the pathetic specimen of his cock. Average sized, but compared to the guard’s, it’s like a pencil before a sword. “You think that cock could possibly give me the pleasure I deserve? No! Only a cock like this can give me what I need,” you say, grasping the guard’s cock, giving it a long, teasing stroke. “Only a cock like this could truly satisfy me. You don’t even measure.” 
 
    Ambula blushes with humiliation, but his prick only gets harder at your words. You snort. Pathetic. You’ll show him. You spread your arms, tilting back your head towards the guard. “Undress me,” you command. 
 
    The huge male grunts, grabbing your corset and fairly tearing it off. Your cloak flutters to the ground, dissolving like black smoke, unveiling your toned, curvy form. An example of peak femininity. And you’re about to take an example of peak masculinity. 
 
    Dreams really do come true. 
 
    “Out of the throne,” you command. “A real man needs it.” 
 
    Ambula scrambles out, nearly falling onto the floor. You push the guard back, and he takes a seat without protest, grunting as you sit on his lap, his cock rising from between your legs like a veiny pillar of pure fuck. You fairly drool at the sight. Your pussy certainly is, dripping onto his root as you tug his cock against your stomach, shuddering in delight as your curse mark presses against it, throbbing with lurid anticipation of what’s to come. Perhaps that should have given you pause. But when you look down and see Ambula staring up at you on the guard’s lap, all doubts fly away. 
 
    “Look at him,” you breathe, rubbing his cock against your stomach, your tits swelling around the tip. “Look at the size of him. This is a real man. This is the sort of man that deserves to fuck me. To fill me with his big cock. To plow me. Mate me. You thought you were worthy? Don’t make me laugh. You can’t compare to this. This… glory…” 
 
    Your hand moves admiringly over the dream’s massive fuck stick, stroking him to the tip where pre smears your fingers. His cock feels so real in your hands. Against your body. Between your big, soft breasts. Your breathing is growing deeper. Your pussy aches, so empty, so needy. You glance down at Ambula and see the small sloth demon has his cock in his hand, stroking himself. 
 
    The sense of domination at the sight is only matched by the sense of utter submission to the fat cock between your tits. You can’t hold back. The curse mark glows on your mons, pulsing, urging you on you as you lift yourself up above the bull demon’s cock, meeting Ambula’s eyes as you rub yourself atop the monstrous flaring tip beneath you. 
 
    “This is what it means to fuck,” you purr, and sheathe yourself on the dream demon’s dick. 
 
    The feeling of his fat manhood stuffing you is unparalleled. Your eyes shoot wide open as inch after inch of fat demon dick plugs your sopping pussy. You moan, sinking deeper, deeper, feeling him fill you beyond compare. You know, logically, that it’s impossible for your body to take so much cock. That you’d surely be split by the girth now nestling against your womb. 
 
    But this is a dream. 
 
    And gods, but you hope you never wake up. 
 
    “Yesssssss,” you moan, voice trebling as your legs work, lifting you, dropping you, fucking yourself atop the bull demon’s pillar of a cock. “Oh fuck yessss! Fuck me! Oh gods! Oh pits yes! Yes! Fill me you monster! Fuck me with your cock!” 
 
    You feel the guard’s thick hands engulf your breasts, squeezing them possessively, a sensation that throbs through to your very core. You bite your lower lip, eyes rolling back as you start riding him faster. 
 
    Faster. 
 
    Faster! 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan. “Yesss! Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me! Look at this! Look at this cock! It’s so good! So gooooood! So much… ah… so much bigger than yours! Need a cock… need a cock this big! Need it in me! Oh fuck yes! Yes! Yessssss!” 
 
    It’s too good. Too much! You wail, your orgasm like a thudding, pulsing, peak of purest pleasure. “Yesss!” you cry as you cum around the massive cock stuffing you. “Yess! Don’t stop! Keep fucking me! Oh fuck yes! Yes! Never stop! Never stop! Ooooh fuck yesssss!” you moan. 
 
    The dream demon grunts, pounding you down even harder on his massive cock. You can feel his impending orgasm. Feel it in the way the veins throb against your inner walls. The way he forces you down ever harder, ever more insistent to fit more of himself into you. The curse mark on your mons throbs. Pulses. Urging your body to accept this monster’s seed. To be bred by his cock, no longer caring if you can or not. Only needing his hot cum inside you. 
 
    “Breeeed meeeee!” you wail as a second orgasm rocks you. 
 
    He does. 
 
    With a bellow of pure, animal vitality the dream demon forces his cock deep into you and cums. The feel of his churning seed pumping into you is beyond sanity. Your eyes roll back, a cry of pure ecstasy escaping you as your mind blanks. Your pussy tightens, and the curse mark flares, branding you with its mark. 
 
    Devotion to this monster fills you. Consumes you. You quiver, sagging atop his cock, falling against his chest, spent. Weak. 
 
    But so very in love with your new master. 
 
    You look up at the muzzle of the beast who has bred you, and somehow, he seems more real than before. His brutish face seems less shimmery with dream, as if the strength of your belief in your utter subservience to this male has solidified him. A shaky smile alights your face and you stroke his velvety face. 
 
    “Master,” you moan happily. 
 
    The demon grunts, kissing you roughly even as he begins thrusting his cock up into your once more. Your breath hitches, whimpers escaping into his brutish kiss as he mauls your tits and ruts your pussy. This may have begun as Ambula’s dream, but it’s yours now. And you intend to enjoy your new master to the fullest. 
 
      
 
    Dream Slave 
 
    

  

 
   
    Make Him Tell You the Way Out 
 
      
 
    You roll your eyes at his snivelling. You don’t have time for this bullshit. “Shut up, or I’ll really give you something to cry about,” you snap. 
 
    Ambula slams his jaw shut, looking up at you, trembling. 
 
    You move your foot, pressing it down on his chest, forcing him into the cushions. “This is your dream you little wretch. Now, where’s the way out?” 
 
    “D-dream?” he gasps. “But… I mean…” 
 
    “Dream. Yours. Somna’s influence is making you dream. Now, which way is out of here?” 
 
    “I um… I mean… A d-dream? But… But I…” 
 
    “Do you think I’d waste a fucking second on you if this wasn’t a dream? I’m the Princess of Pride!” 
 
    “I… oh… I um… but…” 
 
    “I rule the Citadel itself! I’m the future Overlord! The lords of Greed and Gluttony obey my commands. Nations will fall at my whims! You think you could meet me anywhere but your dreams? Now talk, you wretched little sheep. Where. Is. The. Way. Out!” 
 
    Ambula’s mouth quivers. His eyes stutter, flickering from dimness to awareness. “I… I…” 
 
    You lift your head. Something is changing about the palace. A shimmer in the air itself resolves into something new. Like a piece of another landscape superimposed on the room, a door of black wood in grey stone stands out among the pillars. 
 
    You grin. “There we go,” you say, lifting your foot off Ambula’s chest. The sloth demon whimpers as you stride past him and to the door. Grabbing the doorknobs, you wrench them open and step through, and into another surge of darkest mists. 
 
      
 
    Wonderland 
 
    

  

 
   
    Smother Him Under Your Ass 
 
      
 
    You look down at the quivering fool whose dream you wandered into. Pathetic little wretch. What was it Hypnos said? You either have to break the dream or break the dreamer to escape? Well, you have a good idea on how to make him lose consciousness. 
 
    You smirk at Ambula. “So,” you growl, stepping onto his throne of pillows, towering over the sloth demon. “You think you’re worthy of seeing me dance?” 
 
    “I uh…” 
 
    “Of course you’re not. But maybe you do deserve a little something. And so do I. That seems fair, doesn’t it?” 
 
    He nods frantically and you laugh. What a pathetic creature. He’s agreeing to such an open ended deal with a demon! And not just any demon. But the Princess of Pride! If he had anything you wanted, he’d probably be begging to give it to you. 
 
    “Good boy,” you say, turning around, flicking off the clasps of your cloak, letting the fabric drape him like a blanket. He struggles out of it, and as he frees his head he freezes, jaw dropping, for you’ve already stripped off your corset (undressing quickly just one of your many, many skills), and he finds himself staring up at the flawless, pale globes of your perfect ass. 
 
    “This is where you belong, slave,” you tell him, relishing the power of your words. “Under my ass, adoring it. It’s honestly too good for you, but I’m feeling generous. Thank me.” 
 
    “Th-thank you, mistress.” 
 
    “Not like that,” you say, lowering yourself. “Thank me properly!” 
 
    It’s been a long time since you’ve so utterly debased anyone other than Loria. But as you feel the sloth demon moan as your perfect ass crushes his face, as you feel his soft lips kiss your pert rear adoringly, you feel a shudder of pure, utter satisfaction. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, wiggling, grinding your ass down on Ambula’s head, the soft wool of his hair tickling. “That’s it. Lick me, slave. Kiss my ass. Adore my big bottom. Stick your tongue up there. Lick out my ass like it was my pussy! You pathetic little bitch. As if you deserve to taste my divine pussy. Be grateful you even get to look at my ass.” 
 
    “’ank you…” comes the muffled voice from under you bottom. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” you purr. “Now, back to work. 
 
    Ambula gets to it with a will. His tongue drives up into your clutching asshole. Lathing it with submissive bliss. You moan softly, enjoying the humiliation of the lesser demon. His soft wool gives you a wonderful cushion as you grind your ass down on him. You let your hands play up your sides, cupping your breasts and giving them a squeeze, your eyes lidded with pleasure. Your fingers wander down, down, across the toned hollow of your stomach, a gasp as you brush the glowing curse mark on your mons. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down to your pussy, glistening, your moan delightful as you slide a finger into your cunny. 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan, pressing your ass harder down on Ambula’s face, grinding him beneath your rear. “Yesss! Lick me out you fucking bitch. Kiss my ass! Get your tongue right up there. Fuck yes! Yessss! Right there! Mmmm! Adore my royal ass. What a good bitch you are. Oh fuck yessss!” 
 
    You rock against your fingers, panting as Ambula really gets in there. You can feel him begin to struggle under you. Lacking air. His head will be spinning. His world a dark void of softness. Every breath laced with your scent as he licks you out. 
 
    The feel of his pathetic wriggling under you is unbelievable. Your pussy is absolutely sopping as you furiously masturbate on the squirming man. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck! Struggle. Fight me! Try and escape my ass! Yes. Yes! So close! Oh fuck yes! Yesss! Fuck yessssss!” 
 
    You scream as you cum, your ass tightening around his head, smothering him even further. The shimmering pillars and palace around you waver. The consciousness forming it losing hold. His struggles grow weaker. Weaker. Until at last, they end, the sloth demon growing limp beneath you. 
 
    You don’t notice at first, too exhausted from the power of your orgasm. But when you finally do you lazily rise, lifting you ass off Ambula’s head. 
 
    His face is absolutely flushed, but he’s still breathing, albeit slowly. Unconscious, but not dead. You glance around, and find yourself in what appears to be the kitchen of the palace, the illusion of Ambula’s dream stripped from the yet glistening walls. A door in the corner catches your eye, and you stride towards it. It felt good to dominate Ambula, and pit knows you’ve probably given him wank material for the rest of his days. Not a bad start, you muse as you open the doors, and the dark mist flows out to bring you deeper into the palace of Sloth. 
 
      
 
    Wonderland 
 
    

  

 
   
    Dance for the Demon 
 
      
 
    This is humiliating, but cooperating seems to be your best chance at getting out of this. You flash what you hope appears to be a sultry smile at the demon on his throne. “Of course, master. I would be happy to.” 
 
    Ambula grins in delight and claps his hands. From seemingly nowhere a smooth, piping music fills the room. Hmm. Not your usual taste but you suppose you can work with it. Your body certainly seems to feel it as you sashay into the middle of the room and begin to dance. 
 
    You’re a good dancer, if you do say so yourself. Your father, before those mortal heroes killed him (hopefully quite painfully) had insisted you learn, and being the Princess of Pride, you’d taken to it well enough. Especially because your tutors tended to come from the realm of Lust, and their rewards often involved leotards cast aside and you discovering the wonders of flexibility. Mmm. Just the thought of those days sends your hips swinging and your curse mark throbbing. 
 
    In fact, the nature of the music seems to be changing. It’s becoming less distant. Less vague. Growing stronger, thrumming in the air and through you. The silk strip falling between your thighs swishes like a pendulum. Your breasts sway, bounce, tingling. Your hands move over yourself, feeling your body. Your lovely, sexy body. 
 
    “Yes,” Ambula breathes, rubbing the bulge of his cock through his pants. “Yessss. Dance. Dance more…” 
 
    He doesn’t need to tell you. The lust of his gaze excites you as you spin on the floor, your hips moving, rolling, your ass aching beneath the girdle. But his eyes aren’t the ones that really draw your attention. Oh no. That belongs to the hulking bullman who brought you into the room. Again and again you steal admiring glances at the bulky warrior, feeling his hot gaze on your swaying bottom and soft breasts. 
 
    A shiver courses through you. The intensity of the dream creature’s lust is almost palpable. Your nose tingles with the faded scent of his musk. So raw. So familiar. Your breathing has deepened. Your nipples tent your filmy bra. Your panting breath stirs your veil. 
 
    “He wants you,” Ambula gasps from his throne. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you hum. 
 
    “Dance for him,” Ambula commands. 
 
    The bullman moves forward, and you find yourself drawn to him almost magnetically. He doesn’t really dance, but that’s fine. You don’t need him to. You press against his chest, hands moving over the tight muscles. The musk of his fur filling your nose until your pussy moistens with shameless lust. You spin about, pressing your ass against his lap, a quivering whimper escaping you as you rub your rump against the hardening thickness within his pants. 
 
    “More. More,” Ambula pants, his cock now out, in his hand, pumped eagerly as he watches you tease the guard. 
 
    You know you shouldn’t. But the music seems to drive you. Enchant you. You spin about and press yourself against his front. The guard grunts and falls back, and suddenly a chair forms from the haze of the dream. You don’t question it. Barely notice it. For now you’re in the bull’s lap, grinding yourself on the dream demon’s thick, pulsing cock. 
 
    “Yes. Give him more. Make him want you,” Ambula pants. 
 
    You do want him. Your need drips down your inner thighs. Your curse mark pulses with intensity like a beacon of your fertility. Your lust. Your shameful need. Your hands land in his lap. Your hips rise, just long enough to open his pants, to free his cock, feeling it swell into the open, the heat of it pressing between your legs, against your pussy. You whimper, moan, hips working, grinding yourself against his cock, feeling his veiny thickness. His hands engulf your ass, squeezing, pressing you against his cock, the strength in his grasp overwhelming. 
 
    “Fuck him,” Ambula gasps, frantically pumping his own, small cock. “Take him!” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant, staring down into the dream demon’s eyes. Those dark orbs. Feeling his cock against you, more real than reality. Your teeth nibble at your lower lip as the music picks up its pace. Singing through you. Hot lust racing through your veins, overwhelming your tenuous self-control as your hips rise, fall. 
 
    And sheathe the dream within your pussy. 
 
    You bite your lip at the sheer intensity of pleasure as his bitchbreaker pushes inside you. Every throb of his pulse echoes through your clutching pussy. “Oooooooh,” you groan, head tilting back, eyes rolling at the sensation of him in you. So thick in you. So wonderfully, powerfully, taking you. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you groan, beginning to bounce, riding his cock, panting with hot, sharp, short gasps. “Oh fuck yes! Yes! Yessss! Take me! Fuck me! Fuck meeeeeee!” 
 
    The curse mark on your mons pulses with quick, hot, overwhelming pleasure. Your jaw drops as you continue to ride his immense shaft. Taking him in you. Your breasts bouncing. 
 
    “Take him. Fuck him!” Ambula says, his hand frantically moving on his cock. 
 
    “Yessss!” 
 
    “Is he big?” 
 
    “Soooo big! Feel… feel every inch! Oh fuck yes! Please! Please! Need… need his cum. Need him to breed me. Fuck me! Breed… gotta breed… gotta… oooooh!” 
 
    At the word breed your curse mark kicks into overdrive. Every stroke of his cock is suddenly twice as wonderful as the last. You whimper as you bounce. Feeling his cock throb. Pulse. Ready to unleash within you. Breed you. His furry hands grab your hips, hammering you down onto his lap, fucking you with sharp, brutal thrusts. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” you gasp. “Fuck! Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yes! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    You shudder as you cum, your pussy rippling around the impossibly huge cock plugging you. And that’s the last the beastman can take. With a bellow of pure, animal lust you feel his cock swell within you, and unleash his load. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you wail as his hot seed pumps into your fertile pussy, your body squeezing his thick cock in desperate ripples of purest pleasure. You feel the brand on your mons flash, flaring, burning itself permanently into your body, etching your servitude to the monster who fucked you. 
 
    And you don’t care. 
 
    You delight in it. To be beholden to a monster of such girth. Such size. You look back at the dream demon, and he seems more solid now. More real than the world around you. More sure and certain, etched into true life by your belief in your utter servitude to the hulking monster. Your lips quiver into a smile of pure, devoted servitude. 
 
    “Maaassssterrrrrr,” you moan. 
 
    The beastman grunts, kissing you. You moan against his muzzle, kissing him, stroking his chin even as his cock continues to twitch and pulse within you. Ambula is forgotten in the mess of his own orgasm, all your attention focused entirely on your mate. 
 
    Your master. 
 
    Your dream cum true. 
 
      
 
    Dream Slave 
 
    

  

 
   
    Negotiate with Her 
 
      
 
    You consider the lazy sheepgirl before you thoughtfully. She could be telling the truth. A greater sloth demon’s dreams can indeed become physical, and a bath in the river Styx seems a very bad idea, in addition to being undignified. 
 
    Besides, you think you have a better idea. 
 
    “Acedia?” you say. “Do you love your father?” 
 
    Acedia blinks slowly. “Hm?” 
 
    “Do you love him?” 
 
    The sloth demon tilts back her head as if the question had never occurred to her. “Do I? Well… Yes. Yes, I’d say so.” 
 
    “And are you prepared to abandon him to his own dreams?” 
 
    Acedia clicks her tongue. “Well…” 
 
    “Acedia,” you say, letting the sword of ice melt as you lean in closer, moving over, straddling the somnolent sloth slut, planting your hands on either side of her head. “If I don’t get to the palace, then your father is going to rot in his own dreams. His nightmares will overtake all of Sloth. He’ll be nothing, and so will you. Are you prepared for that? To abandon him to such a fate?” 
 
    Acedia’s eyes open a little more. Her soft lips purse with thought, her frown more a pout than anything. “…Oh drat,” she mutters. 
 
    “Exactly,” you say, leaning in closer. “But if you help me, we can free your father from his dreams. Return Sloth to its normal state. And,” you add, reaching down, cupping one of her big, soft breasts, “I’d be very grateful.” 
 
    “Mnnn,” Acedia moans softly as you massage her soft breast. “Is that right?” 
 
    “Very,” you purr, leaning in closer. “Can you imagine being on such good standing with the new Overlord of hell? You know how well your father and mine worked. Wouldn’t it be nice to have such… closeness too?” 
 
    Acedia giggles, arching lazily beneath you. “Hmm… You make a… compelling point, my dear.” 
 
    “Of course I do,” you scoff. “I’m going to be the Overlord.” 
 
    “Hmm… Perhaps you will be. How… grand. Very well. I’ll take you to the palace.” 
 
    “Good girl,” you say, patting her cheek. 
 
    You rise from her divan as you feel the boat alter its course, tilting away from the original direction. You sigh, leaving the elevated platform for the lower deck. You might enjoy Acedia’s company, but you also don’t trust her farther than you could throw the Citadel. You find Loria keeping aloof of the bed slaves draped among the cushions and tables. She raises a brow as you approach. “Negotiations were successful, mistress?” 
 
    You scoff. “Of course they were. I was doing them.” 
 
    “You do have a gift with words, mistress. Who can resist your silver tongue?” 
 
    “Who indeed,” you say. 
 
    You lean on the railing, watching the mist slither alongside the boat, the waters brackish where the oars ply the way forward. It’s hard to imagine the lazy Acedia being capable of forming the entire boat from her own willpower. But then, as the mists thin, you see the palace of dreams, and suddenly you can believe it much more. 
 
    The home of the lord of Sloth seems to fill the horizon. Hundred of towers and parapets rise from a shimmering bulk, as if the building weren’t quite there. Merely a mirage conjured by swamp light. Even as you watch the towers shift and morph, vanishing and new ones appearing as if by the trick of the eye. Above the palace stir storm clouds, their dark mass slowly swirling around the castle as if caught in a vortex, rain weeping down to glisten on the walls below. 
 
    “The Palace of Dreams,” Loria says by your side. “Lair of Somna.” 
 
    “Cozy,” you say. 
 
    “Father did love it.” 
 
    You turn your head to find Acedia slowly descending from the rear of the ship. There’s a soft sigh from the bed girls as she passes, many of them dragging their fair forms across the pillows to reach for her, their fingers gliding over her gown, but failing to find purchase. Though, you can’t help but notice, tugging it a bit more open so the sheep woman’s fluffy wool and large, soft breasts are further exposed. 
 
    You clear your throat, forcing your eyes back to Acedia’s as the princess of sloth comes to stand beside you, flashing you a sleepy smile. “He’s inside?” you say. 
 
    “Yes. In his inner sanctum.” Acedia sighs, shaking her head as the mists move in once more, obscuring much of the palace. “He’s always been a bit of a sulker. But news of your father’s death affected him badly.” 
 
    “Yes. Me too,” you growl, feeling again the throb of the curse mark on your mons. 
 
    Acedia chuckles softly. “Hmm. No doubt. But I do hope you’re ready. I left father’s palace for a reason. His dreams are stronger than any others in all the hells. Many in the palace didn’t escape in time, and are now trapped, their dreams morphed into nightmares they cannot escape. Near the edge of the palace the dreams are weaker, and those locked within them are more liable to influence the realm they’re in. But the nearer to father’s sanctum you go, the more his own ideas are empowered.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” you say. 
 
    “I mean, I hope you keep your head about yourself. Otherwise, you’ll be trapped in a nightmare of his devising. And father always had an… eccentric imagination.” 
 
    Well, that doesn’t sound very good. You look again at the looming citadel, a quaver of unease stirring your soul. The river runs up to the palace, straight into a wall and a small sewer grate. Acedia smirks at you. “Watch this,” she says, stepping forward to the prow of her boat. 
 
    The boat continues to move at a steady pace, and Acedia raises her arms towards the wall. Her eyes close, her head tilted back, and before your eyes a part of the walls shift, the grate expanding, changing from barrier of metal and stone to a great, fanged mouth of brickwork. With a groan of grinding stone the mouth opens, gaping to reveal the dark interior of its throat. You tense, sucking in a breath, but the mouth remains open as the ghostly vessel glides past the jagged teeth, closing only once the ship is inside the pitch darkness of the palace’s channel. Acedia lowers her arms, exhaling heavily, her smile lazy as the lamps across the boat flicker and sway, like a candle nearly snuffed out. 
 
    A stone pier is revealed in the gloom, the pleasure boat gliding up to it, the oars clacking as it comes to a halt. Acedia sighs, tumbling back and into your startled arms. 
 
    “H-hey! You alright?” you say. 
 
    “Mmm. You’re surprisingly strong for someone so beautiful,” Acedia breathes, nestling against you. 
 
    “Um, thanks,” you say. 
 
    “Mmm…” Acedia hums. “I fear that… took more out of me than expected,” she sighs. “Pity. Pity… I had hoped to guide you but… I fear I haven’t the strength now… I must rest…” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, even as the bedgirls gently ease their mistress from your grasp, guiding their goddess down among the cushions with soft, airy sighs, their bodies pressing against the buxom form of Acedia. 
 
    “Yes,” Acedia laments, gathering several of her lovely bed girls against her, nestling her head on the lap of another, her lidded eyes amused. “But I go with you in spirit, my royal… mmm… mistress. If only I could share in your… trials. But, alas… alas…” 
 
    You frown at the princess of sloth as she lounges amid the sapphic beauty of her harem. Insulated from any danger or menace on her yacht of pleasures. “Right,” you say. “Guess I’ll just go brave the nightmare realm of your father. Thanks for the lift.” 
 
    “Good luck,” Acedia yawns as she snuggles into the breasts of a giggling blonde. 
 
    The temptation to linger is strong, but so is your irritation at the other woman’s obvious delight in the arms of her slaves. Forcing yourself to turn, you step off the boat and onto the pier which, despite its shimmer of unreality, is reassuringly solid. 
 
    You glance back as you hear Loria delicately step off the boat behind you. “Coming too?” you ask the succubus. 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says, primly pushing up her glasses. “If you aren’t there to use my breasts as your pillows, what is the point?” 
 
    “How reassuring,” you say dryly. But you do feel a bit comforted. So long as you are you, Loria will serve. You flick your hand, conjuring a globe of freezing blue light as you move forward through the dark. You can just make out rough outlines of the vast room you’re in. The corners of arches and pillars glisten in your light like the ice of Pride’s deep caverns. Your steps echo through hollow spaces, stairs that shimmer rising from the floor until you find yourself confronted by a door. Something whispers just beyond. A slithering, hissing sound like a thousand tongues were stroking the wood. Perhaps they’d be willing to stroke something else… 
 
    You groan at the thought, your curse mark giving another twinge of insidious arousal. “I am so sick! Of this damn thing!” you bark, lifting your foot, and kicking open the door with furious violence. 
 
    And dark mist rushes out to engulf you in its grasp. 
 
      
 
    Wonderland 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Royal Dream 
 
      
 
    The mists swallow you, and as they clear you find yourself in a new hellscape. You stand in a tower beside a window overlooking a city that had once been quite picturesque, before someone set it on fire. 
 
    Crackling flames consume the skeletal frames of homes. The bodies of humans are strewn across the streets and distant screams echo in the air. You peer down and notice that the castle you stand in appears to be, good news, only partially on fire. Bad news, the walls drenched in blood. Never a good sign. 
 
    And you… know this place. You squint. Yes, yes, this was the capital of the human kingdom your father was at war with when he died. Glasten… something. But… why are you here? 
 
    You feel a shimmer across your body and look down, finding your clothes shifting once again. A frilly white gown drapes you head to toe. A skirt flares about your stunning hips and a bodice lifts your breasts in fancy lace. You feel something on your head and reach up, touching a silver crown that seems to have taken the place of your horns. You’ve become a princess. 
 
    In the middle of a sacked city. 
 
    Filled with an army of horny, invading demons. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” you say. 
 
    You hear a thump and a squawk of surprise outside the door. You whirl towards it moments before it flies open, but it’s only Loria. Your servant still has her blue skin, but she’s now dressed in a stern maid’s uniform that, despite its rigid style, fails to hide her curves. 
 
    “Loria!” you cry. “There you are. What’s going on?” 
 
    “Mistress,” she says, curtsying. “This castle appears to be under attack.” 
 
    “Oh, is it? I didn’t notice,” you say with dripping sarcasm. 
 
    “Yes. And there’s demons in the halls.” 
 
    “There are?” 
 
    “Yes. Here’s one.” 
 
    Loria throws something at your feet. An imp, the shimmer of the dream barely visible across his skin. The little demon squirms, tied up with what looks like a ribbon from Loria’s uniform. The demon finally manages to lift his head, only to see you, at which point his mouth opens wide with a lecherous grin. 
 
    “Ooooh! I found the princess! I’m gonna get a big reward from the Overlord!” 
 
    The world seems to stop. You feel suddenly numb. Something on your face must have given the imp pause, because suddenly he doesn’t look quite so happy anymore. 
 
    “What?” you say, your voice so icy frost crackles across the walls. 
 
    “Um…” the imp says. 
 
    You reach down, grab the imp by the lace that binds him, and lift his struggling form up to eye level. “What did you just say?” 
 
    “Aren’t… aren’t you gonna scream?” the imp says. “Maybe beg me not to hurt you?” 
 
    “Someone’s going to be begging not to be hurt. But it’s not me. Now, you’re going to tell me what you mean by the Overlord. Right now. Or I’m going to freeze your dick off, smash it, and use the chunks to cool my drinks,” you say, every word falling like lead weights, the imp’s long ears wilting, his face falling as he stares into your eyes. 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “I suggest you talk,” Loria informs the diminutive demon. 
 
    The imp glances from her to you. You raise your other hand, a biting chill crackling around your fingers. 
 
    “The Overlord seized the castle!” the imp squeals so fast his words tumble together. “He’s downstairs! Conquered the kingdom! Killed the heroes! We won! We beat the mortals!” 
 
    “That’s impossible,” you hiss. “My father lost spectacularly. He’s dead!” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “What?” you snap, looking to Loria. 
 
    Your maid bows again. “Perhaps the imp is telling the truth? If this is Somna’s dream, then his grief at the loss of your father has, perhaps, prompted him to create this illusion. What could have been had your father, in fact, triumphed.” 
 
    A dream. 
 
    Of course. It’s a dream. 
 
    You shut your eyes tight, forcing yourself to focus on what Loria said. When you open them again, you fix the imp with a steely stare. 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “Th-throne room!” the imp squeaks. 
 
    “Good,” you say, tossing the imp out the window. “Then Somna will be there too, won’t he?” you say to Loria, ignoring the imp’s fading scream, and when it abruptly cuts short with a soft splat.  
 
    “Quite likely, mistress,” Loria says. “Though we may not see him, this cannot be anything other than his dream. But… it seems he dreams of your father. Can you face him.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, smiling grimly. “I think I can. I’ve been dreaming of telling him off to his face since the bastard died!” 
 
    “Be careful mistress. Your father was powerful. And attractive.” 
 
    “Yes he… what?” you say. 
 
    Loria primly nudges her spectacles back up her nose. “I’m only observing, mistress, that your father was a stunning specimen of a demon. His looks were such that even Lustria praised him. With your curse mark, I fear you might easily fall to how devastatingly handsome he is.” 
 
    “He’s my father, Loria!” 
 
    “And you’re dressed as a human princess, mistress. In this dream, he is not real, and you are the princess of a conquered nation. Your father often enjoyed keeping the heirs of his defeated enemies as his personal harem.” 
 
    You knew that. But context has been thrown a bit of a loop, and suddenly you recall how powerful your father was. His rugged good looks. His firm, muscular build. 
 
    Oh fuck… 
 
    “I’ll… I’ll be fine,” you say tightly. “Let’s go!” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says, curtsying before following you out of the room and into the hall. Down passages that run red with blood, the heat of the burning city reduced to embers glowing at your back. Shadowy demons and their victims writhe in side halls and just out of sight. You don’t need to look to know what’s happening. The same thing that’s happened to every defeated city since the dawn of history. But all of it is curiously distant, like a backdrop to the main event. You march down the once glittering halls, the shards from shattered stained-glass windows tinkling under your shoes as you make your way towards what can only be the throne room. 
 
    The doors are broken down and you easily step inside. The interior barely has the shimmer of unreality. This is very much real for the dreamer, and that bodes ill. You feel your curse mark throb with the nearness of a lord of sin, and you take in a future that could have been. 
 
    Hooks of shadows dangle from the ceiling. Impaled on each is what can only be the hero’s party. You spot a knight and a wizard with some impressive tits. A thief in leather and a priestess in long, demure white robes stained very red where the hook juts from her chest. Imps flutter about the rafters, cackling and crowing. Other demons from every realm of the nether world bray or stomp about the room. A man’s head is spiked on a nearby spear, and judging by the crown it must be the king. By her tiara and shredded finery, the woman in the corner currently moaning around an imp’s cock while two others fuck her pussy and ass must be the queen. It’s a scene of debauchery that quickly gets your pulse going. And at the end of the grand hall, the throne has been toppled, and a new one of jagged, black ice juts from the space where it once stood. 
 
    And on that throne is your father. 
 
    Lorrick, the Overlord of Hell, is just as you remember him. His heavy build is clad in armour of blackest night, warped with the screaming faces of trapped souls. His sharp features are pale, his eyes a piercing red, his smile mocking and cruel. His horns curl up from his brow like a bony crown, and his teeth flash with fangs. 
 
    He rises, his cloak shifting like wings. “Well well!” he cries, opening his arms. “If it isn’t the princess of Glastenburg! Come to offer your surrender? A bit late, I fear.” 
 
    Pit! Even his voice is the same. The same lazy lilt of pure, oozing arrogance. The voice of a man who unified hell itself under his heel and still wasn’t satisfied. 
 
    And what’s worse, you feel terribly turned on. 
 
    You loved your father before recent events forced your radical reassessment of the man. But you never found him attractive in a physical sense. Sure, he was handsome and sometimes you could hear him fucking his harem through the walls of the palace, but you never wanted to be there. You were happy just having his paternal affection, which it turned out wasn’t half as much as you’d thought, as he ended up turning you into the incubator for some demon to fuck. 
 
    But then, you also didn’t have a curse mark that made you impossibly aroused in the presence of a male. And this man before you isn’t even real. He’s fake. A dream. A figure of smoke and mirrors and the grief of the lord of Sloth. 
 
    “You,” you growl. 
 
    “What’s the matter? You sound displeased to see me. Surely you must have known this is how it all would end,” he says. 
 
    “Actually, yes,” you say, your smile growing sharp, fury pricking your soul. “And destroying you is going to feel unbelievably good!” 
 
    He laughs with all the mockery and pride of power. “Really? Destroy me? That is rich, young princess. You stand before your conqueror and threaten him? You have a high opinion of yourself, I’ll give you that. It will be amusing to see it brought low as my imps fill your royal womb with their spawn.” 
 
    “The hell they will,” you say, stepping forward, shaking in rage, your breath coming fast and short and hot. The pulsing of lust fades before your fury. Handsome he may be, but the loathing you feel for even a facsimile of your father overwhelms you. You’ve got a lot of anger in you. A lot of hate, and fuck but he is exactly a copy of the man who turned your life inside out. And really, when will you get another opportunity to vent like this? “You ruined my life you arrogant prick!” 
 
    “And a new one awaits you,” the figure that resembles your father smirks, and there’s a deep, thundering reverberation in the air. “So I suggest you choose your next act with the greatest of care.” He tilts his neck, popping a joint audibly. “Or do I need to teach you some respect?” 
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    Wonderland 
 
      
 
    You step through the door and into a fever dream. 
 
    You’re in a garden and not far from a hedge maze. Arches of white roses blossom at random and the grass is cut in checkerboard a pattern. The sky seems to tilt, with clouds whisking away in random directions, as if the horizon is lower than it should be, or you’re larger than you should be. One or the other, or perhaps both, either way it makes your eyes hurt just to look at it. What’s more, you’re no longer wearing the clothes you had on before. Instead, you’ve apparently put on a blue dress with a white front, your hair tied back in a blue ribbon and delicate black shoes on your feet. 
 
    “Ugh,” you say, plucking at your gown. How terribly tacky. Not even a single spike. 
 
    But you’re wearing it, and unless you intend to walk around naked, you’d best just find your way out of here. With that in mind, you start off. 
 
    Within five minutes of walking, you reaffirm your hatred for this place. 
 
    Everything is painfully twee. Mushrooms sprout at absurd sizes. Castles twist in the sky. It looks like someone threw a dozen different boardgames into a bag, shook it, then dumped it across the landscape. You’re inevitably forced to try and brave the hedge maze, which is as infuriating to navigate as you’d suspected, especially since your damn shoes are absolutely killing you. 
 
    It takes nearly two hours to find your way through it, but with relief you finally step out of the maze, and catch the faintest whistle. Reflex has you jerk back seconds before the axe aimed at your neck can take your head off, the blade instead slamming into a wooden trellis, sending the white roses growing up it fluttering like startled dove wings. 
 
    You stagger back a step, touching your nearly-severed neck with shock. “What the fuck!” you gasp. 
 
    A woman in an immense, fluttery red gown huffs, yanking her axe free and swinging it onto her shoulder. She glowers at you, chin tilted back, her eyes narrow and wrathful. Of mature years, she’s a sloth demon, her hair a mass of soft wool gathered about a pair of curling sheep horns, topped with a golden crown. More wool peeks from her sleeves and from the thick V of her plunging neckline, her eyes sharp and body voluptuous. She’s not fat, but she’s big, something her glittering dress does nothing to hide, giving the impression of a ship at sea under full sail. 
 
    “Well!” she barks. “How dare you? I was trying to take off your head, and you dodged? That’s simply not done, girl! And using such language!” 
 
    You glance about, and suddenly realize what appears to a dozen knights with armor styled like chess pieces have moved in from every side. They, however, have the same glossy dream shimmer as the rest of the world. 
 
    “And just who are you?” you ask the woman. 
 
    “Me? My dear! I am the Red Queen! Mistress of this land! And you have gravely displeased me. The punishment? Off with your head!” 
 
    “The punishment for not getting my head cut off is to get my head cut off?” you say. 
 
    “Of course! By royal decree. Soldiers! Seize the slut!” 
 
    The chess knights move forward, weapons level. 
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    Dream Slave 
 
      
 
    The heavy thrusts of your master’s cock pound into your eager pussy. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you moan, head falling back, your every panted breath making the veil before your face flutter. “Yessss! More! Please… oh fuck… Yes. Moooooore!” 
 
    Your master grunts, mauling your plump breasts in his leathery hands, stroking and squeezing them with a hunger that sends shivers of delights radiating through your core and the dark etching of the curse mark branded on your mons. 
 
    Time has no meaning in the dream realm. Everyday bleeds into the next. Every moment is but another peak of sensual pleasures and delights. Another experience atop your master’s cock. 
 
    You have no regrets. A life not riding your master’s bestial cock isn’t a life worth living. And he’s always so creative in ways to make you scream. 
 
    He suddenly moves, and you gasp, finding your face mushed into the bedding as the beast plows you from a new angle. “Oooooh!” you moan, your throaty cry almost lost amid the rough, snorting grunts of your master. He has no name. Your imagination has failed in that respect. You know him only as master. Even as he’s grown more real from your utter belief in him and his power, he remains little more than a substance of male pleasure. Of bestial, masculine prowess as he plows your womb. 
 
    “Yes! Master! Gods yes! Give me your cock! Give me your coooooock!” 
 
    You cum, a sensation of searing white pleasure as you shudder around his cock. You don’t need to eat. To drink. To sleep. Well, some of that’s not true. You eat and drink, but the only thing you do is your master’s seemingly endless supply of cum, guzzling it like the whore you are. You don’t sleep, but occasionally you do pass out from the sheer intensity of an orgasm he has inflicted on you. 
 
    Pain. 
 
    Pleasure. 
 
    Your unending flexibility to take his cock. 
 
    His relentless stamina to plunder your fertile curves with his bitch breaker. 
 
    It all moves together in a spiral of eternal delights. Dreams of pleasure. Of servitude to your master’s cock. 
 
    Your quest is long forgotten. Your purpose as anything other than a cock sleeve for the dream demon faded like mist in the morning. Only pleasure remains. Only endless nights of fucking and taking his cock like a good bitch. 
 
    And as your master bellows, roaring as his cock surges, stuffing you with another helping of his hot, virile seed, you shudder, cumming, and smiling at the knowledge that dreams really do come true. 
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    You retreat a step before the knights, hesitating as you try and figure out who you should confront: the chessmen or the queen? 
 
    The chessmen, probably. But by the time you reason that one out, their metallic hands are on you. A rook with a head of a tower and a knight with the head of a horse grab your arms. “Hey!” you yelp as they force you to your knees. “Get off me!” 
 
    “Well!” the Red Queen says, suddenly towering before you, looking down at you with a smirk. “It appears you have accepted your punishment, haven’t you?” 
 
    You look up at her, your eyes automatically drawn to the crescent blade of her very sharp axe. You swallow hard. “I uh…” 
 
    “But then,” the queen muses, cocking her head, her soft red lips pursed with thought. “Perhaps lenience is in order, as you have clearly accepted that you were in the wrong.” 
 
    “O-oh!” you say, seizing on that, nodding your head lest it be cut off. “Very much so!” 
 
    “Mmm. And you are a pretty one. It would be such a waste to kill you, I suppose,” the Red Queen says, tilting back her head, looking thoughtfully into your eyes. “And I was looking for a maid as well.” 
 
    “A-a maid?” you say, your curse mark throbbing as you find yourself staring at this domineering bitch’s breasts, threatening to overflow her tight red gown. “I would never… how dare…” 
 
    “Dear me. Seems someone doesn’t know the first rule of service,” the Red Queen says, her eyes glinting dangerously. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Good maids don’t talk back,” the queen says, producing a black collar from somewhere among her lace and ruffles. Before you realize what’s happening, she’s locked it around your neck, the golden bell jingling merrily. 
 
    “There. Isn’t that better?” 
 
    “Meow?” you say. Your eyes widen. “Mow!” 
 
    “Aw, does my pretty Cheshire Cat like her new collar?” the queen titters. “How sweet. And every kitty should get to enjoy some lovely pussy, no?” 
 
    You open your mouth to reply, then your jaw drops as the queen flips up her skirt, and reveals the fact she’s wearing nothing underneath. Her glistening pussy stares at you, the pink folds surrounded by delicate tufts of softest wool. Your collar seems to vibrate, mirroring an effect from your curse mark, sending pulses of hot, slavish desire through you. Your nipples tent your top. Your thighs tremble with the sudden emptiness in your pussy. 
 
    “Go on,” the Red Queen purrs. “Give it a lick, kitten.” 
 
    Shameful doesn’t begin to describe it, but as the chessmen release you, you can’t stop your arms from moving, making you crawl forward and between her thighs. She drops her skirt, surrounding you in soft darkness. The scent of her pussy fills your world, and you shiver with naked lust as you lean in closer, your tongue almost magnetically drawn out of your mouth and along her pink folds. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh, that tastes wonderful… 
 
    You shiver in delight, and no longer even try to hide your adoration, your tongue drawn into the velvet folds of the Red Queen’s pussy, gliding inside of her, tasting the sweet nectar. You press forward, your lips kissing her fluttering cunt, spurred on by the collar and curse mark. A corruptive tango working your body from top to bottom. Your ass tightens with shameful arousal. Your breasts heave, rubbing against your top as you kiss and lick the cunt of the Queen. 
 
    “Yessss. Oh fuck yesss! Right there! Mmm, good kitty slut. Lick your mistress. Right there. Oh fuck yes! Adore my royal pussy.” 
 
    Your core tingles with delight at her belittling words. You’re the Princess of Pride! And yet here you are, licking out some trumped up sloth demon dreaming of being a queen. You’d be furious if you weren’t enjoying it so much. Your cheeks burn but you can’t stop obediently lapping at her pussy. 
 
    You feel the Red Queen’s hand through her dress as it grabs your head, shoving you against her mound as she grinds your face against her pussy. “Yessss! There! Right there! Oh fuck, yes! Right there you slut! Oh fuck yes. Yes! Yessss! Mnnnn!” 
 
    The sudden flow of her juices shocks you, but the taste enthralls you. You moan as your face is soaked, your tongue frantically lapping at every droplet as it drips from the panting queen atop your face. You groan as she suddenly pulls back, her skirt sliding over your back and off your head. You blink in the light, and in that golden moment the queen hooks a leash to your collar. 
 
    “Good girl. I think you’ll make a darling maid!” the Queen says, her plump red lips lifted in mirth. 
 
    “M-mew,” you whimper, creeping submission making your reply meek as a kitten’s. 
 
    “Good girl. Now come! The croquet game starts soon, and it can be such a bore! I’ll need your very devoted attentions to spice things up a little.” 
 
    You have a feeling your ‘personal attentions’ will involve you on your knees for this arrogant bitch. But worse, as you crawl after her, you start to find the prospect terribly enticing. 
 
    You can only hope it passes. 
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    The axe swings down with a heavy thunk, and the carpenter’s head rolls away across the tiled floor. 
 
    “Ugh!” your queen says as she looks at the hem of her dress. “Blast it! Men always squirt. Look at that! He’s gotten blood all over my new dress!” 
 
    You’re not even sure how mistress can tell, given her dress is such a deep shade of red. But you say nothing, your eyes lowered demurely. Dressed as ever in a black maid’s outfit that accents your cuves, your white apron modest, the pretty bell on your collar jangling softly, you obediently await a command. 
 
    Mistress sighs, leaning on her axe with exasperation. “Well! And here I am expected to head to a tea party with that mad hatter and the White Queen. Kitten? With me. I need to clean up.” 
 
    You perk up, your heart beating faster as you obediently follow your mistress down the dizzying halls of the castle. Even though you’ve lived here for… goodness, you can’t remember how long, the maze of the halls still confuses you. Fortunately, mistress knows the way, throwing open the doors of the baths with a grand gesture. 
 
    Steam rises from the large tub that crouches in the middle of the floor, with brass legs of a lion and a body like a hollowed-out sea serpent. You eagerly step forward to help mistress get undressed, trying to still your shaking hands as you pull off her gown, revealing the soft curves she hides within. Your queen sighs with relief as you release her from her corset, her big, soft breasts bouncing into the open in all their flawless glory, nipples thick dark disks capping each. Leisurely, she sits down on the rim of the tub, extending her leg, her stockings a crisscross stitch down her legs. 
 
    “Would you be a dear?” she purrs. 
 
    “Mew,” you say, kneeling before her, taking her leg in your hands. Your fingers hook on the top of her stockings and adoringly slide them down, revealing her pale leg, her calves, her delicate toes. 
 
    “Give them a kiss, kitten,” she says. 
 
    Your collar thrums with obedient magic, turning what would have been a humiliating act into one of purest worship as you lift her foot and delicately kiss her calve. Your lips take each toe, sucking on them gently, her other leg receiving no less an adoring treatment. 
 
    “Enough,” the Red Queen at last says, pushing you off her foot as she rises, now utterly naked, utterly regal. “Time for my bath, kitten. I trust you’ve brought the oils.” 
 
    As if you could forget! You scramble to your feet, taking your queen’s hand as she delicately steps over the rim of the tub and into the waters. With a lazy sigh she sinks into the bath, her breasts wobbling, rising to the surface like two perfect pale islands. She hums contentedly, leaning back as you move behind her, wetting your hands in scented oils before gently massaging it into her shoulders. 
 
    “Mmmm,” your mistress hums as your fingers work the tension out of her, your bell jangling softly as you labour. “That’s it. Good kitten.” 
 
    You shudder, liquid pleasure pouring through you at those simple words. It comes mainly from your bell, but the distinction between what genuinely pleasures you and what is merely artifice from your collar and curse have long lost meaning. “Mew,” you purr. 
 
    “Lower, dear,” your queen commands. 
 
    You’re eager to obey. She knows what she wants, and you’ve always given it to her. Your skillful hands slide down her collarbone before grasping a handful of her luscious breasts. The feel of them in your hands sends another pang of submissive pleasure through you, their weight filling your palms as you tenderly fondle her tits, making them glisten with the oil, the scent of roses wafting to your nose. 
 
    “Mmmm. Good kitten. Such clever fingers.” 
 
    Your queen’s praise makes you shiver, arch, pressing your breasts against the back of her head as you continue to massage her plump tits. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” the queen moans, arching lazily, a hand sliding into the water and between her legs. “That’s it. Good kitten. Goooood kitten.” 
 
    You swallow hard, your own pussy twitching with sympathetic pleasure from your collar. Your thighs squeeze together as you continue to massage and adore your queen’s breasts, your breathing deepening, panting, stirring her hair as you mold and squish her breasts together. 
 
    “Yesssss,” the queen moans, her hand working faster between her thighs. “Yes. Aren’t my big breasts great? So perfect. So royal! Just filling up your hands… letting you play with them… Mmm. Keep at it. Keep stroking them. Play with my nipples! Ah! Yesss! Like that! Just like that!” 
 
    Your cheeks are flaming as you roll her nipples between your thumbs and index fingers, squeezing those dark peaks with growing eagerness. You shift your hips forward and start rubbing your pussy against a jutting edge of the tub’s filigree, already buffed to a shine from previous sessions. You suspect the queen has you massage her here for that exact reason, but you haven’t the words to ask her. Nor would you want to. The pleasure as you rub yourself on that brass curve is too good. Your heavy breasts bounce in your bra as you pant and whimper and moan. As your breath hitches, insidious pleasure coiling from your curse mark, wrapping around your core, teasing that sensitive pleasure point with impossibly wonderful sensations. Water sloshes against the rim of the tub as the Red Queen strokes herself ever faster. 
 
    “Yes! Yessss! Fuck yes! Like that, kitten! Just like that! Oh fuck yes! Yesss! Mmmmmm!” 
 
    The queen shudders, moaning, shivering in unspeakable ecstasy as she cums. You mew with terrible pleasure, your own orgasm following fast behind. “M-mewwwww!” you whimper, hips twitching as you press yourself against the knob on the tub. 
 
    At last, the queen sighs, sinking deeper into the water. “Mmmm. Good work, maid,” she says, lazily rising, stepping out of the bath and onto the floor. 
 
    “M-meow,” you whimper, your bell jangling. But when she snaps her fingers you stagger back to her side. You towel her off, lingering on her breasts and ass before you anoint her again with yet more oil, rubbing it into her pale flesh and soft tufts of dark wool. 
 
    The Red Queen sighs in satisfaction, sweeping a bathrobe around herself, her rose scent tingling in your nose. “Mmm. Much better. It’s so very good to be the queen.” 
 
    You nod obediently, any resentment you might have held for her smothered by your slavish submission to the royal maniac. The Red Queen gives you an indulgent look and flicks her hair over her shoulder. “Come, my dear Cheshire. It is time I hold court, and you’re needed in your proper place.” 
 
    You tingle with excitement at those words. Often, your place is beneath her skirts, licking out your queen as she condemns those who displease her to death. You lick your lips and eagerly bustle after the royal bitch. For it’s time to serve. 
 
    And you do love to serve her. 
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    You bring up your hand, freezing magic racing up your arm and blasting one of the knights. Metal creaks as the knight tries to advance into the freezing vortex of your spell, even as his armor glistens with frost, soon arresting him like a statue. 
 
    Which is great, if there hadn’t been twenty more chessmen all coming towards you. 
 
    You retreat a step, sending another blast of freezing cold into another knight, but there’s too many! Two come up behind you, grabbing your arms. “R-release me!” you shout, but the pair pay you no mind, instead forcing you to your knees with their superior strength. Your struggle is cut short as the Red Queen suddenly steps before you, smirking down at you. 
 
    “Well well!” she says. “It appears the kitty knows some tricks. Let’s put a stop to that, shall we?” 
 
    She reaches into her robe and plucks out a black leather collar with a golden bell. Your eyes widen. “No!” you bark, trying to pull free. “Get away from me you psychotic meeeeow!” you cry as the collar is slapped around your throat, the bell jangling cutely. 
 
    “There, isn’t that better?” the Red Queen cackles. 
 
    “Meow!” you hiss. “Mrrrrow!” 
 
    “Aw, is my pretty Cheshire maid not liking her new collar? Well, I suppose I can always remove it. But then,” she sighs, stroking the crescent edge of her axe, “I tend to take off so much more too…” 
 
    You cringe, falling silent at the threat. You eye her axe, and the red glint in the queen’s eye tells you that she’s not bluffing at all. 
 
    “Well? Is kitten starting to appreciate her pretty collar?” the Red Queen says. 
 
    “M-mew,” you say, the sound teased from your throat. 
 
    “Hmm. I don’t know if I believe you. Oh! I know,” she says, turning about. “How about if kitten gives my royal bottom a nice, long kiss? Hm? That would show me just how much she appreciates her pretty new collar.” 
 
    You balk at the suggestion. The idea! You! The Princess of Pride! Kissing some trumped up trollop’s ass like it were the best thing in the world! 
 
    Is what you’d say, but when the Red Queen flips up her skirt, revealing the fact she’s wearing nothing underneath, you actually get a look at those pale globes of her soft bottom, crested with a tiny, fuzzy sheep’s tail, and you feel a certain… sensation tingling in your core. It seems to be coming from your curse mark, amplified by your pretty bell and collar. You swallow hard, staring at her ass with utter rapture. But you’d never actually… actually do as she commands. Never lean in and kiss her big, soft bottom. 
 
    You’d never… 
 
    Never… 
 
    Oh, fuck it! 
 
    You can’t hold back anymore, and as you lunge forward, burying your face against her ass, your lips raining kisses down on those flawless cheeks, you feel a wave of pure, utter, mindless bliss flow from collar and curse mark, overwhelming you in submissive pleasure. 
 
    “Mmm, there you go, kitten. That’s it. Kiss my big, soft ass like the good slut you are.” 
 
    Her words make your cheeks burn with humiliation, but it’s hard to argue as you adoringly press your lips to her ass, kissing across her cheeks before delving into the crease between, your tongue pushing against the puckered hole within. The taste is thick and musky, but something about it is unspeakably arousing. Your eyes fairly roll back as you lick out her ass, tongue stroking and teasing her tight asshole with growing devotion, feeling that tight ring clench against your efforts. 
 
    “Yesssss,” the Red Queen moans, grabbing your head, pushing you harder against her rear. “That’s it. Really get in there! Adore my royal ass, peasant! Good Cheshire sluts always love kissing their queen’s bottoms.” 
 
    You really wish you could argue, but even if your words weren’t turned into pathetic mews, your lips are terribly busy. 
 
    “Enough!” the queen cries, shoving you away, sending you sprawling onto your back, panting, flushed, helpless as she attaches a leash to your collar and gives it a tug. “Come, kitten. It’s time I return to the castle. I have much work to do, and using your face as my seat will make it go delightfully faster!” 
 
    “M-meow,” you gasp, your bell jangling as you crawl after the queen. You’ll find a way to escape the collar, you assure yourself. You just need a little time, that’s all. 
 
    Yeah, you think, watching her royal rear sway back and forth beneath her dress, your mouth hanging open, drooling, the taste of her ass still tingling on your tongue. Yeah. You’ll… you’ll figure it out. 
 
    Yeah… 
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    You flick your wrist, and into your hand coils the Staff of Domination. You can feel the arcane might of the weapon surging into your arms as you face the advancing chessmen. With a shout you swing the staff, the skull which tips it slamming into a rook with a sound like a tolling bell. 
 
    Steel crumples under the arcane force of the staff, the rook flying through the air to smash into two other advancing chessmen. Exultation fills you at the power in your hands. Laughing wildly, you swing, smashing aside the rattling chessmen like they’re nothing. 
 
    The Red Queen’s eyes widen as you clear a path through her minions. She brings up her axe as you sweep towards her. She swings for you, and you parry the blow. 
 
    There’s a terrific clash of steel, and the Red Queen’s axe shatters. She stares at her smoking hilt in incomprehension, even as you take another swing, smashing your staff into her head. 
 
    The Red Queen topples, melting into mist even as she falls. The advancing knights rattle, clank, swaying where they stand before dissolving like they were made of sand. You stand, panting, glaring about yourself. 
 
    A flicker of light catches the corner of your eye and you turn towards it to find a part of the landscape melting, revealing a door standing in the middle of the land, the wall around it ragged as if only a portion of its reality manages to break into the dreamworld. 
 
    “Finally,” you say, grabbing the doorknob. “There better not be something stupid like a lamp post on the other side of this,” you say, yanking open the door, the now familiar gust of mist rushing out, enveloping you in a gasp. 
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    “Your majesty,” you say, taking a step back to buy yourself some time from the advancing horde of clanking chessmen. “Let’s not be hasty!” 
 
    “Talking back? I don’t think I like that.” 
 
    “But I uh…” 
 
    “How about a trade, girl.” 
 
    “T-trade?” you say, your eyes instantly drawn to the swell of her breasts. You swallow hard as your curse mark throbs with lust. “What uh… what kind of trade?” 
 
    “A simple one!” the Red Queen says, her eyes gleaming as two chessmen you hadn’t noticed grab your arms. “Your servitude for your life.” 
 
    “What!” you yelp. “Hang on! I never agreed to that!” 
 
    “Silly slut,” the Red Queen titters as she draws a black collar from somewhere among her lace. “You don’t negotiate with royalty. You just pucker up, and take it!” 
 
    Before you can protest the Red Queen leans forward and slaps the collar around your throat. You gasp, arching, a surge of submissive pleasure crackling through you from the collar, the little bell at the front ringing with a chime. The sensation surges around your curse mark, and you moan as a sudden throb of pure, obedient pleasure thrums through you. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan. 
 
    “Doesn’t that feel good, kitten?” the Red Queen asks. 
 
    “M-meow!” you pant. Your jaw drops. “Mow!” you squeak. 
 
    The demonic queen titters in delight. “There we are! After all, good, obedient Cheshire cats don’t need to speak, do they? They just need to meow for mistress like the good sluts they are. And you know what else good kittens love?” the Red Queen says, planting a foot on your chest and shoving you back to the ground. “They love to lick mistress’s pussy!” 
 
    You try to rise, but stop when the Red Queen flips up her skirt, revealing the fact she’s not wearing anything underneath. Your eyes widen at the sight of her glistening pussy. You know you could move as the queen leisurely steps over you. You could resist. But as the collar tingles, as your curse mark throbs, you find yourself eagerly submitting to the royal dom as she mashes your face beneath her pussy. 
 
    The feeling of her weight on you, her cunny pressing down on your face, your nose against the soft, downy wool that frames her wonderful pussy is beyond delightful. Your lashes flutter, your whimpers escaping in an eager moan as your tongue delves into the tightness of the Red Queen’s cunt. 
 
    “Ooooh, there you go,” the Red Queen moans, her voice muffled by her thighs clamping down on your head. Her words send another throb of naked desire through you. You moan, arching, driven to greater length to pleasure your domineering queen. 
 
    Your queen? 
 
    Wait. But… you… 
 
    “Lick, slut!” she commands. 
 
    Instantly you’re back at work. B-but not because you’re her obedient slave. Not at all. You’re just… just doing it because you want to. Certainly not because it feels so good to be smothered under the sloth demon’s pussy. That the taste of her slick folds is like liquid ambrosia. Certainly not because you’re enjoying being used like some abject slave by the potent dom. To be little more than a tongue to pleasure her. 
 
    Lick her. 
 
    Serve her. 
 
    Just a helpless slave. 
 
    Yes. You can’t help it. The collar is making you. The curse mark driving you. 
 
    So why not enjoy it? 
 
    Why not feel that aching desire spread through you. 
 
    An eagerness to please the Red Queen. 
 
    You have no choice. 
 
    You can obey her. 
 
    Serve her. 
 
    And if you have no choice, you can’t be blamed for delighting in the taste of her pussy. For adoring how her weight feels on you, pressing you down into the grass of the green. How your thighs rub together with the tenderness of your pussy tingling. 
 
    Aching. 
 
    Needing to be sated by your obedience to the queen. 
 
    “Yesssss,” the Red Queen moans, grinding you under her hot box, masturbating herself on your nose and tongue. “Yes! Lick me, slut! Make me cum, kitty. Make your queen cum! Serve her!” 
 
    You mew, your tongue gliding up, up, up until you find that buzzing bead of pure pleasure. You suck gently at her clit until it reveals itself, then gently graze it with your teeth. 
 
    “Oh!” the queen gasps. “Oh fuck yes… Yes! Yessss! There! Right there! Keep doing that! Keep doing… mnnn… that!” 
 
    You wouldn’t dream of stopping! Every word of her command thrums through your collar and your body like electric jolts. Your nipples tent your dress, your pussy twitching with sympathetic pleasure. The better she feels, the more you feel! The hornier she gets, the sexier she gets! The more she praises you, the closer you get to cumming! 
 
    You know this. 
 
    Need this. 
 
    And when you hear the queen wail in raw pleasure, you peak with her. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you mew into her pussy, shuddering as you cum while laying on the ground, your eyes rolling back at the intensity of your orgasm. Your mind goes white, your body floats, and your world suddenly seems so much… pinker than before. 
 
    You blink as the Red Queen rises, your tongue tingling with her taste, your head spinning with slavish pleasure as she towers over you, hands on her hips, eyes gleaming in wicked triumph. 
 
    “Good kitten,” she purrs. “I may have finally found myself a decent maid.” 
 
    After a moment, you manage a weak, submissive, “M-mew…” 
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    You brace yourself. You don’t know what sort of sorcery your father has in store, and have no intention of finding yourself flat footed in the battle for dominance. 
 
    Then he gestures, and chains of ice explode from the ground at your feet. They grab your wrists, wrenching them down to the floor. You yelp, trying to pull free, but they’re solid, and suddenly you’re on your knees, and that’s quite the precarious position here. 
 
    “Well, that was pathetic,” your father says contemptuously. “After all that, I thought you’d put up more of a fight. But then, what should I expect from a spoiled princess?” 
 
    “Sh-shut up!” you snap. 
 
    “He has a point, mistress,” Loria says from nearby. 
 
    “You’re not helping!” 
 
    “Yet she is right,” the dream mirage of your father says, stroking his goatee with a smirk. “For what good is a princess whose kingdom has fallen? Well, I do know the answer to that,” he laughs. “Pit knows I’ve dealt with enough of them in my day!” 
 
    You freeze in horror at those words. You know what that means. Your father often bragged about it at the dinner table, and even sometimes gave you some defeated princess to break in. And those were the lucky ones! 
 
    And looking up at the shimmering dream that is your father, you have a feeling you’re going to be extremely unlucky. 
 
    Your suspicion is confirmed as your father gestures again, fingers coiling with black magic, and the floor beneath you suddenly lurches. It flows up around you like liquid shadows, lifting you into the air, then solidifying around your neck and wrists, locking you in stocks of darkness. Your ass thrust out, your head locked in place, you feel a sudden and acute sense of vulnerability. What will happen now? Who will use you? 
 
    Those thoughts form a potent headiness, your curse mark pulsing in anticipation as your imagination comes up with a hundred possibilities for your fate, each more depraved than the last. You quiver with fear, but with more as well. Your pussy fairly drools with arousal at the thought of being the public gloryhole for the demonic horde gathered within the chamber. Yes, they may be figments of a dream, but you suspect, and hope, their cocks feel more than real. 
 
    “Behold!” your father booms, throwing his arms wide as he gazes down at you with a smirk. “The princess! For too long has her kingdom served her. Now, it’s time she served her kingdom! My minions, monsters that you are, I know how you anticipated doing horrible things to the populace of the realm. But the princess begs you to have mercy! To use her instead. It is her royal duty. Now!” he says, clapping his hands, leering down at you. “Who’s first!” 
 
    You turn your head as much as you can as the horde closes in. Your breath comes in short, hot pants. The scent of the monsters that crowd around is thick in the air. You gasp, flinching as large, hairy fingers grasp your plump rear and give it a hungry squeeze. 
 
    “Ah!” you yelp as those fingers tear off your dress, revealing the soft globes of your bottom. “H-hey! No! Get back! Don’t you dare! Don’t yooooooooou!” 
 
    Your protest rises in a moan of pure pleasure as a thick, inhuman cock suddenly presses against your slick pussy. Your curse mark throbs with slavish arousal, a sensation that sweeps aside your defiance as you feel the massive cock stuff you to the brim. “Mnnnnnn!” you groan, quivering as the thick shaft plunges into your fertile pussy, your whole body burning with desire as you feel the creature begin to saw in and out of you. You try and turn your head instinctively to see who or what it is, but the stocks hold your head steady. 
 
    Then, another demon is before you. 
 
    A sickly sweet stench stuffs your nose as you find yourself looking up the sloping gut of a massive, porcine gluttony demon. The pig monster grins at you around his tusks as he shoves down his soiled pants to reveal the fat bulge of his cock. “Snrk! Here, princess! I got something sweet you suck on!” 
 
    You try not to open your mouth, but as the cock behind you again thrusts forward, bucking you against the stock, your lips part in a moan, and the pig demon shoves his fat prick into your mouth. You groan, eyes rolling back. Even if it is a dream, the gluttony demon’s natural, corruptive flavour tingles on your tongue like the sweetest candy. No one could resist the combined pleasures of being used by such brutish demons. You don’t even try to stop your tongue from adoring his cock as the demon behind you continues to plow you. You moan, a sound of heady, desperate pleasure as the last of your resistance dies, and you accept what’s happening. 
 
    And it feels so good to let go of your pride. Your resistance. To just experience the demonic spitroasting. Feeling the eyes of the other demons in the chamber watching you, drooling over you, waiting their chance to breed you. Your cheeks flame as you feel the eyes of your father roam over your form, his cruel grin making your pussy tighten, ripple around the cock. Your body bucking in the stock as you ride the cock fucking you, your face slapped by the porcine demon’s gut every time he oinks and plunges his shaft into your mouth. 
 
    It’s shameful. 
 
    Humiliating. 
 
    And so very. 
 
    Horribly. 
 
    Gloriously gooooood! 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” you moan around the pig demon’s cock as you cum, pussy tightening around the thick shaft plowing you. Your whimpers and moans only spur the pair on further, making them fuck you harder. Faster. You welcome their cocks. Relishing the pleasure that surges through you. Little more than a living glory hole for their lusts. Your curse mark spreads tendrils of pleasured bliss, easing the last of your resistance, coaxing you to surrender your pride. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Slut good! Slut so good! Yes! Yesss! Skreeeeee!” the pig demon howls as he cums, flooding your mouth with his delicious seed. Sweeter than candy as you drink it down, your eyes rolling as the demon behind you bellows and stuffs you with great bursts of his own boiling cum. Your curse mark flares, branding you, erasing the old you, leaving only the slut who has enjoyed the mating. You haven’t even the time to consider who your new master is before he’s gone and you hear the clop of hooves. The stocks shudder as a centaur demon plants his forehooves against it, and you cry out as his bitchbreaker shoves itself inside you, stretching your pussy to the limit to accommodate his massive horse cock. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you groan, mouth still drooling with pig demon cum as the equine demon plows you, stuffing you with a cock that would break a normal woman. Thank the gods this is a dream. The most wonderful dream you’ve ever imagined. You groan and push back against the demon’s fat cock, your cries momentarily more audible for a moment as the pig demon pulls his cock from your mouth, only for an imp to take his place, clinging to your head as the wretched little creature shoves his prick past your lips. 
 
    “Now now!” your father cackles as the demons crowd around, jostling for position. “No need to fight! Everyone will get their turn.” 
 
    Nothing he could have said would make you happier. 
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    Nobody negotiated with your father. Those that tried ended up with their heads on pikes along the road of conquest, or given over to the horde for ‘entertainment’. 
 
    But then, you’re not negotiating with your father, are you? 
 
    “You call yourself the Overlord?” you say. “Ha! The Overlord is dead!” 
 
    The dream of your father slowly narrows his eyes. “What did you say?” 
 
    You plant your feet, a hand on your hip, and aim a finger at the imposter. “You think you’re the Overlord? You’ve done nothing! My father died! The heroes killed him! I know it, because I walk around with his brand on my womb!” 
 
    “You speak nonsense. Clearly you’ve been overcome by my greatness.” 
 
    “Oh, you have the arrogance down. I’ll give you that,” you say. “But this?” you ask, looking about the room, the hooks hanging the heroes who vanquished him in reality. You tsk. “Really? My father is far more sadistic than this!” 
 
    “Is that right?” he says darkly. 
 
    “Of course! I mean, look at that! You killed the priestess and the sorceress? Bullshit! If my father had bested them, that holy slut would have found a new faith in worshipping the cocks of demons with blasphemies tattooed all across her tits and ass, and the sorceress would have been raped by tentacles until her mind broke and she was nothing but a fuck doll for horrors!” 
 
    The two figures hanging from the hooks glow, then burst, exploding into motes of light. The figure of your father takes a step back, blinking. “Wha…” 
 
    “And those heroes?” you continue. “Well! My father first would have interrogated them, found which one was in love with the priestess or the sorceress (probably both. Love triangles and big tits and whatever) and made him watch as they were turned into demon fucktoys!” 
 
    The knight and thief on the hook explodes out of existence like the others. 
 
    The dream of your father winces in pain. “That’s…” 
 
    “And look at this!” you say, gesturing about yourself at the nightmarish horde that crowds around the corners of the room. “These? You think my father would bring these demons to court with him? Please! Where are the other sin lords? He’d have all six here for his moment of triumph to make sure they knew who conquered this castle! Avarick would probably have already started bidding on the heroines and claimed first dibs on the vaults!” 
 
    With a sound like popping bubbles the demon horde thins. Every one that vanishes sends your father reeling, his shape shimmering, growing slightly translucent. “Stop that! Stop that right now!” 
 
    “Stop?” You roar with laughter, giddy with excitement and triumph. “Are you kidding me? You’re the Overlord! My father would never order someone to stop. He’d have already frozen me in a block of ice, or stuck me in slave chains and would be using the princess and her mother to worship his cock! You’re a fraud and you know it!” 
 
    “Enough! I am the Overlord of Hell!” 
 
    “You’re a dream of a dead man!” you shout back, the walls around you fading in and out of existence, the throne growing indistinct, melding into a pale background. “You’re dead! You died trying to beat the heroes you failed to torture! And if you were alive, I’d kill you myself! You’re dead! And everyone knows it!” 
 
    “No!” your father wails, looking at his hands, eye twitching as his fingers drain away to nothing. “Noooooo!” 
 
    His final denial grows distant, like a whisper in an empty room as he fades away, devoured by the white void that consumes the world. 
 
    “You did it, mistress!” Loria says, striding up behind you. “And, might I add, that was a truly impressive display of psychological browbeating.” 
 
    “Thank you, Loria,” you say, soaking in her praise even as the world around you manifests into a more physical room, your eye drawn to the unmistakeable shape of a bed. “But I’m not done yet.” 
 
    You make your way towards it as the room resolves into reality. Thick drapes hang off the walls, framing great portraits of your father’s sneering face. The carpet is so plush you fairly sink into it. The only light comes from twin candelabras which rise on coiling metal stands, framing the massive bed which dominates the center of the room. The curtains are drawn about them, but you push them aside to find Somna, the Dreamer of Sloth, awake at last. 
 
    He’s a large sheep demon, his hair a mane of curly dark wool, his horns curving out like a ram’s. His face is distinctly more bestial than his children’s, and his form rather more rounded, downright portly. He sits up, a mountain of demon, draped in a long robe decorated with strange designs that seem to shift hypnotically when you look at them, a sleeping mask pushed up on his brow, his eyes dim and distant. 
 
    “I was there,” he says softly. 
 
    “Somna?” you say. 
 
    “I was there when they killed him. Your father.” He sniffles noisily and pulls up the blankets, blowing his nose on them with a sound like a foghorn. 
 
    Ew. 
 
    “I couldn’t save him,” Somna sniffs. “They fought through my dream maze and found him, then killed him. I was helpless to stop it.” 
 
    You take a seat gingerly beside the lord of Sloth. “I know,” you say, patting his woolly shoulder. “You would have done your best.” 
 
    And this is true. Somna was the first of all the sin lords to give your father his backing. He was always closest to the man, and had been something of an uncle to you growing up. A somewhat distant, usually snoring uncle, but he was always kind. An unusual thing for a master of hell. 
 
    “He was taken from us too soon,” Somna sniffles again, lower lip quivering. “He was such a great man!” 
 
    Not the adjective you’d use, but antagonizing Somna won’t help you, that’s for sure. “I know,” you say, patting him on the shoulder. “He accomplished a lot.” Like cursing you. “He will be missed greatly.” Because it means you can’t tell him off for the shit he’s putting you through. But you can be a little magnanimous right now. Shouting down the dream illusion of your father was amazingly cathartic. Almost as much as it will be to become the new Overlord. 
 
    Speaking of. 
 
    You squeeze Somna’s shoulder, feeling the soft wool tangled under his robe. “But his legacy lives on,” you say. 
 
    He looks at you, ringed eyes blinking. “It does?” 
 
    “Yes. In me. His daughter. I have… decided to take on the mantle of Overlord.” 
 
    “You?” he says, sounding a little dubious. “But, princess…” 
 
    “I’ve already recruited Avarick and Ghula to my side,” you say. “And who better to round out the ranks than the master of Sloth?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Somna, who better to carry on my father’s legacy than me? His daughter?” 
 
    Well, according to your father, it would be anyone who managed to shove their dick into you, but no need to mention that. “We can’t live in dreams of the past,” you say. “The future awaits. And it will have me lording over hell itself.” 
 
    “Lorrick always did believe in you,” Somna sighs. 
 
    “He sure did,” you say through gritted teeth. “And with your help, I will rebuild his empire. Reforge hell under my heel. And together, we will take this war back to the mortal realm, and crush all those who stand in my way!” 
 
    Somna stares at you, his eyes shining. His quivering lip turns into a smile of beatific joy. You smirk. That’s the thing about sheep. They’re easy to lead.  
 
    “Yes… Yes! You’re right! His legacy must live on!” Somna cries. “And you, Lillian, you are the one to do it!” 
 
    “Of course,” you preen. “And speaking of, there’s a little matter of the curse mark my father left behind. No doubt merely to test me to make sure I could reclaim his mantle.” 
 
    “Of course! Your father often did such things. Why, I remember when he fucked my wife in front of me. Oh, I was furious! Until I realized that it was a test of my loyalty. He tested me quite often like that.” 
 
    “I… bet he did,” you say. 
 
    “Let me see the mark.” 
 
    You’re beyond relieved as you tug up your shirt to reveal the brand upon your mons. Somna leans in and gently rests his hand on it. You suck in a breath at the throb of sensation that aches through your body. 
 
    “Lillian, Princess of Pride,” he says. “I solemnly swear to follow you as I did your father. I will do whatever I can to see that you become the new Overlord. This I vow.” 
 
    You gasp at the sudden flash of pleasure that surges through your mark. Again, one of the symbols that radiate from the central design glow, rewriting itself to a new form. You shiver at the feel of the magic pulsing through you, suppressing a moan through the greatest of effort. 
 
    You can feel the grip of the curse loosen a little more, though you doubt that it will prevent the intensity of it from changing. You take a deep breath, let it out. “Thank you, Somna. I won’t disappoint you,” you say, tugging down your shirt. 
 
    “Your father never did,” Somna said, beaming. “It will be good to support you, Lillian.” 
 
    “I’m glad to have it,” you say. 
 
    “But I do warn you,” Somna adds with a sobering look. “The remaining sin lords never really admired your father like I did. I fear they might not be as eager to lend their support.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say as you tug down your hem. “I imagine so.” 
 
    Three down. 
 
    Three to go. 
 
    Your journey to become the Overlord is halfway through. But you suspect your biggest challenges still lie ahead. 
 
      
 
    Envy 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Kill Her 
 
      
 
    “Nice try, but I’d have to be pretty stupid to believe that,” you inform Acedia, and plunge your icy blade into her heart. 
 
    The sloth demon gasps, her eyes rolling back. 
 
    And the deck beneath your feet is suddenly no more solid than mist. 
 
    There isn’t even time for a startled scream before you’ve plunged into the Styx. No sooner has the river closed over your head than you realize the danger you’re in. Every second you’re beneath the surface you can feel the waters pulling away pieces of your memories, tearing them from you like hooks in your very soul, dragging them away with the rushing current. Instinct takes over and you frantically claw for the surface, breaking it with a gasp. 
 
    But there’s no time! Already you’ve forgotten your best dress. Your favorite food. The first slave you fucked with a dildo made of ice! You swim for the shore, panting, whimpering, feeling your memories tugged away with every stroke. Your father’s face. The Citadel. That time you fucked a pair of twins from Lustria so hard you couldn’t stand for a week and had to be fed chocolate cherries in bed. 
 
    That was your favorite memory! 
 
    What was? 
 
    You can’t remember. 
 
    Why are you in the water? 
 
    Shore. Must swim for shore. 
 
    Only that remains firm in your mind. Safety is at the shore. You’ll be safe there. You’re fairly weeping as you crawl onto the marshy bank, sobbing softly as you collapse atop the grass and reeds. Oh pit. Oh fucking pit! 
 
    You roll over, staring at the misty sky above. 
 
    Where… are you? 
 
    You blink owlishly. You don’t know. You have no idea who you are. What you are. Why you were in the river. What you were doing out here. And who are all these other women on the shore? They’re all dressed in very pretty silks and are quite lovely, but look as waterlogged and confused as you. 
 
    “Well well! What have we here?” 
 
    You raise your head, jaw slack as you take in the tall, thin creature standing on the upper banks. Dressed in long robes, his scales shine in the dim light of the swamps, his sharp teeth grinning down at you. Behind him is a number of carts and several hulking reptilian demons with swords in their belts. 
 
    “I’d hoped to find some poor fools washing up for the slave markets. But my goodness,” the thin lizardman purrs, eyes roaming across the dazed women scattered about the riverbank. “I’ve got Avarick’s own luck here!” 
 
    Your mouth opens, words fumbling on your tongue. “What…” you gasp. “What’s a… slave?” 
 
    The serpentine demon’s eyes drag to you intently. His grin broadens. “Why, that’s you!” he purrs, snapping his fingers. “A slave,” he explains as his guards move down the beach and begin herding the women towards the carts, “is someone who gets a nice, new owner to obey and do whatever they say. A slave is very treasured.” 
 
    You stare blankly at him, but his words are making a kind of sense. You can feel in your gut that he’s right. Well, not exactly your gut. More that small space just beneath it. And that feeling is very good. You can fairly feel a glow of pleasure at the thought of being someone’s slave. 
 
    “I get to be a slave?” you say. 
 
    “Oh yes,” the reptilian merchant purrs. “Doesn’t that sound wonderful?” 
 
    “Yes!” you say, brightening until you beam. “Being a slave sounds… um… good!” 
 
    “That’s the spirit,” the demon says, helping you up and walking you towards the waiting wagons. You gasp as his hungry hand squeezes your plump bottom. “Hmmm. And I think you’re going to make me a lot of gold, dear.” 
 
    “Is that good?” you say. 
 
    “Very,” he says with another toothy grin. 
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    Sold Slut 
 
      
 
    You tremble with anticipation behind the curtain. On the other side, Resh is negotiating your sale to a new master. Ooooh, you do hope he’s a good one! All the other girls have been sold, and now only you remain. Resh has assured you it’s not because no one wants you, but because you’re much too valuable. But you must admit, despite the filmy silks he’s draped you in that show off your plump bottom, big breasts and the strange marking on your mons, you’ve had doubts. Even when he assured you as you sucked his cock like good merchandise, you wondered. 
 
    But now, the truth. 
 
    “Here she is, sir.” 
 
    You take a deep breath, calming the flutter of your heart, and step through the curtain. 
 
    The room is warm and the air humid. A single table consumes the middle of the room, and two chairs sit at opposite ends. Resh stands before his, turned towards you with arm extended for a showman’s flair, but your eyes are instantly drawn instead to the creature across the table. 
 
    He’s huge, heavy. Some dim memory of a frog stirs at the sight of the bloated demon with his greenish skin and pale belly. His eyes are huge and devour your figure with shameless interest, a wide mouth tight with thought, an amulet resting on the slopes of his gut. You feel your cheeks warm and core throb with lust at the sight of the toad-like demon awaiting you, and with a nervous smile you curtsy. 
 
    “Master,” you say. 
 
    The bloated demon hums, stroking his many chins with thought. “Hmm. I’m impressed, Resh. I admit I thought you were lying. And that would have been quite… unfortunate…” 
 
    Resh looks nervous, but it’s hard to focus on him when presented with the immense frog demon. He draws the eye like a center of gravity, especially with how much your pussy aches for cock. You have to fight the urge to salivate over this creature. 
 
    “Of course, Boriga. I would never, ever, think of lying to the esteemed mayordomo of Avarick himself!” Resh says. 
 
    Boriga chuckles throatily. “Indeed. Come closer,” he instructs you. 
 
    You do, drawn like a magnet to the immense male. As you get nearer you detect a thick, slimy musk about him, but such a thing only makes your knees weaker, again the need throbbing from your core as you come before him. You don’t even think. You simply drop to your knees before the creature, looking up at him in awe. 
 
    Boriga leans forward, cupping your chin. A shiver of delight races through you as he tilts up your head to stare into his bulbous eyes. 
 
    “Do you know me?” he asks. 
 
    Panic momentarily freezes you. “Um… you are my… master?” you say. 
 
    Boriga eyes you, then chuckles. “Hmmm… Indeed I am,” he says, leaning back in his chair. “Now, serve him.” 
 
    Your eyes are drawn down as his abdominal slit opens, and the pale wedge of his amphibian cock curls out. Now your mouth does water. At last! This is what you’re made for! Resh told you so, and Resh knows everything about you. With utter adoration you lean forward, your fingers delicately gliding up and down Boriga’s slimy cock, your ass clenching with excitement as you lean in and run your tongue along his shaft. 
 
    Ooooh! The slimy taste tingles on your tastebuds, your eyelids lowering as you open wide and begin to adoringly suck the demon’s cock, your lips forming a perfect seal around him as you bob. Boriga moans deeply, reclining further in his chair as you work his shaft. 
 
    “Hmmm… And her… mark is intact?” Boriga asks. 
 
    “Of course, sir,” Resh says, sounding hurt. “I would never devalue my goods.” 
 
    “Hmmm… Good. Good. To think you found her by Styx! Well well. Seems her quest didn’t go so well.” 
 
    “No, sire.” 
 
    “Your payment shall be delivered. Leave us.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    You hear Resh depart, but pay him no mind. You’ve already forgotten him, your mind consumed with perfect, submissive bliss as you pump Boriga’s thick cock between your lips, moaning and whimpering in adoration. You feel Boriga’s hand on your head, encouraging you in your ministrations. 
 
    “Hmmm… Once so high, now… so low… But, that only makes it… sweeter…” the greed demon hums. 
 
    You wonder what he means? But only briefly. Then you take another long, hungry suck of his cock and any other thought is banished. Soon enough Boriga’s gut is heaving with his heavy breathing as you suck him, so near. So close you can taste his orgasm in the pre leaking into your mouth. 
 
    “Mmnnnnn! Yessss!” the toad-demon moans as his cock pumps his cum into your mouth, every drop eagerly lapped up, devoured by your slavish sucking. Your eyes rolling back. Your body thrumming with pleasure as his oily seed forms a perfect weight in your stomach, the mark above your mons glowing, seeping submission through you. 
 
    Your lips pop off Boriga’s cock, panting. The greed demon smirks down at you. “Enjoy that?” he asks. 
 
    “S-so mmmuch master,” you moan, your tongue feeling leaden with the taste of his cum. 
 
    “Good. Mount me, slave. It is time I claim your womb.” 
 
    Eagerly you do so, climbing onto the immense demon’s lap, your voice rising in a whine of purest pleasure as his wedged cock parts your pussy, and stuffs you with his girth. “Ooooooh!” you moan, head tilting back with joy as you roll your hips, riding your master’s cock, his large mouth practically enveloping your breast as he takes on and begins to suck it. 
 
    When he at last cums, seeding your womb, you’ll never even notice the curse mark take effect. After all, how could a slave feel anything other than joy at being bred by their master? 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    “But what a shame that would be,” you inform the Red Queen. 
 
    She holds up a gloved hand, her chessmen slowing. “Shame?” 
 
    “Of course,” you say, leisurely reaching up, tugging off the apron on the front of your dress, revealing the unmistakeable curves of your big, soft breasts. You cross your arms beneath them, hefting them for the Red Queen’s inspection. “Especially since I have ever so much more to offer…” 
 
    The Red Queen purses her lips with interest. “Hmm? Such as?” 
 
    You smile, flirtatious, and to your annoyance it’s not all feigned. You normally hate arrogant bitches like this. Talking all haughty to you, as if they were better than the Princess of Pride herself. Ha! 
 
    So why does it feel so good to shrug off the straps of your gown? 
 
    Pull down your skirts? 
 
    Reveal the thin, lacy fabric of your bra and panties (were they always this lacy? Seems weird when your dress had been so formal). 
 
    The Red Queen’s eyes burn with interest. “Hmm. Not bad,” she purrs. 
 
    You try and ignore the shiver of delight her words conjure from your curse mark. “Do you really think so, your majesty?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” the queen says, her smile widening, her eyes gleaming. “But there’s something more you should have on.” 
 
    She reaches into her dress and reveals a shiny black collar with a little bell on the end. At the sight of the degrading piece of equipment your curse mark gives an urgent jolt. An injection of pure lust that makes your knees shake with the effort of remaining standing. 
 
    “I um…” 
 
    “If a good kitten doesn’t put it on,” the queen observes, her smile sharpening. “Then my knights will have to take matters into their own hands.” 
 
    You glance at the waiting chessmen. You swallow hard and reach out, taking the collar. The shame of having to put it on yourself almost equals the excitement as you do so. But it’s only a collar, after all. It’s nothing, you think, clipping it shut, the bell giving a jangle. 
 
    And suddenly, the world has shifted. 
 
    It takes you a moment to realize this is because you’re now on your hands and knees, your eyes wide with shock. 
 
    “Good kitten,” the Red Queen says. 
 
    A pulse of submissive bliss spikes through you from the collar and your curse mark. If it were only one of them, maybe you could have resisted. But when both of them work together, you can only shudder in pleasure. You know this isn’t you. This isn’t who you are. 
 
    And yet it feels sooooo gooooood. 
 
    “Come to me, kitten,” the Red Queen commands. 
 
    You do so, crawling to her, blushing hard with humiliation and helpless pleasure. When you arrive she pushes forward her foot, and you find yourself faced with a shiny, red leather shoe. 
 
    “Polish it for me, kitten.” 
 
    “Mew,” you whimper, attempts to resist growing weaker and weaker as the ecstasy of humiliation fills you. As you delicately lift her foot and run your tongue along the toe. The taste of leather is oddly accented by strawberries, and soon enough any hesitancy is gone, your role as her personal foot polisher consuming your whole being. 
 
    “Mmm. There you go. Gooood kitten. My my!” the Red Queen purrs. “You’ve polished it like a champion bootlicker. As is only proper for a queen like me. Now, take it off. I believe my toes need a good tonguing as well. Don’t you?” 
 
    You do. The need rises from somewhere deep inside you and finds root in your mind. As you peel off her stockings and reveals her delicate toes, each one tipped with red nail polish, you find a new part of yourself. One that cannot help but lift her foot and gently fit your lips around her toes, sucking them like miniature cocks, the shameful, degrading act throbbing to your core and making your pussy soak through your frilly panties in moments. 
 
    “Mmm. There we are. Right where you should be,” the Red Queen purrs. “I think I’ll enjoy my new Cheshire maid.” 
 
    You’d love to refute her, but somehow, you can’t find it in you to do so. You are meant for this. To be her obedient kitty maid. To mew and moan and worship at the royal altar of her body. 
 
    And as you suck her toes, looking meekly up at her through your dark lashes, you feel a tremor of excitement at what awaits. 
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    You can’t think of a more poetic way to end your father than with the weapon he once used. With a flick of the wrist you conjure the Staff of Domination and rush up the steps. 
 
    The dream demon laughs, brushing aside his cloak and drawing a sword of saw-toothed black steel. A weapon made to rend, tear, and torture even as it slaughters. The air hums softly as he brings it about. You know it. The Sword of Night, a blade of unspeakable power. It cleaves the very soul from the body. Can shatter steel with ease. The air screams around it, the cold so intense you can feel the temperature in the room drop even more. 
 
    But it’s a dream, you remind yourself. A phantasm. Not real. 
 
    You climb the final step, swinging. He answers you with his own. Your weapons meet. 
 
    The sound thunders in the room, the impact blasting several nearby demons off their feet. You grit your teeth, stance wide, arcane might surging from your staff while the floor under your heels crack. 
 
    Then the dream of your father breaks the deadlock, ducks under your guard. 
 
    Strikes. 
 
    And you find that a phantasmal weapon can bring very real pain. 
 
    Your father’s laughter follows you as you hit the ground, life bleeding from you. “Fool!” he says, and you’d be hard pressed to disagree as darkness rushes in. 
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    Magic 
 
      
 
    If there’s one thing you’re confident in, it’s your magic. 
 
    You start casting, gathering the freezing cold that is your birthright into your hands. The dream in your father’s guise raises a bemused brow as your hair stirs in the gathering power. A blue glow suffusing you as a nimbus of arcane might surrounds you. Wind whirls in the room as it gathers in your palms. You raise your arms, lifting the crackling bolt of freezing magic, and hurl it like a hammer at your foe. 
 
    The blue bolt sears the air and hits him with a sound like a struck gong. A flash of light and rush of steam boils from the upper steps as the air flash freezes. When it clears, a forest of jagged ice juts from the block that encases your father in a frozen tomb. 
 
    You drop your arm, exhaling heavily. “Well,” you say. “That wasn’t so bad.” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    Your jaw drops as the glacier trapping your father fissures. With a crash it shatters around him, the dream demon casually brushing powdered snow from his shoulders. 
 
    “Really?” he says, fixing you with a look of contemptuous amusement. “Ice? On a demon of Pride? I was born in the deepest pits of hell, girl.” 
 
    Well, you knew that, but kind of hoped he didn’t. Then again, knowing Somna, he probably had written your father’s damn biography. You hastily start gathering power for another spell. 
 
    “No,” the dream demon says, raising an arm. “I think we’ve had quite enough of that.” 
 
    Shadowy manacles burst from the floor, wrapping tightly around your wrists. You yelp as you’re forced to your knees, hands dragged down. You try and wrench yourself free but their hold is like iron. 
 
    “Much more agreeable,” the dream of your father says. “But impressive nonetheless! I had no idea the mortal princess possessed such arcane might. I think we can make use of that.” 
 
    He snaps his fingers and from the crowd glides a hooded figure. Shuffling towards you, tattered dark robes whisper around his legs. As he draws near, you see a bony mask of an envy demon beneath the hood, the pale ivory etched with strange designs. Fear clenches your stomach. Demons of envy are notorious sorcerers. 
 
    “N-no!” you gasp, trying to pull away, even as he grabs your shirt and tears it off with a single, sharp motion, your plump breasts bouncing into the open, nipples hard with cold and the insidious desire leaking from your curse mark. “Get back! What are you doing? What… what…” 
 
    You trail off as you see the demon draw out a bottle. He uncorks it, and pours a warm pink liquid onto your naked breasts. “Mnnnn!” you groan, arching as heat spreads across your chest. “What… what is… mnnnn!” 
 
    You watch in shock as your breasts suddenly engorge, swelling a full cup size larger. “Oooooh!” you groan as a heaviness makes itself known in your rapidly expanding chest, a pressure that aches wonderfully. 
 
    You can feel your curse mark throb, pulsing with light. Its tendrils twist around your core, your mind, turning your horror to shameful pleasure. The aching to wonderful need. You shudder, cheeks hot as your chest swells to a size that dumbfounds you, the pressure growing, tightening, and before your eyes, pearly white milk trickles from your fat nipples. 
 
    You’re lactating! And it feels so horribly good. “Oooooh,” you groan, panting, your fat tits wobbling. “I… I… Nnnnnn!” 
 
    Your protest dies in a needy moan as the envy demon massages your breast, gently squeezing and pumping them. You pant, your head spinning, mind thick with lathered cream. Oh fuck. Fuck it feels too good. Too good. You… Oh fuck, you… 
 
    “Mooooo!” you moan as milk spurts from your fat nipples, your thighs shuddering as you cum. Instantly, the demon presses a black iron goblet to your teat, filling it to the brim in the sudden deluge of your cream. He lifts it from your nipple, leaving you kneeling, whimpering, fat tits wobbling as you continue to leak your sweet cream onto the floor. The envy demon patters up the throne and kneels, offering the goblet to his Overlord. 
 
    The dream of your father laughs, taking up the goblet from the sorcerer and quaffing richly. “Mmm! Delightful. A taste of sorcery always makes the conquest so much better,” he says. 
 
    You whimper, thoughts jumbled, tangled, lost in the submissive bliss of the curse mark and your heavy milking. You look up, panting, eyes dim and doleful as a cow’s. Your father smirks. 
 
    “Not to worry. I am a kind Overlord, after all. Men! Enjoy your royal treat!” 
 
    A roar goes up from a hundred throats, and the horde surges forward, setting upon you in a mass. You’re ripped from the floor, a porcine gluttony demon hungrily latching on to your fat nipples and sucking your cream. Your moan is smothered as another demon thrusts his musky cock between your lips. Another claims your pussy. 
 
    Your head spins. Bliss and pleasure radiate from your curse mark and fat, milky tits. You don’t even register when someone cums in your pussy, for no sooner do they finish branding you with the curse, another takes his place. 
 
    The debauchery deepens. This is to be your fate. The milky slave of a dream, lost in an orgiastic nightmare from which there is no waking. If your mind remained intact long, your horror would be absolute. 
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    Princess Slave 
 
      
 
    Abstractly, you know you’re still in a dream. 
 
    In reality, you don’t care. 
 
    Because since this is a dream, a day seems to last forever, stretched like taffy in that way time can be in dreams. Every moment continues the triumph of your father over the heroes who, in reality, vanquished him. 
 
    And also continues your defeat. 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Ah!” you gasp as another demon plows you before the crowd, the bullheaded Wrath demon towering over you as his leathery hands grip your hips, holding you steady for your relentless breeding on the stone floor. At one point you think you were chained up, and occasionally still are. It all runs together. Logic has no meaning, or maybe your mind broke at some point while taking the endless parade of demon dick. Somna must have one hell of an imagination, because you’ve yet to feel a cock in you that wasn’t new and very exciting. 
 
    Your can’t name a favorite. They’re all so wonderful. And perhaps it’s the dream, but it seems like your body is changing to accommodate the monsters fucking you. 
 
    For instance, you’re not sure when you started lactating, but your fat breasts are currently being suckled by a pair of horny imps. “Yes! Yesssss!” you moan, cradling them against your jiggling chest as you ride the bullish Wrath demon’s cock. “That’s it… oh fuck yes. Good… Keep… keep drinking… oh pit, yes, milk my fat tits. Good boys. Oh, gooooood booooys! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    You groan in sudden delight as the demon fucking you cums, pumping you full of his hot seed. That’s another one. No matter how many gallons are pumped down your throat and into your womb, you always seem to have space for more. 
 
    Something that thrills you as the Wrath demon pulls out, and you see your next mate. 
 
    Clicking, chittering, the colossal insectoid monster picks its way towards you on thin legs. Compound eyes show you a thousand reflections of your flushed face, its spiny back clicking as, beneath its bulk, a thick ovipositor already bulging with eggs extends. 
 
    Your eyes widen and you squeeze the imps still sucking at your breasts harder against you. “Yes,” you gasp, spreading your legs eagerly to show your well used hole. “Yes! Please! Give it to me! Give me your eggs!” 
 
    The chittering horror moves over you, his ruthless ovipositor pushing against your gaping pussy. Your head falls back, moan hitching as he fills you with his thickness, and begins to breed you. 
 
    Its different from so many of the mating you’ve experienced before. Not the slime of a pit demon’s many tentacles. Not the punishing girth of a Wrath Demon. Not even the tender sadism of an envy demon’s mix and match parts. Instead, you feel the tube of its ovipositor holding you open, then the thickness of a pearly egg pushing against your opening, popping inside of you and rolling into your womb. 
 
    “Ooooooh fuuuuuuck!” you groan as you feel the first egg squeeze into your tight insides, your thighs quivering with excitement at this strange pleasure. You cum instantly, your wailing cry of pure ecstasy reaching the rafters of the burning palace. And there’s still so many to come! 
 
    You feel another egg push inside you, squeezed into your hungry womb. Soon your stomach swells with the eggs stuffing you, even as the monstrous insect forces in more. 
 
    More. 
 
    More! 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan, your taut stomach quivering from the eggs unloaded into you. “M… mooooooore,” you moan. 
 
    The insect chitters as it withdraws its shaft from your pussy, but glory be! He only does so in order to impale your well used asshole. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, bliss radiating from your womb, your ass, the perfect, wonderful feeling of fullness as he pumps egg after egg into your tight backdoor, filling you utterly with the pale spheres. You moan, your whole body aching with that wonderful pressure of being utterly bred, the insect demon’s ovipositor drooling with ichor as he withdraws it from your utterly stuffed ass. 
 
    You whimper where you lie, head tilted back, chest shuddering with soft, rapid breaths. Eventually, your swollen stomach will be returned to its proper dimensions. But by then you’ll have easily taken another dozen cocks. 
 
    This is your existence now. A fuck toy to an endless horde of different creatures. New shapes. New desires. A plaything of dreams in a nightmare world there is no waking from. 
 
    But you don’t mind. 
 
    After all, for that, you’d need to still have a mind. And that was surely the first thing to go. 
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    Right to Rule 
 
      
 
    You step through the door and stop dead in surprise. 
 
    You’re in the Citadel again. You’d know those excessively spiky walls anywhere. In the icy, black iron of the fortress, the shimmer of the unreal is barely even visible. You stand before the throne of the Overlord, nearby the portal to the mortal realm. Banners flutter from the walls. Only… they’re different, now. Where once they held the Hand of the Overlord, now they depict a tiara with peaks of spikes. It’s a good look you have to admit. 
 
    “Overlord.” 
 
    You turn in surprise to find Loria near at hand, the secretarial succubus bowing. 
 
    “Loria? There you are. Where are we?” 
 
    “In your palace, mistress,” she says, cocking her head. “You are the Overlord of all hell.” 
 
    “I’m not Overlord yet,” you remind her. “I haven’t gotten rid of the damn curse mark!” 
 
    Loria tilts her head even more, her brow furrowing. “What are you talking about, mistress? We’ve rid you of the curse mark ages ago.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    You look down, and to your shock find yourself wearing a flowing gown whose plunging neckline only ends at the loose belt that hangs about your hips. The benefit of this is that you can plainly see your mons, and also that your silky-smooth skin is void of any markings. 
 
    You gape, but if you concentrate you can still feel the enchantment of the curse mark. Right? You can, can’t you? Or is that only an expectation of it? You put a hand to your head, wincing at a throbbing ache in your skull. 
 
    “What… what is…” 
 
    “Don’t you remember, mistress?” Loria says, stepping nearer. “We found the last of the sin lords and gained their allegiance. The curse mark was undone, and you were freed to rule over all hell as the Overlord. Every demon in the realms have sworn their servitude to you.” 
 
    “I… I need to sit down,” you groan, flopping into the throne you once warmed for your father, wincing as your head pounds with a headache. It’s a nice chair, the throne of the Overlord. Very spiky on the sides but nicely cushioned on the seat. You’d often thought about adding some padding before, and this feels exactly like you always imagined it would. 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says. “A good idea. The other sin lords will soon be coming to renew their pledge of loyalty to you.” 
 
    “They will?” you say, blinking up at her. 
 
    Loria smiles warmly. “Of course, mistress. For who could refuse utter, obedient servitude to such a powerful mistress? Such a beautiful Overlord? You are the mistress of all hell.” 
 
    You are? 
 
    But, you’re not. 
 
    But you feel like you are. 
 
    Now that you’re sitting in your throne, you can almost remember your journey through hell. The invasion of Ira of Wrath. The subjugation of Lustria. The deception of Envy. Memories all that throb in the back of your mind with tantalizing nearness. Did you really accomplish these things? It feels like you did. You can almost remember doing it all. 
 
    But did you? 
 
    The groan of the doors at the end of the hall pulls your attention. One by one the lords of sin stride in. Avarick grins around his cigar as he takes his place. Ira towers, his horns nearly reaching the ceiling. Somna in all his sleepiness glides to a chair. Lustria in all her beauty poses before you. The mirror through which Ghula shimmers comes to life. Invidia of Envy smirks at you from behind his bone mask. 
 
    As you watch, the lords of sin get to their knees (those who have them). 
 
    “Praise the Overlord!” they cry. 
 
    The sound fills you, rushing up through you, feeding your pride with unspeakable delight. You shiver in your throne as you feel Loria’s hands reach over the back, her fingers sinking into your shoulders, massaging them. 
 
    “What is your command, Overlord?” your servant murmurs into your ear, her breath hot. 
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    Accept Their Fealty 
 
      
 
    Every moment you spend basking in the royal adulations of the greatest demons in hell, the less sure you are this is a dream. 
 
    And you know what? 
 
    You’re okay with that! 
 
    After all, if this isn’t a dream, that just means you’ve still got half of hell to traipse through, dodging horrors and monsters, just waiting for some demon or foul denizen of the realms to breed you. And for what? For what stands before you right now. 
 
    Ease flows through you as you accept this truth. The dream fades into the back of your mind. You don’t even notice the slight shimmer of unreality which coats everything as you cross your legs, leaning back into the throne, purring softly as Loria’s hands dig into your shoulders, massaging away the last of your worries that this isn’t real. 
 
    “It’s good to be the Overlord,” you moan. 
 
    “And it’s so good to serve her,” Loria murmurs into your ear. 
 
    A shiver of ecstasy courses through you as the lords of sin take their seats and begin discussing the issues of the day, always referring to you for acknowledgement. As it should be. For you are the master here, and they your obedient servants. 
 
    And you rule shall be glorious indeed. 
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    Dream of Conquest 
 
      
 
    The hero struggles against his chains as your hulking guards drag him into your throne room. He’s hot in that ‘I’ll never give in, you monster’ kind of way. Heroing does wonders for the abdominals, quite evident through his shredded shirt. You’ve always wondered how heroes can have the shit beaten out of them but still come out the other end even sexier than before. Just something about their air, you suppose. Not that you’re complaining. 
 
    After all, it will make this ever so much more fun. 
 
    You wait until he realizes where he is, and that’s one of your favorite parts. How he looks up, up the black stone steps, his eyes rising to the jagged throne that dominates the room. Inevitably his gaze lingers on the black gown that garbs you, slashes in the fabric revealing your long legs, your pale stomach, and suggests the firm globes of your breasts. His eyes widen as they reach your face, pale as the moon, lit with unearthly triumph, framed with dark hair and a chain circlet embedded with a glowing ruby. 
 
    The picture of beauty. 
 
    The sexiness of sin. 
 
    Pit, you love it all. 
 
    “So, this is the intruder upon my realm?” you say. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says, hovering at your shoulder. “He has dared to invade your home and killed a number of your guards.” 
 
    “Did he? Well! I can forgive killing my guards. There’s always more of those around. But putting his filthy feet in my Citadel? That’s a step too far.” 
 
    “Demon!” the hero says, struggling uselessly in the iron grip of the guards. “I’ve not come for you. Where is Melisana?” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “You kidnapped her!” 
 
    You touch your chin with a finger. “Melisana… Melisana. Oh! Elf girl? Lovely blonde hair? Has some impressive tits?” 
 
    You smirk at his flush. “Yes! Release her!” 
 
    “Well, I would. But I already spent so much time training her…” 
 
    “Training her?” 
 
    “Would you like to see?” you ask with a wide grin. You cock your head. “Slave Twenty-Three! Come on out here, will you?” 
 
    This is always your favorite part. No matter how many times you do it, you can’t get enough of the look of horror and heartbreak on a hero’s face as their beloved crawls out from behind your throne. The way his eyes widen at the sight of the elven beauty, breasts swaying beneath her, her newly pierced nipples ringing, her eyes dim and empty, her pussy stuffed and leaking with demonic cum, her womb emblazoned with a glowing curse mark. From her collar jangle chains that leashes her to the grip of a hulking Wrath demon, the bull monster towering over the abject slut. 
 
    “Melisana!” the hero cries. 
 
    You wriggle in delight at his heartbroken wail. Fuck you love this job! 
 
    “Oh no no! She doesn’t recognize that anymore. Slave?” you say, tilting your head towards the elven slut. “Someone is here to see you?” 
 
    “Mmmm?” the elf moans. 
 
    “What did you do to her!” the hero says. 
 
    “Trained her. She had quite a tongue on her, so naturally I put it to better use,” you say, smirking down at him. “Why? Don’t you like it?” 
 
    “Monster! Release her!” 
 
    “Well, I would. But it seems she’s become addicted to demon cum. She’s just useless without taking a load every hour of the day. In fact, I think it’s time for her lunch! Slave? Time to eat.” 
 
    Melisana’s eyes light up. “Yessssss,” she moans, her head grasped by the bull demon and shoved against his shaft and heavy balls. With pathetic eagerness she adoringly runs her tongue along the flared bitchbreaker that juts from the demon’s groin. 
 
    You can actually see the hero’s spirit break as he watches the love of his life moan and adore the fat cock of a bull demon. Heat thumps in your veins at the despair in his eyes as she opens her mouth wide and slides the tip of the demon’s cock into her mouth. She moans, pointed ears flicking with pleasure, her hands running along the thick brown cock of the demon, feeling his veiny girth, running her fingers down his shaft to admire the heaviness of his dark balls. 
 
    You laugh cruelly as the hero starts to cry. “Wonderful,” you breathe. 
 
    “Your penchant for cruelty is like no other’s, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Damn straight,” you say, grinning as you watch the hero be cucked before his own eyes. Idiots. Their kind always put so much stock in true love. But in your experience, true love doesn’t mean much when a slut is staring down a fat demon cock waiting to breed them. 
 
    You purr softly, hand running between your thighs, stroking the divot of your pussy through your gown as the elven maiden moans, choking on the fat cock plowing her throat. You’ve done this hundreds of times to dozens of heroes, and it never gets old. Sometimes you wonder why heroes keep trying to invade your domain, or why they always seem to look vaguely alike, but you never wonder long. You’re far too busy thinking up new ways to horribly break the wills of do gooders for that. 
 
    “Another brilliant work, mistress,” Loria says, her voice tempered with awe. “How do you do it?” 
 
    “It takes skill, Loria,” you say as the bull demon turns the elf around and fills her pussy with his cock, her moan of ecstasy almost drowned out by the hero’s cry of despair. “Skill and creativity.” 
 
    “I am in awe, mistress.” 
 
    “Damn right you are,” you say, grabbing the front of her dress and yanking her to her knees before you. “And I’m horny. Now get to work.” 
 
    “As you command, my Overlord,” Loria breathes as she parts the front of your gown, tugs down your panties, and adoringly buries her tongue in your dripping pussy. 
 
    You groan in pleasure, riding your servant’s face as you watch the elf being railed by the minotaur, her lover helpless but to watch, his cock tenting his pants pathetically. Mmm. Maybe you’ll cage up his shaft and put him to work polishing your many statues. Or maybe you’ll kill him. 
 
    Ah, the decisions of being the Overlord… 
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    Reject the Dream 
 
      
 
    You look down at the lords of sin bowing to you. Up at the banners hanging from the walls. The shimmer of the Citadel. The throne behind you. 
 
    As if! 
 
    “No,” you say. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “No!” you bark, surging to your feet. “This isn’t real! None of this is real! Do you think this would be enough?” you shout, jabbing a hand into the sky and at whatever invisible dreamer created this illusion. “You think this is enough for me? I’m going to be the Overlord! The real Overlord! Hell will bow to me! I’m not going to be taken in by a… a set piece!” 
 
    “Isn’t this what you wanted, mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “I want the real thing!” you shout. “I deny this!” 
 
    Your voice hangs in the air, ringing among the icicles of the ceiling. Then, something cracks. The world around you fissures like a smashed mirror, and breaks apart. Shards of the world dissolve before they even hit the ground, falling off to reveal the shimmering walls of the palace of Somna. You watch as the last fragments fade away, leaving you standing in the middle of a gloomy receiving room, thick curtains swathing windows, lonely candelabras glowing among some sumptuous divans scattered about. Not far, a large wooden door with intricate panels stands, two sloth demons in footmen’s uniforms sagging against the wall, dead asleep. 
 
    “I’m impressed, mistress.” 
 
    You jump, whip about to find Loria still at your side. “Loria!” you say. “Wait, then, you’re real?” 
 
    “For a given value,” the blue succubus says, pushing her small glasses back up her nose. “I didn’t think you would escape that dream.” 
 
    “You didn’t?” you say. 
 
    “No, mistress. For it was mine. My dream is to see you on the throne of the Overlord, and for me to stand at your side as your servant for all eternity.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, both flattered and a little disturbed. “Well, it is pretty great to serve me.” 
 
    “Indeed, mistress. But you are prouder and greedier than even I could have imagined. As I said, I am impressed. And were my clothes not so loose, you would see how hard my nipples are, and perhaps how damp I am.” 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “Well, how… flattering.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” Loria says, tilting her head towards the large doors between the sleeping guards. “But I believe this is Somna’s personal chambers. And doubtless, his dreams are powerful indeed. Shall we?” 
 
    Excitement bubbles in your chest. “Damn right we will!” you growl, marching to the doors and grabbing them. “Time to wake up, you lazy bastard!” you bark, yanking open the doors, the familiar mist boiling out of it, and wrapping you up in another dream. 
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    Imp Slave 
 
      
 
    The drums roll through the tavern with a rumbling thunder. 
 
    “Ladies! Gentlemen! Whatever that thing in the corner is. Prepare to be amazed by the incredible Fizzbin and his lovely assistant, Slut!” 
 
    Your heart beats quicker as the curtain rattles back and reveals you for the crowd. You strike a pose, thrusting out your big breasts, stifling a whimper as those heavy orbs bounce on your chest, so tender with the need to be milked. You’re dressed in nothing but some fishnet stockings and a chain that goes between the piercings of your nipples, something the crowd goes absolutely wild for. Leering faces devour your curves as you stand atop the stage, smiling out at them with delight. Showbusiness is tough work, but for your master, you’ll do anything! 
 
    Fizzbin grins from the barrel he stands on beside you. “Now!” he cries, fluttering over to you. “For our first performance, would my lovely assistant care to turn around.” 
 
    “Of course, darling,” you say, pirouetting to show off the plump globes of your ass and the ring that dangles from your tight asshole. 
 
    Fizzbin cackles and turns to the crowd. “Now!” he declares, throwing his arms wide. “Who will bet how many beads fit in this slut’s ass? Any takers?” 
 
    “A dozen!” someone barks. 
 
    “Fourteen!” 
 
    “Grashlinnassss!” 
 
    “Seven!” 
 
    “Eighteen!” 
 
    “Excellent guesses!” your beloved cackles and gives you a sly grin. “Ready to show them, slut?” 
 
    “Ready, darling,” you pant, bending over, thrusting out your peachy bottom as the imp hooks a finger in the ring. 
 
    “Count them out, dear.” 
 
    “Ooooooone,” you moan as Fizzbin pulls, the first bead popping from your tight bottom, still slick with the lube your master used while inserting it that morning. “Twooooo! Threeee. Mmmnnn! Fooooour!” 
 
    The crowd leans forward, the heat of their eyes searing you as they watch bead after bead pop from your clutching ass. You quiver with delight under their stares, the intense pressure of the beads being pulled from you all the sweeter for the emptiness they leave behind, your thighs quivering as your juices drool down them. 
 
    “T-tennnn! E… e… eleven! Tweeeeelve! Oh… Oh p-pit! Thirteen! Four… fourteeeeeeeen!” 
 
    The last comes in a keening moan of purest pleasure as you cum, squirting your pleasure onto the stage even as the final bead pops from your gaping asshole to clatter on the floor. Applause erupts from the crowd while Fizzbin grins in triumph. He gestured grandly at your whimpering form. 
 
    “Fourteen! Let’s give it up to our pretty assistant! Wasn’t that something! And now, the winner gets his prize!” 
 
    You whimper as you hear a chair scrape back and the heavy stride of an approaching demon. You manage to look over your shoulder to find a horror from some dark pit of hell shamble up to you. Tentacles sprout all over his body, his head like an octopus with long feelers, his trunk propelled by more rubbery limbs. He’s hardly the worst you’ve taken since going on the road with Fizzbin, but the unholy shape of him sends lust thumping through you anew. Especially when he moves over you, rubbery tentacles stroking your body, oozing over your back to slither against your plump tits. You moan as his suckers find your needy nipples, his tentacles wrapping around your breasts, squeezing them, milking them, sucking them. Your breasts are so big and productive since master has been breeding you, and most of those master lends you to adore the feel of their heft and the sweetness of your cream. 
 
    And you’re certainly not complaining. Not as more tentacles slither over you, wrapping around your legs, one invading your pussy, another pushing into your already well stretched asshole, schlicking in and out of your holes. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you moan, rocking back against the horror taking you. “Yesss! More. Pleaaase! Moooore! Mmmmm!” 
 
    Your open mouth is soon invaded by another tentacle, and your eyes grow lidded in servile pleasure as you suck and rut and enjoy the feel of the demon using your every hole and inch. Soft moans and whimpers escape you as your milk spurts from your whorish nipples onto the floor. You lean forward, lifting up your bottom, rutting eagerly against the limbs invading your ass and pussy. 
 
    Your fertile curves being used so is getting a big reaction from the audience. Hoots and catcalls ring out as they watch in grinning hunger at your body being taken. Your beauty tarnished by the tentacles and rutting of the horror. 
 
    You catch a flicker from the corner of your eye and smile as you see your spawn flitter among the tables. Your imp children eagerly pick the pockets of the watchers, who are far too engrossed watching you getting fucked by the tentacled demon to notice. 
 
    You giggle, then moan as the creature’s tentacles push deeper inside of you. The sudden sense of squirming fullness is enough to push you over the edge, and your muffled moans only intensify as the tentacles push further into you. 
 
    “Mmmm! Mmmm! Mmmmmmm!” 
 
    You moan, shuddering, cumming again. Again. A dozen times it seems before you sag to the floor, your mind sinking into a pleasured stupor, your ass raises to continue to accept the demon’s tentacles as he fucks you. 
 
    The show goes on for hours, and when it’s finally done you stagger off stage and take a seat in a lonely chair, your stomach swollen with demon cum, your body feeling heavy and lethargic. You tilt your head towards the corner, where your children have piled their winnings in a glittering hoard. 
 
    The flutter of wings has you tilt back your head as Fizzbin flaps backstage, grinning lewdly. “Good show tonight!” he says, eyes wandering to the pile of treasures on the table. His grin grows. “Very good show!” 
 
    “Th-thank you, master,” you pant. 
 
    “Ooof! You look a mess, slut. You better go wash off. Though,” he adds, chuckling as he pats your taut belly. “I do like the feel of other demon’s cum lubing up your holes.” 
 
    You giggle. “Me too, master.” 
 
    “Course you do! You’re my slut, aren’t you? Now, we better get a move on tonight. The new Overlord is going to be crowned in Pride soon, and that means plenty of opportunities to show you off, slut. There’s gonna be demons from every corner of hell there!” 
 
    “New Overlord?” you say, a tingle of something like memory sparking in your mind, only to fade before you can focus on it. 
 
    “Nothing you need to worry about, slut,” Fizzbin cackles again, giving your breasts a quick fondle. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan as your master toys with your plump teats. Instantly your mind blanks from the loving pleasure surging up from your tits. Of course. Nothing to do with you. Why would a slave care who sat on the throne of the Overlord? 
 
    “Fuck you’re beautiful,” the imp croons as he fondles you. “Fuck! I can’t wait. Show me that pussy, slut!” 
 
    “Yesssss master,” you moan, leaning back in your chair, eagerly parting your plump thighs. As the imp flaps onto your lap, he grabs a breast and hungrily begins to suck on your sweet cream, his cock plunging into you, his tiny hips hammering you as he fucks you like the slut you are. 
 
    You moan, sinking back into the chair, eyes rolling back with pleasure. To know these pleasures every day? 
 
    Why, it’s a dream come true… 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    “I’ll handle this,” you tell Loria. 
 
    “I have absolute confidence, mistress,” Loria says, even as she takes several steps back. 
 
    You strut towards the end of what remains of the walkway, your hips swaying tantalizingly as you leisurely shrug off your top, baring the firm globes of your breasts held tight within the black lace of your bra. Your curse mark thumps with anticipation of what you’re about to do, encouraging you quite ably as you halt, hips cocked, looking up through your long lashes at the slime monster. 
 
    Fuck he’s hideous. You can’t imagine anything so vile and disgusting. You can see the slime oozing from his every limb. Hear the way his acidic innards bubble and pop. The thought of this creature doing things to you with his coiling tentacles makes your breathing grow short and deep. 
 
    “Hey big guy,” you croon, flicking off the belt of your skirt, casting it aside so you stand before the Pit Lord in nothing but your underwear. “How are you?” 
 
    The Pit Lord’s skull looms over you, the green goo of his body shimmering softly in the strange light. But he hasn’t attacked yet. Is that a good sign? 
 
    “Loria?” you say from the corner of your mouth. “Can it understand me?” 
 
    “Language is not beyond the ability of such a creature,” Loria says, pushing up her glasses with all the professional air of a scholar. “But…” 
 
    “Good enough,” you murmur before turning your full attention back to the goo. “Oh nooooo,” you say. “It looks like I dropped my clothes! I better pick them up. Unless… someone has a better idea.” 
 
    The Pit Lord burbles and several long tentacles reach down. Your heart quickens in your breast. 
 
    “Mistress, I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Loria says. 
 
    “I know what I’m doing,” you pant, your body hot with lust for the monster before you, your curse mark throbbing as those long, drooling limbs wrap around your arms and legs, lifting you into the air. You shiver in delight, your bra instantly melting to the Pit Lord’s slime, everywhere it touches spreading a warm, pleasurable lethargy. You moan, sagging limply in the monster’s grasp as his tentacles continue to stroke you. Your breath hitches as two of those slimy limbs attach themselves to your plump nipples, lazily sucking on them, curling your toes with terrible pleasure. 
 
    “Ooooooh fuuuuuuck yessssss!” you moan. 
 
    “Is your plan working, mistress?” Loria calls from below. 
 
    “Sooooo wooooorking…” 
 
    You think. 
 
    It’s hard to remember quite what the plan was. Especially when two more tentacles twist around your waist, one teasing the tightness of your ass, another searching out the tender slit of your pussy. As one they slide into you, your body so relaxed they find no resistance in utterly stuffing you with their oily lengths. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you groan, arching lazily, your body wonderfully numb, but your pussy absolutely dripping with desire. The tentacles shift, sliding in and out of you, fucking you with tender curiosity, smearing your body and your insides with their thick, numbing venom. 
 
    “Oooooh Loooooria! ‘sssss sooooo goooood!” 
 
    “Oh dear,” Loria sighs from below. 
 
    You hear the concern in her voice, but don’t pay much attention to it. It feels far too good to just wriggle atop the tentacles fucking you. You can feel your orgasm building within you, but can’t seem to muster up the energy to do more than rock a little against the thrusting tentacles. 
 
    “Oooh fuck. Ooooh fuck. Fuck… Fuck! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    You groan in pleasure, arching, quivering as your orgasm flows through you like a wave of heady desire, your juices dripping from your pussy, down your thighs, what isn’t eagerly soaked up by the Pit Lord’s tentacles. The gelatinous monster burbles in excitement. Ooooh, he likes it! How woooonderful. You should give him more. 
 
    You forget why, exactly, you’re doing this. Was it to cum? You’re pretty sure it’s to cum. You smile blissfully as you submit to the rutting tentacles of the Pit Lord, whimpering as you cum again and again, every orgasm spreading further that sweet, mindless bliss that sweeps away all your cares. All your worries. 
 
    Like what’s going to happen when the Pit Lord draws you towards his mass, pushing you into his body. As it turns out, what happens is you’ll be dissolved in his acids, but you’ll cum at least a dozen more times before that. 
 
    And isn’t that all that really matters? 
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    Wonderland 
 
      
 
    When the mists clear, you appear to have landed in a fever dream. 
 
    You’re in a garden and not far from a hedge mage dotted with red and white roses. The sky seems to tilt, with clouds whisking away in random directions, as if the horizon is lower than it should be, or you’re larger than you should be. One or the other, or perhaps both, it makes your eyes hurt just to look at it. What’s more, you’re no longer wearing the clothes you had on before. Instead, you’ve apparently put on a blue dress with a white front, your hair tied back in a blue ribbon and delicate black shoes on your feet. 
 
    “I guess this is what she meant by Somna’s dreams?” you say, eying the world you’ve stepped into. 
 
    “It appears so, mistress,” Loria says, pushing up her glasses. She hasn’t come into the realm unchanged either, though her fashion has made a more lateral move. A swallowtail waistcoat and pants give her the dignified air of a butler, slightly spoiled by her curves and the addition of a pair of fuzzy rabbit ears on her head. She adjusts her spectacles and glances down at a large pocket watch she’s carrying, the hands a blur as they spin. 
 
    “You appear to have rabbit ears, Loria,” you say. 
 
    “I don’t mind, mistress.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “No. I remain me, mistress. And they might be of use. I suspect you could use them as excellent handlebars while riding my face.” 
 
    The image of you grinding your pussy on Loria’s tongue while tugging on her rabbit ears has a striking appeal, but it’s neither the time or place to facefuck your servant. “Let’s just deal with this,” you say, pushing the lewd image aside and striding into the hedge maze. 
 
    “At your side as ever, mistress,” Loria says, snapping shut her watch and striding after you. 
 
    The hedge maze burst with roses and colour as you make your way through it, every step careful and wary. Who knows what awaits you in this mad, twee place? As you walk, you soon make out a sound. Singing. Someone is singing. You look up and see puffs of steam rising over the edge of the hedge you walk beside, timed to the toots of music and coloured a rainbow of hues. 
 
    You navigate towards the sound, the maze twisting and turning until you find yourself at an opening, and what appears to be a lunatic tea party. 
 
    A huge table is laid out in the center of the clearing. Hundreds of tea pots of every shape and size steam rainbows. Plates litter the spread, loaded with scones and toast, while teacups of every size, design, and depth are scattered randomly about. 
 
    A man sits at the table, wearing a rumpled waistcoat with a popped collar and a huge top hat. He’s pouring tea into a cup for a rabbit in a bowtie and coat, both singing a merry tune. The hatter stops singing when he sees you and raises a cracked tea cup. 
 
    “Welcome! And a very merry unbirthday!” 
 
    “A what?” you say. 
 
    “Your unbirthday! Everyone has a birthday, but what about the other days of the year?” 
 
    “Why would I celebrate the other days of the years for not being my birthday?” you ask, compelled despite yourself. 
 
    “Why not?” the hatter asks. 
 
    You sigh. “Alright. I’ll just be leaving then…” 
 
    “Oh? But you haven’t even opened your unbirthday presents yet!” 
 
    You look back to him, finding him and the March Hare each holding a wrapped present out. In the hatter’s hands it’s a pink box, in the hare’s it’s red. 
 
    “Erm…” 
 
    “It’s got a sur~prise inside,” the hatter says. 
 
    Ooooh, you know you shouldn’t… 
 
      
 
    Open the Pink Present 
 
    Open the Red Present 
 
    Who the Fuck Would Be that Dumb? 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay with the Demon 
 
      
 
    “Look… Ambula, was it?” you say. “I’m not your dancer.” 
 
    The sloth demon blinks owlishly. “You’re not?” he says. 
 
    You almost sigh at the pathetic little demon sitting before you. Even his dreams are more impressive than him. You still can’t quite concentrate with the bull demon looming behind you. The contrast between him and his effeminate master are almost palpable. “No. And you’re not some emperor. You’re dreaming.” 
 
    “What?” Ambula says, a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” you say as patiently as you can. “You’re dreaming, trapped in the palace of Somna, the Demon of Dreams. You’ve been ensorcelled.” 
 
    “No,” he says, a flicker of recognition in his eyes. “No, that can’t be… I am the king here!” 
 
    “King of where? Does your kingdom even have a name?” 
 
    “Of course it does!” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s… um… Looriz… aber… jan…” 
 
    “Loorizaberjan?” you say. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That is the fakest name I’ve ever heard.” 
 
    “No it’s not! It’s real! This is real!” he screams, lurching up from his throne, quivering where he stands. “I am king!” 
 
    Ugh. You can’t believe you’re having to try and reason with this pathetic excuse for a demon. You hold up your hands, trying to calm him. “Listen, Ambula, it’s not your fault.” 
 
    “Shut up!” he screams, stamping his foot like a child. “Shut up shut up shut up! You’re lying! You’re just a slave! How dare you talk back to your better!” 
 
    “No one is better than me,” you say haughtily. 
 
    “Silence! You uppity bitch. I’ll show you your place! Guard!” 
 
    You stiffen as you suddenly feel the guard behind you, his heavy hand landing on your shoulders, the impact reverberating down to your curse mark, which throbs, making you acutely aware of the hulking male behind you once more. Your nose twitches as you inhale another tingle of musky, feral beast scent. 
 
    “Yes,” the guard grunts. 
 
    Ambula points a shaking finger at you. “Show this slut her place!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Ambula! Wait! We don’t nnnn!” 
 
    Your protest trails off as the guard reaches down and engulfs your plump teat in his leathery palm. A shuddering moan rises from your throbbing curse mark, climbing your throat to escape your parted lips.  
 
    “Hrrrrr,” the demon grunts, massaging your breasts, pulling aside what could generously call a ‘top’ to release your buxom chest into the open air. Without even that filmy bit of protection your breasts are instantly captured, his thick fingers rolling your needy nipples, sending shocks of pure, tactile pleasure throbbing to your core. “Good cow tits,” the demon grunts. 
 
    “Nnnn-not c-cow,” you pant. 
 
    “We see if you moo,” the demon says, his other hand yanking down your baggy pants, making you gasp as your pussy is revealed to the open world. You groan, the mark on your mons glowing, pulsing as it subverts your body’s resistance, a gasp, bucking as the bull demon’s hand brushes the marking on your mons before palming your dripping pussy. 
 
    “Oh p-pit,” you moan, tilting your head back, only for the guard to lean down and kiss you. The heat of it is undeniable. Without tenderness. Without mercy. His lips press against yours, your body shuddering, surrendering to his brutal touch and hunger. 
 
    “Mnnnn…” you moan as your legs quake with weakness, your body unable to resist this unearthly pleasure. Surrendering to it. Your mind fading, lost, sucked into a misty haze of submission as you whimper and gasp and moan as the demon’s finger pushes into your pussy, pumping in and out of you, thick as some of the biggest cocks you’ve taken. 
 
    “Yes,” Ambula pants from his throne, watching greedily, rubbing himself through his pants as he watches your defilement. “Take her, demon. Make her yours!” 
 
    “Mmmnnn,” you moan, barely noticing him. Certainly not caring about him beyond the thrill of being observed as you rut against the guard’s finger, surrendering your mouth to his kiss, your breast molded in his rough, leathery hand. 
 
    He breaks the kiss, pushing you to your hands and knees. You remain there, panting, quivering, your breasts dangling beneath you as he continues to stroke you between your legs. 
 
    “Want cock?” the demon growls. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you gasp. 
 
    “Moo. Moo like cow.” 
 
    “Mooooo!” you moan, having just enough shame to blush at what you’ve been reduced to, but far too little to resist the throbbing need of the curse mark as it drowns you in your lust. “Moooo!” 
 
    “Good,” he growls, withdrawing his finger from you. A disappointment, until something far, far larger takes its place, stretching your lower lips to the brink as his girthy demon cock pushes inside of you. 
 
    “Mooooooo!” you moan as the guard pushes himself into you, filling you utterly with his manhood, stretching you around his impossible size. You know logically that he should never be able to fit the immensity within you, but this is a dream, after all. A wonderful, glorious, unbelievable dream! “Moooooo!” you cry out again, pushing back against his immense cock, moaning with unbearable joy as you take him. 
 
    “Hrrrrr!” the guard growls, his hands grasping your hips, his pelvis spanking your bottom as he begins to ruthlessly fuck you. Every beat echoes through you. A shock of purest pleasure radiating from your curse mark, through your womb, your breasts, your mind fogging with pleasure. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you cry out, thrusting back against him. “Yessss! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaaaard! Give me your cock! Give me your cum! Breed me! Breed my royal pussy! Fuck me! Fuck me please! Pleeeeease! Need it! Need your cum! Ooooooh!” 
 
    His pace increases. He takes you. Plows you. Fucks you. Breeds you. A beast. A monster. A creature of pure animal lusts, he fucks you like a sleeve for his cock, uncaring of your pleasure, even as your mind whirls and sinks beneath the pure desire. 
 
    The dream is forgotten. Ambula watching no longer concerns you, even as the pathetic demon whimpers as he cums in his pants from watching you being fucked by the alpha male of his dreams and yours. “Yes!” you wail. “Yes! Fuck! Cumming! Cummmmiiiiiiing!” 
 
    Your orgasm sweeps through you, and the tightness of your convulsing pussy pushes the dream demon over the edge. With a bellow that thunders through the air he cums, pumping what seems like gallons of hot, boiling cum into your clutching cunny. “Ooooooh!” you wail, a second orgasm pumping through you, spurred on by the sizzle of the curse mark as it brands you, marking you. Your mind goes white, swept away as you sag atop his cock, surrendering to the girth of him. The power. 
 
    When your mind returns, only one thought remains. Your master. You breeder. Whimpering softly, your hips push back, and the guard resumes fucking you, more leisurely this time. He knows instinctively that you are his now. You know it too. 
 
    And you couldn’t be happier. 
 
      
 
    Dream Slave 
 
    

  

 
   
    Who the Fuck Would be That Dumb? 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” you say flatly. 
 
    “You don’t want the present?” the hatter asks. 
 
    “Ooooh, but who could resist a present!” the March Hare says. 
 
    “Quite right! Are you sure you don’t want it?” the hatter asks. 
 
    “Of course not! Who would be that stupid? It’s obviously a trap,” you say. 
 
    “Wait!” the March Hare says. “It’s my unbirthday too!” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “It is!” 
 
    “Well, here you go!” 
 
    “Hurray!” the hare says, taking the present offered by his friend and eagerly opening it. 
 
    No sooner has the lid come free than tentacles surge out of the box, wrapping around the hare’s head. He screams as he’s pulled bodily into the box, his kicking feet the last to go. 
 
    You stand there, staring for a stunned moment as the present drops onto the table with a dull thunk, now merely an empty box. 
 
    “Tea?” the hatter asks, holding up a teapot. 
 
    You shake yourself out of your stunned stupor. “Loria! Let’s go!” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says, hurrying after you and back into the maze “And might I add, mistress, I am most impressed at your avoiding that extremely obvious trap.” 
 
    “Thank you, Loria,” you say tersely as you storm through the rose reddened hedges. “Clearly my skills at spotting obvious menaces remain fuck!” 
 
    The last is belted out as you turn a corner and you see something flash. You jerk back, just avoiding the axe that was moments away from cutting your head off, the blade instead thudding into a nearby trellis filled with roses. 
 
    A woman in an immense, fluttery red gown huffs, yanking her axe free and swinging it onto her shoulder. She glowers at you, chin tilted back, her eyes narrow and wrathful. Of mature years, she’s a sloth demon as well, her hair a mass of soft wool gathered about a pair of curling sheep horns, topped with a crown. More wool peeks from her sleeves and from the thick V of her plunging neckline, her eyes sharp and body voluptuous. She’s not fat, but she’s big, something her glittering dress does nothing to hide, giving the impression of a ship at full sail. 
 
    “Well!” she barks. “How dare you? I was trying to take off your head, and you dodged? That’s simply not done, girl! And using such language!” 
 
    You glance about, and suddenly realize what appears to a dozen knights with armor styled like chess pieces have moved in from every side. They, however, have the same glassy dream shimmer as the rest of the world, all except the red woman standing before you. 
 
    “Who are you supposed to be?” you demand of the woman. 
 
    “Me? My dear! I am the Red Queen! Mistress of this land! And you have gravely displeased me. The punishment? Off with your head!” 
 
    “The punishment for not getting my head cut off is to get my head cut off?” you say. 
 
    “Of course! By royal decree. Soldiers! Seize the slut!” 
 
    The chess knights move forward, weapons level. Several have already moved, cutting off Loria. You’re on your own. 
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    Open the Pink Present 
 
      
 
    “Oooooh,” you murmur as you look at the box. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “Hold on, Loria. Let me just…” you say, gingerly taking the box from the hatter’s hands. 
 
    “Mistress, really now, you cannot fall for this,” Loria says. 
 
    “But Loria. It’s my unbirthday.” 
 
    “Mistress...” 
 
    “Quiet, Loria. You will not ruin another unbirthday for me,” you say as you tug off the ribbon. “It is my party, and as such I want to open my present.” 
 
    You pop the lid off the box, and look at what’s inside. 
 
    And get a face full of smoke and sparkles. 
 
    “Pfffff!” you sneeze as the sudden cloud engulfs your face. The sparkling magic seems to surge up your sinuses and into your head like firecrackers. You blink as clouds of smoke envelop you, swirling you around. Your head spins as you sway to the whirling magic, your body feeling suddenly tight, then stretched, then smaller and smaller. 
 
    You sneeze again, your eyes watering as the smoke clears. “Bastards!” you rail, whirling about. “When I get my hands on you, I’ll… I’ll…” 
 
    You trail off, suddenly finding yourself before a massive building made of copper. But wait. You tilt your head back, horror replacing shock. It’s not a building. The smoke stack is a spout. You stand before the monumental form of a tea kettle! 
 
    You whirl around. Kettles and cups surround you on every side. Laughter booms high above you. You peek around a teacup and find the hatter sitting at the end of the table with the March Hare, both hanging off one another, giggling madly. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    You glance to the side and find Loria towering over the table, looking about blankly. “Mistress? Where are you?” 
 
    “Here!” you scream, your voice a tiny squeak. “Loria! I’m right here!” 
 
    But you’re too small! Loria can’t hear you. Instead she turns to the two diners. “Where is she?” 
 
    “Who can say? It’s a big world,” the hatter chortles. 
 
    “Oh yes!” the March Hare titters, wiping away a tear. “You could say, it dwarfs us!” 
 
    “Loria! Help me!” you scream, jumping up and down, waving your arms. “Loria!” 
 
    Just as Loria turns a shadow falls over you. You whirl around in shock, just in time to see a teacup cover you, slamming down and trapping you in darkness. 
 
    “Damn,” you hear Loria’s muffled mutter. “This is a problem. Where is she, hatter?” 
 
    “Calm down, milady! No doubt she’s been taken away. Through the looking glass, one might say.” 
 
    “Damn,” Loria repeats. 
 
    “Loria!” you scream, banging against the overturned tea cup, even as you hear her footsteps begin to recede. “Loria! Help meeeeeee!” 
 
    But your maid doesn’t hear you. Soon enough her steps have vanished, and that’s bad. But what’s worse is when the teacup rises again. You stare at a number of stripes written in the air. Stripes which gradually fill with purple fur, and you find yourself before the grinning face of a huge cat. 
 
    “Mmnnn. Appears your friend has gone, little mouse. Such a shame,” the cat purrs as he reaches down and plucks you up in a purple paw. “But such a delight too, wouldn’t you say?” 
 
    Horror transfixes you as the cat grins, dangling you over his face. His mouth opens wide, revealing the dark tunnel of his throat. You scream as he suddenly drops you, gulping you down in a single go. 
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    Open the Red Present 
 
      
 
    “Oooooh,” you murmur as you look at the box. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “Hold on, Loria. Let me just…” you say, gingerly taking the box from the hatter’s hands. 
 
    “Mistress, really now, you cannot fall for this,” Loria says. 
 
    “But Loria. It’s my unbirthday.” 
 
    “Mistress...” 
 
    “Quiet, Loria. You will not ruin another unbirthday for me,” you say as you tug off the ribbon. “It is my party, and as such I want to open my present.“ 
 
    You pop the lid off the box, and look at what’s inside. 
 
    Tentacles. 
 
    It’s tentacles inside. 
 
    You scream as they lunge, grabbing you in their rubbery grip, hauling you into the box. You try and grab the present’s edge, but already you’re being drawn inside, your legs kicking feebly as the box swallows you whole, sucking you down. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down into a darkness without end, and horror you could only dream. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You flick your wrist, and into your hand coils the Staff of Domination. You can feel the arcane might of the weapon surging into your arms as you turn to face the advancing chessmen. With a shout you swing the staff, the skull which tips it slamming into a rook with a sound like a tolling bell. 
 
    Steel crumples under the arcane force of the staff, the rook flying through the air to smash into two other advancing chessmen. Exultation fills you at the power in your hands. Laughing wildly, you swing, smashing aside the rattling chessmen like they’re nothing. 
 
    The Red Queen’s eyes widen as you clear a path through her minions. She brings up her axe as you sweep towards her. She swings for you with a snarl, and you parry the blow with your staff. 
 
    There’s a terrific clash of steel, and the Red Queen’s axe shatters. She stares at her smoking hilt in disbelief, even as you take another swing, smashing your staff into her head. 
 
    The Red Queen topples, dissolving into mist even as she falls. The advancing knights rattle, clank, swaying where they stand before dissolving like they were made of sand. You stand, glaring about yourself for another challenger. 
 
    “Masterfully done, mistress,” Loria says, gliding through the dissolving chessmen, pushing her glasses up. 
 
    “Thank you, Loria,” you say, straightening as a flicker of light catches the corner of your eye. You turn towards it to find a part of the landscape melting away, revealing a door standing in the middle of the land, the wall around it ragged as if only a portion of the reality it exists in managed to break into the dreamland. 
 
    “Ah, excellent. And with time to spare,” Loria says with another glance at her spinning watch. 
 
    “Hmph,” you say, grabbing the doorknob. “But if there’s something stupid like a lamp post on the other side of this, someone’s going to pay,” you say, yanking open the door, the now familiar gust of mist rushing out, enveloping you in a gasp. 
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    Invitation of Envy 
 
      
 
    Back when you were known as the beloved daughter of Lorrick the Black, Overlord of all hell, you looked forward to getting mail. Usually the were letters from admirers begging for a sliver of attention, sometimes written on the flayed human skin. Often they’d come with gifts, such as gold, jewels, arcane artifacts, slaves, or the severed heads of your enemies. Regardless, they’d be delivered to you on a golden tray. 
 
    But that was then. 
 
    This is now. 
 
    And since your father was killed in the mortal world by a bunch of heroes, only to curse you to become the breeding stock of whoever managed to fuck you, mail has taken on a… familiar bend. 
 
    You sigh as you slit open another letter, scanning it. 
 
    “What is it, mistress?” Loria, your loyal servant – in fact, your only servant – asks politely. 
 
    “The usual,” you say, tossing the letter into the crackling hearth. “Suggestion for marriage. An alliance. We will be so happy together. I promise to cherish you. It won’t be so bad to be bound to me as my breeding slave. My cock is this big, blah blah blah.” 
 
    “They’ve improved, mistress,” Loria says as she picks up another letter, peering at it from over her small glasses. “It used to be just threats.” 
 
    “Still plenty of those,” you grouse as you pick up another from the tray Loria holds and slice it open, giving her an appraising glance. With her hair done up in a tight bun, her stern if flattering robes and studious expression, you again thank whatever gods sent her to you. Honestly, you dread to think where you’d be if Loria hadn’t remained by your side when everything went to shit. Admittedly, she serves you because you’re her exact fetish and she delights in letting you fuck her, but hell! You’re not complaining. 
 
    You suddenly notice a particular letter, one whose dark envelope seems blacker for the gold, its seal a piece of ivory stylized like a mask. “What’s this?” you say as you pick it up. 
 
    “Ah, that came in the post this morning, mistress. I was saving it for last.” 
 
    “Is that right?” you say, slicing a letter open and reading it. Your brows rise in surprise. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “It’s a pledge of allegiance,” you say. 
 
    “Naturally, mistress,” Loria says. “After all, with three lords of hell declaring their loyalty to you, some among the realms are starting to take notice and wonder if, indeed, you might be able to truly conquer the nether realms after all. You are a glorious being to rally behind. Any would rejoice to follow behind you, for it truly is a wonderful view.” 
 
    “But Loria!” you say. “This one is from Invidia!” 
 
    Loria bows her head, indicating she guessed as much. You stare at the letter in shock. Invidia has sent you a pledge of loyalty? You have few memories of the Lord of Envy. Invidia rarely travelled from their palace in the dark lands where the masked demons rule, but you’ve encountered many Envy demons over the years. They were skilled sorcerers and powerful to boot. With their powers and bone masks, they were invaluable to your father’s war machine. 
 
    Of course, Invidia is also famed for treachery. Their palace is a nest of vipers and intrigue, with murder expected and encouraged for advancement. A high-ranking demon has to climb many a body to get a position of power in that realm. 
 
    “Anything else, mistress?” Loria asks. 
 
    “Yes,” you say, sitting up a bit straighter. “I’m invited to a ball at the palace so Invidia can make a performance of their pledge of allegiance, informing all the realms that they recognize me as the new Overlord.” 
 
    “Ah,” Loria says. 
 
    You glance sharply at her. “What?” 
 
    “Nothing mistress. I’m sure that we will go.” 
 
    “Of course we will,” you say, rubbing the envelope. Oooh, feels like cashmere. “A lord of hell is volunteering their allegiance! For once I won’t have to trudge through swamps and fight hordes of monsters.” 
 
    “Quite so, mistress.” 
 
    Something about her tone makes you pause. You give her a close look. “…You think it may be a trap?” 
 
    “It would hardly be my place to suggest it, mistress,” Loria says. “But perhaps it might be wise to be sure.” 
 
    “And how would we do that?” you say. 
 
    “Simple, mistress. We send a spy in.” 
 
    “A spy? Who? You?” 
 
    “Oh no, mistress,” Loria says. “I fear I am not skilled enough in the game of espionage to achieve such a feat. No. We would need someone utterly shameless to infiltrate the lair of Invidia. Someone without an ounce of moral fibre. Someone so pathetic, so base, so wretchedly scheming that lies and deception are bred into their very bones.” 
 
    “Loria, we don’t have anyone like that. There’s literally just you and me in this entire Citadel,” you say. 
 
    “Not quite, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You peer at her, and Loria raises her eyes to the ceiling. You follow her, staring at the chandelier dangling above. What could she be looking at? The only thing above that is the ceiling. And above that is the throne room of the Overlord. 
 
    “Oh,” you say in sudden realization. 
 
    “Indeed, mistress,” Loria says. “I believe it is time to make use of your prisoner.” 
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    Getting Givril 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” you growl as you stride through the black halls of the Citadel. Every step sends your gown swishing, the floor crackling as your anger unleashes trickles of your power, freezing parts of the floor with your every step. 
 
    “It is necessary, mistress,” Loria says, gliding at your side. “Givril was your father’s jester and messenger, and often was sent by him to Invidia’s palace, so he’ll know his way around. The imp is also a coward, a wretch, and as such, he is skilled at avoidance and evasion. Should Invidia be up to something, he will be the one to find it out.” 
 
    “You do remember what he tried to do to me?” you say sharply. Just remembering the randy little imp’s attempt to breed you while you were still shocked by your father’s death gets your blood boiling. The nerve of the little fuck! 
 
    “Of course, mistress. And we mustn’t allow such a situation to arise again. Which is why I prepared this.” 
 
    She passes you a large golden ring. You take it, raising it up to the light of the burning blue lamps that dangle from spikes along the hallway. 
 
    “What? Am I supposed to offer my hand in marriage?” 
 
    “It doesn’t go on his finger, mistress.” 
 
    “Ugh!” you cry. “Disgusting! Why would I…” 
 
    “It’s a special ring, mistress. One connected to the Staff of Domination. I learned of it during my research among the armory. Once, it was used as a collar for slave demons, and whoever wielded the staff could choke their thralls to demand obedience.” 
 
    “Then why would I put it around the imp’s cock?” 
 
    Loria glances at you from over her spectacles. “Simple, mistress,” she says. “What would motivate an imp more than the pain of never cumming again?” 
 
    Oooh, that’s a good point. And a wicked one. You find yourself grinning. “Mmm. Good thinking, Loria.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. I live to serve,” she says, bowing her head. “Certainly an excellent method to compel the imp’s obedience, and prevent him from trying to take advantage of you.” 
 
    “Too true!” you chuckle. Hmm. You never did find Givril amusing as your father’s jester. But maybe you can finally appreciate his antics with your ring around his little cock. You certainly recall it. Hard not to, considering you had to get the horny little demon off when he delivered the news of your father’s defeat. His randy little red dick bobbing as you played with it. Pit, you can still smell the sick musk of him. 
 
    You realize your curse mark is throbbing again and growl. Damn this thing! You’ll be rid of it soon enough. Another reason to tolerate the imp, you suppose. 
 
    You throw open the doors to the throne room with a gesture, for a moment hesitating within. You haven’t been in here since you learned of your father’s death, and the place gives you pause with a sudden, unexpected pang. The lower thrones of the Sin Lords gathered around. The high one that was your fathers’. The banners swaying with the red hand of the Overlord and the inactive portal to the mortal realm. 
 
    And, of course, the massive chunk of ice in which Givril remains suspended, the imp’s face twisted in an eternal scream of horror in the instant you froze his dumb little ass. You smirk at the sight of the creature, admiring your handiwork. Givril is small like all imps, like a stunted human, his bald head inordinately large, his eyes huge with his shock, his tiny bat-like wings outspread. His tail is tipped with a venomous stinger that can induce lust, and even now his red cock juts up out of his groin like a dowsing rod. 
 
    “He’d best be grateful for this,” you say, sauntering towards the frozen block. 
 
    “Who wouldn’t be when given the chance to serve you, mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    True enough. You are pretty amazing, as Loria never tires of reminding you. You could almost forget she’s literally your only servant in this frozen hell. Well, not for long. “Too true,” you tell her, raising your hand and touching the block of ice. 
 
    A pulse of power shatters it with a sound like breaking glass. Shards of ice whizz through the room or skid across the floor. Givril tumbles from the broken block, collapsing on the ground, gasping and wheezing, his red skin faintly blue, his cock for the first time slightly reduced by the bone-chilling cold. 
 
    A perfect time to bend down and, despite your disgust, push the ring onto his twitching manhood. 
 
    You snatch your hand back, even as Givril’s skin turns red once more, the imp groaning as he rolls onto his hands and knees. 
 
    “Givril,” you say, towering over the wretched imp. “So good to see you again.” 
 
    The imp raises his head. His eyes widen. “Eeek!” he squeaks, scuttling back. “M-mistress! I… ah… I swear I didn’t mean… um…” 
 
    “Shut up,” you say, stroking your ring with your thumb. 
 
    The imp squeals as the golden band around his cock suddenly tightens. “Gnnnn! What… oooooh… what is this!” 
 
    “Punishment for trying to breed me,” you say. “Now, I’ve got a job for you, you randy little shit. A way for you to earn my forgiveness for what you tried to do!” 
 
    “I… ah… I’ll do anything, goddess! Mistress! Most beautiful in all the fffffff…” 
 
    You bask in his praise, then flick your thumb against the ring, easing the pressure on his purpling cock. “Of course you will,” you say. “Because your new Overlord commands it. And if you don’t, then I’ll tighten that ring until it squeezes your pathetic dick off. And even if I didn’t, if you ran, it would never let you cum again.” 
 
    The look of horror that crosses the imp’s face is going to give you warm fuzzies for years to come. 
 
    “But.. I… You…” 
 
    “But if you serve me well,” you say. “Then maybe I will let you cum. Would you like that, Givril?” 
 
    “You… you will?” 
 
    “That’s right. Now,” you say. “Your first mission is to spy on Invidia for me.” 
 
    “Huh!” the imp gasps. “Why?” 
 
    “Because Invidia has invited me to a party. One where they will proclaim me their Overlord. And the reason I need that is because of my father’s stupid curse mark!” you bark. “If I want it gone, I need the allegiance of all the sin lords to make me the new Overlord!” 
 
    You reach down, grabbing the imp and lifting him up towards you, shaking him as you snarl into his face. “And if I don’t get them, and if I’m bred by some demon and made their pathetic breeding slave, then guess what happens to you?” 
 
    “Wh-what?” Givril gasps. 
 
    “You never get that ring off, and spend the rest of your days unable to cum!” 
 
    Givril shrinks in your grasp at that terrible threat. “G-gotcha! R-right. Got it. Help you, and I get the ring off. Right? Okay. I’ll do it. But, um…” 
 
    “What?” you say. 
 
    “Do I get a reward for helping?” the imp asks hopefully. 
 
    “You get the pleasure of serving your mistress,” you say. 
 
    “But um, is there more?” the imp prompts. “I mean, if I had a chance for a reward, then I’d absolutely put my best efforts in. Not that I wouldn’t! But if I got to cum, and was promised a chance to get more…” 
 
    “Why you slimy little bastard,” you growl. 
 
    The imp grins sheepishly. 
 
    “Mistress? A word?” 
 
    You glance at Loria, then drop the imp. You join her across the room and near the table of the sin lords, huddling with your handmaiden. “What?” you ask in a low tone. 
 
    “The imp has a point,” she observes. 
 
    “You’re agreeing with him?” 
 
    “Of course,” she says, pushing her glasses up primly. “After all, though I obey you out of utter devotion, the promise of pleasure at your hands would inspire any to ever greater feats of service. And wretch though the imp may be, that’s only more reason to ensure his obedience. Imps are notorious cowards, mistress, but they are also pathetically horny. Your father often let Givril enjoy the bodies of conquered princesses.” 
 
    “Yes, but that was to humiliate them,” you say. 
 
    “True, mistress. And until we avail ourselves of some conquered royalty, perhaps it best to offer him other incentive.” 
 
    She does have a point. Who wouldn’t go through hell itself to cum at your feet? You stroke your chin thoughtfully, glancing back at the imp where he sits, grinning eagerly, his randy red cock twitching despite, or maybe because of, the ring around the root of his cock. 
 
    “Hmmm…” you muse. 
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    Loria has a point. Better the carrot than the stick for motivating your minions. Besides, you can always use the stick to beat him later. You turn back to Givril, who perks up. 
 
    “On the table,” you command. 
 
    The imp’s wings flutter in his haste to fly onto the table. You look down at the imp as he takes a seat, grinning hopefully at you. 
 
    “You think you deserve this?” you ask, reaching down and grasping his cock. “You think you deserve my touch? To be pleasured by my hand?” 
 
    “Ooooh,” the imp moans as your fingers begin to run up and down his tiny cock. “Nooo. Don’t deserve it at all…” 
 
    “Damn right you don’t,” you growl, your hand slowly closing fully on his red prick, moving faster, pumping his pathetic cock. Fuck! Why does the musky scent make you tingle so much? Damn this curse mark! “You’re just a pathetic little imp not good enough to kiss my feet. But you think you deserve to cum for me?” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” Givril groans, his cock twitching in your palm, already hard and eager. You can see how his shaft swells around the ring that binds it. That keeps the little wretch from cumming. “Pleeeease!” the imp moans. “I gotta… gotta cum! Please… Oh fuck! Mistress, please! Let me cum! I need it! Need it so bad!” 
 
    “Bad enough to try and rape me?” you growl, relishing the imp’s pathetic arousal. His desperation as he humps your hand. “Bad enough to try and poison me?” 
 
    “I’m s-sooo sorrrrrry,” he groans pathetically. 
 
    “Bullshit. You’re probably thinking of it right now, aren’t you? If I didn’t have this ring around your cock, you’d be thinking of ways to fuck me raw. To pound my royal pussy and fill me with your pathetic seed. To make me your curvy breeding slave. Of course you are. What else do you have, you arrogant little bastard,” you say, your cheeks warm, breath panting, heart thumping with poisonous arousal from your curse mark. “You wretched little shit! Well, this is all you’ll get. The best! And you’ll thank me for it. Praise me for it! Beg me for more like the pathetic little demon you are!” 
 
    “I will!” Givril gasps, his hips working furiously, pumping his cock into your hand. “Oh fuck! Fuck! I will! Please! Oh pits, oh please! Please mistress! Let me cum! I’ll do anything! Anything! I’m your slave! Your tiny dicked bitch! But please! Please let me cum! Fuuuuuck!” 
 
    His cock has turned purple, throbbing with his desperate need. And what a pleasure it is to see the pathetic little imp in such straits. The demon who thought he could breed you. But even you have a drop of pity in your soul. Besides, he’s no good to you if his dick falls off. 
 
    “Alright, Givril,” you say, stroking your ring with your thumb. “Cum. Cum for your mistress!” 
 
    “Oooooooh!” the wretched little demon squeals, hips shuddering as his cock fairly bursts with cum, his oily seed fountaining into the air, splattering over your startled face, hand and the table. Yet something keeps you from pulling back. And nothing stops your tongue flicking out, tasting the cum which paints your cheek. The taste of the imp’s spunk sends a shiver of shameful delight racing to your throbbing core. 
 
    You catch yourself from licking up more. A glance shows the imp has failed to notice your lapse, Givril laying back on the table, sporting a blissful smile of post-orgasmic pleasure, his tiny chest heaving and groin coated in his own spunk. 
 
    A handkerchief is suddenly in your face. “Mistress? You have a little something there…” 
 
    Starting, you snatch the cloth from Loria and hastily wipe your face. “Oh, yes. Right. Good. Well, um, Givril. I hope you now know where your loyalty lies. Serve me well and you can expect more.” 
 
    “Ooooh fuck yes,” the imp slurs. “I’ll serve. Gotta serve… Get more… Ooooh.” 
 
    “Good,” you say, pulling your gown about you, feeling the heat of desire radiate from your pussy. “Clean yourself up. You have a ways to go to reach Envy.” 
 
    “Mnnn…” the imp says indolently. 
 
    You roll your eyes. He better be useful. Well, if not, you can always kill him later. For now, you best head back to your room. You need a bath. 
 
    And take care of the heat throbbing between your legs. “Loria?” you say. “Come. I need to prepare and your… assistance is required.” 
 
    “Delighted to serve, mistress,” Loria says, her eyes shining behind her spectacles, guessing just what you intend. Well, let her. After all, you can be a kind mistress, and riding Loria’s tongue to orgasm seems like just the way to relax yourself ahead of a long day. 
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    Loria has a point. Better the carrot than the stick for motivating your minions. Besides, you can always use the stick to beat him later. You turn back to Givril, who perks up. 
 
    “On the table,” you command. 
 
    The imp’s wings flutter in his haste to fly onto the table. You look down at the imp as he takes a seat, grinning hopefully at you. 
 
    “Givril,” you say, slowly moving towards the imp, feeling the molten heat of your lust tingle in your core, amplified by the curse mark. Just the sight of the pathetic little imp’s crimson cock sends hot desire pumping through your veins. “You’re a pathetic little creature not even worth kissing my feet, but if you agree to help me, I can be… ugh… generous.” 
 
    “Yeah?” the imp says eagerly. 
 
    “Yes,” you say, brushing back a lock of hair as you slowly kneel before the table, the imp’s randy red prick level with your face. Your nose tingles with the lurid scent of his musk, the gold ring shining around the base of his prick. “And I want you to know that only truly outstanding service to your Overlord will be rewarded like this. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! I believe you,” the imp pants, fairly drooling as he looks down your dress at your plump tits. 
 
    Pit you hate this little bastard. But you hate being cursed even more, and if sucking this thing’s cock will help you be rid of your father’s mark, so be it. “Good,” you say. “Then, let’s get this over with.” 
 
    Though your stomach turns, something deeper compels you to wrap your hand around the imp’s prick, and sheathe him in your mouth. Ugh! His cock tastes so musty and thick. Yet you can’t seem to stop your tongue moving over it. Stroking it as you slowly begin to bob. 
 
    “Ooooh fuuuuuck,” Givril moans, head falling back, hands gripping the edges of the table as you suck his cock. 
 
    Your cheeks heat at what you’re doing, but you can’t seem to stop yourself. Up and down your mouth goes, devouring his pathetic little cock, your cheeks hollowing, your tongue stroking the underside. The curse mark throbs on your mons. Insistent. Adoring. Relishing how you’re worshipping this pathetic little demon’s shaft. 
 
    It’s a good thing your mouth is full, because you’d hate to hear what you’d be saying. Sure, you know it’s in large part the curse mark, but there’s no denying the shameful pleasure that makes your pussy moisten. Your thighs grind together as you suck him, on your knees, worshipping the little demon’s cock. You hate how good it feels to have his prick in your mouth. To be kneeling before this wretched little demon. You’d like nothing better than to lock him back in that chunk of ice! 
 
    Is what you tell yourself. But only a supreme act of will keeps your hand from delving between your legs and furiously frigging yourself as you devour the imp’s cock. Only struggling against your natural instinct to moan and pant and offer up your pussy to this pathetic little monster keeps your will your own. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” Givril groans, frantically thrusting up into your mouth, panting with needy delight. “Oh fuck yes! Yesss! Suck me! Suck my cock! Oh fuck yes! Yesss! Mistress! Mistress, I’m gonna cum! Gonna cum! Please! Oh fuck! Mistress! Let me cum! I gotta cum! Oh fuck yes! Yes! Yesss!” 
 
    You almost don’t even think about it. Your finger brushes the ring, and let the imp know his peak. 
 
    He groans, plunging his cock into your mouth and cumming like a fountain. You’re so into the act of taking the imp’s cock, the sudden swell of his oily cum actually surprises you. The force and volume of it certainly does, and you almost choke before your body does the sensible thing and adoringly drinks him down. Your lashes flutter, your nipples tenting your gown as you feel his pathetic cum ooze down your throat, pouring freely into your stomach where it forms a warm heaviness.  
 
    Only when you’ve had the last drop do you drag your lips off his cock, your tongue giving it a last flick before you lift your head from the imp’s softening shaft. Your lashes flutter with the bliss of taking his seed. 
 
    “You have a little something there, mistress.” 
 
    You blink as Loria dabs at the corner of your mouth with a handkerchief. The succubi’s presence recalls you, and you shake yourself out of your lusty stupor. “Y-yes. Thank you, Loria.” 
 
    You look back to the imp, who’s laid out on the table, moaning weakly, his red cock twitching between his scrawny legs. Ugh! You can still taste his cock on your tongue. You rise hastily, gathering your dignity around you once more. 
 
    “W-well, Givril. I trust you understand how thing stand now.” 
 
    “Yessss,” the imp moans. “Understand…” 
 
    “Well. Good. Come, Loria,” you say, turning with a proper amount of evil swishing of skirts. “Let’s get ready to depart. And bring me some wine! I need to wash the taste of imp cock out of my mouth.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” the succubus says, gliding after you. “As you command.” 
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    Loria has a point. Better the carrot than the stick for motivating your minions. Besides, you can always use the stick to beat him later. You turn back to Givril, who perks up. 
 
    “On the table,” you command. 
 
    The imp’s wings flutter in his haste to fly onto the table. You look down at the imp as he takes a seat, grinning hopefully at you. Pits below, you can’t believe you’re doing this. But better this than taking his musky little cock in your mouth. Or worse, letting that randy little bastard try and fuck your pussy. 
 
    Still, you can’t deny a certain… anticipation as you move towards the imp, lazily undoing the front of your gown, shrugging it open with a quirk of your shoulders. And you’d be lying if you didn’t enjoy the look of eager desire on the imp’s face as he beholds the firm, pale orbs of your breasts, cupped in your lacy bra. Not that you’re surprised. After all, the Princess of Pride must have an amazing rack. 
 
    “Do you realize the gift you’re getting?” you ask Givril, snapping open the clasp of your bra, letting it fall, your nipples plump with the lust coiling through you from your curse mark. “Do you have any idea what other demons would do to even see these breasts?” 
 
    Givril is practically drooling as he stares at your tits. “Y-yes,” he says, squirming in anticipation. “I know. We’d talk about it lots!” 
 
    “I bet you did,” you say, moving closer. “I bet you and all those wretched little creatures who served my father dreamed of getting an eyeful of my big, soft breasts. Let alone having me wrap them around their pathetic little cocks.” 
 
    Givril swallows hard, watching in awe as you slowly crouch before him, lifting your plump, pale breasts, pressing them around his cock. Ugh! Even a week frozen in ice hasn’t eliminated the musky reek of his red prick. You can smell it so strongly, especially as you slowly begin to bounce your tits around his cock, his randy little prick so small it barely emerges from your breasts on the downward stroke. 
 
    “Do you like that?” you ask. 
 
    “Y-yessss,” he groans, head lolling, tongue hanging out of his mouth like a happy dog. 
 
    “Of course you would. If you’d had your way, I’d have done this every night. If you’d been able to breed my womb, I’d always be on my knees, your cock pounding in and out of my hot pussy, my big breasts swollen with milk, my stomach heavy with your imp spawn.” 
 
    Givril is panting hard. So are you. Damn, why does your curse mark have to make such a scenario so appealing! Just imagining the disgusting little imp on your throne while you ride his lap, your fat, milky tits bouncing as you moan and pant as you take his randy little red cock makes your womb ache with need. 
 
    “You pathetic little wretch,” you growl, breath steaming the air as you continue to work your breasts around his cock. Squeezing him. Massaging him. “You think you’re worthy to even gaze upon my breasts?” 
 
    “Oooooh!” he moans, whimpering as his cock twitches and aches, throbbing around the golden ring that traps him. You can fairly feel the aching throbbing of his shaft. “Nooooo!” 
 
    “That’s right! You’re not. You’re not worthy to lick my boots. To kiss my ass. But maybe I’ll be generous. Maybe I’ll show mercy. Maybe I’ll let you cum.” 
 
    “Ah!” Givril gasps, his cock twitching at that wonderful word. “Y-yessss!” 
 
    “You’d like that?” you say. 
 
    “Yessssss!” he groans. 
 
    “You want to cum for me?” 
 
    “Pleeeeeease!” 
 
    “Will you obey me like the wretched little demon you are? Serve me? Do whatever I command as long as you get to feel this again? Feel my big, soft breasts around your rancid little cock?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” Givril wails, ready to explode as you keep bouncing your breasts around his purpling shaft. “Please! Mistress! Please! Do anything! I’ll do annnnyyyythiiiiiing!” 
 
    You smirk, the feeling of control over this pathetic little creature almost as good as the feel of his cock throbbing between your tits. “Alright,” you purr, thumb stroking your ring. “Then cu-“ 
 
    “Oooooooh!” the imp groans, his cock instantly bursting with pleasure at the first hint of release. Givril cries out as his tiny hips arch, shoving his cock out from between your plush tits, and giving you a facial of oily imp seed. 
 
    The pathetic creature’s cum spurts onto your face in a sudden deluge of wet heat. You gasp in surprise, your pussy throbbing in sympathy as you get your facial, your eyes growing lidded in shameful pleasure. You tilt your head back, basking in the feeling of his oily cum dripping from your cheeks and lips. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    Her voice snap you out of your blissful trance. You blink and quickly stand, your tongue flicking out and tasting some of the imp’s seed, a taste that almost makes your knees buckle with the desire to offer up your pussy. Fortunately, Givril’s in no state to notice, the imp having collapsed atop the table, drooling with orgasmic bliss, his cock dripping onto the floor. 
 
    “W-well,” you say. “I believe we understand each other,” you say. 
 
    “Gnnnnnn…” Givril moans. 
 
    “Towel, mistress?” 
 
    “Ah, thank you, Loria,” you say, taking the towel she hands you and wiping the imp’s cum from your face and breasts. 
 
    “Of course, mistress. And, shall we go and find some new clothes? It appears your current dress is… stained.” 
 
    You look back down at your chest. Ah, yes. It seems so. “Good idea, Loria,” you say. “Something more fitting and less… cum stained might be appropriate for the party.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. I have a number of possibilities already laid out. You will be the belle of the ball.” 
 
    “Of course I will,” you say as you leave the room and the moaning imp. “Who could equal me?” 
 
    “No one, mistress,” Loria says with another small bow. 
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    The palace of Envy is designed to impress, that much is obvious the moment you step out of the portal. It’s also gloomy as all hell. It lies in the Black Lands, so named because the only light in this miserable corner of hell is the molten rivers that burn in channels carved in the floors. That hellish light gleams off the obsidian walls of Invidia’s towering citadel, the whole building looming in gothic towers and cruel crenellations, its reaches lost in the lightless void above. Statues line alcoves all around the base, depicting figures swathed in robes and wearing bony masks. 
 
    A vast river of molten magma separates the palace from you. A bridge arches over it, and carriages wind their way along the path. Crowds of Envy demons mill around the entrance, dressed in long dark gowns and suits. Robes stitched with constellations of silver and marks that would send a mortal into a gibbering fit. Many a warlock learned their craft from the whispers of summoned Envy demons. Near as many would later go insane and be dragged down to hell. Looking at the crowds, you’ll give Invidia this. They know how to throw a party, and since it’s for their submission to you, you feel the beginning of a smile. 
 
    “Come, Loria,” you say, brushing back the hellhound pelt scarf you donned for this meeting. “It’s time to make our appearance.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says, dutifully following as you join the crowd streaming towards the gates. 
 
    As you cross the bridge you feel the heat of the magma river glow against you. You glance about at the crowds thoughtfully. They’re here to see you be crowned by Invidia, but most don’t even notice you. Despite the revealing but tasteful gown you wear. How annoying. You frown, then lean in closer to Loria. “Has Givril given any sign yet?” 
 
    “No, mistress. I haven’t seen him.” 
 
    You huff. “Well, keep an eye out.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress.” 
 
    You do too, scrutinizing the towering doors as you near them. Climbing the steps, you find yourself before a tall Envy demon in a servant’s attire. Plain but fluffy with lace, she has a figure you can appreciate, with firm, high breasts and soft curves. The bone mask she wears is fairly ordinary, having only a few swirls etched in the ivory. It sits on her face like a domino mask, leaving much of her features obvious, and she smiles, curtsying. 
 
    “My lady. You’ve come.” 
 
    “Of course. I was invited,” you say. 
 
    “Yes. And I am most fortunate, my lady, to be the one to greet you. My name is Lashana. Master Invidia wished for me to show you to them as soon as you arrived. Shall we?” 
 
    Well! Finally, the sort of greeting you deserve. Adjusting your scarf, you grant Lashana a smile. “We shall. Lead on.” 
 
    Through the doors you come into a long obsidian hall, lit with candles that burn in the skulls of men and demons. There’s a distinctly organic style to the architecture. As if you were walking through the desiccated black innards of a monster. The hall’s arches resemble ribs of black, the walls pockmarked but hard and smooth. You climb a short set of stairs and Lashana opens a door, bowing and stepping back as you enter. 
 
    You step onto a room overlooking a vast ballroom below. Through a window clutched in the black stone you can see the vast obsidian floor shining like a dark mirror, reflecting the people coming to attend the great event. Chandeliers lit with green flames provide the only illumination, and their grim glow barely reaches the floor. 
 
    A figure stands by the window, watching, bent slightly forward with intensity. A long robe drapes them from the shoulders down, their hands clad in black stone gloves with fingers hooked like talons. A huge, scrimshaw bone mask obscures all of their face, save for the sockets where eyes glow with green light. As the door opens the figure turns, and you face the lord of Envy, Invidia. 
 
    You never really liked Invidia. The lord of Envy has always been covetous and cunning. The spy. The assassin. The traitor. It’s said that they joined your father in order to kill the former lord of Envy and take the throne of the realm. Perhaps it’s true. No one but your father ever knew. The lord of Envy has always been Invidia, but Invidia hasn’t always been the same. It’s said when one kills the old lord, the new one takes their form. Rumours forever fly about the green-eyed master of the dark circle of hell, and you’re pretty sure Invidia circulates a number of them. 
 
    “Ah!” Invidia exclaims, throwing their arms wide, voice reverberating strangely from the mask as if a dozen voices speak from it. “The Princess of Pride, in my home at last. It does me too much honour.” 
 
    “Of course it does,” you say. “But you invited me.” 
 
    “So I did. So I did. And I’m so glad you could come. Ah,” the demon says again, raising a black taloned finger for your face. “And so beautiful. I had almost forgotten...” 
 
    You lean back from the demon’s touch, skin crawling. “Yes, right. Now, you were going to declare your allegiance to me, right?” 
 
    Invidia chuckles, pulling back their hand. “Of course. Of course. I wouldn’t dream of anything otherwise. You must forgive me for my tardiness before now. Your father’s death took us all by surprise. It took time to get my realm in order. Not to mention declare such a splendorous celebration to mark my allegiance to your new empire.” 
 
    “Well, I do deserve an impressive coronation,” you admit. 
 
    “Naturally! After all, you will soon be the Overlord.” 
 
    You nod graciously. Finally! Someone who gets it. “Too true,” you purr. 
 
    “And it was so good to see you, my lady,” Invidia continues. “But I mustn’t take up all your time. Please! The party already begins. Go. Mingle. Greet those who have come. I want to make sure all know that the Princess of Pride shall be joined by the lord of Envy this day.” 
 
    “They certainly will,” you say, shifting smugly as Loria bows and follows you out the door, the glow of Invidia’s green gaze hot against the back of your head. 
 
    You descend the dark stairs behind Lashana, your chest bubbling with excitement. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    You look towards Loria, her tone soft. “Yes?” 
 
    Loria glances at Lashana and slips closer to you. “I have not seen the imp yet. Do you think he was captured?” 
 
    Your smile cools a little. You glance about the dark rafters and the coiling obsidian that shines like mirrors. “Maybe,” you murmur. “But if he was, there’s nothing for it now.” 
 
    “True, mistress.” 
 
    She falls silent as Lashana opens the doors to admit you to the main hall. You jump when she closes the door behind you, and turn to find it has vanished into the wall, not a seam to betray where the passage was. No doubt Invidia has hundreds of such hidden ways in his palace. How fitting. 
 
    You turn from the door and back to the ballroom. The crowd has grown during your journey through the side halls, and now hundreds of demons and creatures populate the room. Horrors and beauties from every realm mingle. Hulking Wrath demons stride in barbarian steel and furs while Lust demons in silken gowns stir in their wake. You spot a Pit Lord oozing along a corner, while a stunningly handsome man made from solid gold glows in a corner, speaking animatedly to a drowsy sloth demon nearly buried in a soft, woolly mane. Servants dressed like Lashana glide seamlessly among the crowd, bearing plates of drinks and tidbits. 
 
    You take this in thoughtfully. This truly is an impressive crowd. And more stream in every moment. Every realm in the nether looks like they sent a representative, although by far it’s Envy demons who populate the room. Invidia certainly knows how to make an impression. After this, there’s not a wretch in all hell that won’t know you’ve gained the loyalty of four lords of sin. You nod a smidge in satisfaction as you peer about, your eyes picking out a couple of familiar figures. 
 
    Up a spiralling staircase on a raised landing, you can just make out the familiar, heavy shape of Boriga. The toad-like demon reclines in a broad chair, his girth nearly masked by the simple robe he wears, though the rings that bejewel his fingers are far from cheap. The sight of the frogman sends a familiar pang of desire from your curse mark.  
 
    Not far from him you spot two demons you hadn’t expected to see. Hypnos and Acedia are both here, the pair dressed in downy soft robes, collars puffs of wool that frame their sleepy faces, the siblings standing off to the side, speaking. Hypnos is handsome and slim where Acedia is soft and curvy, their figures partly masked in the swirling robes they wear. 
 
    You hear Loria suck in a breath and glance at your servant in surprise. Her eyes are glued to a demoness standing among a crowd of slavish courtiers setting up some screens. A silken gown of red is wrapped around an impossibly beautiful woman. Horns curl from dark hair, her red skin lush and her smile stunning those who surround her. One of her hands ends in long talons, another in delicate, feminine fingers. Dark bat wings wrap about her, and her corset does nothing to disguise the swell of her breasts. Only a Lust demon would have such compulsive beauty and sensual horror mingled together. 
 
    “Someone you know?” you ask Loria in an undertone. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “…Are you going to tell me?” you say. 
 
    “Unnecessary, mistress,” Loria says stiffly. “It is merely Desiree, one of Lustria’s lesser queens. No doubt here to stir up trouble.” 
 
    Well, that’s odd. Loria has never had such strong opinions. You eye your servant, but before you can quiz her further there’s a commotion at the front doors. Entering demons practically fall over themselves to get out of the way. The floor vibrates under the stride of heavy feet. A glow beats through the doors, and then one of the biggest demons you’ve ever seen bulls his way inside. Sulfuric armour that radiates heat garbs his massive frame. His head is that of a steer with four jutting horns, and draping his shoulders is a cape of living flame. His presence almost knocks you on your ass, the curse mark on your mons giving a sudden throb, making you gasp, suck in a breath. 
 
    “Ira himself has come?” Loria says in surprise. 
 
    You blink. Pit, she’s right! That’s the Warlord of Wrath right in front of you! Feral violence fairly radiates from him. His huge hands grasp as if longing to hold a weapon. His muscles creak like corded steel. 
 
    “I need a damn drink!” the demon lord of sin bellows as he strides into the hall, every eye glued to him in shock. As he passes them by, a buzz of conversation fills the air. You frown tightly. How dare he upstage you at a party meant for you! He thinks he’s so great with his huge body. So thick with muscle. So powerful. So… virile. Why, you have half a mind to… to go up to him and tell him just what you think of him. Like how good his cock would feel pounding in and out of your fertile pussy. Breeding you with heavy strokes of his cock… 
 
    You snap out of it, realizing your curse mark is influencing your imagination again. Damn. You grab a drink from a passing servant, downing it in one go to try and clear your head. Or at least help you focus on some thought other than getting your fertile womb bred by a burly bull demon. 
 
    You move about the ballroom to distract yourself, heels clicking off the mirror floor, keeping an ear out. It irks you that none of those present really notice you, although that has been what you were aiming for since your father died. Getting noticed would generally lead to danger, but you don’t have to risk that here. 
 
    “Have you heard?” an Envy demon with a mask like a panther’s whispers to her companion. “The Princess of Pride has already won over three demon lords.” 
 
    “My goodness! Who thought she had it in her?” 
 
    “Impressive.” 
 
    “My my.” 
 
    You preen. Maybe anonymous spying isn’t so bad. 
 
    “I never would have dreamed it! After all, she was always such a brat.” 
 
    “Oh, too true. Did you hear about the time she threw a tantrum when her servants used the wrong shampoo on her hair?” 
 
    “I did! Didn’t she pour acid on their heads in punishment?” 
 
    Your smile slowly grows tighter, your eyes narrower. 
 
    So. Hell still thinks you’re just some bratty bitch, eh? Well, you’ll show them soon enough. They’ll be singing a different tune with your boot on the back of their necks! Impudent sons of bitches. You’ll show them all! 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your drink.” 
 
    You look down to find your magic has been leaking, and your wine glass is frozen solid. Shit. 
 
    “Shall I get you another, mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. “I think that would be good.” 
 
    Loria delicately takes your frosted glass and glides away to do as bid. You watch her go, growling softly to yourself, tapping your fingers on your arms. 
 
    “My lady?” 
 
    You jump, turning sharply to find Lashana standing in a doorway in the wall that wasn’t there two seconds ago. The demon curtsies dutifully. “It is time. I will show you to your place for the ceremony.” 
 
    “Already?” you say. 
 
    “Invidia wishes to ensure you are prepared, my lady. You will rise from beneath the stage so that all will be able to behold your glory. But first, we must get you into position.” 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “Good, perfect. Let’s see this done with.” 
 
    “This way.” 
 
    Lashana glides back into the doorway, and you follow her into the darkness of the waiting passage. 
 
      
 
    The Ceremony 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Ceremony 
 
      
 
    It’s dark in the passage. Only the dimmest glow from lamps grasped in writhing obsidian mark the way. Down, down steps that shine softly in the light, you start to look about yourself uncertainly. The air feels colder down here, even for you. The silence complete but for the soft tap of your and Lashana’s footsteps. The thump of your pulse echoes in your ears and you feel a tension coil within your chest. 
 
    “Are we nearly there?” you finally demand. 
 
    “Almost, my lady. Ah, here.” 
 
    You feel the air change, and realize you’re in a large, open space. Lashana turns and smiles. “Your hands, my lady?” 
 
    You hold out your hands. “Why?” you say. 
 
    She moves so fast you don’t have a second to respond. One second Lashana is before you, the next she’s slammed a pair of manacles on your wrists, the click of the locks heralding a sudden glow. Your eyes widen in surprise, but no sooner has it done so, the chain connected to the manacles rattles, dragging your arms over your head. You gasp as your back slams against the wall, sending your head spinning. 
 
    Lamps all around the dark room suddenly blaze into life, their green flame showing a round chamber whose walls flow upward like petrified waves of darkness. Leering gargoyles loom from around the ceiling, and from their gaping mouths dangle more chains and manacles, several of them still holding the bones of those who came before you. 
 
    “There we are,” Lashana says, smiling. “Perfect.” 
 
    “H-hey! What do you think you’re doing!” you snarl, pulling at the chains, kicking at the wall in futile fury. “You bitch! I’ll flay your hide and pad my throne with it!” 
 
    “Ah, that’s perfect,” Lashana says, stroking her throat. “That sort of arrogant fury is exactly what I was looking for.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea who I am!” 
 
    “Yes,” Lashana says, removing her bone mask and stepping towards you. “Do you?” 
 
    You try and turn away, but Lashana easily fits the mask onto your face. You gasp as you feel the bone cling to your skin, and from the eyeholes you watch in stunned horror as Lashana changes. 
 
    First it’s her figure, her body growing curvier, filling out her gown robustly. Then her clothes, the dour maid uniform shifting into the elegant midnight of a long, dark gown, the collar stretching into a hellhound’s pelt. You gape in shock. You know that dress, because you’re wearing it. 
 
    “I must thank you,” Lashana says, her voice shifting in pitch even as her features alter. “I never would have dreamed it would be this easy. But then, I had always hoped.” 
 
    Your stare in wonder as the Envy demon changes further. Changes into… you. In moments she stands, your long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, your sharp blue eyes glittering, your stunning face turned in a smile of mocking cruelty. 
 
    Damn. You look good. 
 
    Wait, focus. You glare at the impudent bitch, anger building. “Why you filthy peasant! What do you think you’re doing!” 
 
    “Seizing destiny, my lady,” Lashana says. “Specifically, yours.” 
 
    “You’re insane! You think anyone will believe you?” 
 
    She laughs. Fuck! Even the haughty trill is pitch perfect. “Of course! Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery, and demons of Envy are masters of imitation. I’m the mirror image. Right down to your breasts.” she says, reaching out, grabbing the front of your dress. A sharp tug and she tears away the front of your gown, baring your soft breasts in their silky bra. You gasp as your curse mark is revealed, pulsing with light. Lashana smirks, her finger delicately tracing the pattern, sending waves of submissive pleasure radiating through you. 
 
    “M-mnnn!” you groan in rebellious pleasure. 
 
    “There it is,” Lashana purrs. “So potent. Of course, mine isn’t real. And that is why I will succeed.” 
 
    You try and kick her, but she merely glides back, laughing.  
 
    “Mmm. Feisty. I like that. Don’t worry. I will let you live. After all, once I’m Overlord, it seems very in character to keep my enemy in the dungeon, torturing her into a submissive slave. Don’t you think?” 
 
    That does sound like something you would do, not that you’re going to admit it. If looks could kill, Lashana would not only be dead, but drawn, quartered, and melted in lime. Sadly, glaring is all you’ve got, and she merely laughs again. 
 
    “Farewell, Princess of Pride. Thank you for the all the work you’ve put into making a new empire. I promise I will rule it well.” 
 
    “You bitch!” you snap. “I’ll kill you!” 
 
    Lashana gives another mocking curtsy, turning and gliding away down one of the dark doorways, leaving you alone in the chamber but for the flickering lamps. You struggle, but the futility of that is soon apparent, the chains doing no more than rattling. You try and channel magic, but the only thing that happens is blue runes glow on the manacles. Of course they’d block magic. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Well, this isn’t good. 
 
    You simmer with anger as you dangle there, the silence suffocating. Damn. Damn damn damn damn damn! If you get out of this, you’ll boil that bitch in oil! 
 
    But first you have to escape, and that’s looking pretty difficult. 
 
    Something rattles and you look to your side. One of the other chains is stirring. You tilt your head back towards the statue’s mouth where the chain dangles from, and find a pair of eyes looking down at you. A bald red head leans forward into the light. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Givril!” you gasp, never thinking you’d be so happy to see the wretched little imp. “There you are! Where’d you come from?” 
 
    “You sent me to spy, mistress. And I’ve been spying. I’ve discovered a plot against you! There’s a plan on replacing you with a masquerading demon and chain you up in the dungeons!” 
 
    “Wow,” you say as you hang from your manacles, near-naked ass pressed against the cold wall. “Good job. Amazing work. Would have been wonderful to know that… oh, ten minutes ago!” 
 
    Givril cringes at your snarl. “Y-yes. Um, I got distracted, mistress.” 
 
    “Distracted how?” 
 
    “These tunnels run all over the palace. I was wandering down them, spying, trying to find my way out. Then I found the maid’s bathhouse and er… um…” 
 
    He trails off as he sees the look on your face. 
 
    “B-but I got the key to your cuffs!” he quickly adds. “Found it in the uh… the bathhouse! Right! Yeah. Which is why I uh, had to go there! Yeah! Absolutely.” 
 
    “You have the key?” you say, hope blooming in your chest. “Well come on! Hurry up and unlock these damn things!” 
 
    “Oh yes! Yes, mistress. Right away,” the imp says, fluttering down towards you. You grimace and turn your face away, as the angle for him to work the key in puts his red cock an inch from your mouth. Ugh, the musky stink of his prick is so pungent you can’t help but inhale it. And the curse mark glowing on your naked mons makes sure you enjoy it. 
 
    You’re starting to suspect the imp is drawing things out when you hear a loud click and the shackles around your wrists snap open. You drop the couple feet to the floor with a gasp, sliding down the wall and onto your rump, rubbing your wrists where the metal chafed your skin. 
 
    “There we go!” Givril says. “All free. See? Told you I’d serve you well. Didn’t I say so? I know I said so.” 
 
    “Yes, yes you did well,” you say. 
 
    “Well enough for a reward?” the imp says, greedily rubbing his hands as he openly ogles your soft, pale curves. 
 
    You find your eyes again drawn down to the imp’s cock. “R-reward?” 
 
    “Yeah! I got you the key, didn’t I? Isn’t that reward worthy?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    You trail off, tilting your head. 
 
    “Mistress?” Givril says. 
 
    “Shh,” you hiss, glaring at one of the many doors that open into the chamber. Again you hear it. The subtle clicking sound, like hundreds of knitting needles tapping on stone. 
 
    Givril cocks his head, listening as well. He pales. “Uh…” 
 
    You push yourself back to your feet. “Givril? What is that?” 
 
    “Swarm scarabs,” the imp says. 
 
    “What the hell are those?” 
 
    “Envy monsters. We um, better go, mistress. Now. Right now.” 
 
    For once, he might be right. “Get us out of here,” you order the imp. 
 
    “Sure! Sure. This way,” Givril says, the papery flapping of his wings leading you forward down the dark passage of Invidia’s dungeon, and to whatever horrors lurk in the dark. 
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    The Pit 
 
      
 
    It’s slow going through the dark of the dungeon. You’ve conjured an orb of pale blue light but its glow doesn’t illuminate much. The depths of the palace are weird and… disturbing in their form. Unlike the elegant, gothic angles of the upper levels, the lower ones seem even more organic, the obsidian walls hard but oozing like black, melted wax. The whole feeling is like you’re walking through the gullet of some vast petrified monster. Even the warmth feels humid, like hot breath gusting against your naked skin, raising goosebumps and causing your curse mark to ache with pleasured anticipation. Of what, you’re not sure, but it’s making your head spin with possibilities. 
 
    Givril leads the way, fluttering along the ceiling. “How far is it?” you demand. 
 
    “A bit,” he admits. “This place is huge! And you’re too big to fit in some of the ways I got through. N-not to say you’re fat, mistress. Although I do like a nice, shapely female too.” 
 
    “Get to the point, Givril,” you snap.  
 
    “Right! Right. I scoped out this way! I know the way back to the kitchens.” 
 
    “Good,” you say. 
 
    You step out through a doorway and into a huge cylindrical chamber. The floor drops away deep into a pit below, the depth of which you can’t even begin to see. A narrow ledge juts along the edge of the pit, climbing towards another doorway. You glance down into the darkness below with ill ease, then carefully begin to inch along the ledge. 
 
    “You’re doing great!” Givril says helpfully, fluttering nearby. “You’re getting close!” 
 
    “Shut up!” you say, back pressed against the wall as you inch along, your chest heaving with stress as you move along the rim of the bottomless pit. “Don’t distract me!” 
 
    Givril shuts up, which you appreciate given the gut clenching terror of navigating the ledge. Was this the way Lashana brought you? You hope not. Thinking you blissfully wandered along this precipitous drop is a disturbing idea. 
 
    Nevertheless, as the end nears you ever so slowly relax in relief. You’re almost there when you hear something echo up from the pit. You freeze, looking down into the endless darkness. 
 
    Something is moving down there. 
 
    You can hear it hissing far below. A wet slithering sound that grows with every moment. Your eyes widen. You press back against the wall as something rises from the pit. Oozing dark tentacles run over one another as the monster slinks up from the depths of the darkness. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    You straighten, glaring into the writhing darkness. “Stop!” you thunder. 
 
    The tentacles slow in their whispering advance, swaying before you in a shadowy bulk. 
 
    “You dare impede me?” you demand haughtily, tilting back your head, glaring down at the writhing darkness. “You dare stand in my way? I am the future Overlord of Hell! And you will obey me!” 
 
    The tentacles digest this information for a moment. 
 
    Then grab you in their slimy grip. 
 
    You shriek in surprise as the dark tentacles writhe against your creamy flesh. You might be horrified, but your curse mark has an entirely different opinion of the matter, pulsing with light, altering your perception of that oily touch as they wriggle against you. 
 
    “N-no!” you gasp as the tentacles slither against your mons, pressing against your panties, your pussy sending shocks of delight racing up your body. “I… Nnnnn!” 
 
    More tentacles slither under your bra, pressing up against your ample breasts in ways that make your toes curl with pleasure. You know this should be horrible, and yet you can’t deny how wonderful the sensations are. Your disgust only makes the feelings of pleasure more potent, causing you to arch in the grasp of the tentacles, even as they pull you from the wall, lifting you into the air. 
 
    Your concentration is shattered. Your globe of light winks out, and in the utter darkness, the creature gains courage. More tentacles join in, wrapping around you, slithering against your sensitive skin, only the glow of your curse mark remaining to light the scene of your defilement. 
 
    “Ah. Ah! Ah! Nnnnn!” you moan as the tentacles continue their assault. As they rub against your pussy, slither under the band of your panties. “D-damn you, you… you… Oooooh just fuck me already!” you cry. 
 
    As if waiting for that invitation, a slimy tentacle pushes up into your pussy. 
 
    The sensation is like a gunshot. You arch, lips parting with a trebling moan as the writhing limb stuffs you more and more with each passing moment. Your eyes open wide, staring at the pitch darkness as your legs tighten around the invading tentacle, your voice keening in a whimpering moan of pure pleasure. 
 
    “Ooooooh fuuuuuuck!” you groan. 
 
    The tightening of your pussy encourages the creature of the pit. Its tentacles grow bolder, more aggressive, as if eager to see what other sounds it can wring from your lovely form. Your breath steams the air as you rut against the tentacle fucking your pussy, even as the two at your breasts begin to squeeze and massage your perfect tits. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck! Ohhhhh fuck!” you groan as another tentacle slides against your tender asshole, slithering inside eagerly. “Mnnnnn! Fuck yessssss! More! Mmmmph!” 
 
    Your final exclamation is smothered by another tentacle finding its way into your mouth. Instantly your eyes grow lidded, a shudder of pure pleasure rocking your form as you submissively suck at that tentacle. 
 
    Filled end to end, stuffed, fucked, your curse mark has no trouble subverting the last of your self control. It just feels too good. Too wonderful to be used by the many writhing limbs of the creature in the pit. Fuck! How did you not know submitting to horrific squid monsters felt so good! 
 
    And it just keeps getting better. As you’re dragged deeper and deeper into the unholy darkness beneath Invidia’s palace, your mind blanks with the endless, wonderful pleasure of your end. Your resistance has long faded, your fate sealed, your place as Overlord stolen. 
 
    And you don’t even care. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You conjure the Staff of Domination into your hand, the weight of the weapon heavy, its enchanted might surging into your arms. “Back!” you snarl, swinging the weapon at the tentacles rising from the darkness. “Back you wriggly bastard!” 
 
    “Mistress! Watch out!” Givril yelps from his perch. 
 
    You try and see what he’s talking about, then discover it was the tentacles slithering along the underside of the ledge to wrap around your leg. You squeal in surprise as the rubbery limb pulls. You try and swing for it, only to be yanked off the ledge and flipped upside down, blood rushing to your head in a sudden dizzying swell. 
 
    “H-hey! Let go! Let go of me! What… Ah!” you gasp as the tentacles close in, one wrapping around your weapon arm, immobilizing you while two more slither against your panties and bra, their slime warm and tingling against your skin. “Hey! Hey! Stop that! Get the fuck off me! Givril! Givril! Help!” 
 
    “Um, would, mistress, but uh, not sure I can do much,” the imp says, his eyes riveted to your trial as you’re assaulted by the wriggling tentacles. 
 
    “Givril you cowardly bastard! I order you to mph!” 
 
    Your command is cut off as a tentacle suddenly shoves its way into your mouth. Which is almost as bad as two other tentacles finding their way into your panties, and then your ass and pussy. 
 
    Stars burst behind your eyes. You arch as your curse mark sends wave of submissive bliss radiating through you. “Mmmmm!” you moan, shuddering in the grasp of the tentacles. You don’t even realize you’ve started sucking on the rubbery dark limb invading your mouth, and by the time you do, you’re certainly beyond caring. 
 
    “Uh, mistress?” Givril says. 
 
    “Mmmnnnn…” you moan as you rut against the invading tentacles. 
 
    “Hoo boy,” the imp says, licking his lips as he watches your body submit to the dark, oozing creature that lurks within the pit, its tentacles twisting around you like the coils of a snake, trapping your arms and legs, making you strain against them to rut against the tendrils claiming your tender pussy and ass. “That’s ah… um…” 
 
    Givril is forgotten. You can’t focus on anything but the wonderful pleasure consuming you as the tentacles fuck you. As you rock and pant and moan and fuck. It’s all soooo good. You’ve forgotten why this should horrify you. Why you should struggle. Should resist. The pleasure is just far too good for your poor body to consider doing anything other than enjoying yourself. 
 
    And that you can most certainly do. 
 
    Your first orgasm is as intense as it is unexpected. As your pussy tightens around the slimy limb in your pussy, you groan, jaw stretched by the tentacle in your mouth. Your eyes roll back as you cum, juices squirting around the limb stuffing you, your ass tightening on the second as it continues to thrust into your tight backdoor, the sinful delight of your ass being pleasured more wonderful than you can contain. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you groan, sinking deeper into the mindless pleasure of your mating, drawn deeper into the dark pit in the depths of Invidia’s palace. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Givril pants, rubbing his cock eagerly as he watches the tentacles abuse you. Fuck you. As orgasms claim you again and again, shuddering in pleasure as you sink down. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down into the lightless depths, where horrors and pleasures await beyond your wildest nightmares. 
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    Captive of the Pit Demon 
 
      
 
    You sag where you’re fused to the wall of the pit, the black slime of your mate trapping your arms and legs against the cold rock. Your body tilts forward, your eyes empty, vacant, your mind broken by the years spent in the lightless void of your mate’s prison. Your stomach weighs you down, heavy with his many eggs, your plump breasts veiny with the rich production of milk for your young, though they need none. But your mate so loves it that you never lack for milkings. 
 
    You stir as you hear the shifting of your master’s return. There’s no light, but you can sense the nearness of his bulk. The whispering, silky susurrations of his form. You whimper as his tentacles slither along your body, stroking your taut stomach where his spawn swell within you, tracing the curse mark burned into your flesh. A needy moan escapes you as his tentacle rises higher, cupping the plump swells of your milky tits. 
 
    “Mmmmooooooo,” you moan, language having long since abandoned you, leaving you nothing but eager, servile pleasure as the suckers tenderly massage your breasts. You moan as your nipples spurt their creamy bounty, hungrily sucked up by the horror in the pit, draining your fat udders until you sink deeper into mindless languor. 
 
    “Mmmm. Mmmmm…” you moan in the pitiless dark, feeling the shadowy tentacles move over you, inspecting you, feeling your fat thighs and brittle arms. No more than an incubator for the horror’s eggs, a mindless thrall for the creature to breed again and again, eternally. One day, when you are too old and wasted, it will probably eat you. But your young will live on. How and doing what, you may never know. 
 
    You’re aware of none of this, for this fate has broken you. You groan in pleasure as another tentacle stuffs your ass, your gaping backdoor barely tightening as you feel the monster’s eggs pump into you, stuffing you in waves of heady, orgasmic pleasure. 
 
    “Oh. Ohhh! Ooooooooh!” you groan, shuddering as you cum, pussy convulsing, dripping your arousal to splatter somewhere down in the dark as the fullness of your rear consumes you. 
 
    Your pleasure takes hold of you. Awakens the eggs stuffing your womb. You feel them hatch and gasp as the wriggling things push out of you. Contractions ripple from your pussy. You groan, head lolling as your pussy squeezes out the spawn of your master, the squirming monsters writhing out of your cunt to fall away to the dark below, plunking into the watery depths. Your children. Your wonderful children. 
 
    A mindless, broken smile alights your face as you feel your spawn leave you, plopping out one after the next from your twitching pussy. 
 
    When the tentacle withdraws from your ass, you merely whimper, sag, the exertion of your slavish orgasm leaving you spent and exhausted. A tentacle strokes your cheek in some parody of affection, and your master withdraws, his bulk shifting away to do whatever it is he does when not fucking you. You whimper, but know you won’t be left alone for long. Once you’ve recovered enough, he will stuff your womb with his young again, breeding you as he has a hundred times before. 
 
    Until then, you feel the fullness of your ass, and dream of the pleasure when your young will squirm from your warm depths and into the pit again. Your fate is truly deserving of the darkest pit of hell, and you’ll spend the rest of your days in it. 
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    You draw back before the writhing horror. Damn! You can barely make it out. Who knows what its other limbs are doing? First thing’s first. You concentrate, pouring magic into the globe of light you hold. 
 
    The blue glow increases, it’s light washing over the slimy walls of the pit. As soon as the pale glow touches the tentacles they shudder, drawing back. 
 
    You arch a brow. “Oh,” you say. “Don’t like that, hm?” 
 
    You move your hand closer, smirking as the writhing horror retreats, flinching away from the light. “Oh, of course you don’t,” you say. “You’ve probably never even seen a light in this pit. Well, here! Let me show you what you’ve been missing!” 
 
    You pour a sudden surge of magic into the globe. It lights up like a miniature sun, making even you wince. The effect on the pit creature is even more pronounced. A screeching sound like someone poured a bag of knives down a chalkboard rises from the pit, the tentacles writhing in pain, blisters boiling across its rubbery flesh even as it scrambles back down into the cool darkness, soon vanishing from the globe’s glow. 
 
    You lessen the flow of power, the light returning to a more manageable brightness. 
 
    “Good job, mistress! He won’t be coming up for a while,” Givril observes. 
 
    “No he won’t,” you say with a smirk, inching along the last few feet from the ledge to the doorway. With a final glance into the suffocating dark of the pit, you turn and march through the door and back into the subterranean corridors of the nightmare palace. 
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    The Kitchens 
 
      
 
    “Here it is, mistress!” 
 
    You’ll never admit how relieved the imp’s words make you feel. As you hurry up the final few steps and the glow of your spell illuminates the waiting door, you exhale in relief and grab the handle, pulling it open. 
 
    Light rushes onto you, blinding at first after the midnight passages beneath the lair of the lord of sin, but you adjust quickly. You find yourself standing in the vast kitchens beneath the palace. Huge ovens fill the walls and glow with fitful light behind their grills. Tables laid out with prep work line the main hall, while pots and pans hang from hooks, flashing silver. The smell of food and spices suffuse the air, and you peer about for any sign of occupants. 
 
    Fortunately, it appears that the staff are elsewhere at the moment. A relief to be sure as you slip out of the doorway. 
 
    “Mistress! Found some clothes.” 
 
    “Really? Finally! I… ah…” 
 
    You trail off when you see the outfit the imp is pointing at. Hanging off a hook is the sparse garments of one of the servants from the main hall. 
 
    “I have to wear that?” you demand. 
 
    “What else is there, mistress?” 
 
    The imp’s got a point. Still, you’re not exactly happy as you take down the garments and pull them on. They fit well enough, but the thought of wearing a servant’s dress still rankles. Just one more reason to take your revenge on Lashana, you suppose. 
 
    “There. Now, let’s hurry. Which way to the main hall?” you demand. 
 
    “Um… this way!” 
 
    You follow after the imp, the kitchens and their belching ovens soon left behind. As you move, you begin to discover more signs of life. Additional servants flutter this way and that through the tight corridors, their bone masks almost luminous in the glow of the green lanterns. You pretend to be on some task of your own, head down as you hustle down the maze of hidden passages, until Givril flaps to a doorway, landing and peeking out it. 
 
    “Here, mistress.” 
 
    You sneak up and peer out the doors. The ballroom lies beyond, at last fully occupied if you’re to judge. It must have taken you hours to navigate the dungeon beneath the palace, but by the looks of things the party is still going strong. The center of the room is cleared, greater Envy demons dancing a waltz with sharp, clipped motions to the eldritch piping of a band, some of whom seem to be fused to their instruments. 
 
    Your eyes do not linger on the crowd, however, but are drawn inevitably towards the stage and the two figures on it. In an elaborate throne carved with the faces of monsters and men sits Invidia, the lord of envy watching the sea of people closely, green eyes burning. And beside them is… 
 
    You. 
 
    Your hands tighten to fists at the sight of Lashana sitting beside Invidia. In a throne no less grand as Invidia’s, though appropriately spikier, she sits with all the pride of a conquering queen overlooking her subjects. Near at hand hovers Loria, your maid looking straight ahead with dutiful rigidity, arms crossed behind her back, attending her supposed mistress. 
 
    Who is sitting in YOUR throne. 
 
    Wearing YOUR face. 
 
    “Er, mistress?” Givril says. 
 
    “That bitch,” you hiss. “I’ll tear her eyes out!” 
 
    “M-mistress?” 
 
    “She thinks she can get away with making me look the fool? Me! I’ll show her a fool. No one makes a fool of me!” 
 
    “M-m-m-mistress?” 
 
    “What?” you snap. 
 
    “C-cold…” 
 
    You look down and realize your magic has been leaking out, spreading webs of frost all over the floor around you. Givril was caught in it, the imp sporting a layer of glittering snow as his teeth chatter up a storm. 
 
    “Oh. Right,” you say, frowning at the scene, getting your magic back under control. “Anyway, we have to get up there, Givril.” 
 
    “Y-yes, mistress. But it might be hard. Lots of guards down there,” the imp says, his nod at the figures standing rigidly at the steps to the stage dislodging some snow. “They won’t let us through. You look like just another servant.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s why they will,” you muse to yourself. 
 
    “Um, maybe. But, maybe it would be er… better to get some help?” 
 
    “Help?” you say, your eyes scanning the crowd, inevitably picking out some familiar figures. Boriga, the lust demoness Desiree, Ira towering over his attendants, and even Hypnos and Acedia lounging aside. “Yes… That might work…” 
 
    “There you are!” 
 
    You jump, whirl and find a huge Envy demon looming behind you. His bone mask covers nearly his entire face, little bells hanging from horns, his eyes burning as he glowers at you. A servant’s waistcoat drapes him, barely fitting his huge form. 
 
    “Who? Me?” you say. 
 
    “Yes, you! Admiring the master’s guests, eh? Well break time’s over! Here!” the demon thunders, shoving a platter of wine glasses into your startled hands. “Now get out there and make the guests feel welcome! Hop to it!” 
 
    He practically shoves you out onto the floor. You’re walking before you even realize it, mingling with the milling crowd of demons. For a moment you think of turning back around and giving that butler a piece of your mind, and a needle of ice shoved in his eye. But you control yourself with effort. Yes, you can make this work. What better excuse than as a servant with a tray to approach your potential allies? 
 
    But the question is, who will it be? 
 
      
 
    Boriga 
 
    Hypnos and Acedia 
 
    Lust Demoness 
 
    Ira 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You press yourself back against the wall, trying not to move. In such darkness, the thing probably can’t see well. If you wait, perhaps it will think it’s alone again and wriggle back to whatever dark void spawned it. 
 
    Your heart thumps quicker as the tentacles ooze out of the darkness below, crawling up the smooth walls of the pit. They draw nearer and you turn your face away, repelled. And yet… and yet you can’t help but imagine what those wriggling limbs might feel like upon your skin. Upon your breasts. Upon your soft, supple hips, stroking your legs. Your thighs. Your sensitive flesh as they wriggle against your slick pussy. Push inside your tight ass and cunt. 
 
    Your curse mark pulses, the brightest thing in the room, glowing hotly like a brand waiting to sear you. The tentacles seem drawn to it. Three stretch up, stroke the mark. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, breath hitching as the strange sensation shoots through you, sending you to your tip toes, your nipples hardening in the cool air, your muscles tensing. Again the tentacles touch you, and only with the greatest of efforts do you stifle a moan. 
 
    You hear the wriggling of more tentacles climbing up the walls, a whimper escaping you as you feel them against your legs, slithering up them. You tremble with a terrible and eager anticipation as you feel two more lazily find your breasts, stroking them, moving about them, rubbing your hard nipples until your thighs clamp together to resist the pleasure shooting through your core. 
 
    Your breathing is hot. Steaming in the air. You can barely cling to the wall as the tentacles continue to explore you. Wrapping around you. Turning you slowly so you face the wall. You press your cheek into the black stone, your ass pushing out, a moan at last leaving your lips as a tentacle slides between your thighs, stroking your dripping pussy through your panties. 
 
    “O-ooooh fuck,” you groan. 
 
    “Mistress! You okay?” Givril calls from above. 
 
    “F-fine,” you gasp at the imp. “S-so good…” 
 
    “Um, mistress?” 
 
    “Mmmm…” you moan, ignoring Givril. He’s not important. He’s irrelevant. Only this matters. Only this pleasure. Only the feeling of the tentacle sliding against your pussy, rubbing it, compelling you to push out your plump bottom, part your legs until the tentacle has unrestricted access to your clutching pussy. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan as the rubbery limb slithers into your cunt, stuffing you with its length, filling you to the brim. You bite your lower lip, eyes shut tight, trembling in the terrible pleasure. You know it’s wrong. That this may doom you, but the insidious pleasure wrapping around you is irresistible. You can’t stop moaning as the tentacle within your pussy wriggles and writhes, stroking you in ways you never dreamed were possible. 
 
    And that was before a second tentacle slid around the band of your underwear, and pushed into the tight ring of your ass. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuck!” you moan, your voice echoing in the dark, your hips pushing back, welcoming the intruder into your asshole. You claw at the wall, moaning, arching with the invasion of those dark limbs. Feeling them in you. Two more wrapping around your breasts, squeezing them, massaging them, milking them. 
 
    “Ah… ah! Yes. Oh pits yes. Yesssss. Deeper. Oh fuck, d-deeper!” 
 
    The tentacles oblige, pushing into you, absolutely stuffing your pussy and ass with their writhing presence. You groan, head tilting back, body quivering in inescapable delight as you’re fucked by the horror. Your heart is hammering. Your inner walls squeezing it. The sense of fullness unbelievable. You can’t… you… you… 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, shuddering as you cum, climaxing in a sudden peak of purest pleasure. You lose feeling in your legs from the intensity of your orgasm, and only the tentacles still fucking you keep you standing. The world spins, your lips parting, panting, too tempting a target for the horror as it fills your mouth with another tentacle. 
 
    Your eyes grow lidded, your body surrendering to the sensations attacking you. You let go of the wall, falling back into the embrace of the dark tentacles, drawn away and down into the pit. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Fucked by the pit creature. Every whole stuffed with a tentacle as they bear you into the lightless depths, your orgasms as you surrender to the creature carrying you away to sweet, mindless oblivion… 
 
      
 
    Captive of the Pit Demon 
 
    

  

 
   
    Boriga 
 
      
 
    Boriga may be a greedy horror, but he’s helped you before, though not without extracting some payment. Either way, he’s a good bet. The fat frog always has some trick up his non-existent sleeves. You make a beeline for the toad demon’s seat, dodging around a variety of other demons in your haste to reach him. You break through the press, your shoes clicking as you rush up the steps and into the alcove where he’s set himself up. 
 
    If possible, Boriga seems to be even fatter than he was when you met him in Greed. His skin pale and smooth, his bulk makes the seat that holds him creak. His robe is lazily open at the front, allowing his gut to sag between his froggy legs, while a gold amulet hangs around his neck. A table of delicacies and empty plates are near at his hand, the frog demon’s webbed fingers gleaming with rings as he deftly opens a honeyed chocolate before popping it into his mouth contentedly. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Boriga hums lazily. “A fine piece. Mingled honey of a beembo mixed with… ah, yes, chocolate made of milk from a corrupted princess. Mmm. Quite valuable. Ah,” he sighs, lidded eyes open a little as you step off the final step. “Sweetmeats. What excellent timing…” 
 
    “Boriga!” you say. “It’s me!” 
 
    His eyes open a little more. The fat demon croaks in subtle surprise. “Hmm? Lillian? My, you look different.” 
 
    You sidle closer, keeping a watchful eye on the floor. “I need your help! One of Invidia’s maids stole my face and stuck this mask on me.” 
 
    “Hmm… That is a problem,” the demon muses. 
 
    “Damn right it is! And I need your help setting it right.” 
 
    “Hmm…” he croaks, contemplatively drumming his bejeweled fingers on his gut. “…Yesss. I may be able to do something…” Boriga croaks, easing back into his chair. “But my dear, you of all know that nothing is ever free…” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” you say. “You want money?” 
 
    “Hmm, it had occurred to me. My apologies, my sweet, if you are who you claim to be. It is my nature to seek such fortunes. Ah, but fear not, I know you have no gold or silver on your person.” 
 
    “Oh, good.” 
 
    “But there is another thing you can pay me with…” 
 
    It’s hard to call Boriga naked, just as a dog can’t be called naked even if you shave it. His smooth, green hide seems as natural an attire that the amulet and rings he wears actually look incongruous rather than revealing. Yet, as he shifts in his throne, you see his abdominal slit part, the pink wedge of his amphibian cock pushing free, you’re suddenly and acutely aware he is very naked indeed. 
 
    “You are so beautiful, my dear,” the greed demon purrs. “The payment of such a lovely body would be more than enough for me.” 
 
    “Y-you want to fuck me?” you gasp, even the words sending a sinful thrill radiating from your curse mark, making your heart quicken and blood warm. 
 
    “I promise to pull out before I breed you, my sweet, if my Overlord you are. Well?” he says, smiling lazily with his wide mouth. “Have we an agreement?” 
 
      
 
    Fuck Boriga 
 
    Barter Him Down

  

 
   
    Barter Him Down 
 
      
 
    “You are not fucking me,” you say. 
 
    “Hm?” Boriga says. “Then…” 
 
    “But,” you say, lifting a finger to forestall his inevitable objection. “I can give you a handjob.” 
 
    The toad demon’s eyes grow lidded once more; his wide, lipless mouth quirking in something resembling a smirk. “Hmmm…” the monster hums, stroking his many chins thoughtfully. “Your hand, lovely as I’m sure it is, would not be enough to sate me. Instead, might I enjoy the pleasures of your soft bottom? Your tight rear would feel delightful around my manhood.” 
 
    “Manhood? You’re not even a man.” 
 
    “True. But ‘malehood’ lacks a certain something,” the torpid demon says. 
 
    “No ass,” you say. “I’ll beat you off with my tits.” 
 
    “Tempting. They are quite lovely orbs for certain,” Boriga says, eying the prominence of your chest as if already envisioning those plump, pale teats wrapped around his shaft. Then again, he’s already seen them, so he has an excellent point of reference. “Hmm… And yet, if you fail in confronting this copy of yours, I will look quite the fool, and by proxy, my master Avarick. And he does not care to be embarrassed. I will need a little more before I take that risk.” 
 
    “You don’t think I can handle some maid in a ‘me’ costume?” you demand. 
 
    “Let us say I hedge my bets. Your mouth, my sweet, and perhaps your breasts, should you feel so inclined. For those, I will help you onto that stage.” 
 
    You eye him, but soft though the toad demon may seem, you know he’s not budging on this. You begrudgingly nod at last. “Fine,” you say. 
 
    “Then we are agreed. Now,” Boriga hums, easing back into his chair. “Shall we?” 
 
    You look back down to the throbbing wedge of his amphibian dick. You know you should feel disgusted, not the least because he basically coerced you into sucking him off, but you can’t deny a certain trill of anticipation at the prospect. That it’s largely due to your curse mark doesn’t diminish this as you slowly get to your knees before Boriga, your hands gently loosening and shrugging down your top. As your full breasts come into view, Boriga’s large eyes grow intent. His thick tongue slides over his lips. 
 
    “Hmmm. There they are. What delights you hide, my dear.” 
 
    “Sh-shut up,” you say, lifting your plump teats as you lean forward, the thick scent of his cock wafting to you as you push it between your breasts. A shiver of strange pleasure works through you as you feel his slick manhood slide between your ample tits, coming to peak between them as you slowly begin to bounce your breasts. 
 
    “Mmm… How can I stay silent when such pleasures are being granted me?” Boriga hums as he leans further back in his chair, his thick cock cresting your breasts with every downward motion, the throbbing slickness of him strange and tantalizing. “Such beauty giving me such pleasures. Your breasts so soft, so ample, so eager as they move about my cock. Do you like it?” 
 
    “As if,” you scoff, even though your breathing comes fast and short, your head spinning from the scent of him. The sensation of him. You know most of it is because of your curse mark, the dark brand pulsing with light, sending tendrils of corruptive submission snaking through you in waves of hot and cold. Squeezing, massaging, teasing your core until you can feel your thighs grow slick with arousal. Dammit! This is ridiculous. How can you be getting turned on by this corpulent creature? You feel so defenceless. So helpless. 
 
    “So you say,” Boriga croaks, and you know he’s not fooled. No doubt he can see how flushed your cheeks are. How hot your eyes and the way you nibble on your lower lip as you massage his pulsing cock between your ample tits. “Mmm… But, my dear? I believe you agreed too to use those soft lips of yours.” 
 
    “I-I was getting to it,” you say. 
 
    “Of course. Of course. But, should I not fill your lovely mouth with my seed, I fear the deal will not be done, and you will have to stroke me off again until I do. Or,” Boriga adds, his huge mouth lifting in mirth, “perhaps you want that?” 
 
    You give him a glare, but realize you had been thinking about it. The thought of stroking this monster off again if he cums too soon is strangely tempting. No. No, you can’t give in to that temptation. Though oddly, not giving in has you lean forward, and as his cock crests your plump tits, you wrap your lips around the tip of his wedged, amphibian cock. 
 
    The taste is strong. Sickly sweet. Different from any other cock you’ve known, but almost more appealing due to it. As your soft lips stroke up and down his tip, you marvel at how fitting it is. You wonder how his cum will taste? It’s a thought that makes your curse mark ache with anticipation and you bob faster, stroking him more eagerly with your ample tits, moaning softly, lashes fluttering. 
 
    “Yessss,” Boriga moans. “That’s it. Suck me well, my dear. Mmm. Your breasts are so wonderful. Your lips soft as silk and tight as a vice. It feels so wonderful, my Overlord.” 
 
    Every time he reminds you of your future rank it makes you ache with submissive pleasure again. Humiliating arousal that makes you whimper, your ass shyly rocking, desperate to rub your pussy on something. Anything. But your hands are so very busy with your breasts, with pressing his cock between them as you keep sucking. 
 
    Then, you feel Boriga shift, his foot pressing between your legs, under your skirt, and a webbed toe nudging against your pussy. 
 
    “Mmnnnn,” you moan as pleasure thumps through your core. 
 
    “Mmmm, do not mind me, my dear,” Boriga croaks. “Should you wish me to stop, please, give the word.” 
 
    You would. But your mouth can’t seem to take itself off his cock. Can’t stop sucking. Can’t stop stroking. Can’t stop your hips frantically pushing forward, rubbing yourself against the rounded knub of his toes as you pant and whimper and fuck yourself against his foot. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Boriga croaks, his large eyes closing as he simply enjoys the pleasure of your mouth and breasts. You can feel the growing pleasure of the monster. Taste the way his cock throbs in your mouth. Growing closer to climax. Closer. Closer. 
 
    “Brrroooooooaaaaa!” Boriga at last croaks, his bulk and gut shuddering as he cums. Your eyes roll back as his thick, oily seed pumps eagerly into your warm mouth, every jolt sending another surge of pleasure down into your pussy as you frantically rub yourself on Boriga’s foot. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmm! Mmm…” you moan, shuddering as you cum, juices squirting onto the fat demons toes as cum oozes from your lips and his cock, dripping onto your pale breasts still wrapped obediently around his cock. 
 
    Boriga sighs in satisfaction, leaning back further into his chair. He smirks at you. “Mmm. You truly will do whatever it takes to be Overlord. I do admire that, my dear.” 
 
    You swallow the last of his cum, strangely reluctant to lift your lips off his throbbing manhood. You pant, looking up at the bloated demon. “Y-yeah,” you say. 
 
    Boriga chuckles, taking a napkin off the table and passing it to you. “Here you are, my lady. Best clean yourself up. You’ll want to look your best when you confront your enemy upon the stage.” 
 
    He’s right. You hastily take the cloth and clean off the cum from your breasts, blushing hotly all the while. The cum you swallowed makes a warm heaviness in your stomach, a sensation that makes your curse mark ache for your pussy to be filled as well. But you manage to force down the desire to let Boriga pound your cunt full of amphibian demon dick, and by the time you’ve cleaned off your ample tits, you’re feeling a bit more in control. 
 
    You toss the napkin aside and climb to your feet, trying to ignore how good it felt to kneel for Boriga’s pleasure. “So, how do we do this?” 
 
    “Simple, my sweet,” the toad demon croaks as he levers himself out of his chair, making it creak with relief. “You shall join me walking up to meet Invidia and your copy.” 
 
    “It’s that easy?” you say. 
 
    “My dear,” the toad demon chortles as he wraps an arm about your shoulders, guiding you back towards the ballroom, “with money, everything is easy.” 
 
      
 
    Confronting Lashana with Boriga 
 
    

  

 
   
    Fuck Boriga 
 
      
 
    Your eyes are again drawn to his wedged monster cock. You can feel the curse mark working its insidious influence on you, coiling through your core, thumping with thoughts of terrible temptation. How his cock would feel inside you. Pounding you. Fucking you. The risk of pregnancy thrilling you in unspeakable ways. How long has it been since you’ve been well and truly fucked by a man? Though the fat toad could only loosely be called a man. 
 
    You know this is a terrible idea, but you can’t help yourself. You slowly nod. “A-alright, Boriga. You can… I’ll fuck you. But you have to promise to pull out. Right?” 
 
    “What!” Givril yelps from his roost. “He gets to and not me?” 
 
    “Don’t test me, imp!” you snap before returning your attention to Boriga. “What do you say?” 
 
    The toad demon chortles deeply. “Of course, my dear Overlord. We have a contract, after all. Now, if you would be so kind as to bend over the table.” 
 
    You’re not sure you trust that chuckle. But somehow, the risk of what you’re doing only makes it ten times hotter as you obediently move between Boriga and the table, bending over it, feeling a thrill of strange, submissive delight as your breasts press into the cool marble, nipples rubbing against the fabric of your top. You feel Boriga’s webbed hands stroke your flanks, making you twitch, gasp as he casually flips up your skirt, revealing the heart-shape of your bottom. 
 
    “Mmm. Such lovely underwear. It belongs with a far better gown.” 
 
    “L-Lashana tore it to bits,” you say. 
 
    Boriga croaks as he tugs down your panties, making you tremble with anticipation. “One thing I shall thank her for, then. Such dresses always have so much lace to work through. This makes things so much… easier…” 
 
    You hear him shift, your ass tingling with awareness of what’s to come. You turn your head, wondering what he’s doing, why his wedged cock isn’t already busy plundering your pussy with its brutal thrusts, only for you to see the slope of his bent head, and moments later feel the thickness of his tongue stroke your tight cunny. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, ass lifting, a shock of delight surging through you. “B-Boriga! Wh-what are…” 
 
    “Mmm. Forgive me, my dear, but I am a creature of greed. And how could I resist such an opportunity? Besides, getting you ready for my cock seems only polite. No?” 
 
    “R-ready?” you scoff, trying to draw on some of your natural arrogance despite the fact your ass is thrust out like a bitch in heat. “As if I need any p-preperation to take your fat cock.” 
 
    “Hmm. Too true. Then, I do it because I adore the taste of Pride.” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan as his tongue against slides against your clutching cunny, your legs shaking as pure pleasure pulses up through your body. “W-well if… if that’s why then… then…” 
 
    You leave that thought off with another throaty moan as his tongue again lathes your pussy. Your hands tighten to fists on the table as you try and control your body’s reactions, with very limited success. His tongue is just so huge! It lathes your entire bottom as he delves for the dripping of your arousal, his oral assault growing hungrier, his huge mouth nearly big enough to envelop your entire ass. 
 
    “Mnnn. Nnnn,” you pant, eyes lidded, hips rocking as you ride his slurping tongue. Fuck, it feels too good to be real! You don’t want to cum just from this, but it’s getting harder and harder to suppress that aching peak. But you can hold back. You can do it. You can… you can… 
 
    “Mnnnnfuuuuuck!” you moan, shuddering as you cum, every jolt of orgasmic pleasure sending another burst of your juices onto Boriga’s hungry, slurping maw. 
 
    You slump, panting, your breasts cushioning you on the table as waves of delightful weakness wash through you. You hear Boriga chuckle and feel his mouth leaves your rump, only for his gut to rest against your lower back, and the thickness of his wedged cock tease your twitching pussy. 
 
    “Ready, my sweet?” 
 
    You try and muster up something witty, but all your pleasure burned mind can manage is a moaning, “Yessss.” 
 
    “Delightful,” Boriga croaks, then leans forward, and impales you upon his cock. 
 
    You rock forward, the impact of his wedged cock stuffing your pussy beyond expression. Your eyes fly open, your mouth parts in a wordless cry of pure pleasure. The weight of the toad demon presses you into the table, dominating you in a way you’d never admit to. 
 
    Instantly, Boriga draws back and thrusts forward again. Your eyes roll back as he sets a steady pace, pounding his cock into your cunt, driven by the weight of his bulk, his gut spanking your generous ass wonderfully. 
 
    “Ah. Ahn! Mnnnn! Ooooh fuck! Fuck! Yes! Yes!” you gasp. 
 
    “Enjoying it, oh Overlord?” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” 
 
    “Wonderful,” Boriga croaks, his webbed fingers gripping your hips as he punishes your pussy with his thrusting cock. 
 
    You whimper, moaning, driven into the table, silverware ringing as your hips slam into the marble. You push your ass back to meet his thrusts, relishing how his smooth cock fills you with every stroke, insidiously slipping from your clutching pussy, only to ram home again. 
 
    It’s wonderful. 
 
    Glorious. 
 
    You can’t hold back. You cry out as you cum again, quivering with your second orgasm, driven past the point where you can stifle your pants of pleasure, your every breath steaming as you accept his cock’s eager return to your depths. 
 
    “Hmmnnn,” Boriga croaks, his pace increasing, the pounding of his cock driving you to the brink of madness. “So close, my dear. I am… hrm… close.” 
 
    “Yes… yesssss,” you moan, thrusting back. 
 
    “Shall I pull out?” 
 
    “H-huh?” you whimper. 
 
    “Shall I pull out, my dear? Do you want me to cum only on your back? Or shall I cum within you? Will you break our contract, my dear? Do tell me… Tell me soon… Oh yes. Yesssssss,” Boriga moans, thrusting faster, faster, plowing your fertile pussy with great thrusts. 
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    Cum In You 
 
      
 
    You know what this will do, and you absolutely do not care. 
 
    “Yes!” you gasp. “Yes! Cum in me! Stuff me with your fucking frog cum! Do it! Do it! Pleeeease!” 
 
    “Hmmm. Good girl,” Boriga groans, his grip tightening, the last word coming out in a throaty croak as he at last unleashes what you so desperately need. 
 
    As his thick, slimy cum pump into your fertile womb, you feel blessed submission to your new master burst through you like a supernova. Blissful warmth spreads from your curse mark as it brands you, marking you as the breeding slave of the bloated toad demon. You shudder in perfect pleasure as the world suddenly makes so much more sense. How you exist for your mate. How you love him. Adore him. How eager you are to carry his seed. 
 
    Boriga tilts his hips, and suddenly you’re falling onto his lap, his cock still impaled within you, your back resting against the slope of his gut as his hands wrap around you, tearing open your dress to reveal the pale orbs of your breasts. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan as his webbed hands engulf your plump teats, squeezing them in ways that make your insides flex and your mind blank with pleasure. 
 
    “Don’t worry about the dress,” Boriga says into your ear, his tongue stroking the lobe, making you shiver. “I’ll have the tailors from across the realms weave gowns of gold. Or, perhaps I shall let you go naked, but for some piercings in these lovely breasts. What do you think?” 
 
    “A-anything,” you pant as you’re bounced atop his lap, his cock slamming into your gushing pussy, your eyes dim with pleasure, fairly drooling in bliss as his cock continues to hammer your well bred womb. “Anything! Just as… as long as… as I get more cooooock!” 
 
    Boriga chuckles. “Of course, my dear. I wouldn’t leave my future wife wanting. And you do feel so delightful around me, how could I say no?” 
 
    Your heart soars with his words. You tilt your head, looking into the toad demon’s wide, fleshy face, love heating your blood as he leans down and kisses you. His mouth fairly devours yours, his tongue filling your mouth, letting you taste your own pussy. Not that you care. If anything, it only thrills you more as you moan, shuddering, cumming again around his pounding cock. 
 
    What a wonderful mate you chose. 
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    Boriga’s Bride 
 
      
 
    Your wedding was a simple affair. After all, no sense in antagonizing the new Overlord by letting everyone know who you really are. Besides, being Boriga’s slave is so much better than being the master of hell. The rings that Boriga gave you to seal the deal now rest in your plump nipples, their jingling as Boriga consummated your marriage a wonderful reminder of your new life. 
 
    Currently, you walk through your opulent personal chambers, a strip of silk your only clothing but for the silver amulet around your neck and the rings piercing your plump nipples. Plumper still as your body alters with its pregnancy, your curves more pronounced, especially your stomach. With every step you feel the hard eggs of Boriga’s spawn shift in your womb, your hand lazily resting atop your swollen tummy as you feel them squirm. 
 
    “Mmm. Soon,” you croon, stroking the taut flesh. 
 
    “Perhaps sooner than you know.” 
 
    You twirl, brightening as Boriga waddles regally into the room, the curtain falling in his wake as the guards take up positions. You hurry to him, throwing your arms around his neck and pressing an adoring kiss to his thin lips and wide mouth. 
 
    Boriga chuckles, his webbed hands reaching down and cupping your shapely rear, making you gasp and moan as his fingers dig into the plump flesh with a hungry squeeze. “Mmm. Such eager greeting. What is the occasion, my dear?” 
 
    “Does there need to be one?” you giggle, batting your long lashes behind your bone mask. “Can’t I be happy to see my wonderful husband? Or, should I say, master?” you ask, reaching down and stroking the darkened mark stretched upon your mons. 
 
    “Hmm. You should decide, my sweet. After all, it was your choice to become mine.” 
 
    You laugh. “As if there was much of a choice! How could I do anything other than submit to this cock?” you ask, filling your palm with his wedged shaft, already revealing itself as he takes in your gravid form. You smile hotly for him, slowly lowering yourself to your knees. “In fact, I believe my master needs some relief. Doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Hmmm,” Boriga hums as he looks down the slope of his gut at your eager face. “It has been a long day… Avarick is truly a slave driver.” 
 
    “All the more reason you need me,” you say with a flirty smile as you adoringly kiss the pink, wedged tip of his prick. 
 
    “Hmmm, true,” your master sighs. “Please, my dear. Feel free to enjoy yourself…” 
 
    You giggle. “Naturally, my love,” you say as you lean forward and wrap your lips around his fat cock. 
 
    It’s amazing how good it feels to be on your knees before your husband. Not just because of the heaviness of your pregnancy, but just how natural it feels to have your lips running up and down his meaty cock, sucking adoringly, the thick, iron taste of his manhood and coolness so familiar, and yet so strange. 
 
    To think you spent so many years without realizing the happiness you could know as Boriga’s breeding bride. It makes you smile at the folly of youth. How could you have been so ignorant? All you really needed in life was a handsome, fat husband to dote on everyday, letting him breed your fertile pussy and buy you treasures to make you even more beautiful. Who needs to rule? The good life awaited you all along, and you were too blind to see it. 
 
    You start sucking harder at his cock, stroking his fat belly in that way you know makes him rumble and croak with pleasure. Mmm. Your day just isn’t complete without taking a load of your husband’s cum down your throat. 
 
    Boriga’s webbed hands grasp your head as he lazily thrusts his cock between your lips, the frog monster’s head tilting back, low croaks warbling from his chest. “Rrrrrr,” he groans. “Yesss. Ah, my dear! A mouth like that is worth every coin in all of Avarick’s vaults! And that pussy is surely a treasure beyond compare. Yes. Yessss. Oh, my love. My sweet. I’m… hrrrrr!” 
 
    His throat croak accompanies his peak. You feel his cock throb, then his cum is pouring into your mouth. You’re a practiced hand now, and waste not a drop, your throat working as you swallow. 
 
    With a gasp you lift your lips from your master’s cock. “Mmm,” you say with a flirty look. “You get more delicious everyday, master.” 
 
    “As do you. Shall you take your reward?” he asks. 
 
    “Master! The suggestion. You know I’m too close to bearing your spawn.” 
 
    “Ah, my dear, tempting as it is, I certainly can appreciate assets other than your delightful pussy. Shall I not enjoy the tightness of your ass?” 
 
    You giggle even as you lie back among the cushions of your bed, the rings in your nipples jangling as you tug aside the silk strip between your legs, baring your dripping pussy and puckered asshole. “Not so tight thanks to you, master.” 
 
    “Never sell yourself short, my sweet. Your ass is a delight even now.” 
 
    You smile, then moan as your husband moves between your legs, leaning down and engulfing one of your fat breasts in his mouth. The feeling of his tongue lathing your plump teat, teasing your stubby nipple is wonderful. Almost equalled when he moves forward, pushing his fat cock into your tight rear. His gut meets your pregnant belly, pressing against it as he begins to saw in and out of you, fucking your ass with as much passion as he would your fertile pussy. 
 
    Such are the ways your days are spent, and you know when you finally birth his young, he’ll be more than eager to fuck you full of another clutch. 
 
    And you can’t wait. For though you may not have ended up ruling in hell, serving as the frogman’s breeding slave is so much better anyway. 
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    Pull Out 
 
      
 
    You really don’t want him to. Every fiber of your being is screaming to let this fat demon pump you full of his amphibian seed. In fact, the only thing stronger than your desperate need to be bred is the desire to see Lashana brutalized for daring to try and pull one over on you. 
 
    “P-pull ooooout,” you moan, eagerly thrusting back even as you say it. 
 
    Boriga sighs in disappointment. “Ah, a pity,” he croaks. 
 
    For a terrifying moment you think he won’t, and are almost disappointed when his hips pull back, unsheathing his amphibian cock from your pussy. Not a moment too soon, for in the next instant Boriga cums like a fountain, groaning as his cool, oily seed spurts all over your ass and lower back. 
 
    The feeling of the demon’s seed basting your rear is too much for your overstimulated body to bear, and with a shuddering moan you cum with him, pussy clutching at nothing, thighs quivering as you cum, collapsing atop the table, panting, head spinning from the pleasure of your near breeding and pussy dripping onto the floor. 
 
    Slowly, you feel the influence of the curse mark recede, your mind becoming yours again. The feeling of sated pleasure helps considerably with that. 
 
    “Then, I shall explain my plan,” Boriga says as he fetches a towel and begins to wipe your ass clean of his cum. 
 
    “Y-yeah. Explain,” you say weakly as the cloth glides over your ass, making you shiver and tense as the silky fabric glides over your sensitive rump. 
 
    “Simple, my dear,” Boriga croaks as he pushes the cloth between your legs, and it takes all you have not to grind yourself down on his hand. “You will accompany me to the stage when it comes turn for me to pay Avarick’s respect to Invidia and welcome the new Overlord. At that point, you shall, quite naturally, do what you must to retake your stage from the usurper. Quite simple, no?” 
 
    “Simple?” you say. “Oh yes. No doubt they’ll just be tickled pink to have me stealing back my throne from her. There’ll be trouble.” 
 
    “Doubtless. But surely nothing the Princess of Pride can’t handle. Right?” 
 
    “Of c-course not,” you gasp as his cloth lingers on your ass. “I can handle anything they throw at me!” 
 
    “Naturally,” Boriga chuckles. 
 
    “Are you about done back there?” you demand peevishly as his cloth seems to retrace old places. “Or are you just admiring my ass now?” 
 
    “Can you blame me? It truly is a wonderful one.” 
 
    “Of course it is! But we have better things to do.” 
 
    “Hmm. Indeed. A pity, then, that I shall not have the opportunity to admire it for the rest of my days.” 
 
    “If you help me get that bitch who’s pretending to be me, I’ll have an artist paint a portrait of my ass so you can hang it over your mantle.” 
 
    Boriga chuckles. “Hmm. A treasure to be sure. There, I am done.” 
 
    “Good,” you say, straightening with minimal wobble as you tuck down your skirt, nearly regretting the need for it. Feeling a genuine cock in your pussy once more was an experience you’ve missed, but not dared since your father cursed you. Well! All the more reason to get this over with. “Let’s go.” 
 
    Boriga heaves himself forward. “Hmm. Yes, let us, my Overlord. Follow me.” 
 
    You follow the swaying frogman out of the booth and back towards the ballroom. Now, time to show these fools the real Princess of Pride! 
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    Reject Him 
 
      
 
    “I would have to be beyond stupid to accept that,” you inform him. 
 
    “Hmm? And yet, if you don’t, I will not aid you,” Boriga says. 
 
    “So?” you say. “You think I need you to take on Lashana? I’ll take on anybody! No one can stop me for long. I’m the Princess of Pride! I’ll grind hell under my heel without your help. Without anyone’s help!” 
 
    “As you said during our meeting at dinner when first we met?” Boriga muses. 
 
    “Idiot! We met in the baths of your palace. And even there you tried to fuck me!” 
 
    “Ah, too true. You were so lovely in your gown.” 
 
    “I was naked! And so were you! You didn’t let me bring my damn clothes in. Well, I didn’t let you breed me then, and I won’t let you breed me now! I’ll take on Lashana without you!” 
 
    Boriga croaks with laughter. “Will you now? Such a thing will be difficult.” 
 
    “Yes, because it’s been sooooo easy so far for me,” you say. 
 
    Boriga suddenly bursts out laughing. 
 
    “What is so funny?” you demand hotly. 
 
    The toad demon’s mirth dies down slowly, his webbed hand brushing a tear from his large eye. “Hmm hmm… Ah, my dear Overlord, nothing, nothing. Only, I have to say, you have truly proven you are indeed who you say you are.” 
 
    “Of course I am. Who else would I be?” 
 
    “One of Invidia’s spies, perhaps, sent to entrap me in a scheme of his own purposes. Invidia is always eager to humiliate the other demon lords, and their servants. As Avarick’s mayordomo, he would be eager to embroil me in his own scheme. Hmm. One cannot be too careful when dealing with the lord of Envy.” 
 
    “Clearly,” you say. “Then, you will help me?” 
 
    “Of course!” Boriga croaks, chortling, his neck swelling with amusement. “I am your humble servant, my Overlord. Avarick would be shamed if I didn’t offer you my assistance in reclaiming your place.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, mollified. “Well, good. Then, what’s the plan?” 
 
    “Mmm. I will bring you on stage, my sweet, and you will make your case where all can see. But after that it is up to you.” 
 
    “That’s all I need,” you say, already squeezing your hands into fists at the thought of getting your fingers on Lashana. “I’ll make them regret they ever tangled with me!” 
 
    “It is unwise to wake the fury of the Overlord,” Boriga chortles, heaving himself out of the chair. You wince at the relieved creak of the wood as the fat frog monster waddles to your side. “This way, my sweet. Let us begin your return to the throne.” 
 
    “Yes,” you growl, following the fat demon, Givril flapping after you both. “Let’s.” 
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    You know loyalty is a fickle thing in hell, but you also know that Hypnos and Acedia are probably the least likely to sell you down the river, if only because it would be too much effort. “This way,” you murmur to Givril before sidling through the crowd. 
 
    “You got it,” the imp says, fluttering overhead. 
 
    You can’t blame him. Had you wings, you’d gladly be flapping them above the throng, but instead you have to sneak through the crowd, enduring pinching hands, stroking tentacles, and other limbs that defy description. By the time you reach the lounge where the prince and princess of Sloth recline, you’re dishevelled, hot, and very bothered. If things hadn’t been so dire, you’d have gladly shown those fools just whose ass they were slapping, but needs must, and you have other things to deal with. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, both Hypnos and Acedia have made themselves quite comfortable. The two sloth demons have claimed a pair of divans on an elevated platform from which to observe festivities. Hypnos is busy reading a book, the prince of Sloth lazily handsome in his long, flowing robes, hair puffing out like wool around a pair of curling sheep horns. Ringed pupils look down on the pages as he reads, looking like he’s getting ready to nod off any moment. 
 
    Acedia looks no less relaxed, although she is currently sinking into the arms of two very buxom harem sluts. Her long, sheer robe is parted down the middle, barely covering her plump breasts, nor the thick wool that forms her hair and puffs along her collar, wrists and ankles. Her ringed eyes are lidded as she rests between her two devoted sluts, their garb little more than transparent silks as they delicately pepper their mistress’s face with kisses, adoringly stroking her body with dreamy, admiring hands. 
 
    You force yourself not to stare as you sidle nearer. “Drinks?” you ask, glancing to make sure you’re out of hearing from the crowd. 
 
    Hypnos raises his eyes from the pages. “Mmm. No, I think I’m… fine,” he says. 
 
    “Speak for yourself, brother,” Acedia giggles, giving you an admiring glance. “I’d be delighted to let this pretty thing feed me a little something.” 
 
    You lean in closer. “Hypnos!” you hiss. “It’s me!” 
 
    Hypnos slowly tilts his head as he stares at you. His eyes move up and down your figure. “…Lillian?” 
 
    Acedia sits up a little, blinking. “Hm? Is it?” 
 
    “Yes!” you say. “It’s me!” 
 
    “But… why are you dressed like a waitress?” he asks. 
 
    “It’s a long story,” you growl. “Invidia’s servant, Lashana, stole my face and is up on that stage!” 
 
    “Oh,” Hypnos says, blinking slowly. “Well, that… wasn’t a very long story, actually.” 
 
    “Good thing too,” Acedia yawns. “Long stories put me to sleep.” 
 
    “Other stuff happened,” you growl. “But that’s not important. I need your help!” 
 
    “Well, of course we’d be happy to help,” Hypnos says. 
 
    “Buuuuut,” Acedia hums. “How do we really know it’s you?” 
 
    “Of course it’s me!” you snap. “I’d show you, but I can’t take this stupid bone mask off!” 
 
    Hypnos leans in close, his ringed eyes looking intently into yours. “Hmm,” he muses. “I think it is her, sister 
 
    You scoff. “Of course I’m me! Who else could be this incredible?” 
 
    “Ah,” Acedia says, nodding lazily. “That’s her alright.” 
 
    “And what do you mean by that?” you say. 
 
    “Only that we will, of course, help you,” Hypnos says, snapping shut his book and slipping it into a pocket of his robes. “We are, after all, so very grateful for your assistance with our father.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, good,” you say, mollified. 
 
    “How may we assist?” 
 
    “I need to get onto the stage with that bitch who stole my face,” you say. “And you two are going to help me get past the guards and up there.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” Hypnos muses, touching his chin thoughtfully. “Yes, we could do… something about that. Acedia? Get up.” 
 
    Acedia moans in despair. “Must I? Oh, alright.” 
 
    With a reluctance that’s palpable the Sloth succubus draws herself out of the arms of her moaning sluts, her rumpled robes stirring around her lazily as she runs a finger through tangled bed head, but her sleepy smile is no less charming as she looks at you and Hypnos. 
 
    “Mmm. Shall we?” 
 
    “Let’s,” Hypnos says, bowing slightly to you before taking position at the front, leading your small party towards the distant stage. You follow, eyes riveted to Lashana sitting on the spiky throne meant for you. You’ll show her the only you is you! 
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      You were always going to have to confront Ira at some point. You see no reason for it not to be right now. You jerk your head towards the towering bull demon. “This way.” 
 
    “Y-you sure?” Givril says. 
 
    “Are you doubting me?” you growl, finger teasing against your golden ring. 
 
    The imp pales to an ashy gray. “N-no! Never, mistress. You know best.” 
 
    “Damn right. Now come on!” 
 
    You slide through the crowd, but your passage is far from unnoticed. No one tries to stop you, but plenty try and get a feel for you. Hands linger against your curves as you pass. More than a few palm your ass or give it a lewd spank. Your cheeks burn from their naked attentions, and your curse mark more than welcomes them, much to your annoyance. By the time you reach Ira’s place, you’re blushing and flushed, your ass tingling and nipples hard against your revealing top. 
 
    And the scene around Ira really doesn’t help your situation. 
 
    Even before your father died you didn’t like Ira. He’s huge, heavy, boisterous and powerful. You’ve always held a certain contempt for a demon like him, not because you feared him, but because you were never good with demons more arrogant than you. 
 
    And Ira is arrogant. His huge form holds a power that could only be wielded by a lord of hell. His broad frame seems ready to burst from his armour and leathers, his bull head raised as he drinks down a massive tankard. He sits at ease on a throne of skulls (where did he get that from?) as if he owned the whole palace. His cloak of flame crackles and burns, warding away the too curious, a heat that already has you sweating. Animal vitality oozes from him as he leans back in his chair, eying the stiff waltz on the ballroom floor with contempt. 
 
    You can feel your body respond to the sheer maleness of the brute. Your curse mark throbs, your breath growing shorter as you inhale the thick, tangible aroma of his musk. Spicy and strong, it threatens to overwhelm you even as you stand before him. 
 
    “Girl! Come here!” 
 
    You start at Ira’s booming voice, realizing it’s you being called. You look up at the towering Wrath demon, feeling his eyes upon you, weighing you with a warrior’s judgement. And he likes what he sees, to judge by the way his muzzle curls up as you draw nearer. 
 
    “Admiring the goods?” he says. “Well! You’re not too bad yourself.” 
 
    “M-my thanks,” you say, coming up to his side, lifting your tray. Your womb aches for his seed, your curse mark responding to the presence of the massive demon even more acutely than usual. 
 
    Your distraction doesn’t go unnoticed. Ira eyes you, and there’s cunning in those eyes. “You look familiar,” he says, voice low, the gold ring that pierces his nose flashing. 
 
    You hold yourself stiff before his gaze. “I… I should,” you say. “I am Lillian, daughter of the Overlord.” 
 
    “Are you now?” Ira chuckles. “Then who’s that on the stage?” 
 
    “A-an imposter,” you say. “She stole my identity and…” 
 
    He leans forward, and never before did he seem so huge. His nostrils flare as he snorts a gust of hot air into like a furnace’s blow, sending your hair fluttering. “Hmm. Not sure I believe that,” he growls, grinning. “I think you need to prove it to me.” 
 
    You try and control your panting breath as you look up into the face of the immense demon. “H-how?” 
 
    “Well, only the Overlord would be able to take… this!” 
 
    Without preamble he reaches down and pulls aside his kilt of steel. Your jaw drops as the positively massiveness of his cock comes into view, flared like a bull, the scent like being slapped with a wet towel of pure musk. You sway on your feet, blinking as the scent hits you, your curse mark pulsing, beating on your mons like a drum. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “You want my help, don’t you? Then prove your worth!” he says, grabbing your head and pushing you against his cock. Your cheek slaps against his manhood, your senses assaulted by his scent. The walls of your self-control are besieged by lust, and crumble with pathetic ease. You give a shuddering moan, reaching out, barely resisting as your hands are drawn magnetically to his massive shaft. 
 
    Ira grunts, smirking down at you. “That’s it. Feel it. Admire it. I’ve got many weapons, but that one’s my favorite. My warbrides battle the darkest things hell has to offer for a chance to ride this beast! And you get to prove yourself with it. Lucky you.” 
 
    You feel lucky. Your heart is pounding with anticipation to take this beast of a cock. B-but only because you have to. To earn his assistance. You have to prove you can. For his help to… to do something. You can’t quite remember. Your mind is enthralled with the feeling of his fat cock against your cheek. How it tastes as your tongue runs along the veiny underside, your breasts aching and pussy clenching at the thought of it within you. 
 
    “Won’t be needing this,” Ira growls, grabbing your gown. He tears it with a contemptuous jerk of his hand, making you gasp as your breasts bounce into the open. Instead of being indignant, you take the opportunity to press your tits against his cock, moaning softly as you rub his shaft between them, your thighs quivering with anticipation to take this beast. The tip easily crests your pale breasts, and you lean forward without hesitation, wrapping your lips around him. He’s so big your jaw nearly cracks, but you manage to fit it the head your mouth, your moans muffled as you suck and stroke off the brute’s cock. 
 
    “Hrrrr. That’s right. Show it how much you want it. And you’ll have it, slut.” 
 
    Your cheeks burn at his degrading words, but you can’t find a way to argue. Not with his cock in your mouth. Not with your thighs rubbing together. Not with the chance of taking his bitchbreaker to the hilt. Letting him fuck you. Rut you. Ride you like the breeding slut you were born to be. You know this is the curse talking, but you can’t silence it. The throb of the curse mark is overwhelming you. Enthralling you. 
 
    The only thing you can do. 
 
    Is suck. 
 
    You can feel the growing tension in the wrath demon. How his breathing deepens. How his hands clutch the arms of his throne, then grabs your head, forcing you down deeper onto his cock. “Yessss,” the wrath demon groans. “Yessss! Deeper. Take it. Take it, slut! Rrrrrrooooooo!” 
 
    His howl echoes across the room, but you barely notice, for he’s reached his peak, and you reap the reward. Thick cum pumps eagerly into your waiting mouth like from a fire hose. Your moan rises in purest pleasure as you take it, eyes rolling back as his thick seed stuffs your mouth. You swallow as fast as you can, but it’s not nearly enough, and soon you’re pushed off his tip by the sheer force of his orgasm. His boiling bull seed spurts onto your face and breasts, soaking you in his stinking seed. Your head is spinning, your mouth gaping as you desperately try and catch more. 
 
    Ira stands, the movement immense, titanic, like a god were rising from some depths of primordial power. He towers over you, looking down at you in hunger. 
 
    “Present yourself, slut,” he growls. 
 
    Defiance is impossible. The sheer power of this male compels you. Still dripping with his hot spunk, you turn about on hands and knees, presenting the heart shape of your ass, your thighs slick with arousal. 
 
    The stinging spank to your rear makes you buck forward, a yelp of delight escaping you. 
 
    “Haha!” the demon thunders. “That’s what I like to see. A slut who knows her place. Shall we make it official?” 
 
    You turn your head, and your eyes widen as you see him pull a crest off his cloak. In his palm the metal begins to heat, turning an angry red. 
 
    “Wh-what are… what’s th-that for?” you gasp. 
 
    “Don’t you know? I always brand my cows,” he says with a hungry grin. 
 
    The proposal shocks you to the core. 
 
    “Beg for it,” he growls. 
 
    “B-beg?” 
 
    “Beg for my brand, slut. Only then will I give you my cock. If I don’t enchant your body, I’d split you in half if I took that pussy. A short delight, and I have a feeling you have years worth of fucking in you.” 
 
    You shake with the suggestion. To beg this monster to brand you like some livestock! To bear his mark like some… some o-owned slut. Some bitch, showing everyone who owns you? Who has the right to breed your whorish pussy? Pump you full of their thick, inhuman cum? 
 
    There’s no other answer. You push out your bottom, wiggling the pale globes eagerly. “Please!” you moan. “Master… Please! Brand your slut. Mark me as yours! Give me your cock!” 
 
    Ira bellows with mirth. “Sluts are all alike! Show them a real warrior’s cock, and they’ll beg for it!” 
 
    He thrusts forward his hand, slapping the metal against your rear. You scream in pain as the brand burns your flesh, but even as it does, a wash of pure, slavish pleasure flows through you, soothing the hurt with the delights that are promised. Already you can feel your body changing under the mark he has given you, your pussy becoming more spacious, your tits heavier and your lust thumping like the beat of a drum. 
 
    Ira lifts the brand from your rump, and you moan in bliss as his thick hands grasp your hips. “Hrrr. Perfect pose for a breeding slut!” he bellows, and hilts his cock within you with a single brutal thrust. 
 
    The feeling of that immense bitchbreaker filling you is like nothing you’ve known before. You can feel your stomach bulge with the sheer immensity of his manhood. Your voice rising in a scream of uttermost bliss as your pussy tightens impossibly on his massive shaft, feeling every beat of his veins as he saws in and plunges home again. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” you wail. “Moooooore! Master… oh pit! Master! Mooooore!” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear. Overlord or not, your pussy is mine!” Ira roars, drawing back and thrusting home again. Again! Every beat of that fat cock within you abetted with the hot tenderness of your curse mark. 
 
    Your body is used as little more than a cocksleeve, and you don’t care. You love it. Adore it! You scream in bliss as Ira stuffs you beyond your limits. You cum again. Again! Riding those highs like you ride his fat bullcock, thrusting your plump bottom back, hilting him within you. 
 
    Ira claims you like the cow you are. His thick hands reach forward, leathery palms squeezing your wobbling tits as he pounds his cock into you. He lifts you, carrying you like a masthead until his sits down on his throne, bouncing you atop his cock, planted there for all to see your fate, your curse mark burning hotly as he claims your pussy. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Master! Master yes! More! More, master! Mooooooore!” you scream. 
 
    “Fuck! You’re a keeper!” Ira barks as he slams you down again on his cock. 
 
    “Yessssssss!” you wail as you cum again, and with that final climax, you feel his own surge up. Feel his shaft swell, feel the thunderous orgasm as he fills you in a sudden deluge of his inhuman seed. You wail in purest pleasure as you feel his seed claim your womb, enslaving you to this beast, this brute. Not that it really matters. After all, if you didn’t want it, why would you let him brand your pert bottom? 
 
    Ira grunts, easing back onto his throne, releasing you. You fall forward, moaning weakly as his fat cock slides out of you, cum pouring from your abused pussy in a sudden deluge. 
 
    “Hrrr. Not bad, slut. Not bad at all,” the lord of Wrath grunts. “But if you want more, you’re going to have to get me ready.” 
 
    You can’t formulate a reply. Your tongue is leaden with pleasure and your mind a white blank of mindless bliss. All you can do is crawl between the demon’s legs like a good bitch and start kissing and licking his heavy balls. 
 
    Ira chuckles and grins down at you. “Looks like Invidia does know how to throw one hell of a party!” 
 
    His musky balls against your lips, you can only agree with your new master. 
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    The drums beat the march of war. Pennants snap in the wind as the dusty red of the lands of Wrath blow freely. The war camp sprawls miles in every direction. Fumes spit from engines of torture and hate cloud the sky. Slaves moan over the crack of whips as they drag at their tethers, hauling great war machines onward. Trees of steel survey it all, their branches cages which hold the miserable defeated in their black bars. Demons and mortals alike whose death would whet the appetites of those in the arena. 
 
    But that is to come later. 
 
    For now, there was only the bout. 
 
    You stand beside the skull throne of Ira, watching as the two demons battle on the sands. A reptilian centaur wielding a trident clashes with a mighty minotaur demon, the latter snorting flames as he swings a club studded with steel. The stands are filled with watchers who roar and howl, fairly frothing with excitement at the combat. 
 
    You do nothing so base, and yet you watch with all the quivering anticipation of what is to come. You, and all the other Queens of the Skull Throne. Over a dozen of Ira’s fairest beauties, picked out of his harem of thousands. The princesses of conquered mortal realms. The loveliest demons seized in raids or in mortal combat with other lords, they too watch, breasts heaving with excitement as the battle goes on. 
 
    Both combatants circle, the ground littered with those who already died in this free for all. The minotaur’s chest bleeds from a dozen cuts from the trident, and the centaur prowls, weapon low, his human half thick with muscle and his beard braided with savage charms and bones. 
 
    You can feel the heat of Ira’s form against your back, radiating against you, a constant reminder of your place at his command. The immense demon leans forward, stroking his chin, considering the skill with all the appreciation of a master. He’s pleased with the blood spilled this day and the skulls added to his throne. 
 
    You tense, sensing a change in the air. A silent signal from below. In a whirl of motion the centaur and minotaur suddenly charge at one another. Their bellows reach the high stands, the clash of steel deafening. 
 
    It’s the centaur who triumphs, his trident plunging deep into the minotaur’s chest. With a roar the bearded demon heaves his bull-headed foe over his head, hot blood raining down on him as he slams the minotaur back on the ground, digging his trident even deeper into the bullman. The minotaur shudders, struggling feebly, his hands leaving bloody streaks on the golden metal of the trident before he at last falls limp. 
 
    The crowd howls, the sound thundering under the red and black sky, beating at you with all the tribal wrath of hate. You feel your heart pound with excitement, one that only grows as Ira rises from his throne of bone, the bull demon filling the horizon with his bulk. 
 
    As his shadow falls over the arena the cheers fall silent as if cut every throat at once. The lord of Wrath raises a rough hand. 
 
    “Our champion! Thorag, you have bested all the others. You have triumphed over them as only a true warrior can! And in answer, a prize is yours. Choose who among the Queens of War you will breed!” 
 
    The centaur looks up proudly at Ira, his eyes roaming across the beauties arranged on the steps of the throne. Many arch sinuously, revealing their full figures, most already in heat for the powerful male. You’re one of them. The chance to be chosen by the champion is almost as grand a prize as winning the arena yourself! 
 
    You feel his eyes upon you, devouring your figure, the gold disks that barely cover your nipples flashing as you stretch, bracers gleaming, your pussy bared to the hot air tantalizingly. 
 
    The centaur grins, and so do you. He raises his trident at you. “I choose her!” 
 
    Ira chuckles, a sound that rolls like thunder. “I thought you might. Slave! Your mate awaits.” 
 
    You rise slowly, sinuously descending the stairs leading to the throne. Every step sends your hips swinging, sensuous and hot, your lidded eyes fixed on the waiting demon below. Already you can see his reptilian cock swelling beneath him, thick and turgid, ready to claim you with his seed. Another mighty warrior born to the legions of hell. 
 
    Your breath grows short with anticipation. Your skin flushes luridly. You can barely stand it as you cross the arena floor, the iron scent of blood and the thick sourness of sweat heavy in the air. By the time you reach him, you’re ready. Primed. 
 
    You turn your back on him and brace yourself against a large stone jutting out of the arena floor, your ass thrust out, legs parted to reveal your dripping pussy. “Fuck me, my lord,” you breathe. “I can take it.” 
 
    Thorag belts out a laugh. “If you can take Ira’s, then that’s no doubt!” 
 
    Too true. Through the enchantments loaded onto your body, you can take a monster no matter their size without breaking. You have a feeling it’s going to serve you in very good stead right now. You twitch as the centaur rears up behind you, his clawed forelegs crashing onto the rock beside your head, talons scratching sparks from the stone. You groan in anticipation as you feel his thick, reptilian cock nudge against your pussy, the heat of his body radiating against your back as he teases your cunny with the tip. 
 
    “You’re mine tonight,” he growls. 
 
    “I am the champion’s,” you breathe hotly, rolling your hips, rubbing yourself against the tip of his cock. “And I shall carry his mighty seed.” 
 
    Thorag chuckles. “That you will!” 
 
    He thrusts forward with no more warning, stuffing you with the full length of his bitchbreaker. Though he is nowhere near as large as Ira, Thorag is huge nonetheless. You feel his girth stretch you to the limit, then beyond, your stomach actually distending with the heaviness of his shaft. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you scream, a wanton cry of pure pleasure. “Pit! So b-biiiig!” 
 
    “Hrrr! So tight!” Thorag growls. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you gasp. “Tight for you. Tight for… for you to… to fuck me like y-your sleeve. Like a ch-champion!” 
 
    “I like the sound of that!” Thorag chortles as he draws back and thrusts home anew, impaling you on his cock, the thrust pressing you against the chunk of stone you brace yourself against. 
 
    It’s no longer a matter of sex. What happens then is a breeding. Your pussy is taken, abused, pounded by the inhuman girth of the centaur. Every thrust of his eager hips brings you to a new height of brutal ecstasy. Once this may have been painful, but your curse mark and Ira’s attentions have altered any perception to one of sheer pleasure. Your vision swims in servile pleasure, your mind going white from the sheer brutality in your fucking, your body tightening, feeling every inch of the demon’s cock as he pounds into you. 
 
    Thorag bellow, bottoming in you once more, his cock swelling, fountaining, pumping you full of his seed. Soon it overfills you, pouring onto the sand of the arena, oozing down your legs, molten hot, and so very good. 
 
    Yet he’s not done. 
 
    He’s far from done. 
 
    Again and again he pounds into you. Soon your legs are dripping from his seed and you stand in a pool of his virile exertions. Your body is numb, your head lolling on your shoulders, but filling you is a satisfaction beyond anything you’ve ever known. 
 
    At last, Thorag pulls his cock from you, and you collapse to your knees as the centaur’s body moves away. Thorag turns to face the crowd, thrusting his fists into the air. The cheers thunder down once more, and you allow two handmaidens to take your arms, gently lifting you between them. 
 
    “And on to the next challenge!” Ira bellows as you’re carried out of the arena, oozing a trail of cum like a slug. You smile, feeling the pleasant numbness seep through you, knowing the children you bear for Ira will be strong. That some day, they too shall take to the arena and win the right to breed another generation of beautiful women. 
 
    All that lies in your future, one where you are won by the mightiest warriors in all of hell. Your womb their prize. Your children destined to battle for Ira. You may have had another destiny once, but a breeder is what you are now. 
 
    Now, and forevermore. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Confronting Lashana with Boriga 
 
      
 
    Boriga’s bulk and rank clears a path with ease, guests moving from the portly frog-man’s way in a scampering hurry. You keep behind him, covered by his heftiness as you come up to the bottom of the stage where a stuffy looking Envy demon swathed in a butler’s robes and flanked by guards stands. He looks your way, his bone mask sweeping back, his eyes burning from within the sockets as he raises a clip board and scans it professionally. 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “Boriga,” Boriga says. “Mayordomo of Avarick, the Dragon of Greed, Master of Metals, Liege of the Vault.” 
 
    The demon purses his lips. “Hmm. You are not scheduled until after lord Ira.” 
 
    “I’m not?” Boriga croaks, swaying nearer, his bulk giving the envy demon pause. “But, if I’m not mistaken, I was earlier. Can you check again? See?” 
 
    Boriga reaches over and taps the list, and when his hand pulls away, a ruby of glittering beauty winks up at the butler. The demon pauses. 
 
    “Hmm,” he says. “Perhaps you are a little higher…” 
 
    “Only a little?” Boriga says and grasps the butler’s hand in his own. “Do check again…” 
 
    When their hands part, you spot a clinking bag passed between their palms. You catch the butler weighing it thoughtfully, then he smiles in oily satisfaction. “Of course,” the Envy demon purrs. “How silly of me. There you are. Right at the top of the list. We certainly can’t let the mayordomo of Avarick wait to greet my lord. Importance must be recognized.” 
 
    “So glad we agree. My sweet? Shall we?” 
 
    Boriga moves past the butler, who eyes you with the distaste of higher rank. You bristle. He’ll pay for that. 
 
    “Bribery?” you ask the toad demon. “Really?” 
 
    “Gold opens more doors than keys, my sweet,” Boriga chortles heavily. “Now, watch a merchant’s skill.” 
 
    You wonder what he means by that, but by then you and he have reached the top of the stage, and the waiting lord of Envy.  It’s not a crowded stage, with Invidia hunched atop their throne, robes swathing them like a shroud of night, green eyes burning as they look upon the ballroom. Lashana sits nearby in her own jagged throne, glancing at the intrusion. Boriga’s bulk shields you from their eyes at first, both Invidia and Lashana fully focused on the fat frogman as he wobbles before them and gives a low bow. 
 
    “My lord,” Boriga says, oozing mercantile politeness. “How wonderful to see you.” 
 
    “Boriga,” Invidia’s hundred voices hiss. “You’re looking as rich as ever.” 
 
    Boriga chortles, slapping his gut and sending it wobbling. “Mmm. Good fortunes, my friends, pay for great foods. But I have you, my darling, to thank for my new rank, do I not?” Boriga asks Lashana. 
 
    You have to give Lashana credit, she’s a good actor. You catch barely a flicker of unease on her face before she returns his look haughtily. “A reward for service to the new Overlord is expected,” she says. 
 
    “Too true! Too true. Ah, and speaking of, I have recently purchased, in the fine realm of sin, a most able new slave! I brought her with me, for I understand she is one of your creatures, my lord. And though I do adore the masks your kind wear, I prefer to see the face of those who serve me. I understand, Invidia, old friend of my master, that you are able to remove such masks. Might I ask your assistance in this?” 
 
    Boriga draws you out from behind him. For as long as you live you’ll remember the shock that flashes across Lashana’s face as she sees you. Hot triumph burns in your breast and you smirk grimly at your copy. 
 
    You catch the briefest pause in Invidia as the demon lord looks at you, eyes flickering within the bone mask. A low hiss escapes the lord of Envy. “Hmm…” the shrouded demon says. “I do not usually do so…” 
 
    “Invidia…” Lashana says tightly. 
 
    “A service so small for Avarick would not go amiss,” Boriga purrs. 
 
    Invidia’s claws twitch. “Of course,” the lord of envy rasps, rising, cloak stirring as they glide towards you. “How could I refuse…” 
 
    You force yourself not to flinch as Invidia reaches forward and grasps the mask over your face. Despite the fact it stuck to you no matter what you did, under the demon lord’s claws it comes loose with ease, lifting away, and revealing you. 
 
    Invidia pauses, mask still in hand. “Well well,” the demon lord hisses, looking between you and your copy. “Isn’t this interesting…” 
 
    Lashana trembles with anger, but she recovers fast. She jolts to her feet, pointing an accusing finger at you. “What is the meaning of this!” she snarls. 
 
    “Like you don’t know!” you snap back, pointing at her. “That bitch locked me in your basement, Invidia, and stole my face!” 
 
    Invidia’s talons slowly flex. They tilt their masked head, charms jingling as their eyes look out over the ballroom. Your display has gathered a great deal of attention from the idling demons, whose eyes glow in the gloom like hundreds of candles. “How unusual,” the demon lord murmurs. 
 
    “A damn lie!” Lashana barks. “Clearly, this is a trick by Avarick to try and steal my throne!” 
 
    “You bitch!” you snap. “I’ll rip your face off and see how you like it!” 
 
    “Ladies!” Boriga croaks, resting his webbed hand on your shoulder. “Please, there is no need for such violence! After all, this is the house of Invidia. We would hate to embarrass him. Clearly, a lie is being told, and it is up to us to resolve it, lest the dignity of our lord’s house be called into question!” 
 
    Invidia tilts their head back to Boriga, green eyes burning bright. If there’s one thing an envy demon likes, it’s theatre. “Too true,” the demon lord says. “However shall we discover which one lies, though? Ah,” the demon says, green eyes flaring, which immediately put you on guard. “Perhaps there is a way…” 
 
    “What do you suggest?” Boriga says. 
 
    “Such… errantries of identity are not unknown to us,” Invidia says, glowing eyes travelling to you. “We have tests to reveal the truth of the matter. Three, in fact. I shall allow this one to choose among them. After all, she is the challenger.” 
 
    You’re pretty sure that’s not how it usually goes, but you’re also not going to refuse an advantage like that. “Fine!” you say, tossing your hair back with a flick of your head. “Bring your tests!” 
 
    “So glad you agree,” Invidia’s chorus whispers. “Then, I propose one of three, which of course, only the true Overlord could overcome. A test of Might, a test of Magic, or a test of Pleasure. Please,” the lord of Envy says. “Choose among them.” 
 
    Well great. You’re pretty sure you know what those ‘tests’ will entail, but you’re stuck with them now. You eye your copy thoughtfully. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Boriga muses impressively, stroking his many necks. “Magic, eh? A potent force. Unless one knows ways around that,” he says, his fingers teasing the amulet around his neck. You catch the movement, and a possibility occurs to you… 
 
      
 
    Test of Might 
 
    Test of Magic 
 
    Test of Pleasure 
 
    

  

 
   
    Test of Pleasure 
 
      
 
    You have confidence in your magic, not so much in your hand-to-hand skills, but you know that nobody can take a dick like you. 
 
    “I choose,” you say, “the test of Pleasure!” 
 
    “An excellent choice,” Invidia says. The lord of sin raises a clawed hand and snaps hooked fingers. It’s like someone suddenly tilted a mirror of reality, revealing a hidden dimension to it. Before your eyes the master of Envy doubles, a second shifting into frame, pressed against him like a mirror image. The pair step apart. 
 
    “After all,” the two Invidias say. “The only way to be fair is to test simultaneously. No?” 
 
    Well, you have to give them that. “What are the rules?” you say. 
 
    The pair of Invidias raise a hand in perfect synchronicity. “The first to cum upon my cock shall be defeated, and also bred. Even should the curse mark not be true, they will become my slave, as punishment for their deception, and the winner shall be declared the true Overlord. Simple, no?” 
 
    It is simple. But the stakes are high. However, the thrill of it is a sharp throb in your womb at the thought of taking this monster’s cock. All you need to do is not cum before Lashana. You can do that. You’re not such a slut you’d squirt before the insidious bitch who stole your identity. 
 
    You hope. 
 
    You can feel the eyes of the crowd on you, but you’ve made your choice, and backing out isn’t an option. You’re no prude. Hell isn’t exactly the right place for self-denial, but you feel a distinct sense of shame as you shrug off your stolen maid’s uniform, unveiling your curves to the horde below the stage. You can feel their eyes trace your figure. Your full, sensitive breasts. Your soft, tender rump. Your smooth thighs and slick pussy. But it’s the stares on your curse mark that make you feel the most vulnerable. The most needy. Embarrassment and delight mingle in a heady twist that makes you breathe quicker. Maybe you made a mistake. 
 
    But too late now. Invidia approaches, gliding up behind you. Wicked hands gently touch you, stroke you, tracing the outline of your figure. You shudder as those hands move over your curves, the demon lord’s form pressing against your back, robes whispering. You feel the mask against your throat as strange lips kiss the sensitive flesh there. 
 
    “Are you ready?” the lord of sin whispers, the sound teasing your earlobe. 
 
    “I-I can take it,” you pant. 
 
    “We will see, won’t we?” 
 
    A hand glides down, cupping your mons. You gasp, buck, sweet arousal shooting through you in a sudden molten surge of desire. Your thighs tremble, your curse mark glowing, throbbing, begging to feel more. To have you submit to the pleasures awaiting you at the demon lord’s hands. 
 
    “You taste delicious,” Invidia whispers as a sinuous tongue slides against your cheek. You arch a little, gasping as you feel the sin lord’s hands caress you. Squeeze your full breasts. Palm your molten pussy. A whimper escapes you as a finger glides sensuously into your clutching pussy. 
 
    “Mmmmnnn…” you moan, lashes fluttering. 
 
    “So responsive. So eager.” 
 
    “I… ah… I’m f-fine.” 
 
    “That you are.” 
 
    Ooooh, you may have made a mistake! Your curse mark is absolutely aching to make you this demon’s. Your pussy clenches, dripping with arousal as Inividia palms you, their hand suddenly opening like a mouth, a tongue slithering up and into your tight pussy. “Mnnn!” you gasp as you feel Invidia’s form shift against you, more tentacles sliding along your skin, two wrapping around your breasts, tweaking your nipples, sucking hungrily at those eager mounds. 
 
    “How long can you resist, I wonder?” Invidia’s voices croon. “A body so tuned to pleasure. So made for physical ecstasy…” 
 
    “L-long e-enough!” you gasp. 
 
    “Think so?” Invidia purrs. 
 
    You’re panting, body twitching, bucking against the tongue slithers into your hungry pussy. You can feel the heat of desire wash through you, your legs growing weak as Invidia continues to tease you. Prime you. You realize you’re grinding against the demon lord’s bulge, but can’t stop yourself. Your ass rubs against the demon’s pants, feeling the thickness of his girth, needing to be filled with Invidia’s inhuman prick. You wonder what form it will take? How it will feel as it claims you. Fucks you. 
 
    Breeds you. 
 
    The thought makes your head spin. You hear gasps and moans from Lashana, but they’re feeble compared to yours. You’re reeling, clinging to sanity by fingernails while tortuous pleasure threatens to enslave you. 
 
    “You want this,” Invidia hisses. 
 
    “N-nooo!” 
 
    “Then all you need to do,” the demon hisses as you feel their shaft push between your legs, the heat of it swelling against the lips of your pussy. “Is not. Cum…” 
 
    So they say, and yet, you can’t stop yourself from rubbing your steaming cunt against his cock, teasing yourself until you whimper, pant, moan with unspeakable need to feel it inside you. To be fucked. To be mated. 
 
    To breed. 
 
    Breed. 
 
    You have to breed! 
 
    Invidia pushes you down to your hands and knees. You raise your head and find yourself facing the crowd. A gasp has you turn your head, and you find Lashana beside you in the same position, her face flushed and hot. Is yours that red? Surely not. Surely your eyes aren’t that glazed over. Needy. Your breath quivering from your breast as you saw back against the cock teasing your tender pussy. 
 
    “Ready?” two voices of a thousand ask. 
 
    “Yesssss,” you and Lashana moan. 
 
    “Good girls.” 
 
    You feel the inhuman thickness of Invidia press deep inside you without another word. Your eyes fly open. A wail of pure pleasure escapes you as the demon lord’s cock stuffs your hot, clutching insides. It shifts within you, swelling, shrinking, twisting, massaging. Every moment a new shape. A new experience. A new shock to the senses. 
 
    You can see your every expression in Lashana’s face. The two of you fucked. Used. Taken by the sinful master of Envy. Like watching a mirror of your own pleasure. Your head feels light, like you’re floating, watching it all from a distance as the glow of the curse mark washes across the gleaming onyx floor, glowing up against your face. Pulsing like a warning sign. 
 
    But you can’t stop. You need it. Need this cock. Your mind is lost in the sensation of Invidia’s cock in you. Pounding you. Claiming you. Its shape twisting with every thrust, becoming a new form, a new way to breed you. The corkscrew of an orc. The ribbed form of a succubus. The wedge of a dog. The flare of a bull. You can’t pick a favorite! You pant, thrusting back against the demon lord, the slap of his hips off your ass echoing across the room. Everyone watching you be taken. Be bred. Your shameful, eager rutting. 
 
    “Tell them what you want,” Invidia purrs. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “Tell them,” the demon lord whispers, tentacles wrapping around your breasts, squeezing them tightly. 
 
    Something breaks in you. Snaps. Gives in to the pleasure bubbling up from your core and through you. “I want cooooooock!” you scream. 
 
    “Good slut.” 
 
    That admission seems to free you. You no longer even try to resist the pleasure. It sweeps you away as your breasts are mauled by the hungry tentacles. As you frantically rut against the demon lord’s body. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Yesssss!” you moan. “Yes! Fuck! Give me… give me your cock. Give me your cum! Need it! Need your seed! Need to breed! Breed me! Breed my royal pussy! Oh fuck… Fuck! Yesss! Yesssss!” 
 
    “Taste it,” Invidia hisses. “Taste your damnation!” 
 
    You shudder as you feel his cock hilt in you. Swell. Bulging. When his hot cum pumps into you in a sudden, climactic swell, you feel the curse mark flash, branding itself into you, marking you as the slave of the demon lord of envy. 
 
    Love. Adoration. Worship. They fill you in a burst. Sweeping aside all your old pride and convictions, turning you into nothing more than this monster’s obedient cock sleeve. You wail, your cry of despair turning to one of purest submission, your body shuddering with relief and pleasure as your true purpose makes itself known. 
 
    You don’t even care that Lashana came a moment after you, her own cry of orgasmic bliss echoing around the hall. Not when Invidia’s tentacles lift you, pull you against their body, stroking your shivering, whimpering, panting form. 
 
    “Good slave,” the demon lord hisses. “I’ll enjoy you.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you pant, gazing adoringly into the masked face of your new master. “Yes…” 
 
      
 
    Slave of Envy 
 
    

  

 
   
    Test of Magic 
 
      
 
    You glance over at Boriga, and in the gloomy light of the green lanterns, his eyes gleam slyly, and so does the amulet hanging about his neck. You grin. 
 
    “Only the true Overlord will be able to wield her magic,” you say. “I choose the Test of Magic!” 
 
    “Indeed?” Invidia hisses, burning eyes flicking between you, Boriga, and Lashana. “We shall see…” 
 
    The lord of envy glides back, leaving the center of the stage clear. The mirror of the floor gleams as Lashana steps forward, her smirk telling. So, seems like she has a trick up her sleeve. Well, she’s not the only one. 
 
    “Boriga?” you say. “Might I have a favour for this match?” 
 
    “Of course, my Overlord,” the toad demon croaks, lifting the amulet from around his fat neck. “Here. A prize for your triumph.” 
 
    “Much appreciated,” you say, taking the heavy golden medallion. You wrap it around your own neck, feeling the heaviness of the metal on your breasts, the chain so long it hangs low. But there’s another heaviness in this item. You can feel it. A null of magic itself. 
 
    This is going to be fun. 
 
    You step forward onto the stage, facing off with your copy. The masked crowd looks up in eager anticipation as you and Lashana stare each other down, the tension crackling in the room. 
 
    Lashana moves suddenly, stretching out her arm. Dark triumph burns in her face – your face – as the biting cold of hell’s black depths gathers along her arm, surging forward. 
 
    And sputtering. 
 
    Lashana’s smile falls. She looks at her hand, snapping her fingers as if to light a spark. 
 
    You laugh, feeling Boriga’s amulet grow heavy with the magic it absorbed from Lashana’s attempted spell. “Oh, did your magic not work? Here, let me show you how it’s done!” 
 
    Power surges through you in a freezing swell. Your dress flutters as you raise your hands. Lashana squeals as frost crackles from her feet, rising, sealing her from the waist down in a pillar of black ice. But this bitch put you through too much to get off lightly. Higher your hands rise, and higher comes the cold until it has sealed Lashana up to the chest. 
 
    You let your hand drop, smirking at the terrified woman. “I think that proves who is the Overlord,” you say. 
 
    A roar of excitement rises from the crowd. Invidia’s eyes glide over them, and the demon lord moves forward again. “Indeed. Forgive me, my Overlord, for having doubted you. And for the… difficulties you faced in my palace.” 
 
    That’s one way to put it. You glare at the lord of sin, but you feel magnanimous after your triumph over Lashana. “I would certainly be willing to forgive one who follows me,” you say. 
 
    Invidia’s eyes flash and they bow low. “Of course, my Overlord. After all, I live to serve.” 
 
    A dubious claim, but you’ll take it regardless. “Then swear it,” you command. 
 
    Invidia nods, reaching forward a hooked finger. You force yourself not to flinch away as you tug up your shirt, revealing the curse mark that throbs with the nearness of the sin lord. When Invidia speaks, it’s as if the entire room does so, voices hissing from the mask as they say, “Envy shall serve the Overlord, so long as you reign.” 
 
    Well, isn’t that a loaded statement. Still, as you feel the familiar shock of power race through you, your gasp impossible to stifle as the fourth symbol of your curse mark changes, you nod. “Accepted,” you say. “Rise, Invidia. And follow me to glory!” 
 
    A great cheer echoes through the halls, ringing in the dark as the guests celebrate your ascension. You bask in it, looking out over the nobility of Envy. 
 
    Then, a sound begins to build. Slow at first, then louder. Applause. A heavy handed, booming clap that soon smothers every cheer and celebrant. All eyes turn, and even you can’t help but look at the figure at the far end of the hall. 
 
    Ira stands, the massive bull demon grinning broadly, his burning eyes fixed on you. You shiver, a shock of pure desire racing through you from the curse mark. 
 
    “A fine show!” Ira bellows. “A fine one! I’m impressed, girl. I didn’t think you had it in you. You might actually be worthwhile to serve as I did your father.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say. 
 
    “And if you’re not, I’ll just conquer your realm and fuck you into another one of my breeding queens!” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    “How kind of you,” you say drily. “But you will serve me, Ira.” 
 
    Ira laughs again, the thunderous sound echoing in the halls. “We’ll see! I’ll await you at my arena, girl! And come soon, or I will be the one to come to you!” 
 
    Well, that sucked a lot of the triumph from the room. You watch as Ira turns, his cloak of flame crackling as he pushes through the crowd, a short-lived squeak and crunch informing you someone hadn’t gotten out of his way fast enough. The booming of his footsteps soon fades, leaving you alone atop the stage. 
 
    “Mistress? Congratulations.” 
 
    You turn, mood buoyed to find Loria at your side once more. “Thank you, Loria. I’m glad too.” 
 
    “Me too! I’m happy!” Givril says, fluttering over to you. 
 
    “Whatever,” you say. 
 
    “But Mistress?” Loria says, glancing aside. “What do we do with her?” 
 
    You look back to Lashana, who has turned a somewhat unhealthy shade of blue in the ice. “Oh, right,” you say, snapping your fingers. The ice around your copy shatters and she collapses, panting onto the floor. You stride up to the bitch who tried to replace you, relishing the way she flinches from your presence. “You caused me a lot of trouble, you bitch,” you growl. 
 
    Lashana raises her head, trembling as she gazes up at you in frank terror. “P-please,” she whimpers. “M-mercy?” 
 
    Well, you could do that. On the other hand, you are also the future Overlord of hell. You’ve certainly got options for making her suffer. 
 
      
 
    Give Her to Boriga 
 
    Kill Her 
 
    Condemn Her to the Breeding Pits 
 
    Banish Her 
 
    

  

 
   
    Kill Her 
 
      
 
      “Alright,” you say to the shaking Lashana. “I’ll show you mercy. A quick death!” 
 
    “No!” Lashana screams, but it’s too late. You point to her, and from your feet a dozen spears of ice shriek into being. They lance into your copycat, impaling her with extreme prejudice. Lashana gasps, shuddering as she dies, her blood steaming on the ice. 
 
    You flick your wrist, turning from the corpse contemptuously. “Send her head to the Citadel,” you command Invidia. “I want to mount it on the gate. I have the loveliest spike I’ve been saving for just such an occasion.” 
 
    “It will be done, my lady,” Invidia whispers. 
 
    “Of course it will,” you say, eyes burning. “Because I am the Overlord.” 
 
    And only two more lords of hell need to say so. 
 
      
 
    Wrath 
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    Test of Might 
 
      
 
    Lashana doesn’t look like much of a fighter. Admittedly, you’re not much for hand to hand either, but unlike her, you’ve got the Staff of Domination. 
 
    “The Test of Might!” you say. 
 
    “Very good,” Invidia whispers, spreading their arms. “Then let it be decided.” 
 
    A subtle pressure radiates from the lord of Envy, pushing back the crowd and all on the stage. The onyx floor beneath your feet shimmers, a circle of light carving itself into the surface, glowing warmly. “Until death or surrender, neither of you will be able to leave,” Invidia whispers. “Do choose wisely.” 
 
    You step over the glow, feeling the power seal behind you. Across from you Lashana does so as well, facing off against you. Her smirk makes your fists tighten at your sides. You can’t wait to wipe it off that bitch’s face. 
 
    You flick your wrist, conjuring the Staff of Domination, your weapon filling your arm with power. You grasp it, the skull which tops it burning with malice. You rush towards Lashana, swinging your weapon down at her with all your might. 
 
    Lashana twists from your swing, letting it fly past her, smash into the shining floor with a crash. The onyx fractures under the force of the blow. That’ll be expensive. 
 
    You turn to follow Lashana, only to see her arm moving, and that her name is also quite descriptive. Magic like a whip of green fire crackles from her hand, wrapping around your leg like a serpent. She pulls and you’re yanked off your feet, hitting the floor hard, pain shooting up your arm as you reflexively catch yourself. Your head spins, your chest aching from the impact. Almost at once Lashana has planted herself atop you, straddling your back as she grabs your arms, yanking them back and tying her whip around your wrists. 
 
    “Submit!” she says. 
 
    The word and your lovely opponent are having an effect. You can feel your curse mark respond to the powerlessness of your position, not to mention the way Lashana’s soft ass presses down on you. You try and struggle, but your foe merely grabs your kicking feet, pulling them back, hogtying you with almost contemptible ease. 
 
    “Submit,” she says, this time her voice a mocking purr. 
 
    “G-go fuck yourself!” you pant, wriggling. Helpless. Bound by this bitch who stole your identity and crown. 
 
    “Hmph! As if I need to. I have a stupid slut who dared challenge me to do that,” she says. 
 
    “I’ll burn first!” 
 
    “Is that so?” 
 
    You squeal in indignant surprise as she flips up your skirt and down your panties, revealing your peachy bottom and delicate pussy to the crowd. “Is this not the pussy of a born slut?” Lashana asks, running her finger teasingly along your tight cunny, a sensation that pulses through you with insidious arousal. “Look at how wet she already is! How easily she gets aroused by my touch. This isn’t the mark of royalty. It’s the mark of a pure slut.” 
 
    “H-how dare you!” you squeal. “I-“ 
 
    The stinging blow of Lashana’s palm on your ass cuts you off with a startled yelp. “Look at how easily she’s cowed!” Lashana says. “She likes to feel a hand on her ass, even as I stroke her. Spank her. Who would dream of royalty behaving like a common breeding slut of the deeper pits?” 
 
    You squirm, feeling the stares of the crowd, their muffled laughter. Seeing their smirks as they stare at your bared pussy. This cannot be happening! You didn’t come all this way just for some… some… tart to do this to you! 
 
    “I-I am the Overlord!” you bark. “How dare you do this!” 
 
    “How dare I? You’re the one getting wet while tied up like a hog for Ghula’s table. Look at how your pussy sucks at my fingers. Just begging for a cock in you!” 
 
    “N-no! You’re wrong!” you squeak, a denial that’s rather lacking as everyone can see how unbelievably turned on you are. How your pussy is positively drooling with arousal, dripping onto the floor as Lashana openly fingers you like you’re some tavern trollop. 
 
    “Am I? Well, in that case, I refuse to let you cum until you admit that you’re a slut, and I am your mistress.” 
 
    “Y-you bitch! As if I would e-ever… ever… mnnnn!” 
 
    You wish your words had more weight, but you can barely form them. Your curse mark is only amplifying how aroused you are. How good it feels to have your bare ass and pussy revealed to the watching crowd. How wonderful it is to feel the weight of Lashana on you as she fingerfucks you, parting your pussy lips so the crowd can see your most hidden places. 
 
    The shame of it burns. Your head spins like you’re drunk on your own humiliation and arousal. This can’t be you! You can’t be loving this! 
 
    “Say it,” Lashana purrs. “Tell the crowd how much you love this.” 
 
    “N-never! I w-won’t… I d-don’t l-love… l-love… f-fuck! Oh fuck!” 
 
    You whine, straining the emerald whip that binds you as Lashana’s finger strums your clit. “Say it,” Lashana teases. “Say it, slut. Say it and cum for all these lovely people who had to put up with your little performance. Let them see what a slut you are. A whore. A bitch needing to be trained by the true Overlord!” 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “Yes?” Lashana purrs, grinding her soft bottom onto you. “What?” 
 
    It feels like you’re going to explode! Your head pounds with the pressure of your pleasure. Your body quivers and aches. Your eyes roll as your body bucks and burns and trembles with the effort of resisting her touch. Resisting this pleasure. 
 
    You… you have to… 
 
    Have to… 
 
    “P-pleeeeease!” you moan. “Please! Let me cum! Oh fuck… oh pit! Let me cum! Please!” 
 
    “Are you my slut?” Lashana asks. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you cry, feeling your will break, your will shrivel in the face of the promised peak of orgasm. “I’m your slut! Your bitch! Your whore! Just please! Please! Need to cum… h-have to c-cuuuuum!” 
 
    “Good girl,” Lashana says as she strums your clit. Fingering you faster. Faster. Faster until your orgasm surges through you. Consumes you. Damns you. As you cum, moaning, spurting before the laughing crowd, your mind blanking in blissful pleasure. 
 
    Never even noticing the collar Invidia claps around your neck. 
 
    The runes that burn. 
 
    And that your mind never quite returns. 
 
    “Your Overlord!” Invidia crows, gesturing at Lashana. 
 
    Your copy stands, beaming over the applauding crowd, soaking in their praise. And no wonder! Who is more wonderful than your mistress? Why, as soon as her whip fades away, you’re clinging to her leg, looking up at her adoringly. 
 
    “Mistress,” you moan, the marks on your collar burning bright. “Mistress…” 
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    Banish Her 
 
      
 
    “You caused a lot of trouble for me,” you growl. “And you deserve a fate worse than death.” 
 
    She shudders, flinching in anticipation. 
 
    “But, I can be merciful too,” you muse. 
 
    “You can?” Givril says. 
 
    “Of course I can,” you snap with a warning glare at the imp. “Who says I can’t?”  
 
    “Er, nobody! Certainly not me. Nope. Never even crossed my mind! Nuh uh,” he babbles. 
 
    “Damn right!” you growl, looking back at Lashana. “Anyway, here is my decree! I banish you from my presence. Forever!” 
 
    Elation glows on Lashana’s face, but then the reality sinks in. After all, you just banished her, and she’ll certainly no longer be welcome in Invidia’s court. In fact, given that she still sports your face, you’re basically sending her out, on her own, with the rumors of you becoming the breeding slave of anyone who impregnates you swirling all over hell. Billions of demons and beings even worse than them will be waiting to pounce on her. She has no friends. No allies. Nothing. 
 
    And hell is not kind to those with nothing. 
 
    “M-my lady…” 
 
    “Throw her out onto the fields of hell!” you proclaim. 
 
    Invidia snaps their fingers and guards jerk into motion. Hard, steel hands grab Lashana, the young demoness shivering in fear as they drag her through the crowd and towards the doors. And, you can’t help but notice, one or two of the guests circumspectly shadow the guards all the way out the doors. 
 
    “Her freedom will be short lived,” Loria observes. 
 
    “As it should be, for any who defy the Overlord,” you say. And it’s true. You’re almost the Overlord. Only two lords of sin remain. 
 
    You’re almost there. 
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    Give Her to Boriga 
 
      
 
    You consider Lashana carefully, then smile. Judging by her sudden paling, it’s not a nice smile. 
 
    “Boriga?” you call to the bloated frog demon as you leisurely take off his necklace and hand it to him. “You’ve served me well.” 
 
    “My pleasure, of course,” the fat demon croaks as he dons the necklace on his many chins. 
 
    “And a reward is surely owed for such loyal service.” 
 
    “My Overlord is too kind,” he says. 
 
    “Absolutely right. Tell me, how are you doing for slave girls?” you ask, eyes sliding back to Lashana. 
 
    Boriga hums, his webbed fingers tapping his taut belly like a drum. “Mmmm. My harem is well stocked, my lady. But, I would certainly never say no to another. Especially one resembling you so closely…” 
 
    “I imagine you’d do all sorts of things to such a slave,” you say. 
 
    “Some have crossed my mind,” Boriga chortles. 
 
    “Then train her well,” you say, nodding at Lashana. “Break her into your obedient breeding bitch. A suitable fate for her.” 
 
    “My lady is too kind,” Boriga croaks, his thick tongue moving hungrily over his mouth. 
 
    Lashana swallows hard, but she’s a demon of hell. She knows only too well the sorts of fates that might await her. Being Boriga’s breeding slut is a far better end than she should have expected. “Th-thank you, my Overlord,” Lashana stammers. 
 
    “You can thank your new master by getting on all fours and showing him that pussy,” you inform her. 
 
    “As she says,” Boriga croaks, adjusting his gut even as his abdominal slit slides open, wedged cock slowly pushing into the open air. 
 
    Lashana gapes at the inhuman prick of the toad demon. 
 
    “Well?” Boriga grunts. 
 
    “Y-yes, master,” Lashana gasps, hastily arranging herself, still on her hands and knees before the bloated demon. Her shapely rump is raised up, skirts sliding up, offering the gash of her pussy to the fat monster as he waddles towards her, webbed hands reaching out, caressing Lashana’s bottom. 
 
    “Hmmm. An excellent specimen. Though, not so fine as yours, my lady,” he adds deferentially. 
 
    You scoff. “Of course not. She’s just a knockoff. A poor copy only good for taking monster cocks instead of me.” 
 
    “So true. Yet, even the reflection of the moon on a lake is lovely. And she shall be lovelier still with a womb filled with my young. Won’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Lashana whimpers. 
 
    “Good slave,” Boriga croons as he leans forward, his gut rolling against her ass as he stuffs her with his inhuman shaft. 
 
    It’s educating to see Lashana’s eyes open wide, her mouth part in an O of pleasure as the fat demon stuffs her full of his cool cock. So that’s what you’d look like while being bred. No wonder everyone wants to fuck you. 
 
    Boriga groans in pleasure, beginning to lazily thrust, the slap of his gut against Lashana’s back and ass audible, the slut soon moaning as her pussy clamps down on the monster’s smooth prick. 
 
    “Ah. Ah. Ah! Y-yessss!” Lashana moans. “M-mooooore! Fuck me. Fuck me haaaard!” 
 
    “Hah… of course… my dear slave… But first ah… tell our Overlord how much you… mmm… appreciate her mercy.” 
 
    Lashana lifts her head, her eyes dim and foggy with pleasure. “M-my l-lady,” she gasps, breath hitching with every pump of Boriga’s cock within her. “Th-thank youuuuuu!” 
 
    She shudders, cumming, and you chuckle. “You’re welcome, slave,” you inform her. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Lashana moans, abandoning any pretense of speech as she’s fucked into the floor by Boriga’s mass, the frog demon croaking as he pounds into her clutching pussy. 
 
    “A suitable fate, mistress,” Loria says from beside you. 
 
    “Thank you, Loria. I thought it appropriate.” 
 
    “You will make a fine Overlord,” she says. 
 
    Yes, you will. And with Invidia’s mark, you only have two more to go before you can finally claim your empire. 
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    Condemn Her to the Breeding Pits 
 
      
 
    “Death is too good for you,” you inform Lashana. Never a good thing to hear in hell, and your copy’s widening eyes shows she knows it. You jab a finger at her. “You wanted to see what it was like to be me? Then you can taste what happens if I fail. Invidia?” 
 
    “My lady?” the lord of envy’s voices whisper. 
 
    “Do you still keep those breeding pits in the basement? The one filled with the ratches?” 
 
    Horror paints Lashana’s face. 
 
    “Of course,” Invidia chuckles. “One must keep up a steady stock of demons.” 
 
    “In that case, here’s another one you can stick in there. I’m sure the ratches will enjoy another womb to stuff.” 
 
    “Mistress!” Lashana wails, throwing herself at your feet. “Please! Not that! Anything but that!” 
 
    You kick off her hands. “What?” you croon mockingly. “Did you start this without thinking of what it means to fail?” 
 
    “She will learn quickly,” Invidia says, snapping a hooked claw. Guards stomp up the steps, grabbing the shaking Lashana. 
 
    “Mistress! My lady! Please! No! Noooooo!” Lashana wails as she’s dragged away. You can’t blame her pleading. The breeding pits of Envy will not be fun. You’ve heard of it often enough. Dark, lightless realms where eyeless slug creatures rut with broken females. Minds shattered by the horrors, impregnated over and over by oozing monsters to birth the creatures of Envy. 
 
    “A cruel fate, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Yes,” you muse, smirking. “I’m quite proud of it.” 
 
    Though, it’s also a reminder of what will happen should you fail to get Ira and Lustria’s loyalty as well. Maybe you’ll stop by to watch Lashana enjoy her new fate? But hot as an eternity as a breeding slave might be, you have no intention of it being your end. Your destiny is to rule hell as Overlord, and you’re nearly there. 
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    Confronting Lashana with Hypnos and Acedia 
 
      
 
    Lazy he may be, but Hypnos is still a prince of Sloth, and if there’s one thing Envy demons respect, it’s rank. The crowd makes way for him, some bowing a little as they shuffle back. Nobody, naturally, pays any attention to you, but that’s probably a good thing right now. You keep behind him, covered by his presence as you come up to the stage. At the bottom of the onyx steps stands a stuffy looking envy demon swathed in a butler’s robes and flanked by guards. He looks your way, his bone mask sweeping back, his eyes burning from within the sockets as he raises a clip board and scans it professionally. 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “Hypnos and Acedia,” Hypnos says. “Prince and Princess of Sloth, Sires of the Dreamer, Weaver of the Mists.” 
 
    The demon purses his lips. “Hmm. You are not scheduled until after lord Ira.” 
 
    “We aren’t?” Acedia gasps, gliding forward. “Oh how simply aaaawful. Are you… sure we’re not?” 
 
    The Envy demon blinks as Acedia looks dolefully into his eyes, her own swimming softly, the rings slowly turning. “Uh… I um…” 
 
    “We surely… must be,” Acedia continues, stepping nearer, pressing against his front. Her soft, large breasts mashed to his chest, her wool gently rubbing him. “Maybe you… made a mistake. Hmm? Handsome demons sometimes do… when they’re tired?” 
 
    “T-tired?” the butler says, blinking rapidly. 
 
    “So tired. Sometimes you just… see… things…” 
 
    The envy demon’s jaw slowly drops as he stares into Acedia’s eyes, her power seeping around him like cotton clouds. Even you feel a bit woolly headed from the Sloth princess’s presence, and you’re catching maybe a fraction of it. 
 
    “I um… uh…” he gasps. 
 
    Acedia’s somnolent smile makes the butler sway as he tries to remain standing. “Maybe you can… check again? Just to make… absolutely… sure…” 
 
    His hands fumble as the butler lifts his list and tries to read it, blinking dully. 
 
    “Oh… I um… maybe you… are here.” 
 
    “Right here?” Acedia chimes, putting her finger at the top of the list, playfully tracing little circles. “Right… here?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” the demon says, slurring a little. “How did… I miss…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Acedia giggles. “Sometimes, when you’re so tired you… make mistakes…” 
 
    “Y-yeah. Tired…” 
 
    “Good boy.” Acedia glances back, beaming at you and Hypnos. “Shall we?” 
 
    You walk with Hypnos up the steps and past the butler, who sways on his feet wearily. “A useful trick,” you tell the princess. 
 
    “I’d have shown you so many more if you stayed on my boat,” Acedia says. 
 
    A shiver of raw desire aches from your curse mark. Blasted thing. Still, once you’re rid of the damn mark, maybe you should take Acedia up on that. 
 
    However, such a future is dim if you can’t deal with Lashana, a prospect suddenly ahead of you as you reach the top of the stage, and the waiting lord of Envy on his tortured throne. You sidle behind the siblings as they approach Invidia, who turns burning green eyes upon the pair as they bow politely. 
 
    “My lord,” Hypnos says, his voice regally soft and deferential. “We are honoured by your invitation.” 
 
    “Ah, Somna’s young,” Invidia’s hundred voices hiss. “How delightful to see you. We so rarely get visits from the realm of slumber.” 
 
    “Well, we’ve been sooo busy of late,” Acedia giggles. “It’s so… hard to leave Sloth sometimes. But thanks to our Overlord, father has been more… accommodating. Isn’t that right?” Acedia asks Lashana. 
 
    You have to give Lashana credit, she’s a good actor. You catch barely a flicker of unease on her face before she returns the look haughtily. “Very. Waking your father was a trial,” she says. 
 
    “Quite so,” Hypnos says. “But, also, there’s another… reason for us coming here… my lord. My sister, as you know… collects lovely maidens for her pleasure boats. And this one… has caught her fancy. But the mask she wears can be quite… uncomfortable when pressed against Acedia’s… breasts. Might I ask your assistance in giving her a less… obstructive one?” 
 
    Acedia draws you out from behind her brother. For as long as you live, you’ll remember the shock that flashes across Lashana’s face as she sees you. Hot triumph burns in your breast and you smirk grimly at your copy. 
 
    You catch the briefest pause in Invidia as the demon lord looks at you, eyes flickering within the bone mask. A low hiss escapes the lord of Envy. “Hmm… I do not usually do so…” 
 
    “Invidia…” Lashana says tightly. 
 
    “Surely for us, heirs of Somna, who came… all this way, such a small thing would be okay,” Acedia asks sweetly. 
 
    Invidia’s claws twitch, the tips tapping together in contemplation. “Of course,” the lord of Envy rasps, rising, cloak stirring like dark wings. “How could I refuse…” 
 
    You force yourself not to flinch as Invidia reaches forward and grasps your mask. Despite the fact it was utterly glued to you before, Invidia removes it with ease to reveal your face. 
 
    Invidia pauses, mask still in hand. “Well well,” the sin lord hisses, looking between you and your copy. “Isn’t this interesting…” 
 
    Lashana trembles with anger, but she recovers fast. She jolts to her feet, pointing an accusing finger at you. “What is the meaning of this!” she snarls. 
 
    “Like you don’t know!” you snap back, pointing at her. “That bitch locked me in your basement, Invidia, and stole my face!” 
 
    Invidia’s talons slowly flex. They tilt their masked head, charms jingling as their eyes look out over the ballroom. Your display has gathered a great deal of attention from the idling demons. Thousands of green eyes burn in the sockets of bone masks, the crowd glued to the performance on stage. “How unusual,” the demon lord murmurs, though just loud enough to be heard. 
 
    “A damn lie!” Lashana barks. “Clearly, this is a trick by Somna to try and steal my throne!” 
 
    “You bitch!” you snap. “I’ll rip your face off and see how you like it!” 
 
    “Ladies…” Hypnos says, resting his hand on your shoulder. “Calm. Please. Passions can so… inflame things. And it’s unnecessary.” 
 
    “So very true,” Acedia coos. “After all, this is the house of Invidia. And we can… surely rely on our host’s… judgement in resoling this.” 
 
    “Yes,” Hypnos says, lidded eyes wandering to the shrouded lord of sin. “We would hate for… the dignity of our lord’s house be called into question…” 
 
    Invidia tilts their head back to regard the pair, green eyes burning bright. They have the demon lord, you realize. For if there’s one thing an Envy demon likes, it’s theatre. “Too true,” Invidia’s voices rasp. “However shall we discover which one lies, though? Ah,” the demon says, green eyes flaring, which immediately puts you on guard. “Perhaps there is a way…” 
 
    “What do you suggest?” Hypnos says. 
 
    “Such… errantries of identity are not unknown to us,” Invidia says, glowing eyes travelling to you. “We have tests to reveal the truth of the matter. Three, in fact. I shall allow this one to choose among them. After all, she is the challenger.” 
 
    You’re pretty sure that’s not how it usually goes, but you’re also not going to refuse an advantage like that. “Fine!” you say, tossing your hair back with a flick of your head. “Bring your tests!” 
 
    “So glad you agree,” Invidia’s chorus whispers. “Then, I propose one of three, which of course, only the true Overlord could overcome. A test of Might, a test of Magic, or a test of Pleasure. Please,” the lord of Envy says. “Choose among them.” 
 
    Well great. You’re pretty sure you know what those ‘tests’ will entail, but you’re stuck with them now. You eye your copy thoughtfully. 
 
    “Oooh, fighting?” Acedia says. “How uncouth. But thrilling too. Though,” she giggles, puffing her wool, giving you a sly look. “We demons of sloth rarely fight physically. Far too much… effort…” 
 
    You eye her. Perhaps odds can be favoured… 
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    Test of Might 
 
      
 
    “I choose the Test of Might!” you say. 
 
    “An interesting choice,” Invidia rasps. “Let us see how it works for you…” 
 
    A subtle pressure radiates from the lord of Envy, pushing back the crowd and all on the stage. The onyx floor beneath your feet shimmers, a circle of light craving itself into the surface, glowing warmly. “Until death or surrender, neither of you will be able to leave,” Invidia whispers. “Do choose wisely.” 
 
    “I hope you do well,” Acedia sighs, suddenly falling against a startled Lashana, her softness like a lead weight trying to pull the other woman down. “You’ll win… won’t you?” 
 
    Lashana stares blankly at Acedia. “What? I um… O-of course! I am the future Overlord, after all.” 
 
    “So very true,” Acedia giggles. “Then, a kiss. For good luck.” 
 
    She leans up and kisses your stunned copy. Anger flares in your breast, but you hear Hypnos chuckle from behind you. “Good luck.” 
 
    You step automatically into the ring, passing through the light with a shiver of sensation. You shake your head, coming back to yourself as you look towards Lashana, who has followed suite, blinking. And is it just you, or does she look a little… 
 
    Tired. 
 
    Ah. You glance back to Acedia, whose lidded eyes sparkle with mischief. With a grin you raise your hand, conjuring into your grasp the Staff of Domination. The heavy weapon feels good to hold again as you face off against Lashana, who looks more than a little unsteady on her feet. So why not relieve her of that first? 
 
    You swing the stuff, and Lashana’s clumsy dodge does nothing to stop you from sweeping her legs out from under her. She hits the ground with an off, groaning. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” you ask, stepping nearer, pressing your foot into the small of her back. “I’d think you’d feel at home being where you belong. Under my heel!” 
 
    “B-bitch,” Lashana groans, tilting her head to shoot a hateful if groggy glare at you. 
 
    “No, a bitch would crack your head open like a fucking egg after what you did to me,” you say, lowering your staff, pressing the blunt tip against her cheek. You relish the way her eye turns from hate to fear as she feels the power radiating from the staff, pressing her into the cool, black mirror of the floor, your grin turning wicked with wrath. “Am I a bitch?” 
 
    “N-no,” Lashana gasps. 
 
    “What am I?” you ask, the curse mark turning this thrill of power into a decidedly sexual ache of dominant delight. 
 
    “Y-you’re the Overlord,” Lashana whimpers. 
 
    “What was that? I don’t think the people at the back heard. What am I?” 
 
    “The true Overlord!” Lashana cries as you push the staff down harder, her head feeling so pitiably fragile under the enchanted weapon. 
 
    You smirk. “That’s what I thought.” 
 
    A roar of excitement rises from the crowd. Invidia’s eyes glide over them, and the demon lord moves forward again. “It would seem we have our winner,” the master of the palace observes, the ring of light fading the moment their cloak whispers over it. 
 
    “Of course,” you say, stepping off the beaten Lashana and turning to the masked figure. “Was there ever any doubt?” 
 
    “Indeed. Forgive me, my Overlord, for having doubted you. And for the… difficulties you faced in my palace.” 
 
    That’s one way to put it. You glare at the lord of sin, but you feel magnanimous after your triumph over Lashana. “I would certainly be willing to forgive one who follows me,” you say. 
 
    Invidia’s eyes flash and they bow low. “Of course, my Overlord. After all, I live to serve.” 
 
    A dubious claim, but you’ll take it regardless. “Then swear it,” you command. 
 
    Invidia nods, reaching forward a hooked finger. You force yourself not to flinch away as you tug up your shirt, revealing the curse mark that throbs with a crimson glow at the nearness of the sin lord. “Envy shall serve the Overlord, so long as you reign.” 
 
    Well, isn’t that a loaded statement. Still, as you feel the familiar shock of power race through you, your gasp impossible to stifle as the fourth symbol of your curse mark changes, you exhale with relief. “Accepted,” you say. “Rise, Invidia. And follow me to glory!” 
 
    A great cheer echoes through the halls, ringing in the dark halls as the guests celebrate your ascension. You bask in it, looking out over the nobility of hell. 
 
    Then, a sound begins to build. Slow at first, then louder. Applause. A heavy handed, booming clap that soon smothers every cheer and celebrant. Every eye turns, and even you can’t help but look at the figure at the far end of the hall. 
 
    Ira stands, the massive bull demon grinning broadly, his burning eyes fixed on you. A look that sends your curse mark throbbing with eagerness. 
 
    “A fine show!” Ira bellows. “A fine one! I’m impressed, girl. I didn’t think you had it in you. You might actually be worthwhile to serve as I did your father.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say. 
 
    “And if you’re not, I’ll just conquer your realm and fuck you into another one of my breeding queens!” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    “How kind of you,” you say drily. “But you will serve me, Ira.” 
 
    Ira laughs again, the thunderous sound echoing in the black ballroom. “We’ll see! I’ll await you at my arena, girl! And come soon, or I will be the one to come to you!” 
 
    Well, that sucked a lot of the triumph from the room. You watch as Ira turns, his cloak of flame crackling as he pushes through the crowd, a short-lived squeak and crunch informing you someone hadn’t gotten out of his way in time. The booming of his footsteps soon fades, leaving you alone atop the stage. 
 
    “Mistress? Congratulations.” 
 
    You turn, smiling to find Loria at your side once more. “Thank you, Loria. I’m glad too.” 
 
    “Me too! I’m happy!” Givril says, fluttering over to you. 
 
    “Whatever,” you say. 
 
    “But Mistress?” Loria says, glancing aside. “What do we do with her?” 
 
    You look back to Lashana, who has managed to prop herself up onto her hands and knees, looking like she’s shaken off the worst of Acedia’s curse. “Ah yes,” you say, approaching the kneeling woman. “That.” 
 
    Lashana raises her head, her eyes wide and terrified as she looks up at you. “P-please,” she whimpers. “M-mercy?” 
 
    Well, you could do that. On the other hand, you are also the future Overlord of hell. You’ve certainly got options for making her suffer. 
 
      
 
    Give Her to Acedia 
 
    Kill Her 
 
    Condemn Her to the Breeding Pits 
 
    Banish Her 
 
    

  

 
   
    Give Her to Acedia 
 
      
 
    “Acedia?” you say. 
 
    “Hmmm?” the sultry sloth demon hums. 
 
    “You think I’m beautiful, don’t you?” 
 
    Acedia blinks her ringed eyes slowly. “Of course,” she says. 
 
    “You admire my regal bearing. My stunning face. My body, the envy of any mortal goddess.” 
 
    “Naturally, my lady,” Acedia giggles. 
 
    “Good. You and your brother have served me well today. Very well! And I think you deserve a reward for your help. So, I give you this,” you say, gesturing contemptuously at the kneeling Lashana. “An inferior copy, but I think you might enjoy having a ‘me’ around to play with.” 
 
    Acedia’s eyes glow at that, her lazy smile widening. “Mmm. My Overlord! You do know… how to treat a lady…” 
 
    “Enjoy your new slave.” 
 
    Acedia giggles, swaying towards the kneeling Lashana. The plump sheep demon squats before your copy, beaming down at Lashana’s wary face. “Hello there, pretty thing,” she giggles at Lashana’s stunned expression. “Would you like another kiss?” 
 
    “I… um…” 
 
    “Of course you do,” Acedia coos, cupping Lashana’s cheeks, tilting up her head. “Pretty girls love kisses from their new mistress,” she says, and presses an adoring kiss to the Envy demon’s lips. 
 
    Lashana shudders, her eyes rolling back as lethargic ecstasy oozes through her. You can actually see her muscle untense, her eyes lidding in bliss, her body quivering with a need to surrender to the soft lips of the sloth demon. 
 
    The kiss goes on, and when Acedia finally lifts her lips from Lashana’s, the Envy demon looks dazed and dim, her lips bruised and plumped. “Mmm… Did you like that?” Acedia asks the stunned demoness. 
 
    “Y-yessss,” Lashana moans. 
 
    “Do you want… more?” Acedia coos, stroking her hair, teasing fingers through long black locks as she gently lifts Lashana’s head, resting the other demon against her big, soft, pillowy breasts. “Do you want to be… relaxed? At ease? Do you want… to just… give in?” 
 
    Lashana stares up into Acedia’s ringed eyes, her own glassy, lost, drunk on pleasure and slothful indulgence. Her nostrils flare, inhaling the sweet scent of Acedia’s wool. The calm. The ease of submitting to the other woman. “Y-yesssss,” she gasps. 
 
    “Mmm… And you’ll sail on my pretty boat, right? Be my obedient… mindless… happy handmaiden? My sleepy demon bimbo? Pleasured for all time? Obedient forever… and ever… and ever…” 
 
    You can actually see Lashana’s will melt under Acedia’s touch. How your once arrogant copycat quivers in growing anticipation, her eyes lidding further, her lips parting, panting in soft, breathless gasps as Acedia’s hands wander over her, teasing away gown and lace. Bra and panties. 
 
    “Yes,” Lashana moans as the last of her clothes drift from her, her stunning curves unveiled for all to see as she melts into eager submission. “Yes… oh pit yes…” 
 
    “What a good girl you are,” Acedia giggles, petting her. “A good, obedient, soft, sleepy slut. You’ll be so very… happy as mine. So at ease. Like a dream come true…” 
 
    “Dreeaaaaammm…” Lashana moans as she snuggles against Acedia’s tits. 
 
    “You want to dream, don’t you?” Acedia coos. 
 
    “Yesssss…” 
 
    “Good girl. Then just… give in…” 
 
    Lashana takes a deep breath, lets it out, and melts against Acedia’s curves, burying her face between the busty sloth demon’s tits, moaning softly as Acedia grasps her rear, squeezes those soft globes, pulling the surrendering slut deeper into submission. 
 
    It’s a sight to see, and a fate you’d almost shared not so long ago. Your curse mark aches with the memory, a yearning to join the surrendering Lashana between the comforting tits of the sloth demon. To never have to worry. To work. To fear. To forever be bound in a cocoon of indulgence. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “I wasn’t staring!” you yelp, whirling around. 
 
    Loria stands at your side, peering at you from over her glasses. “Of course not, mistress,” your maid says, nudging her glasses back up her nose. “I would never assume such. I merely wanted to congratulate you on your success.” 
 
    “Oh!” you say, trying to ignore the soft moaning as Acedia lies down with Lashana, the pair slowly moving against one another in luxurious pleasure. “I mean, of course! As if some copycat could really get in my way.” 
 
    “Too true, mistress. This bodes well for the next few trials awaiting. And fortunate too, for it seems Ira is eager to see you.” 
 
    That’s right. You’ve gotten the oaths of four of the lords of sin. Only two remain, and you’ll be free of your father’s curse. 
 
    And all of the nether realms shall be under your fist. 
 
    Soon now. Very soon… 
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    Slave of Lashana 
 
      
 
    From the feet of power you watch how good it is to rule in hell. 
 
    It’s a lovely view, to be sure. Lashana hums from atop your old throne, her chin in her palm, her frown considering the banner hanging over the portal to the mortal realm. “Mmm… I don’t know. There doesn’t seem to be enough grandeur, you know? Perhaps more gold lace.” 
 
    “Oh yes, my Overlord,” Givril says at her side, nodding with ingratiating eagerness. “I quite agree! More gold to show your grandeur!” 
 
    “Hmm. Yes. I do deserve more gold…” Lashana muses. 
 
    “And jewels! Why not have them stitch some in. Really show ‘em all your greatness! How you shine whenever they look at it!” 
 
    “Hmm. Jewels might be a bit too garish.” Lashana looks down at you. “What do you think?” 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan as the imp fucking your pussy slams his cock deliciously deep. In a puddle of seed you kneel, peachy bottom raised to accept the thrusting of the imp as he eagerly ruts you, the chain that connects you to Lashana’s throne jangling from your collar with every beat of the imp’s hips. Your eyes dim with slavish adoration, mouth hanging open, you moan again in pathetic pleasure. 
 
    “Good… l-look good. Everything good. Mistress good… good…. Oooooh!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a gasp as you cum, the sudden tightening of your pussy around the imp’s cock sending the little demon over the edge, his eager groan heralding another deluge of oily seed into your well fucked pussy. 
 
    Lashana scoffs, rolls her eyes. “Honestly, why do I even bother asking you?” 
 
    “Because it’s fun to see her try and think?” Givril suggests. 
 
    “True,” Lashana muses. “But not right now. Givril? Give her mouth something else to occupy it.” 
 
    The imp brightens. “Yes, my Overlord!” 
 
    Eagerly the imp scampers to your front. You look dazedly at the wretched little demon until he lifts his randy red cock, the golden ring still wrapped tightly around the base. Not that it matters these days. You couldn’t deny him another load of cum if you wanted to! Eagerly you lean forward, helped by another thrust from the imp behind you, your soft lips wrapping around Givril’s shaft as you begin to suck. 
 
    “Ooooh, that’s the stuuuff,” the imp moans, gripping your hair as he begins furiously humping your face. “Fuuuuuuck yessssss!” 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, eyes lidded as your tongue wraps around the imp’s prick adoring it with every stroke of your soft lips. That you once held this wretched little creature in contempt has long been forgotten, along with everything else about yourself. The constant rutting with nearly every demon Lashana can think of has degraded your mind to nothing, your stomach swollen with demon spawn, your breasts heavy, leaking a steady stream of your royal cream onto the floor. Not that Lashana minds. She delights in watching you be subjected to countless humiliations while she rules from your throne, a demon queen beyond compare! 
 
    And you’re so very happy with your place at her feet. Just knowing her eyes pass over you fills you with joy. That she delights in seeing you take the cocks of the basest demons in hell sends you into orgasmic ecstasy. You are her slave, her obedient slut. 
 
    Lashana tilts her head, admiring the sight as Givril increases the pace of his rutting, moaning, head thrown back. “Oooh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Yes! Yessss! Fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    The imp groans as he unleashes his load, pumping his hot cum down your eager throat. With a whimper of delight you drink down every drop, shuddering as the imp behind you stuffs you with another load as well. 
 
    “It’s so good to be the Overlord,” Lashana muses. She glances down to Givril. “Get your cock out of her mouth. It’s time for my daily foot massage.” 
 
    Delight aches through you at those words. Getting spitroasted by imps is fun, but kissing your mistress’s feet? You live for that! 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Givril says, unsheathing his cock from your lips. He has to skip back to avoid being bowled over as you eagerly crawl up Lashana’s throne, adoringly taking her outstretched foot in your hands. 
 
    “Mmm,” Lashana sighs as you begin your eager work on her toes, lifting her foot like it were the most sacred relic you have ever known. “Good slut. Now,” she adds to Givril. “Tell me about these heroes who entered the palace.” 
 
    “Er, yeah. About them. So… their leader…” 
 
    The pair converse, their discussion growing deeper. More worried. But you pay no attention. Affairs of state are much too complicated for your pathetic mind. And as you submissively suck on Lashana’s toes, your hands adoring the arches of her delicate feet, you shudder in slavish delight. You’ve finally found your place, and it’s under the heel of a real Overlord. 
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    Lust Demoness 
 
      
 
    Prospects are tight right now, but if there’s one race in all hell that can go anywhere they please, it’s a succubus of Lust. 
 
    Besides, given that you’ll be heading to their realm soon, it might not be a bad idea to get a word in with a clearly high-ranking demoness of that coven. You make a beeline for the elegant Lust succubus. As you draw nearer, you catch a whiff of sweetest perfume. No surprise. Demons of Envy may be the most potent sorcerers in hell, but demons of Lust can trump even them in certain fields. Realms of seduction. Passion. Perfumes of pure, undiluted desire. Garments of sinful pleasures, and slaves of utter, euphoric submission. Anyone can break a soul with a whip. It takes a special kind to make them beg for another lash. 
 
    And by the looks of her, this is one such succubus. Her silk gown teases the sultry curves of her figure. Horns curve from dark hair, her red skin lush and her smile teasing to the slaves who throng around her in delicate red silks, panting as they inhale her perfume and presence, wafted to them with lazy beats of her dark wings. Not even the fact one of her hands is a monstrous claw can detract from her beauty. She reclines on a couch in the corner, some screens placed about her to afford a measure of privacy, but not much. It’s easy to slip through, and you wonder if she put them up just to entice more curiosity about herself. 
 
    You sidle through the screens, approaching the idling demoness. “Drink?” you ask. 
 
    The succubus glances your way, and her smile hits you like an arrow in the heart. “Please,” she says, delicately lifting a glass from your tray with her human fingers. “I haven’t seen you about before…” 
 
    “I-I’m new,” you say. 
 
    “Is that so? My apologies, I failed to introduce myself. Mistress Desiree.” 
 
    “L-lovely to meet you. Um…” You lean in closer. “I was… hoping to talk to you. In private…” 
 
    A delicate brow rises. “Private? Ah, you mean these,” she says, nodding at the slaves that throng about her. “Don’t worry. Poor things are so desperate for attention they can’t focus on anything else.” 
 
    That much is true. Lesser succubi of Lust naturally are drawn to more powerful demonesses, putting themselves in their service until they grow experienced or powerful enough to go out on their own and build their own harem. A constant, roiling battle of privilege and bitchy backstabbing that keeps lesser succubi occupied while their betters politic and contest one another in more… elegant ways. 
 
     “Still…” 
 
    Desiree smiles and shifts atop the couch, opening up a space beside her. She pats the leather. “Here, darling. Take a seat. So close, no one will be able to hear us.” 
 
    You’re relieved, but also wary. The longer you spend in this sultry woman’s presence, the stronger you feel her influence. Like a spark has kindled in your chest, warmth spreads through you as you take a seat, your nipples hardening against the fabric of your borrowed dress, your head feeling light and airy, as if buoyed by clouds of perfume. You’ve known many demonesses of Lust. Given your hedonistic lifestyle that’s hardly a surprise, and fuck knows you’ve enjoyed their company. But none dared try to influence you overtly. At least, not for long. Risking your father’s wrath was something few wanted. 
 
    “Th-thank you,” you say, trying to sort your thoughts. “I wanted to talk to you about… something…” 
 
    “Of course, darling. Everyone loves talking to me,” Desiree croons as she leans against the back of the couch, body tilted towards you, her bat wings lazily fluttering, sending her perfume wafting into your face. “And you intrigue me. So rare that I meet an Envy demon with such… personality…” 
 
    “Th-that’s because I’m not one,” you say. 
 
    “Oh? How interesting. So, what are you?” 
 
    You take a deep breath to steady your nerves, but instead inhale another cloud of her perfume. You shiver, goosebumps of pleasure racing up and down your arms. You don’t know how long you can take this. Time to go for broke. “I’m Lillian, the daughter o-of the old Overlord. One of… of Invidia’s demons stole my identity and forced this… this mask on me. I need your help to… to confront her and r-reclaim my throne.” 
 
    “Are you now?” Desiree says. “How fascinating.” 
 
    “You believe me?” you say. 
 
    “Hmm. Perhaps I should not. After all, Invidia is simply notorious for playing tricks on his guests. Especially if he can embarrass the other lords of sin.” 
 
    “You have to believe me!” you gasp, though you’re not quite sure why she, specifically, has to. After all, if she doesn’t, there’s other demons here you could appeal to. 
 
    “Hmm… I’m just not sure. But then,” she adds with a thoughtful look on those lovely features. “Perhaps there is a way to know.” 
 
    “Th-there is?” 
 
    “Oh yes. The true Overlord must be a skilled lover, beyond the scope of any others. If you could… prove to me you have such skills, then perhaps I could trust you.” 
 
    You realize she’s leaning in close, mainly because her lips are now an inch from yours. Her face hovering before you, her body so close the smooth silk rubs your arm, her hand resting on yours, human fingers gently entwining with yours. “Shall we see?” she breathes. 
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    Surrender to Her 
 
      
 
    Your head spins, pounds. You can’t seem to focus on anything but those soft, red lips. So close. So tantalizing. 
 
    “I…” you pant. “I…” 
 
    Her smile grows deeper, and a shudder of deep, submissive delight courses through you. “Hmm. Having a little trouble deciding? Don’t worry,” she breathes, closing the distance. “Just… experience…” 
 
    You can taste the last word, for her lips meet yours, and your body sings. Heat blooms, spreading from your buzzing lips through your body, meeting another wave spreading from your groin and the burning curse mark. You shudder in blissful pleasure, your body feeling weak, heavy, willing to shyly respond to her kiss. 
 
    You gasp as you feel Desiree cup your plump breast through your dress, squeezing it in a way that makes you whine hotly, her thumb tracing circles around the budding hardness of your nipples. 
 
    “Such an eager girl,” Desiree murmurs against your panting lips as her clawed hand slides along your borrowed dress, a talon hooking in the dark fabric, slicing it open, releasing your soft breasts to the open air. “And so sensitive.” 
 
    “Wh… m-my clothes…” you gasp. 
 
    “Were in the way. We’ll get you new clothes, darling. Lovelier clothes. Clothes that will move against you like the tender touch of a lover. Clothes that reveal and titillate, tempting all who look upon you. Don’t fear,” she murmurs, kissing you again. “Don’t think. Don’t hesitate when it comes… to pleasure…” 
 
    Her words ooze into you like honeyed wine. Your head is fogged, your reasoning drowning in the sensations of her touch and tongue. Your body trembles, hypersensitive to her hand as she massages your breast, kisses your neck, soft whimpers escaping you as she nips at you. 
 
    You know she can feel your surrender. Your submission. Pit, you’re putty in her hands! But every time you try and work up the will to turn the tables, you find yourself sinking again under a particular tender tweak of your nipple. A particular hungry grope of your ass. 
 
    You can’t imagine how you look. Naked. Flushed. Panting atop the couch while she toys with you, her clawed hand engulfing your tit like a monster’s hungry touch while her other hand slides lower. 
 
    Lower. 
 
    Lower. 
 
    Your breath hitches as her fingers stroke your curse mark. Your body bucks, gasping as her finger slid against your slick pussy. 
 
    “My my.,” Desiree hums. “Someone is sensitive. Don’t worry, darling. I know how to have fun with a… sensitive girl…” 
 
    Her finger slides into you, lazily pumping in and out of your tight cunny. You moan, gasping, riding her teasing finger, especially when a second joins the first. Then a third. You whimper, moaning, head fogged, lost in a mist of pleasure and delights. 
 
    “Do you like that?” Desiree murmurs, kissing your cheek, nibbling on your ear lobe. “Do you want to cum, darling?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you pant. “Yes. Wanna… wanna c-cum!” 
 
    “Of course you do. You’re a pretty girl. A pretty, sensitive, eager girl. And girls love pleasure. Love fucking. Love riding their mistress’s finger. Because only good girls get to cum. Are you my good girl?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you moan, any other answer inconceivable! 
 
    “Are you sure? Because good girls surrender. Good girls obey. Good girls cum for mistress and just… can’t… stop…” 
 
    There’s a warning in there, but you’re far too gone to heed it. Your head pounds with the nearness of orgasm, edged to madness, your hips bucking, fucking yourself atop her finger, your breasts captive to her hands, your lips prisoners to hers as she kisses you again. Again. Her perfume rolling over you like a tide of floral sweetness. Of enchanted lust. 
 
    “Are you ready? Ready to cum for me?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you gasp. “Please! Oh fuck… fuck! Mistress! Wanna cum! Pleeease!” 
 
    “Good girl,” Desiree purrs. 
 
    Her fingers suddenly drive into you. Her kiss devours you. Her hand squeezes your breast. The sudden assault overwhelms you. Conquers you. You arch, crying out, moaning in sweet pleasure as your orgasm surges through you like a molten wave. 
 
    You come down slowly, panting, your curse mark still throbbing, your head still clouded, lost, your pulse thumping with desire. 
 
    “Good girl,” Desiree murmurs as you slowly slip from her arms. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down into the eager hands of the succubi’s slaves. Wrapped in arms. Lips met with soft, moaning kisses. Another pair of lips press against your pussy, tongue teasing the bead of your clit as you sink with your new sisters in pleasure. Your purpose in Envy forgotten as you cum again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Again in the service of the mistress of lust. 
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    She makes a compelling argument. After all, your life before you were cursed was a parade of hedonistic excess. You’ve known pleasures from every realm in hell. From nearly every species of demon, and beyond. It’s, quite possibly, the one thing you’re actually good at. 
 
    And if Desiree thinks it’s enough, then who are you to argue? 
 
    You meet her kiss with your own, your lips buzzing with sensitivity. The kiss thrills up you like an electric shock, a gasp, a moan escaping you as you press against the luscious form of the succubus. You pull her close, hungry, passionate. 
 
    “Mmm. Not bad,” Desiree gasps between kisses. 
 
    “It gets better,” you pant. 
 
    “Of that, I have no doubt,” the succubus croons, rolling over with you, kissing you harder. 
 
    Gods but her body feels good against yours. Her breasts press into your chest as you palm her ass, squeezing it and grinding yourself on her leg. It’s so tempting to just give in to these sensations and surrender to them, but you have to fight that urge. One born of your curse mark, you have no doubt. 
 
    And the best way to avoid succumbing to it is to go on the offensive. To push Desiree down beneath you, rear up above her and pull off your dress, revealing your pale curves to all the world. The succubus takes in your form hungrily, a long tongue licking her red lips. 
 
    “Mmm. Lovely.” 
 
    “Of course,” you pant. 
 
    “You wish to feel my tongue within you, Overlord?” Desiree asks, her tongue teasing along her lips. “Or… perhaps another pleasure?” 
 
    “Anoth-ah!” 
 
    You gasp, hips bucking forward as you feel something push against your rump. You twist your head around to see that she has opened the front of her gown to reveal not only the glistening gash of her pussy, but more. Swelling above that lovely slit is a thick, turgid length of demonic cock. It swells from her pelvis, thick, ribbed in a way that makes your cunny clutch with anticipation and curse mark throb hungrily. 
 
    “O-oh,” you gasp. 
 
    Desiree’s hands move to your hips, her human hand and her monstrous claw running along your pale flesh, cupping your rump, squeezing it, massaging it, every squeeze like she were pumping the lust burning in your core up through the rest of your body. “I can show you pleasures that you wouldn’t dream of, dearest. Pleasured highs beyond comprehension. Shall I? We do need to prove… something… don’t we…” 
 
    You hesitate, swallowing. A heady scent rises from her cock. Something sweet yet strong. Musky. Something that reaches into your brain and flicks all those switches natural selection put in place to propagate species. Your pussy aches with the need to be used. To be fucked. 
 
    Some part of you resists. “I… But… B-breeding…” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Desiree says, sliding her claw from your rump, tapping a talon against the glowing marks on your mons. “Don’t you want me cumming in your fertile… needy… womb…?” 
 
    Every tap sends shockwaves through you. Your body twitching, breath hitching at the need pulsing from your branded crotch. 
 
    “Come, darling. Let’s enjoy ourselves,” Desiree coos as you tremble atop her with indecision. 
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    Ride Her Face 
 
      
 
    It takes everything you have not to impale yourself on that throbbing pillar of demonic masculinity. And the only reason you do resist is because instead you push yourself forward on the succubi’s body, lifting yourself over her soft breasts, and plant your pussy firmly on Desiree’s lovely face. 
 
    A face that wastes no time showing you what her silver tongue can do. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan as her tongue slithers up into your clutching pussy, your head thrown back with a groan of purest pleasure. “Oh f-fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Desiree moans, her long lashes lidding her smoldering eyes as her tongue twists within you, stroking your dripping lower lips with every indication of hungry satisfaction. “Mmm…” 
 
    “Oh f-fuck yessss!” you groan, grabbing Desiree’s hair, pulling her up against your pussy as you grind yourself down on her tongue. “Fuck yes! Give it to me. Give me that tongue. Lick out your Overlord’s royal pussy!” 
 
    You hear the Lust succubus hum with amusement, but you allow it, because her tongue is still working its magic. You gasp as her hands firmly grasp your ass again, squeezing those plush orbs in ways that make your thighs tighten around her head in sweet ecstasy of pleasure. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck! Yes! Yesssss! Tongue out my pussy you slut! Fuck yes! Yess! Oh pit… pit, I’m gonna… gonna cum… Ha… ah… You… you better drink e-every drop. Do it or I… I’ll give you to the… the fucking imps! Fuck yes. Oh fuck yesssss! Nnnnn!” 
 
    Your curse mark throbs, your orgasm surging up from the space beneath your stomach, every muscle tightening like tuned piano wire. You cry out in pleasure, shuddering as you cum. Desiree surely earns her title as a demoness of Lust, for her tongue moves in ways you couldn’t have dreamed of, taking in every drop of your arousal like a well-trained slut. 
 
    Panting, you ease back your hips, moaning softly as her tongue slithers out of your pussy. The sultry succubus smirks up at you. “Mmm. Wonderful, oh Overlord.” 
 
    “Then… then you believe me?” you gasp. 
 
    Desiree laughs softly as she moves, slithering out from under you with the skill of a snake. She sits up beside you, her eyes dusky and lidded. 
 
    “I do. Only the Princess of Pride would threaten me like that when she came here to beg.” 
 
    “Negotiate,” you say testily. 
 
    “As you say,” Desiree says. “And I suppose I can assist you, oh Overlord, although my mistress has not declared her allegiance to you yet. After all, anything for my dear Loria.” 
 
    “So you do know her?” you ask intently. 
 
    Desiree laughs lyrically. “I should say so!” 
 
    “How?” you ask. 
 
    Desiree smiles, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Hmm… That I shall leave for her to explain. After all, if she hasn’t yet, she must have her reasons. Besides,” the succubus adds with a glance between the screens and the gloomy ballroom beyond. “We’ve not the time. Invidia will begin the ceremony soon, and we must have you on stage before then, else your claim may seem weaker.” 
 
    Though annoyed at being thwarted, the opportunity of putting Lashana in her place more than outweighs it. You rise eagerly, grabbing up your recently shed clothes. Desiree helps you dress, which proves a little distracting, for her mismatched hands wander deliciously, admiring your breasts and bottom in equal measure, but in short order you’re ready. 
 
    “This way,” Desiree says, snapping her fingers. In a rush her slave gather, giggling and sighing as they crowd around you, following in Desiree’s wake. Squeezed among such beauties, you look to the stage and your copy sitting in what should be your throne. 
 
    This is going to be very satisfying. 
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    The feeling of her thick manhood pressing against the cleft of your ass is undeniable. Your breasts quiver with your every panting breath, your head spinning, feeling almost drunk as you tremble atop Desiree. 
 
    The Lust demoness smiles warmly, as if reading your mind. Probably not hard, seeing as the only thing on your mind is her fat cock. You feel her hands grasp your plump bottom, coax you to lift your hips, slide back an inch until you hover over the thickness of her shaft, the head just parting the lower lips of your pussy. A needy whimper escapes you, your head spinning, eyes fogged with terrible lust. 
 
    “Do you want this?” Desiree coos as she rolls her hips, rubbing her cock against your trembling pussy, teasing you as you whimper and pant. “Do you want my cock inside you, oh Overlord, if that is who you are? Do you want to feel me in you? Conquering you? Pounding your helpless, needy pussy?” 
 
    “O-oooh. Oooooh,” you moan, knowing you mustn’t, yet helpless to move, your clit nudged with the gentle push of her cock, your arousal drooling down her shaft, making it gleam. 
 
    “Mmm. Good girls always say yes,” Desiree hums. “Good girls love taking big, thick demon cocks. Are you a good girl?” 
 
    “Y-yessss,” you gasp, your breath hitching as Desiree’s cock pushes a little but further inside of you. You groan, wiggling, twisting atop that teasing head of the demon’s cock, desperate to feel more of it within you. Your curse mark is throbbing, flashing, burning with anticipation, driving you mad with waves of hot and cold pleasure. 
 
    “That doesn’t sound like something an Overlord would say,” Desiree says, her fingers squeezing, massaging your plump rear as you tremble atop her. “That sounds like something a slave would. A helpless, fuck happy slut, so eager to be fucked by her mistress. To take her big cock. To do just anything for another load of my virile cum. Doesn’t that sound right?” 
 
    “Yessss,” you groan. It does sound right. Soooo right. Your head fogs with images of you being pounded by that thick succubi cock. Fucked into mindless oblivion. A pleasured eternity. 
 
    The world suddenly tilts, and you find yourself on your back, Desiree looming before you, your legs in her grasp, your ass resting on her thighs as she looks down at you, smirking, her eyes smoldering as she rubs your pussy with the tip of her cock, edging you to the brink of madness, her face lit with the needy glow of your curse mark. “Do you want that?” Desiree asks cruelly. 
 
    “Pleeeease!” you wail. 
 
    “Good girl,” Desiree chuckles. 
 
    Pushes forward. 
 
    And sends you to heaven. 
 
    And damns you to hell. 
 
    Her cock invades your hot cunt like a battering ram, smashing aside what little remained of your mental defences. Your eyes roll back as that ridged monster fills you. Oooooh fuuuuuck! You’ve had Lust demon cocks before. Of course you have. You delighted in the sensual artistry of those sadistic beauties. But her teasing and your curse mark makes this stronger than you’ve ever dreamed! Your head is spinning with the sensation of her cock within you. The force of her thrusts makes you buck, moan, clinging to the couch as she ruthlessly pounds into you. 
 
    “Take it,” Desiree moans. “Yesss! By the lady you’re tight!” 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” you cry. “Yes! Please! Give me moooore coooock!” 
 
    “Mmm, good girl. You love my cock, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” you gasp. 
 
    “You want me to fuck you always, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yesss!” 
 
    “You want me to pump you full of cum, don’t you?” Desiree purrs as she hammers your pussy, her cock stuffing you with every thrust, the ribbed texture rubbing you in ways that makes your head spin and cunt tighten. “You want me to breed that slutty pussy of yours. Mate you. Turn you into my obedient fuck toy.” 
 
    There’s no denying it. With every word your pussy clutches at her cock with anticipation. Your curse mark aches with need. “Gods yessssss!” you wail. 
 
    “Then take it, slave. Take your mistress’s seed!” 
 
    Desiree slams herself home with a hiss, her lashes fluttering as she cums, pumping you full of her virile cum. Your mind goes white. Your cry of pleasure one of blissful surrender as the curse mark on your mons flares, burning itself into your body, marking you as Desiree’s, surrendering your eager womb to the succubi. You can feel her seed take root, filling you, claiming you with waves of blissful heat. You moan, sagging on the coach, feeling like you’re floating on clouds of pleasure. 
 
    Reality asserts itself slowly as Desiree lazily unsheathes her cock from your clutching pussy. A whimper of despair escapes you, but Desiree merely cups your cheek, stroking it tenderly. 
 
    “Hush, darling. No need for that. You’ll never lack for such pleasures again.” 
 
    “N-no?” you pant, looking up at her, feeling lost, tender, vulnerable and needy. 
 
    Desiree’s lovely face smiles down at you. “Of course not, darling. Mistress won’t allow it. She’ll make sure you cock you’ll ever need. You’ll never have to think. Only be pleasured. Enjoying blissful, endless surrender at my feet. Doesn’t that sound wonderful?” 
 
    It does. More than being the Princess of Pride. More than being Overlord. Being this beauty’s eager cocksleeve fills you with a euphoria that brings tears to your eyes. 
 
    “Mistress,” you gasp, heart throbbing with love for her. “Thank you.” 
 
    “There’s a better way to thank me, darling,” Desiree says. 
 
    You giggle, shifting lazily, sliding off the couch and onto your hands and knees. Moving between Desiree’s thighs, you take a moment to admire the thick, ribbed shaft that so conquered you. You take it in your hands, feeling the slickness of your and her cum, stroking it until she once more throbs with pleasure. Then, you lean forward, and wrap your lips around her shaft. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Desiree moans as you bob, eyes lidded with servile pleasure as you suck her cock. “Yessss. That’s it. Good girl. You’ll make a fine slave…” 
 
    You tingle with delight. Nothing she said could have made you happier. The taste of her cock singing on your tongue, you continue to suck, like a good slave should. 
 
    A perfect, obedient, eager breeding slave. 
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    Silks sigh and flutter in the halls of the great pyramid. From the pleasure gardens that surround it, a scent of perfume rises, permeating the halls. Torches burn with incense, fogging the interior in sweetness as you lounge in your personal chambers, tenderly stroking your taut tummy, feeling your daughter move within you. 
 
    A life of pleasure and leisure awaited you once you left the halls of Invidia after the coronation of the new Overlord, but you paid little attention to that. Pulled into the palanquin, fulfilling the honoured place as Desiree’s personal pleasure slut on the journey home, she filled you again and again with the might of her cock. To ensure her seed took, she claimed, but you know that’s a half truth. There’s no question that her fucking impregnated you the first time she claimed your pussy, but her enjoyment of your body in the travels was not something you’d deny. 
 
    And there’s no denial in the lands of Lustria. In the many tiered pyramids where her queens make their homes, attended by thousands of harem girls, in turn worshipped by lesser demons enthralled by the grandeur of their queens, excess is the order of the day. You know many of Desiree’s slaves take lovers from among the lower ranks, but you never have. Your mistress is all you need, even if she doesn’t call you often. 
 
    Of course, you still attend her ten times as often as any other slave in the pyramid, but you can never get enough of her touch. Her praise. Her every word fills you with a pleasure beyond any drug. Naturally, you know that a Lust succubus works that way. That she doesn’t so much collect lovers as worshippers. In fact, many a fertility cult in the mortal realm was built around a summoned succubi’s amazing tits and ass. 
 
    Yet, as you lounge in your warm room, basking among cushions, indolently pleasured as you lazily stroke your taut tummy, your curves plumped in pregnancy and clad in nothing but scented oils, you muse that life under your mistress couldn’t be finer. 
 
    You perk up as you catch a familiar perfume in the air, discernible even among the haze that suffocates the room. You sit up, gasping a little as your stomach shifts. A hand touches your head, and blissful euphoria turns your muscles to water, sending you moaning back among the cushions. 
 
    “Enjoying yourself, darling?” 
 
    Your lashes flutter open as you behold Desiree standing beside you, looking down at you in fond amusement. You smile blissfully up at her, admiring the way her dress clings to her like a second skin, the fingers of her clawed hand teasing your hair. A cloak sags about her shoulders, the fur trim framing her head in wild glory. “Mistress,” you moan softly. 
 
    “Mmm. Sounds like it,” she hums, tilting up your head as she leans down. When her lips meet yours, it’s like someone poured warm wine through your veins, your whole body tingling with delight as her lips tenderly move against yours, her tongue asking permission with a gentle prod, and granted with joy. She dominates the kiss with ease, your submission another delight among a life of them. 
 
    She lifts her lips away, her human hand moving to your stomach, stroking your belly, sending goosebumps across your skin. “Hmm. And it seems my child grows readily.” 
 
    “She’ll be as beautiful as you, mistress,” you moan. 
 
    “Of that I have no doubt,” Desiree says tenderly. “We will raise her well, my darling. She will take all of hell by storm. Who knows? Perhaps she will even become a member of the Overlord’s harem?” 
 
    “Overlord?” you say, voice quavering. 
 
    Her gaze takes you in. “Is something the matter, darling?” she asks, her tone growing honeyed with concern. 
 
    You shudder as you stare into her eyes. Her warm eyes. Her hot, tender gaze. You blink, and the unease you felt seems to fade. Sucked away into those bottomless eyes and warm, soothing touch as she strokes your belly. “I… I forget,” you say dimly. 
 
    Desiree chuckles, stroking your hair. “Don’t worry, darling. Nothing to concern yourself about. Especially since I brought you a gift.” 
 
    You perk up. A gift? “What is it?” you ask. 
 
    Desiree smirks and produces a phial filled with a dark liquid. “A little something to make you more… flavorful.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” you ask. 
 
    “Shall I show you?” 
 
    Denial never enters into your mind. You smile and tilt back your head, opening your mouth. With a chuckle Desiree pops the cork and pours the concoction down your throat. The taste is like thick, dark chocolate. It courses through you, making you moan, gathering in your breasts with a delightful heaviness. “Oooooh,” you moan, cupping your plump tits, the rings that pierce your nipples chiming delicate as you massage those buxom orbs. “M-mistress… what…” 
 
    Desiree is suddenly before you, kneeling astride your waist as she hefts your plump teats in her mismatched hands. You moan, her touch even more skillful as she tenderly squeezes and presses your plump teats together, your nipple rings ringing. 
 
    “A little something from Gluttony, darling. Something I think we’ll both enjoy. Ah, there it is…” 
 
    You look down, panting, and your eyes widen as thick, dark chocolate milk oozes from your eager nipple. “O-oooooh,” you groan, panting hot, fast. “M-mistress… I…” 
 
    “Your milk is sweet, darling. But I have cows enough for that. And I do so enjoy a darker treat. Don’t you?” 
 
    You fail to reply in time, words scrambled in your head as Desiree leans forward, wraps her lips around your nipple, and gives a great, hungry suck. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you groan, shuddering in sapphic pleasure as Desiree drinks down your milk. Your thighs tighten, your head falling back, panting hotly as your mistress drinks your cream, her tongue swirling on your nipple, playing with the ring as she pumps and massages your fat teats. 
 
    “Ooooh fuuuuck!” you moan. “Mistress… oh fuck… oh p-pit, mistress…” 
 
    “You’re delicious, darling,” Desiree coos, her palming growing more aggressive, more intent, squeezing and pumping your fat teats. “Mmm. Our children will grow lovely on such sweetness.” 
 
    Speech has abandoned you. Only the feeling of your mistress’s lips on your breast matter. You moan, clutching her head to your wobbly teat, riding the pleasure her lips confer. You feel her push you back, move between your thighs. You whimper as you feel the tip of her cock glide along your pussy. 
 
    “M-mistress…” 
 
    “Only getting lubed, darkling,” she croons, kissing your breast, sending a shock of pleasure arching through you before she pushes forward, filling your tight asshole with the thickness of her ribbed cock. 
 
    You moan, sinking into the cushions of the temple, riding her cock as she milks your fat breasts. It’s true. Your daughter will be lovely. Gorgeous. On your milk she will grow strong. And so will your next daughter. And the next. And the next. 
 
    For you are the succubi’s breeding bitch. 
 
    Now, and forevermore. 
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    Take Her Cock in Your Ass 
 
      
 
    You stare at her cock, your breath hot, quick, your curse mark throbbing. You need to feel it. Need it in you. The need is palpable, consuming like a fire fanned to an inferno. You have to have it. But you can’t. Not in your pussy. Can’t be cursed. Can’t be bred. You have to… 
 
    Have to… 
 
    The solution occurs to you in a flash of inspiration. There’s no cry of eureka, however, but instead you plant your hands on either side of Desiree’s head, lift your rump, and ease it back against the ribbed heat of her cock. 
 
    Desiree’s brow arches in surprise as you rub yourself against her prick, but her eyes then grow smoky, her smile amused as she fills her palms with your ass. You whimper as she leisurely parts your cheeks, baring the dark star of your asshole. 
 
    “Mmm. A clever solution, darling,” Desiree purrs as she rubs the tip against your sensitive flesh, lubing the tight, clenching hole with pre, a sensation that tingles in that forbidden spot with tender anticipation. “You want my cock, but cannot risk your womb. Even keeping that level of intelligence when faced with such… power and virility as mine is impressive. You may well be the Princess of Pride.” 
 
    “Sh-shut up and fuck my ass!” you gasp. 
 
    “Well,” Desiree chuckles. “Now I know for sure. After all, mnnnn!” she groans as she eases you down, pushing her ribbed shaft into your ass. “Only… the Princess of Pride… would make a demand right now…” 
 
    You don’t have a clever retort. Your mind goes white as you feel her stretch your ass, filling you with the thickness of her ribbed cock. You’ve been fucked in the ass before, but rarely. It always felt like you were giving in to someone else’s pleasure rather than your own. 
 
    This time, it’s all your pleasure. 
 
    “Mnnn!” you moan as your ass clamps down on her cock, feeling every ridge and vein as it pushes deep inside you, only for you to rise, feel it stroke your inner, tender walls, then slam back down onto it. 
 
    Within moments you’re riding it like a born slut, panting in hot gasps, head spinning as sensations you never dreamed radiate from your core and curse mark, overwhelming you in a surge of naked delight. The full feeling every time she hilts within you a heady high you can’t wait to recapture. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck yesssss!” you moan. “Fuck meee! Fuck my ass! Fuck me hard! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck meeee!” 
 
    “So eager,” Desiree laughs breathlessly, her own face notably flushed. 
 
    “Don’t… ah… don’t care! Just fuck meeee!” 
 
    Your final demand comes on the heels of a wailing orgasm as you cum, juices spurting onto Desiree’s stomach. The sultry succubus grins, her eyes glinting. 
 
    “Mmm. Naughty girl, cumming before me. Is that… mnn… one of the benefits of being… ah… the Overlord?” 
 
    “Fuck yessss!” you moan, never halting in your frantic motions, your breasts bouncing with every eager thrust onto her cock, her hands clenching, massaging your soft bottom. “Yes! So good to… to be the Overlord!” 
 
    “Apparently,” Desiree gasps. 
 
    There’s no more time to talk. No more breath to waste. You increase your pace, rubbing your ass up and down her lubed cock, riding it deep into the tight recesses of your asshole. Feeling that fullness, that tightness, is beyond compare. Your eyes are misty, dizzy, your breath panting hot and fast as you ride her harder. Faster. You can feel her approaching orgasm, her grip tightening on your ass, pounding you down atop her like a jackhammer. 
 
    “Yessssss!” Desiree at last cries, throwing back her head, slamming her cock deep inside of you. “Yessss!” 
 
    You feel her cock swell, and then the blessed heat of her cum pumping into your tight backdoor. You wail in ecstasy, cumming again, orgasm shooting through you like sudden surges of lightning. Your breath hitches as you ride out your orgasm on her ribbed cock, the intensity of sensation made even stronger by the throbbing of your core. 
 
    Slowly, you ride down the peak, panting, head lolling as you at last settle atop her, hilting with pleasure. Desiree chuckles thickly, patting your bottom fondly, your rear twitching with tightness of pleasure. “Good… good girl,” Desiree purrs. 
 
    “G-good Overlord,” you gasp in breathless admonition. 
 
    “My mistake, my Overlord,” Desiree chuckles as she gently eases you off her cock, her shaft exiting you with a thick schlicking sound. She rises, looking down at your panting form. “Mmm. Such force of power even after climax. Perhaps you are, truly, the Overlord.” 
 
    “That’s… that’s what I’ve… hah… been saying,” you say. 
 
    “Indeed,” Desiree muses. She snaps her fingers. “Certainly enough evidence to take a small… risk.” 
 
    You gasp as her worshipping servants glide forward. “H-hey! What… oooh!” you groan as damp cloths press against your skin. 
 
    “Well, we can’t confront your foe leaking my seed, can we, darling?” Desiree asks, indolently basking in the worshipping touch of her lovestruck slaves as they join in cleaning their mistress. 
 
    You suppose she has a point, though the eager strokes of those clothes between your legs and against your ass cause some distraction. Nonetheless, in short order you are cleaned up, once more in your stolen outfit as Desiree adjusts her own gown. The sultry slut shoots you a playful smile. 
 
    “Shall we?” 
 
    “Gladly,” you say, the thought of getting your hands around Lashana’s neck overriding any lingering hesitation. You growl wolfishly as Desiree glides forward and out from behind the screens, a gaggle of her slaves following in her wake. You find yourself among them, and such an escort surely draws attention away from you. A good thing, for at last, it’s time for your revenge. 
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    Confronting Lashana with Desiree 
 
      
 
    Like a slaver’s ship on the fiery sea, Desiree cuts a path through the gloom of the crowd. You keep behind her, sheltered among her hangers-on as she walks up to the stage. There, at the base of the onyx steps, a stuffy looking Envy demon in a butler’s robes and flanked by guards stands. He looks her way, his bone mask sweeping back, his eyes burning from within the sockets as he raises a clip board and scans it professionally. 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “Desiree of Lust,” Desiree says. “Mistress of the Black Pyramid, Keeper of the Silks, Queen of the Lash, Servant of the Spider.” 
 
    The demon purses his lips. “Hmm. You are not scheduled until after lord Ira.” 
 
    “Am I not?” Desiree muses, suddenly closer, her head tilted to see the startled demon’s clipboard. “How strange.” 
 
    The envy demon blinks rapidly, and you catch a whiff of Desiree’s perfume. You shiver at the sudden heat that surges to your curse mark, and you’re some distance from the Lust demoness. What the demon before her must be experiencing you can’t imagine. 
 
    “S-strange?” the demon says. 
 
    “Oh yes. After all, who could deny having me attend them earlier?” Desiree asks, placing her finger on the chart, running it lazily down it. “Don’t you agree?” 
 
    “I ah…” 
 
    “With my beauty, Invidia would doubtless wish to see me at once. Anyone would love my company. Don’t you think?” 
 
    “Y-yes. I’m s-sure,” the demon says, swaying a little as he inhales more of her intoxicating perfume. 
 
    “Perhaps there’s been a… mistake,” she purrs, her finger continuing to trace lazy designs, her low, dark lashes beating the air. “An… error…” 
 
    “M-maybe…” the butler breathes. “B-but I… um…” 
 
    “Oh, of course. You’re still concerned.” 
 
    “Y-yes! Concerned a-about… about…” 
 
    “About all my beauties attending me? Well, you put me in such a bind, but if you insist... I suppose I could… leave them here. But only if you promise to… take care of them…” 
 
    The Envy demon’s eyes slide onto the panoply of pleasure slaves attending Desiree. Their bodies trembling with the presence of their mistress, eyes dim and euphoric. Lips parted. Panting like dogs in the summer heat. “I…” 
 
    “Would you do it? For me?” 
 
    “I um… uh… o-okay,” the demon gasps. 
 
    “Thank you,” Desiree purrs, her finger gliding up his arm, over his shoulder, and then she was past him. “Darling? Coming?” 
 
    You snap out of your stupor, realizing she’s talking to you. You sidle out of the giggling pleasure slaves, the butler never even looking your way as your join Desiree on the steps. 
 
    “Impressive,” you tell her. 
 
    “So glad you think so,” Desiree hums. 
 
    You give her the briefest of nods, but the time to talk is done, for you have reached the top of the stage, and the waiting lord of Envy. Desiree’s wings lazily fan the air, giving you cover from the eyes of both Invidia and Lashana. Though probably unnecessary, seeing how Desiree tends to dominate any scene she steps into. 
 
    “My lord,” she says, spreading her arms as if to embrace the robed horror of Invidia. “How wonderful to see you.” 
 
    “Desiree,” Invidia’s hundred voices hiss. “What a surprise. I was starting to think you’d spend the entire ceremony behind your screens.” 
 
    Desiree chuckles lightly. “My lord, please! I would never miss a scene of such royal excess as the loyalty pledge of the Lord of Envy. The ones given by the other sin lords must have been quite something, eh, Loria?” 
 
    Loria tilts back her head, staring levelly through her glasses at the other demoness. “Quite,” she says, her tone as icy as the plains of Pride. 
 
    “Mmm. And as you can tell us too, Loria, there are many beauties hiding among the realms. Loveliness which might even entice the realm of Lust. And I believe I have found just a one, though I cannot say for sure with her mask upon her.” 
 
    Desiree draws you out from behind her, and as long as you live you’ll remember the shock that flashes across Lashana’s face as she sees you. Hot triumph burns in your breast and you smirk grimly at your copy. 
 
    You catch the briefest pause as Invidia looks at you, eyes flickering within the bone mask. A low hiss escapes the lord of Envy. “Hmm…” the demon says. “I do not usually do so…” 
 
    “Invidia…” Lashana says tightly. 
 
    “If I am remiss, we can simply put it back on. But I think that such a beauty even Lustria would be interested in,” Desiree purrs. “And I would love to tell her how… lovely the lord of Envy’s servants can be…” 
 
    Invidia’s claws twitch. “Of course,” Invidia rasps, rising, cloak stirring like ragged wings as those claws reach for you. “How could I refuse…” 
 
    You force yourself not to flinch as Invidia grasps the mask over your face. Despite the fact all your efforts to take it off were in vain, he removes it with ease, lifting it away like it had only been perched on your nose. 
 
    Invidia pauses, mask still in hand as you are revealed. “Well well,” the sin lord hisses, looking between you and your copy. “Isn’t this interesting…” 
 
    Lashana trembles with anger, but she recovers fast. She jolts to her feet, pointing an accusing finger at you. “What is the meaning of this!” she snarls. 
 
    “Like you don’t know!” you snap back, pointing at her. “That bitch locked me in your basement, Invidia, and stole my face!” 
 
    Invidia’s talons slowly flex. They tilt their masked head, charms jingling as their eyes look out over the ballroom. Your display has gathered a great deal of attention from the idling demons. “How unusual,” the demon lord murmurs. 
 
    “A damn lie!” Lashana barks. “Clearly, this is a trick by Lustria to humiliate me!” 
 
    “You bitch!” you snap. “I’ll rip your face off and see how you like it!” 
 
    “Now now, my darlings!” Desiree says, resting her monstrous claws on your shoulder. “Please, there is no need for such harsh words! After all, this is the house of Invidia. It would not do to embarrass our host. Clearly, a lie is being told, and it is up to us to resolve it, lest the dignity of our lord’s house be called into question.” 
 
    Invidia looks intently at Desiree, green eyes burning bright. If there’s one thing an Envy demon likes, it’s theatre. “Too true,” the demon lord says. “However shall we discover which one lies, though? Ah,” says the demon, his green eyes flaring, which immediately put you on guard. “Perhaps there is a way…” 
 
    “What do you suggest?” Desiree says. 
 
    “Such… errantries of identity are not unknown to us,” Invidia says, glowing eyes travelling to you. “We have tests to reveal the truth of the matter. Three, in fact. I shall allow this one to choose among them. After all, she is the challenger.” 
 
    You’re pretty sure that’s not how it usually goes, but you’re also not going to refuse an advantage like that. “Fine!” you say, tossing your hair back with a flick of your head. “Bring your tests!” 
 
    “So glad you agree,” Invidia’s chorus whispers. “Then, I propose one of three, which of course, only the true Overlord could overcome. A test of Might, a test of Magic, or a test of Pleasure. Please,” the lord of Envy says. “Choose among them.” 
 
    Well great. You’re pretty sure you know what those ‘tests’ will entail, but you’re stuck with them now. You eye your copy thoughtfully. 
 
    “A test of pleasure!” Desiree says suddenly, her claws gently flexing on your shoulder. “How delightful. No doubt only the true Princess of Pride would be able to… conquer such a trial.” 
 
    You give the Lust demoness a sharp look, and see laughter dancing in her eyes. 
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    Test of Pleasure 
 
      
 
    You have confidence in your magic, not so much in your hand-to-hand skills, but you know that nobody can take a dick like you. And Desiree’s subtle words give you more hope than you might have dared otherwise. 
 
    “I choose,” you say, “the test of Pleasure!” 
 
    “An excellent choice,” Invidia says. The lord of sin raises a clawed hand and snaps hooked fingers. It’s like someone suddenly tilted a mirror of reality, revealing a hidden dimension to it. Before your eyes the master of Envy doubles, a second shifting into frame, pressed against the other like a mirror image before the pair step apart. 
 
    “After all,” the two Invidias say. “The only way to be fair is to test simultaneously. No?” 
 
    Well, you have to give them that. “What are the rules?” you say. 
 
    The pair of Invidias raise a hand in perfect synchronicity. “The first to cum upon my cock shall be defeated. Even should the curse mark not be true, the loser’s fate shall be for the winner to decide, as punishment for their deception. Of course, the winner shall be declared the true Overlord. Simple, no?” 
 
    It is simple, albeit with stakes that couldn’t be higher. However, the thrill of it is a sharp throb in your womb at the thought of taking this monster’s cock. All you need to do is not cum before Lashana. You can do that. You’re not such a slut you’d squirt before the insidious bitch who stole your identity. 
 
    “My my!” Desiree gasps in surprise. “Such a test would challenge even the coolness of the Princess of Pride! Well, no matter,” Desiree says, her human hand touching your chin, turning your head towards her. “A gift, darling. For good luck.” 
 
    Before you can think of an answer Desiree has kissed you. It’s different from her kiss before. You feel a crackle of something shoot through you, rocketing from your head and to your toes. You gasp, arching a little, quivering as you feel the strange sensation settle within you. Like a sudden tender numbness aching in your core. 
 
    “Best of luck,” Desiree purrs as she releases your chin. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you gasp as you turn woodenly back to face Invidia. 
 
    You can feel the eyes of the crowd on you, but you’ve made your choice, and backing out isn’t an option. You’re no prude. Hell isn’t exactly the right place for self-denial, but you feel a distinct sense of shame as you shrug off your stolen maid’s uniform, unveiling your curves to the horde below the stage. You can feel their eyes trace your figure. Your full, sensitive breasts. Your soft, tender rump. Your smooth thighs and slick pussy. But it’s the stares on your curse mark that make you feel the most vulnerable. The most needy. Embarrassment and delight mingle in a heady twist that makes you breathe quicker. Maybe you made a mistake. 
 
    But too late now. Invidia approaches, gliding up behind you. Wicked hands gently touch you, stroke you, tracing the outline of your figure. You shudder as those hands move over your curves, the sin lord’s form pressing against your back, robes whispering. You feel the mask against your throat as strange lips kiss the sensitive flesh there. 
 
    “Are you ready?” the lord of sin whispers, the sound teasing your earlobe. 
 
    “I-I can take it,” you pant. 
 
    “We will see, won’t we?” 
 
    A hand glides down, cupping your mons. You gasp, buck, sweet arousal shooting through you in a sudden molten surge of desire. Your thighs tremble, your curse mark glowing. 
 
    And yet, there’s a certain… distance to it all. As if you were floating above your body, tethered to it by thin threads of spirit. You feel the pleasures threatening to consume you, true, but as if from a great distance. As if you were masturbating to the sight of someone else being so used, rather than the subject of such desires. 
 
    Your eyes flick over to Desiree, who touches a hand to her lips to try and hide her amusement. Ah, the kiss. So, this is what it did. You smile back, for the first time feeling comfortable. You can do this. You can take it. 
 
    Even as Invidia pushes you forward and onto your hands and knees, your face mirrored in the obsidian floor, your body looking out over the crowd gathered to watch your defeat. Even as the demon lord’s cruel hands glide up and down your flanks and sides, making your breath hitch, gasp. 
 
    Even as you feel Invidia’s monstrous cock press against your quivering pussy, part those tender lips, and press slowly inside. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you hear your voice moan, pleasure throbbing through your body, and yet, not overwhelming you as it once may have. It’s a delightful sensation. Potent. Powerful. Yet not enthralling. 
 
    You can take this. 
 
    You can do it. 
 
    “Interesting,” you hear Invidia’s voices whisper behind you. 
 
    “Wh-what is?” you gasp. 
 
    A chuckle, the whispering voices tickling the back of your neck like the lashes of a hundred tiny tongues. “You may fool many, but not I. We’ll see if your trick is enough.” 
 
    With that, Invidia pulls back, and thrusts back home. The impact makes you rock forward, breasts swaying as his cock again stuffs you. You moan, beginning to push back, thrusting against his insidious manhood. Feeling it twist and coil in ways that should be impossible, yet are unspeakably delightful. 
 
    You can feel it all numbly, and even then the intensity is almost too much to bear. Especially when you feel more touches. More limbs moving against your body. Slithering along your thighs and back. Tentacles, black as eels, they wriggle along your pale flesh, winding around your soft breasts, squeezing them while others stroke the tight pucker of your asshole. 
 
    “Ah. Ah! Mnnnn!” 
 
    “Enjoying yourself,” Invidia whispers. 
 
    “I… ah… I can t-take it,” you gasp. 
 
    “That’s not what I asked,” the demon lord chuckles as the tentacle pushes into your ass, the sudden tightening of your rear no defence to that writhing, slimy limb. 
 
    “F-fuuuuuck!” you groan, your head throbbing with this storm of sensations. Your body responding, pressing back against the fucking cock. The writhing tentacles. The pleasures that thumps through you with every rapid beat of your heart. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Pits yessssss!” 
 
    The voice draws your attention. You look hazily away to see Lashana positively writhing in submissive pleasure, Invidia looming over your copy, tentacles squirming from beneath the dark cloak, engulfing the panting slut as if she were trapped in the grasp of licking shadows. 
 
    The sight is stunning. Compelling. You can’t seem to look away. Neither can the crowd. Cruel laughter and mocking words rise from the ballroom below the stage. 
 
    “Look at her take those tentacles!” 
 
    “A born slut. She loves it!” 
 
    “Come, oh Overlord! Is that the sort of noise the Princess of Pride should make?” 
 
    “She’ll cum soon. Looks like a squirter too!” 
 
    “Cum, slut! Cum for the master!” 
 
    Lashana tries to shake her head, but her flush betrays her. The way her body moves against the thrusting tentacles consumes her. She moans and pants, resistance fading fast. You can only imagine what she must be experiencing. How much more intense your own pleasures would be without Desiree’s blessing on your lips. 
 
    “Cum, slut!” 
 
    “Cum!” 
 
    “Cum!” 
 
    “Cum!” 
 
    “No!” Lashana wails as she grinds herself against the lord of Envy’s cock and tentacles. “No! Noooooo!” 
 
    Her final wail of defiance turns to a cry of pleasure as she surrenders at last to the inevitable. As she shudders atop Invidia’s cock, cumming, her juices squirting from around his shaft to drip down her inner thighs. She collapses on the floor, cheek pressed to the onyx, rump still raised, twitching in aftershocks as Invidia’s tentacles continue to stroke her. 
 
    “Hmmm. It seems we have our loser,” the voices behind you whisper. “And our winner.” 
 
    You feel almost betrayed as the tentacles slowly withdraw from your body, slithering away, followed soon after by the cock that spent so much time turning you into a whimpering slut. You pant on the floor, pussy tightening as if to keep the cock that had been so abusing you inside, but to no avail. In the next moment, Invidia has stepped back, leaving you kneeling on the floor, breathing hard. 
 
    “Mistress, here.” 
 
    You feel the softness of a fur trimmed cloak drape you. You raise your head, and find Loria at your side. The sight of the prim, secretarial succubus helps you recover your senses. “A-ah,” you say, rising, pulling the cloak shut to mask your lovely form from the drooling crowd. “Th-thank you, Loria.” 
 
    “My pleasure, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “You took that cock like a champ!” Givril says, the imp flapping to your side. “Wow! Couldn’t believe it! Almost thought you were a goner, but you sure did it! You fucked Invidia like it was nothing!” 
 
    “Givril?” you say. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    You tug the cloak shut around your front and stand. “Shut up.” 
 
    “And we have our winner,” Invidia crows, voice reverberating as the two meld together into one again. The lord of sin gestures grandly to you. “My fellow demons of Envy and the realms, I give you, your true Overlord!” 
 
    Applause rises from below, washing over you. As it does, you feel a bit more like your old self, your smile lifting as you bask in their applause. You raise a hand, smirking in delight, despite being naked but for the cloak you wear. 
 
    Invidia turns to you and bows. “Forgive me, oh Overlord, for the… trials you have faced in my home.” 
 
    “I don’t need your forgiveness,” you inform the demon. “Only your loyalty.” 
 
    “That,” Invidia whispers, extending an arm, “you shall have.” 
 
    You suppress your aversion to those clawed fingers, knowing what they intend. You open your robe, revealing the marks writ upon your mons. Invidia’s talon brushes one of the outer symbols of your curse mark, and you suppress a gasp as you feel the flash of power race through you, the marking altering with the touch. You shiver, feeling the grasp of the curse loosen just a bit more. 
 
    “I look forward to serving you, my Overlord,” Invidia whispers, withdrawing their claw. 
 
    “And you will,” you say breathlessly, somewhat flush. 
 
    Then, a sound begins to build. Slow at first, then louder. Applause. A heavy handed, booming clap that soon smothers every cheer and celebrant. All eyes turn, and even you can’t help but look at the figure at the far end of the hall. 
 
    Ira stands, the massive bull demon grinning broadly, his burning eyes fixed on you. You shiver, a shock of pure desire racing through you from the curse mark. 
 
    “A fine show!” Ira bellows. “A fine one! I’m impressed, girl. I didn’t think you had it in you. You might actually be worthwhile to serve as I did your father.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say. 
 
    “And if you’re not, I’ll just conquer your realm and fuck you into another one of my breeding queens!” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    “How kind of you,” you say drily. “But you will serve me, Ira.” 
 
    Ira laughs again, the thunderous sound echoing in the halls. “We’ll see! I’ll await you at my arena, girl! And come soon, or I will be the one to come to you!” 
 
    Well, that sucked a lot of the triumph from the room. You watch as Ira turns, his cloak of flame crackling as he pushes through the crowd, a short-lived squeak and crunch informing you someone hadn’t gotten out of his way in time. The booming of his footsteps soon fades, leaving you feeling uneasy atop the stage. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes, Loria?” you say. 
 
    “What about her?” 
 
    You follow her gaze to where Lashana kneels on the floor, still dripping from the lusts of Invidia’s touch. The demoness freezes, feeling your gaze upon her, and raises her head. Gone is the mocking beauty who chained you below Invidia’s palace. Only stark terror is in her eyes now. 
 
    “P-please,” the demoness whimpers. “Mercy.” 
 
    Well, you could do that. On the other hand, you are also the future Overlord of hell. You’ve certainly got options for making her suffer. 
 
      
 
    Give Her to Desiree 
 
    Kill Her 
 
    Condemn Her to the Breeding Pits 
 
    Banish Her 
 
    

  

 
   
    Give Her to Desiree 
 
      
 
    “I am not a cruel Overlord,” you muse. 
 
    Givril snorts. You glare at the imp but he looks prudently away. 
 
    “…Like I was saying,” you continue, looking down at Lashana. “I’m not a cruel Overlord. So even though you deserve to have the skin flaying off you by burning whips, and then thrown to as the new breeding slut of the hellhounds of Wrath for a few centuries, I won’t do that.” 
 
    Lashana pales at the punishment you’ve outlined. “N-no?” 
 
    “No,” you say. “Because I was assisted on this mission, and the one who helped me deserves a reward. So instead, I give you to Desiree, to do with what she will.” 
 
    “My!” the Lust succubus croons, her eyes lighting up with delight. “You are generous, my lady.” 
 
    “You forgot to mention beautiful, charming, and wise,” you say. 
 
    “An oversight,” Desiree says. “It shan’t happen again.” 
 
    “See that it doesn’t. Now, collect your prize.” 
 
    “With joy,” Desiree purrs, gliding up to the kneeling Lashana. Lashana’s expression grows tight as she looks up at the towering beauty of the demoness, and her eyes widen even further as Desiree produces a dark leather collar from somewhere in her cloak. 
 
    “Here we are,” Desiree coos as she leans down, tenderly stroking Lashana’s neck as she clicks the collar shut. Lashana groans as she feels the collar seal itself, locking her up tight within it. “Does that feel good, pet?” 
 
    “Y-yes, mistress,” Lashana says, then stiffens, gasping as runes flare a bloody red around the collar. 
 
    “Good girl,” Lashana titters, her eyes sparking with delight. “And pleasure comes from obedience, pet. Something you’ll learn very quickly. Obedience is pleasure for good girls. Good, obedient pets for their mistress. Do you like being my obedient pet?” 
 
    “Y-yes, mistress,” Lashana moans, arching a little, her eyes lidded and smoldering with pleasure as the collar throbs with its corruptive light. 
 
    “Good girl. In fact, I think I should introduce my pet to my… other pet. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Lashana moans, then blinks. “Um… other pet?” 
 
    Desiree grins and raises her head. “Ravage!” she calls. 
 
    There’s a sudden commotion on the ballroom floor. Like a knife, something cuts through the crowd, Envy demons jumping out of the way in alarm. Desiree smiles as a bulk of muscle, scale and fang suddenly leaps onto the stage, landing with a bang. 
 
    You stare at the beast who has come. A hellhound, its head little more than a maw of cruel fangs, its body ridged with scaly red flesh and pointy spines. Its huge claws scratch white lines into the obsidian floor, and around its neck is a collar much like Lashana’s. Something your copy seems to notice, judging by the way she touches her neck, her eyes widening in sudden comprehension. 
 
    “Good boy,” Desiree coos, her inhuman hand running along the beast’s back, making him pant hotly. “Who’s my big doggie? Is it you? Is it you my handsome boy? Oh yes it is! Yes it is! And my pretty boy is going to get a treat! Yes he is. Yes he is!” 
 
    “Meeee,” the bestial demon barks, voice barely discernible. “Me! I good boy!” 
 
    Lashana probably didn’t understand what was happening until she actually saw the hellhound’s infernal cock begin to swell. Then her eyes spring wide open, disgust suffusing her face. “You… you can’t mean…” 
 
    Desiree turned with mocking sympathy. “Oh? Does someone not want to take my pet’s randy cock? But he’s such a good boy. And surely you want to be a… good girl.” 
 
    Those words radiated through Lashana. The Envy demon shudders, her lips parting, eyes lidding as the collar around her throat pulsed with light. “I… I…” 
 
    “Because a good girl always has fun. A good girl always enjoys herself. A good girl does whatever I say and loves being a good, obedient, horny slut for her mistress and fellow pets. What? Just because you sometimes walk on two legs, you think you’re better than Ravage? Silly girl.” 
 
    You watch, fascinated as Desiree beats down Lashana with words. Every time she says ‘good girl’ a shock shoots through Lashana, visible in the way her body flinches, thighs tightening, mouth parting, gasping. By the time Desiree finishes, Lashana is panting, eyes dim, smoky, mouth fairly drooling in stupid pleasure. 
 
    “Lashana?” Desiree purrs. 
 
    “Y-yes?” Lashana pants. 
 
    “Good girls present themselves for fucking.” 
 
    Lashana nods shakily. There’s no hesitation, only the awkward fumbling of a slut so turned on she can’t even think. Lashana fairly falls over herself in lifting up her soft ass, legs parted to reveal her steaming pussy, Invidia’s cum still leaking from her in a slick mess. 
 
    “Good girl,” Desiree purrs, Lashana whimpering in delight as her collar again pulses. “Now, Ravage? I think our new pet needs to get acquainted…” 
 
    The hellhound growls. A sound that seems to thrum through Lashana as the monster prowls towards her. As he draws nearer you can see Lashana’s arousal grow. Dripping from the slick folds of her pussy as she waves her ass with ever greater urgency, panting hotly, looking over her shoulder with an almost drunken flush. Lost in anticipation. in pleasure. in hot, frantic obedience. 
 
    Ravage moves over her, pressing her down beneath his bestial girth. His wedged, demonic dog prick pushes against her folds. Lashana moans, her cry rising in a whimper of pleasure and shame, a sound that sings through you as Ravage pushes her down beneath him and stuffs her full of his powerful cock. 
 
    “Hrrrr… Goood… mate…” the hellhound growls, licking the back of Lashana’s neck. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Lashana moans, the power of speech failing her as the beast’s cock stuffs her, and begins to thrust. 
 
    Ravage pants, pounding his cock into the moaning succubus, rutting her, mating her like the beast he is. Every impact drives Lashana harder into the floor, her gasps, pants, moans rising into the high ceiling as she takes his cock. 
 
    “Y-yes! Yes! More! M-moooooore!” Lashana moans in pitiable ecstasy, pushing her plush derriere against the thudding impact of the monster’s shaft. “Oh fuck… fuck! Yes! Yesssss! More! Please! Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaard! Fuck me deeeep! Pit yes! Yesssss! Yessssss! Nnnnn!” 
 
    Lashana cums so easily you’re actually shocked, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy, her collar pulsing with light as she’s stuffed again and again by Ravage’s cock. The tightness of his new mate pushes the beast past the brink, and with a howl of feral lust, Ravage cums, his thick cock pumping the quivering slut beneath him with great bursts of seed, his knot swelling, sealing her shut. 
 
    You feel Loria press a handkerchief into your hand, and realize you’re sweating. Hastily, you dab away around your neck and brow and clear your throat. “Well,” you say as Lashana whimpers, twitching around the cock hilting in her pussy. “I see that you have… things well in hand.” 
 
    “So glad you agree,” Desiree says with a sultry glance your way. “Fear not, my lady. I will take good care of her. Perhaps you will stop by when you visit the realm of Lust.” 
 
    A pang of excitement shoots through you at the suggestion. “Y-yes. That should be… interesting.” 
 
    That’s right. You’ve still two sin lords left to meet. Lust and Wrath yet await you. And as you watch Lashana moan, cum squelching from her overstuffed pussy as Ravage renews his panting rutting, you realize you’re not out of the woods yet… 
 
      
 
    Wrath 
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    Slave of Envy 
 
      
 
    There is a rumor in Envy, one spoken only in whispers in dark rooms. 
 
    A rumor of a chamber deep beneath the palace of Invidia. A lightless place where only the rattle of chains can be heard. A chamber with only one key. A chamber only Invidia can enter. 
 
    They say the lord of Envy goes down there at times when their temper frays. When the bitterness of their existence grows too strong. When their hate for the world and all that lives in it becomes mightier than even the casual cruelties and plots of their realm can sate. 
 
    And screams are heard from those dark depths. Cries for mercy and moans of pleasure. 
 
    Broken sounds. 
 
    Feeble sounds. 
 
    The sounds of torture beyond comprehension. Of pain beyond imagining. 
 
    Who knows what is done in that dark beneath the palace, where no light has ever reached but the infernal glow of pokers and brands? 
 
    Only you and Invidia do. 
 
    And you lost the privilege of speech long ago. 
 
    But what is known is that after departing to those dark depths, Invidia returns, refreshed, pleased. Sated with the assertion of their dominance and place. The bitterness of their envy is soothed, for now. 
 
    But there will always come another time when the sin lord grows taut again with temper. 
 
    And back down into those depths they will descend, and only the screams will rise in answer. No one knows what happens in that room. 
 
    But all are glad it’s not a fate they share. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Test of Magic 
 
      
 
    If there’s one thing you have confidence in, it’s your magic. Hand to hand combat is hardly your forte, and pit knows a test of pleasure will be crippled by your curse mark, but magic? You can do that! You’ve always had skill in magic. 
 
    “I choose the Test of Magic!” you say. 
 
    “So it is chosen,” Invidia whispers. The lord of Envy raises their arms, a subtle pressure pushing back everyone but you and Lashana from the center of the stage. “Please, step forward, and let us see whose magic is stronger. And, to those in the front row,” Invidia adds with a glance at the crowd. “You may experience some… discomfort.” 
 
    Despite these warning, the crowd clusters nearer the stage, looking up with eager anticipation as you face off against Lashana. The succubus looks down at you, hips cocked, a smirk on her face. Does she have something up her sleeve? 
 
    Well, you’re about to find out. 
 
    You raise your hand, gathering magic into your palm, only for Lashana to thrust out her arm. A sudden rush of biting cold surges from her, her dress fluttering in the chill. You wince, staggering back a step. 
 
    “Cold?” you scoff. “I was born of this!” 
 
    “Then you won’t mind some more,” Lashana says as her magic grows. 
 
    The freezing magic pounds into you. How does she have this much power? You try and resist it, bracing against the freezing wind, but your hands start shaking with the chill. Pain stabs your mind like daggers of ice. You squint against the wind, trying to muster enough concentration. But your magic is strangely unsettled. Like something is blocking it. 
 
    Desperation starts to set in. Your fingers are going numb. You stagger back and lash out with a frantic flash of power, but it is swept aside by a freezing gust. 
 
    “Submit!” Lashana commands, her voice howling on the wind that pummels you. 
 
    “N-never!” you say with chattering teeth. 
 
    “Never, eh?” Lashana grins as she throws another burst of freezing magic against you. 
 
    You gasp, forced to your knees, your body numb, aching in the cold. This is ridiculous! You’re the Princess of Pride! You played among the glaciers of the frozen hells all your life. You suckled on icicles! How is this happening! 
 
    You stopped fighting. You only realize this when the freezing winds dissipate, leaving you shivering on the floor, arms wrapped around yourself. You dimly hear people speaking, but it seems to come from the end of a long hall. A sharp click of heels has you raise your head, only to find Lashana towering over you, and in her hands, a dark leather collar. 
 
    “Poor slut,” your copycat whispers as she leans down, slipping the collar around your throat. “Did you think wearing my pretty mask was just to hide your face? I’ve been draining your power since I stuck it on you. Why else would I leave you alive? 
 
    “But there’s no need for that now,” she says, snapping the collar shut, tight around your throat. You groan as you feel runes burn red on the leather, seeping their insidious warmth through you, banishing the cold and replacing it with aching submission to your new mistress. “Because you’ll do anything for me now, won’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, the words spilling from your lips, your mind so numbed with cold, so shocked with submissive magic you can’t deny her. “Yes, mistress. I… I obey.” 
 
    “Good girl,” Lashana chuckles, stroking your cheek, her every touch making you moan, lick your lips in terrible anticipation for what the future will bring. “I think you’ll make a fine slave to the Overlord. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant, nodding, feeling the pleasant heat of your obedience spread through you like hot wine. Soothing. Intoxicating. Your cheeks flush red and your lips part. “Good slave. I’m a… a good slave for mistress. Must obey,” you say, moaning softly as you sink deeper into the warm pleasure those words bring. “Obey mistress… Love mistres…” 
 
     
 
    Slave of Lashana 
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    Thieves 
 
      
 
    First thing every new evil overlord needs to do is redecorate. 
 
    Of course, usually this is because the evil fortress self destructed after some midget threw a ring into a volcano. In your case, however, the Citadel is still very much intact, and quite to your tastes, with its freezing temperatures, extensive dungeons, random spikes and general air of doom and power. Yet, you’ve always had a few ideas about sprucing the place up. Things you’d never have dreamed of while your father was alive. 
 
    But that changed when some heroes killed him. 
 
    When he cursed you. 
 
    When you had to go and try and get the six lords of sin to declare you the next Overlord or be bred by whoever fucked you first. 
 
    Needless to say, a lot has changed since you discovered how much of an asshole your father truly was. 
 
    Besides, if managing to get four lords of sin on your side isn’t reason enough to put in some new banners, what would be? 
 
    “A little higher,” you instruct the envy demon. The robed figure nods, his bone mask jangling with the bells on his horns as he moves his hands. A glow suffuses the new banner, lifting it higher on the wall. “There! Perfect.” 
 
    You smile in satisfaction at the sight. Your father’s old banner of the red hand was good, but this new one is more you. A seven pointed silver crown on a field of crimson. A little presumptuous, maybe, but you are the Princess of Pride. You nod in satisfaction. “Not bad at all.” 
 
    “Glad you like it.” 
 
    You glance from the tapestry to your companion. Avarick, the Dragon of Greed, sin lord and master of the Vault. A long fur coat drapes him, his draconian head grinning around a cigar, his scales burnished gold and eyes glowing like molten flame. He stands a full two heads taller than you and radiates a heat like a furnace. Around his neck are glittering medallions and rings sparkle on his fingers. He carries a fortune on his body, and that’s but a fraction of what he owns. 
 
    By contrast, you’re dressed more modestly. Merely a black gown woven of drider silk, slits in the sides showing off your hips while a plunging neckline reveals the soft, creamy orbs of your firm breasts. A necklace of diamonds gleams around your throat, and strands of silver are woven among your horns like glittering constellations. 
 
    “It’s sufficient,” you say. “But thank you. It’s a fine tribute to the new Overlord.” 
 
    Avarick laughs, acrid smoke seeping from his maw. “Glad to hear it. And the new servants?” 
 
    “About time, I’d say,” you observe, watching the lesser demons scurry about the room. You say it, but it does feel relaxing to have someone other than you and your maid, Loria, around the Citadel. All the old servants fled when your father died and news got out you’d be the breeding slave of the first person to impregnate you, but now people think you might actually pull this off! 
 
    You hope so too. 
 
    You hear the clipped stride of sharp heeled shoes and turn as your maid, Loria, walks down the grand staircase of the main hall. With hair done up in a tight bun, lovely figure clad in officious servant robes, and a cool, businesslike expression on her blue face, no one would ever expect the succubus before you to be an unrepentant pervert, even by hell’s standards. And there’s a high bar by any measure. 
 
    She bows on reaching you, pushing her glasses back up as she rises. “Mistress.” 
 
    “Loria, good timing. What do you think of the banners? Too on the nose?” 
 
    “They look lovely, my lady. Suitable for your reign of evil.” 
 
    You nod, touching your chin. “Yes. Yes, I do like the sound of that.” 
 
    “By the way, intruders have entered the Citadel.” 
 
    You nod, then register her words. “Wh-what!” you gasp, spinning to face her. “Who? How?” 
 
    “Mortals, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Mortals?” 
 
    “They seem to have snuck through the portal to the mortal realm, and have entered the Citadel.” 
 
    Oh, right. You forgot half the reason the Citadel existed was so your father could invade the human world. Which, needless to say, didn’t work out for him. “How the hell did they activate the portal?” you growl. “That thing’s been dead since Givril popped through.” 
 
    “I cannot say, mistress. But it was, perhaps, inevitable,” Loria adds. 
 
    Avarick cracks his knuckles, the sound like metal groaning. “Want me to take care of them, oh Overlord?” 
 
    “No,” you say. “You’d just bill me for it.” 
 
    “True,” Avarick says. 
 
    “No,” you continue, a wicked smile alighting on your face. “I have a better idea. Loria! To the Chamber of the Heart!” 
 
    “Delightful, mistress,” Loria says dutifully. 
 
    You turn on your heel, striding through the cold halls of the Citadel, your father’s lair, now yours. Avarick follows, keeping pace, his steps sizzling on the stone floor, Loria close behind. Excitement bubbles in your chest as servants scuttle from your path. Malice too long repressed by weakness awakens in your heart. It’s been a long time since intruders tried to break into the Citadel. Time to show them who they’re messing with! 
 
    You quickly reach the Chamber of the Heart, the control center of the Citadel. No evil overlord worth their salt wouldn’t fill their lair with traps and creatures to amuse and torment their enemies, and you’re hardly an exception. Most of the Citadel is off limits to guests for this reason, and those who wander off the proper passages soon learn their error, though it often costs them a limb or two. 
 
    You touch the seal on the door, a leering demon’s face made of blackest iron. The face stirs, eyes opening, glowing a cold blue light. “Who dares come before the Chamber.” 
 
    “Open up, Razir! I’ve got business with intruders.” 
 
    The door blinks slowly, the lights of its eyes flashing. “The Master of the Citadel has come. The doors open! Mind the gap.” 
 
    You roll your eyes as, with a groan the face opens, splitting down the middle and gliding apart. Only the master of the Citadel can open the door. Which, since your father’s end, has been you. The room beyond is dominated by a large, round table centered around a crystal whose facets glow softly in the snowy light raining down. The black walls crowd in the chamber, carved with seven howling demonic faces, but you ignore them. You plant your hands on the table, filling it with your magic. The facets of the crystal flicker, changing, showing you the various rooms of your evil lair. 
 
    “There,” Loria says, pointing. 
 
    Instantly you look. Ah, there they are. Two figures are moving through one of the upper corridors of the Citadel. Humans both. They don’t look like heroes with their dark leathers and masks. Thieves if you’re to guess. In your home? 
 
    Your hands tighten on the table. “Vermin,” you growl. 
 
    “Didn’t you do this to enter my palace?” Avarick says. 
 
    “That was different,” you snap. 
 
    “Ah, of course,” Avarick says. 
 
    “Damn right. Now, first thing’s first…” 
 
    You feed the table with your power. You’ve used it before when your father was at war and intruders occasionally slipped into the Citadel. You grin as the floor under the thieves suddenly shifts, opening. Both give a sudden scream as they drop down into the icy gap. 
 
    “Now,” you purr, switching the view to the first thief as she tumbles out into a hall of red, the walls curtained with drooping fabric and filled with a cloying smoke from dangling censers. “Let’s see…” 
 
    “The guest rooms?” Avarick says. 
 
    “Exactly,” you say as you get a better look at the thief. She’s a pretty one. Full figured with short brown hair, knives flying from her belt into her hands as she looks about the sultry suite she’s been deposited into. 
 
    “Reynolds?” the human calls. “Reynolds? It’s Carla, can you hear me?” 
 
    You chuckle, the woman’s voice echoing through the corridor. When there is no reply, she begins to make her way down the passage, lacking any other choice. 
 
    But you have choices. Oh yes. You’ve got that mindflayer who just recently stopped by to declare his allegiance. And of course there’s the imp roosts. That place is simply filled these days with the little bastards, and they could surely use a little entertainment. 
 
    “And of course, there’s Hassas,” Avarick says. 
 
    You glance his way. “Hassas?” 
 
    “My gorgon assistant and accountant. I brought her along to guard the treasures I brought, but she’s been abominable company all cooped up in her chamber. A new plaything would be just what she needs.” 
 
    “Interesting,” you muse, turning back to the shimmering facets of the crystal, hands hovering over it, feeding it your magic.  
 
    Decisions decisions... 
 
      
 
    Gorgon of Gold 
 
    Mindflayer 
 
    Imp Chamber 
 
    

  

 
   
    Amusements 
 
      
 
    “Well,” you say, stepping back from the scrying crystal as it grows dark. “That was fun!” 
 
    “I’m glad you enjoyed it, mistress,” Loria says. “Because I have more news.” 
 
    You glance idly over your shoulder. “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. Ira’s armies have marched and are on the border.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “We can see them from the Citadel, mistress,” Loria says, her voice already fading as you race out of the room. Up black stone stairs that glitter with the beginning of frost you fly, throwing open a pair of large doors. The upper balcony sits here, the spikes where the heads of your enemies would normally be mounted arranged like bars to the view of the world afar. 
 
    Windswept wastes of ice spread across the realm of Pride. Great mountains of it jut up like breaching leviathans. Some of them are, in fact, but your eyes aren’t on those immense monster popsicles. Out, out to the farthest border of Pride’s icy realm, you see dark clouds gather, thumping with the beat of fire, their heart red, reflecting the glow below them. 
 
    The warbands of Wrath are on the march. 
 
    And they’re coming for you. 
 
    Your hands tighten on the railing of the balcony, a shiver that has nothing to do with the bone chilling cold working through you. This is no thief in the night, sneaking into your lair to steal its treasures, to be disposed of with hidden traps and horny monsters. Ira will bring arms. Siege engines. An endless stream of fire and hate and war to tear down the Citadel and rip you from its belly. Ira’s words at the end of the party in Envy return to you. 
 
    There are over eight hundred curses in your lexicon. Some of them can make a man’s ears explode or blood weep from his eyes. In that moment, as you look at the distant glow of the approaching armies of Wrath, only one occurs to you. 
 
    “Fuck,” you say, with feeling. 
 
    “Ah,” Avarick says, the draconic demon striding out behind you, the air around him steaming as the cold air melts, then evaporates without ever touching his furred coat. “That’s a problem.” 
 
    You look at him quickly. “How fast can your armies get here?” 
 
    Avarick takes the cigar from his mouth, tapping out the ash. “Hmmm. Well, for one, I don’t have armies. I have mercenaries, and they’re tough hagglers. Especially when shit’s ‘bout to hit the fan like this. This place’ll be rubble before they even decide on a price.” 
 
    “Well dammit! I’m not going to just sit here,” you snap. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Ira also sent this,” Loria says, holding out a letter. “It arrived this morning.” 
 
    “It did? Why the hell didn’t you say that before!” 
 
    “I was going to, mistress, but you ran out of the room.” 
 
    “Just… Here, let me see that.” 
 
    You snatch the letter from Loria’s hands and open it, reading rapidly. 
 
    To Lillian, Princess of Pride, would be Overlord of Hell, 
 
    You are joyously invited to attend upon the Master of Mayhem, the Warmaster of Wrath, the Conquerer of Kings… 
 
    You roll your eyes, skipping the titles until you reach the bottom of the page. 
 
    ...Defeater of Demise and Lord of Blades. I will eagerly be awaiting you at the Arena of Woes, where I look forward to discussing our future relationship. I will be seeing you imminently, one way or another. 
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Ira. 
 
    You crumple the paper in your fist, seething. “Bastard!” you growl. “He dares demand I attend on him? He should be attending on me!” 
 
    “I believe that is what the army is for,” Loria says. 
 
    You close your eyes tight, massaging your brows for clarity. Damn it. Damn it! It’s insanity to walk into Ira’s lair all on your own, especially when he’s surrounded by all his hosts. But you don’t really see a way out of this. The beefy meathead has trapped you with his armies and a quick march upon your realm. You really need to get your spy network in place. 
 
    “If I may,” Avarick observes, chewing thoughtfully on his cigar. “The fact you received an invitation is pretty strange.” 
 
    You open an eye. “It is?” you say. 
 
    Avarick nods, his coat snapping in the wind. “Hm. Ira’s not one for treachery. If he wanted to make you his fuck slave, he’d already be battering down the gates with a ram shaped like his cock. Subtlety is not exactly his forte. He may genuinely be wanting to speak to you.” 
 
    “He brought an army!” 
 
    Avarick shrugs. “That’s his way. Besides, he never goes anywhere without an army.” 
 
    That much is true. You do recall that Ira’s palace is a mobile one. An arena he summons from the very earth wherever he encamps, the entire mountainous realm of Wrath his home, and all the warbands who live and war among them willing to fight and die for glory in his crimson sands. You thoughtfully tap a finger against the letter you hold. 
 
    “I see,” you say at last. “Then, maybe it is worth hearing him out.” 
 
    “Excellent, mistress,” Loria says. “Then, I will lay out your attire for the encounter. Shall I go with your usual gown? Or would you prefer a chainmail bikini?” 
 
    “Loria, please! That bikini is only for the most formal of occasions,” you say. 
 
    Loria bows. “Of course, mistress. How silly of me.” 
 
      
 
    Into the Realm of Wrath 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Arena of Woe 
 
      
 
    Your motley band soon draws near Ira’s arena, and its impression is appropriately overwhelming. 
 
    You pass first through the outskirts, where lie the camps of war. Hundreds of thousands of fires burn, their smoke twisting in the air to form blackest clouds. Banners and totems rear above camps where the war bands of Wrath await the pleasures of their master. Normally they would be raiding, battling, striving with sword and muscle against one another, but here there is no battle, for here they have come to pay homage to their warlord. But at the moment the camps are near empty, and the reason lies before you. 
 
    The Arena of Woe rises like a broken mountain of crimson stone. Raised of hard, cyclopean rock, it devours the horizon, its walls ringed with spikes like fangs seeking to eat the sky. Crowds march into the great doors that open in the walls, and drums echo with the heartbeat of strife, summoning the clans to their master’s hall. 
 
    You eye the arena with reservation. You’ve been a guest many times in its boxes, watching the sport of Ira’s warriors kill each other. You never had much of a taste for it. Physical battle never interested you much, but your father would drag you along for all the lesser demons to admire. Somehow, you have a feeling you won’t be watching from the high seats this time. 
 
    Your mount trots down the road of bones, the bleached white like a slash across the landscape, so ground into the earth it’s flat. Few are using it at the moment. Some demons move around their camps, but you can hear the howls and thunderous roars of thousands coming from within the vast walls of the arena, where most are enjoying the show. 
 
    The gates are wide open, formed from jutting stone tilted together to form a massive arch. Rough hewn steps climb to it, and here you halt Orrian, dismounting. From her own mount Loria steps down, joining you. 
 
    “A-anything else, Overlord?” Orrian asks. 
 
    You let him stew in doubt for a moment, his hooves clicking nervously before you wave him away. “No. Begone! I have no more use for you.” 
 
    Orrian bows and trots back, joining the rest of his band. Together they whirl away, riding hard from you. You ignore them, dismissed from your mind. The real test lies before you. 
 
    From beneath the gates of the arena a wrath demon waits, his armor heavy on the spikes and skull motif, his head that of a lion with a fur of deepest crimson, his mane rolling about in the dry wind. He stands alone, although several hulking demons that look like some unholy cross between a bull and a squid lurk around the entrance as horrific sentries. The lion pays them no mind as he walks down the steps, halting before you and cutting a low bow. 
 
    “Welcome, oh Overlord,” the demon says, lifting his head, flashing fang. “The Warmaster will be pleased you accepted his invitation.” 
 
    “Oh will he?” you say. 
 
    “Of course!” the demon says. “I have been sent to bring you to him. I am Hozak! Welcome to the Arena of Woe!” 
 
    “Great,” you say. “Very well. Show me to your master.” 
 
    Hozak bows again, turns, and starts off into the arena. You follow at pace, Loria loyally gliding along at your side. The walls of the arena are crude, looking like they’ve been hacked from the very rocks that forms them, which is fairly accurate. Just the amount of power it would take to raise such a place fills you with awe and uncertainty, but you can’t back down now, if you ever could. After all, the Overlord faces her foes head on. 
 
    When it suits her. 
 
    You can hear the sound of the crowds even through the many layers of rock, but you don’t see them. Torches gutter in dark stone hallways. Now and then you pass by cells molded from the walls where the chattel for the bloodsport moan and shiver, flinching from whips wielded by iron faced guards. A sound begins to grow, and you realize you’re being led on an upward slope. The thunderous cheering and the belting roar of beasts echoes down from a doorway ahead, revealing the red light of the sky. 
 
    You’re led through and onto the grand stands of the Arena of Woe. 
 
    Hundreds of rings descend to the arena floor. The seats are filled with spectators of a thousand shapes. The creatures of Wrath are a medley of monsters, crossed between men, beasts, and things between. Other creatures from across the hells and realms beyond crowd among them, the snarls of monsters, howls of winners, wails of losers rise up like a great wave of noise. 
 
    In the arena itself, a vast brawl is taking place. Demons and monsters fight with steel and fang, slipping in the blood of the fallen, bodies joining the dead in a vast orgy of violence so great the floor of the arena can’t even be seen among the dead. 
 
    You look at the arena, shocked by the sheer scale of brutality. Then you hear a rumbling chuckle from above you. 
 
    “There you are. And here I was thinking I’d have to tear down the Citadel to see you again.” 
 
    You slowly turn. Size is no marker of power in hell. The smallest of creatures can contain enough sorcery to slay a monster the size of a house. But in Ira, there is no doubt of his supremacy. 
 
    He’s let loose his size, and towers above you. The entrance you came through sits casually between his legs, merely another part of his immense throne made of thousands of skulls. His head is that of a bull, his horns licking with the red mist of violence he forever radiates. A cape of flame crackles behind him, his armour black as night and engraved with scenes of battle and triumph. 
 
    A tankard of beer larger than you sits in his hand, and Ira raises it, takes a long drink and slams it down on the arm of his throne. He grins down at you, leaning forward, his shadow falling on you with a chill of the sorrow of widows and orphans. 
 
    “Ira,” you say, trying not to be intimidated and not doing very well. 
 
    “Princess,” he says, grinning. Pit, he has a lot of teeth. “So glad you accepted my invitation.” 
 
    “Well, you made the trouble of crossing the hells to come here.” 
 
    “Too true. I wouldn’t make it without good reason.” 
 
    “...You didn’t call me up here to declare your allegiance, did you?” 
 
    Ira smirks, takes another drink. “No,” he says. 
 
    You glance back at the arena below. “...You’re going to make me fight in your arena, aren’t you?” 
 
    Ira chuckles again. “Yes.” 
 
    You sigh, shoulders slumping. “Of course.” 
 
    Ira laughs, the bellowing sound like the tramp of legions. “Ha ha ha! Yes, yes. You always were a clever one, Princess of Pride. You’d have to be to get the others to declare for you. But being an Overlord isn’t all politics or bargaining. There’s more to it. There’s war! Violence! Conquest! I followed your father for the chance to raid the realm of mortals. To find battle worthy of my warbands!” 
 
    “Did you?” 
 
    Ira shrugs. “There were some. It was an entertaining change of pace, at any rate. So you can understand why I won’t follow anyone who cannot impress me in battle. In glory!” 
 
    “Let me guess,” you say. “If I lose, you’ll fuck me. Right?” 
 
    Ira strokes his muzzle. “Not quite. I made it clear that whoever wished to mate with you, oh Princess, would have to win the right to challenge you.” 
 
    You pale. “What! That’d be billions!” 
 
    “It was! Most delightful. But that would be a bit much, don’t you agree?” 
 
    “I’d fucking say so!” 
 
    Ira nods his horned head. “Surely. Which was why I proposed this tournament. The winner of the matches earns the right to battle you in the arena.” 
 
    “W-wait, but, what if I hadn’t come?” you say. 
 
    “Ah, well, in that case, the winners would each get a turn fucking your royal cunt after I tore down your castle around your ears and claimed breeding rights to your womb.” 
 
    You cringe at the thought. “Well… I came to you.” 
 
    “So you did,” Ira chuckles. “The champions will delight in their chance to claim you.” He raises his head, looking down at the arena. “And it seems the first has been chosen.” 
 
    You turn, looking down at the stage below. As he said, the battle appears to be over. Astride a pile of bodies, blood and gore dripping from his form, is the champion. A demon of Gluttony, the fat pigman stands tall atop the carcasses of his enemies, a trident like a gigantic fork in one hand. He raises his porcine head and lets loose a loud squeal of triumph, thrusting up his weapon, his eyes glued to you. 
 
    A shudder courses through you. Half disgust, half desire as your curse mark throbs in answer to the breeding howl. You hear again Ira’s chuckle. 
 
    “Prepare yourself, Princess of Pride. Your trial begins now.” 
 
      
 
    The First Challenge 
 
    

  

 
   
    The First Challenge 
 
      
 
    “Well, this is bullshit.” 
 
    Loria pushes her glasses back up her nose. “If you say so, mistress. Though, I believe this is far preferable to a protracted siege of the Citadel.” 
 
    You grunt and look about yourself. Ira gave you a chamber to prepare for the battle, and it’s appropriately Wrathful. Pelts of beasts drape the floors and weapons fill the walls. Swords, shields, spears, flails, and other, more obscure weapons that look like they may cut you if you even touch them. They glitter ominously around you, more than a few looking cursed, and not for the first time, you’re relieved that you have your trusty staff to rely on. Some furnishing has been brought in as well as a gesture of comfort, but you don’t feel much like enjoying the divan, chairs, or even the large bath in the corner. 
 
    “I suppose so,” you say, pacing impatiently. “So my first enemy is that pig thing?” 
 
    “Such is my understanding, mistress,” Loria intones obediently. 
 
    “Great. Well, he doesn’t look too tough. I took one down in Gluttony. Remember?” 
 
    “I do, mistress. I was very impressed by your ability to slay an obese piece of ham.” 
 
    “Is that sass I detect, Loria?” 
 
    “Certainly not, mistress,” Loria says primly as she again adjusts her spectacles. “I would never dream of sassing you.” 
 
    You shoot your assistant a glare, but she merely stands, obediently before you, arms crossed behind her back. You grumble, crossing your arms under your chest and leaning back where you stand. “Well, do you have any advice?” 
 
    Loria closes her eyes for a moment, then opens them. “It seems to me, mistress,” she says, “that you may not need to fight this creature.” 
 
    “I’m going to be in an arena with him,” you observe. 
 
    “True, mistress. But this demon is not a creature of Wrath. Therefore, he does not fight for glory or power. He is a creature of gluttony. A demon of excess and immediate rewards. Of taste and delights of the senses.” 
 
    “Thank you for the zoological lesson, Loria,” you say. “Now, answers please?” 
 
    “Simple, mistress,” Loria says. “You may be able to bargain the creature.” 
 
    “With what? Do I bake a cake and bring it in with me?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t advise that, mistress. But…” 
 
    A thudding on the door cuts her off. You turn as it opens and Hozak steps inside, the leonian Wrath demon showing off his fangs with a smile. “It’s time, Overlord,” he says. 
 
    You sigh and toss back an errant lock of your raven hair. “Alright. Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    “Good luck, mistress,” Loria says. “I’ll be watching from the stands. Remember! Win or lose, it’s how you play the game.” 
 
    “If I lose, I’ll be turned into a pig demon’s breeding sow,” you remind her. 
 
    “Yes, but you can play that game very well.” 
 
    You follow Hozak out of the room, not for the first time trying to puzzle Loria out. But you put your impudent assistant out of your mind as you’re led through the arena, the dark stone corridor ending at a grilled portcullis. You straighten, trying to quiet your quickening heart as, with a groan of chains, the metal barrier rises, and you step out into the ring. 
 
    The sand is the colour of blood, the sky whirling slowly above. The crowds rise like a vast wave of fangs, fur and claws, their roar thundering down onto you. You take a shuddering breath, but can’t stop a smile at being the center of attention for so many. After all, if things go well, you will be ruling all these creatures. You raise your hand, waving to them. 
 
    The grind of metal pulls your attention to the opposite side of the arena, and from the dark throat of the passage steps your opponent. The pig demon has cleaned up, but that hardly makes him more appealing. His gut swells over his armoured kilt and his blocky body waddles with his weight. His porcine face is twisted in a leer, his trident carried lazily at his side, but you don’t miss how his fat doesn’t wobble like it should, nor how his thick arms carry his weapon. He may be big, but most of him is muscle. There’s a reason he won his melee, you remind yourself. Slaying all those lesser demons. Conquering them, all for his chance to take you. Claim you. 
 
    Mate you. 
 
    Own you. 
 
    Fuck you with his thick cock and heavy bollocks. They say Gluttony demon cum tastes sweet. You wonder if its true, your eyes drawn down to his kilt, warmth oozing through you from your core. 
 
    No. 
 
    From your curse mark. 
 
    You force yourself to focus, even as the heat of your curse throbs above your womb, aching for you to satisfy it and be bred. Turned into a helpless cum bucket for this monstrous pig. You lick your lips, trying to ignore it. But the hoots of the crowd aren’t helping. 
 
    “Look at her!” 
 
    “Fuck her Pigma!” 
 
    “Breed that haughty bitch!” 
 
    “Fuck her full of cum!” 
 
    “Make her squeal! Squeeeeal like a pig!” 
 
    You hate this place. 
 
    You flick your hand, conjuring the Staff of Domination into being with a crackle of magic. You bring it about, ready for your porcine opponent. Pigma snorts, raising his arms and pumping them into the air with a squealing roar. 
 
    From high above the arena, Ira looks down like a god of war, his bull head crowned with flame as he raises a massive hand. 
 
    “Begin!” 
 
      
 
    Wait 
 
    Parlay 
 
    Attack 
 
    Magic 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You hold back, trying to get a good feel for the demon opposite you, though it’s hard to concentrate. The lewd suggestions of the crowd rain down on you with increasing force and emotion. Your curse mark throbs as you stare at the fat demon, your eyes continually drawn to his kilt and the thickness within. You feel your cheeks redden further as you see it shift around his bulge. 
 
    So focused on his cock, it takes you a moment to realize he’s moving. Your head snaps up as Pigma surges across the arena. He’s shockingly fast for such a fat bastard! You backpedal, trying to put some distance between you and him, but he’s on you in an instant! 
 
    Pigma plows into you, slamming you to the ground under his bulk. You hit the sand heavily, breath driven from you in a gasp. The pig demon snorts in delight, reaching down, pinning your arms as he leans over you, his gut pressing you under him, his porcine snout twitching. 
 
    “Pretty slut,” the demon wheezes, his tongue running out, licking your cheek. “Pretty slut make good bitch for Pigma!” 
 
    You shudder as his tongue leaves a long streak along your cheek. Your curse mark throbs with need, spreading tendrils of desire through you. Your arms feel weak, strength fleeing from them, your body burning with undeniable arousal. 
 
    Pigma feels the fight leave you, and he snorts, grabbing your chin and forcing your head towards him. He leans in, pressing a kiss to your lips. 
 
    “Mmm!” you groan, trying to resist, but never quite managing it as his tongue forces itself into your mouth. His saliva tastes weirdly sweet. Like sugar. You realize you’re moaning, sagging under him as his kiss presses into you, his free hand grabbing one of your breasts, squeezing it. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” you moan, lashes fluttering, curse mark pulsing as your pussy aches with emptiness. Resistance is forgotten. Dismissed. Only the feel of Pigma’s lips on your matter. Of his bulk atop you. 
 
    Pigma breaks the kiss, grinning down at your dazed face. “Mmm. Slut taste good!” he snorts. 
 
    “Enough!” 
 
    The booming cry comes from Ira as he raises a hand over the arena. “I have seen enough! The winner is Pigma! And to the victor,” he continues, his bullish muzzle twisting in mirth, “go the spoils.” 
 
    Pigma squeals in delight, grabbing your dress, tearing it off. You cry out as your clothes are stripped from you, leaving you naked in the sands. The cheers of the crowd thunder down, only adding to the pain of your humiliation. 
 
    But he’s far from done. 
 
    Pigma lifts himself off you, snorting. He grabs his kilt and wrenches it aside, revealing his thick cock. But it’s his balls that arrest your attention. They’re huge! Swollen and thick, dangling heavily between his meaty thighs. 
 
    “You like? You serve!” Pigma snorts, grabbing your head and forcing you against his cock and bollocks. 
 
    You groan, the scent of him overpowering you. Sickly sweet, yet oddly tantalizing. You can’t stop your lips from pressing against his thick bollocks, tongue sliding along them, your tastebuds singing with his intoxicating taste. 
 
    Your curse mark is glowing so hot it’s a wonder it doesn’t brand you right there! There’s still just enough of you to blush with shame at what’s happening, but that’s far too little to resist what is now an inevitability. You lost. Lost to this fat, bloated monster of a pig. And now you must serve. It’s your only choice. 
 
    You shift onto your knees, obediently moving your hands on Pigma’s cock, moaning as you feel it throb under your touch. Your lips kiss along his length, your pussy twitching with shameless delight as you obediently serve this monster. You can hear Pigma’s squeals and snorts of pleasure as you kiss his fat balls, lathing them with your tongue, shudders of naked anticipation thrumming through you as you feel the heaviness of his cum churn in anticipation. 
 
    Pigma wheezes, his gut wobbling with every stroke of your adoring tongue. Pre rolls from his swollen tip, eagerly lapped up by you. You can’t even fathom a reason to resist. You exist for this cock. For this bulk. For him to pound your sopping pussy and breed your fertile womb. Your arousal drips shamelessly into the arena sands as you frantically tongue his balls. 
 
    “Enough!” Pigma snorts, shoving you off his cock and into the dust. “I breed!” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant, scrambling up, pushing out your rear with slavish glee, your soft rump raised for the coming rutting. “Please… oh fuck… please! Breed me!” 
 
    Laughter rains down at your shameful position. You shudder under their mocking, but only drip more with desire, your pussy aching to feel Pigma’s cock. His meaty fingers grab your hips, squeezing them with uncaring brutality. You moan as you feel his cock stroke your dripping folds, then cry out as he thrusts home. 
 
    Your mind goes white with the bliss of his penetration. It feels sooooo gooood! You moan, face pressed into the sands of the area, Pigma snorting as he draws back, pushes forward, his gut bouncing off your upraised ass as he breeds you before the assembled hordes of wrath. 
 
    And you love it! 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Mnnnnyesssss!” you moan, lost to the sensation, to the submission, pushing back your rear to meet every thrust of Pigma’s cock. “Yesss! Fuck me! Breed me! Please! Please! Need it! Need your cuuuuum!” 
 
    The crowd howls in delight, their roars even louder than during the bloodsport. And why not? Here was the one who sought to bring all hell under her banner. Here was the one who gained the loyalty of four lords of sin. All your accomplishments brought to nothing by the meaty thrusts of the fat pig demon rutting your hot cunt, pounding into you, his head thrown back, squeals of delight escaping him. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” you gasp as you feel his fucking grow ragged, his grip bruising, his cock throbbing in your clutching cunt with his approaching climax. “Master! Yes! Masterrrrrr!” 
 
    You cum, pushed beyond the brink by the feeling of his shaft in you. As your tight pussy ripples around him, Pigma throws back his head, tusked mouth parting in a great squeal of ecstasy. His balls tighten, and unleash within you. You cry out as his cum pumps into you. What seems like gallons of hot seed pouring into your tight pussy. You shudder under him, the volume of his cum so great it pours out your cunt, down your ass and drools onto the arena floor. 
 
    And yet there’s still so much! 
 
    You feel it hit your womb, and unspeakable bliss flows through you, banishing all you once were. How could pride, triumph, greatness compare to the feeling of being this pig’s breeding sow? You moan as the curse mark flares, branding itself upon your womb, marking you as the bitch of Pigma. 
 
    Pigma groans, slowing his thrusts, but never halting. His cum squelches out of your dripping pussy. You moan, rubbing your cheek into the dust, aftershocks of pleasure rippling through you as your master resumes his lazy thrusting. A drunken smile alights your lips as you pant, pushing back, his gut pressing down on your lower back and ass as his cock fills you once again. 
 
    Your purpose is clear. 
 
    Your destiny apparent. 
 
    You were always meant to be your master’s breeding slut. 
 
    And you can’t wait. 
 
      
 
    Breeding Sow 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    As you face off with Pigma, Loria’s words return to you. Yes. Perhaps there is a way out of this without having to risk yourself. But how to do it without alerting the crowds? 
 
    The answer comes in a flash. 
 
    You rush forward, Staff of Domination rising, falling. Pigma’s eyes widen and he swings his trident in a block. Magical might surges from your weapon into your arms, the impact staggering Pigma, making him reel back. 
 
    “See that?” you say as you move in closer, your voice low as the crowd howls. “See the power I wield?” 
 
    Pigma snorts, staggered, or so it seems, but you note his stance is ready, his grip still strong on his trident. You move again, swinging, blocked again by Pigma, your faces close, the reek of his body sickly sweet so close. You press your weapon against his, leaning in closer. 
 
    “Throw the match.” 
 
    Pigma’s beady eyes narrow. His lips curl back from his tusked mouth. “You not-“ 
 
    “Do it, and I’ll let you have some fun with my body in my room after the battle.” 
 
    Pigma’s eyes widen in surprise. “You…” 
 
    “You won’t win,” you hiss, stepping back, breaking the deadlock, spinning the staff. “But if I win, I’ll let you cum with me. No pussy. But we’ll have fun.” 
 
    Pigma circles you, his jaw moving, mulling over your words. You keep a distance, watching him, careful. You spin your staff lazily, and his eyes follow it. He felt the strength of those first blows. He knows the might that waits in that staff, and has surely heard of your skill with magic. Doubts of a sure win assail the demon. 
 
    At last, you see decision harden in his eyes. He gives a brief nod, and you grin. You rush forward, swinging your staff. Again it meets his trident, but this time, his grip surrenders the weapon. 
 
    With a clang his trident goes flying, spinning end over end. A demon in the crowd has a moment to look surprised before the weapon slams into him, pinning him to the seat until the one beside him draws it, pumping his souvenir into the air. 
 
    All this you see incidentally as you focus back on Pigma, the gluttony demon falling back on his ass with a squeal. He raises an arm, moaning. 
 
    “Yield! I yield!” Pigma snorts, a smile twitching under his mask of terror as he eyes your lovely form looming over him. 
 
    You look down on the lesser demon, feeling your staff, power vibrating in the skull tipped weapon. 
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    Spare Him 
 
      
 
    You spin your staff, and lower it to your side. You look up at the watchful Ira, the lord of Wrath looming over all in his skull throne, chin in his palm as he watches. 
 
    “I claim victory!” 
 
    Boos rain down from the crowd, demands of blood thundering, but Ira raises his hand and waves. With a rattle, a nearby portcullis grinds up. 
 
    “The winner is the Overlord!” Ira bellows. “And to her, the fate of her foe is decided. This match is over!” 
 
    Again the crowd vents their anger, but none dare anything more under Ira’s watchful eye. You smirk, sauntering out of the ring, the strip of your gown swishing between your thighs as you stride into the dark throat of an arena doorway. You’ve won. 
 
    Though, not without cost. 
 
      
 
    Deals and Delights 
 
    

  

 
   
    Kill Him 
 
      
 
    It amazes you how stupid some demons can be. But then, gluttony demons were never the smartest, and it looks like his appetite for pleasure superseded his appetite for wisdom. You look down at Pigma, and smirk. The pig demon’s beady eyes shoot open in sudden understanding, but then your staff swings, and his face and head are crushed, sprayed across the arena wall in a smear of gore. 
 
    Pigma’s headless corpse falls to the floor, the impact of his body making the ground tremble subtly beneath your feet. An unholy howl rises from the watching crowd. 
 
    “Our winner! The Overlord!” Ira bellows. 
 
    You take a mocking bow, your skirt fluttering as you straighten, brushing back a lock of hair. A nearby portcullis rises, and you depart, waving to the stands as you vanish into the darkness beneath the arena. 
 
    One down. 
 
      
 
    First Victory 
 
    

  

 
   
    Magic 
 
      
 
    You eye Pigma and his trident with contempt. If this fat bastard thinks he’s going to get anywhere near you, he’s sorely mistaken. You raise your weapon, pointing it at him. 
 
    The words of the spell flow from your tongue. Magic crackles down the length of your staff. Pigma’s beady eyes widen in sudden understanding. The pigman squeals, throwing himself forward, but it’s far too late. Blue lightening sparks, crackles in a bolt of light from your staff. It slams into the fat demon, throwing him back onto his ass. 
 
    Pigma squeals, rolling in the dust, writhing as his body shifts. As his arms shrink, fingers turning to trotters, his legs kicking uselessly as his head twists upwards. You smile, lowering your staff as the Gluttony demon loses any semblance of humanity, becoming merely a squealing, kicking pig in actuality. 
 
    Laughter rains down as Pigma turns frantically, snorting, his kilt hanging off him absurdly as he looks around without understanding. You lean on your staff, watching the pathetic scene with a mirthful grin. A booming guffaw rises from the throne of Ira, the immense bull demon slapping his knee as he bellows with laughter. 
 
    “We have our winner!” he says. “And, we also have lunch,” he adds, eying the squealing pig with meaning. “The first round is yours, Overlord! And the meal mine.” 
 
    You bow to Ira, feeling magnanimous in your victory. Turning, you depart the arena floor, even as several minotaur guards descend into the sands to try and corner your former opponent. Ah well. Fine time they learn what happens to those who defy you. Though you have a feeling your next match won’t be nearly so easy. 
 
      
 
    First Victory 
 
    

  

 
   
    Attack 
 
      
 
    You feel the might of your staff thrum up your arm. Arcane power of such strength it can shatter stone! You look to the fat pig on the other side of the arena with contempt. As if he could stop you! 
 
    You start running, your shoes digging into the sand of the arena as you close the distance. Pigma braces himself, trident ready. Fool. You almost feel sorry for him as you swing about your staff in a mighty blow. 
 
    Pigma brings up his trident, blocking it. Power swells in your arms, and Pigma reels back with surprise, his feet skidding in the sand with his attempt to resist the impact. 
 
    “It’s over!” you cry, grinning wide as you bring up your staff for another smashing blow. 
 
    And you’re right, but not in the way you expect. 
 
    Pigma suddenly pulls down his trident and thrusts it forward. Startled, you hastily block it with your staff, the prongs of his trident sliding between the shaft. Pigma grins and gives his weapon a sudden twist. 
 
    The prongs catch on your weapon, and rip it from your startled hands. He flings the Staff of Domination over your head. In shock you turn to watch it go, and Pigma jabs the hilt of his trident into your stomach. 
 
    Pain bursts through you. You double over in belated reaction, groaning as your legs give way, sending you crumpling to your knees. Your head spins with agony, your hearing dull as the crowd roars their cheer. 
 
    Pigma’s shadow falls over you, and you hear his kilt clink. Something thick and heavy lands atop your head, a sickly sweet scent tickling your nose. You lift your eyes, and find Pigma’s fat hog cock hovering above your face, his thick bollocks dangling under him. 
 
    “Suck,” the gluttony demon snorts. 
 
    You blink slowly, still trying to process the last twenty seconds. But your curse mark doesn’t need that long. It aches above your core, throbbing, teasing hot tendrils of arousal through your body. You inhale deeply, and your vision swims as you take in the pungent scent of the demon’s cock and massive balls. A scent that makes your mouth water, no matter how shameful it might seem. 
 
    Your hands seem to move on their own, grasping the virile pillar of the demon’s cock. You shiver as you feel the heat of him. Your head tilts back, and your tongue shyly slips out, running along the underside of his fat shaft. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh, that’s so goooood. 
 
    The taste is heavy but strangely sweet. Delicious. Your mouth waters as you begin to lick his cock, your hands moving up and down his shaft, wanking him as Pigma snorts and grunts, his gut wobbling as his cock leaks its pre. As that thick batter reaches your tongue you moan again, tastebuds buzzing with the delicious taste of his arousal. 
 
    Pigma grabs you by the hair, his grip hard, uncaring, but that only makes you love it more. He pushes back your head and aligns the tip of his cock with your mouth. Without prompting, your soft lips part, and Pigma shoves his fat cock inside. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, lashes fluttering as your lips wrap around his manhood and you begin to adoringly suck. Your head bobs, eyes dim, smoky. Hopelessly lost to the taste of his cock in your mouth. 
 
    “Hrrr! Slut suck good,” Pigma oinks, his gut wobbling an inch from your nose as you push in, then back out. 
 
    “Mhmm,” you hum in agreement. Pit below, he tastes soooo good! It’s like sucking on your favorite candy. Your tongue moves around the corkscrew shape as you blow him, your hand teasing shyly down his shaft, cupping the two heavy orbs of his balls. Fuck, they’re so big. So heavy. You can’t imagine how much cum he’s holding in them. The thought is both deeply frightening and far more tantalizing than anything you’ve dared dream. 
 
    His grip tightens in your hair as Pigma thrusts heavily into your mouth, almost choking you on the thickness of his cock. His voice grows heavy, snorting, wheezing as he pumps into you. His gut slaps your face with every buck. You’re moaning, kneading his balls, practically milking them for that sweet cum you know awaits you. 
 
    “Hrk. Hrnk! Skreeeee!” Pigma howls, throwing back his head as he shoves his cock deep into your mouth. You moan as you feel his shaft swell, his cum pump up his thick rod and into your mouth. The taste is like the sweetest chocolate. You swallow frantically, but it’s not enough. Not nearly enough! The sheer pressure of his orgasm pushes you off him, and onto your chest and face sprays his cum, his thick cock still unloading ropes of his hot seed. 
 
    Laughter and hoots rain down from the audience, but you barely notice. You’re already moaning, tearing your dress open, mindlessly rubbing his cum into your plump tits and chest, your eyes lidded, dazed, and your womb fairly aching to take such a load into its fertile depths. 
 
    “Good look!” Pigma snorts as he laboriously gets to his knees, the floor shaking as his weight slams down on it. He grabs your skirt, ripping it open to get at your thighs. Already his cock is rock hard and ready for your helpless pussy. He grabs you, pulling you onto his lap, onto his cock! 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan as the pigman’s shaft buries itself into your fertile pussy. Your inner walls clamp down in helpless pleasure, your hands planting themselves on his gut for leverage as you begin to ride him, feverishly bouncing yourself on his throbbing pig cock. 
 
    “Snrk! Good! Tight slut. I make nice and loose!” 
 
    “Y-yesss! Fuck me! Fuck me loose for masterrrrr!” you moan, dimly understanding what you’re begging from him, not caring as Pigma lifts your tits, his snout leaning down as he licks and drools over your plump breasts. “Mnnnn! Yesss! Master! Oh fuck. Masterrr!” 
 
    “Good tits! Make good cream,” Pigma snorts as his crude tongue lathes your nipples and breasts. 
 
    “Th-thank you… ah… thank you master. Oh fuck! Thank youuuu!” 
 
    You cum, shuddering, peaking under the eyes of thousands, pushed to orgasm atop the fat cock of a pig demon. Cheers and mocking rain down from the stands, but what do they know? How could they guess how glorious your master’s fat cock is! Your arms wrap around him, your hips beating you atop his cock, taking his porcine length with desperate bucking, your mouth still heavy with the taste of his cum. Your curse mark glowing hot. 
 
    “Master! Ah… ah! Master. P-please. Please! Cum in me! Need… need your cum! Need you to cum in me. Gotta breed. Need you… breed meeee!” 
 
    “Snrk!” Pigma wheezes as his hands grab your peachy bottom, bouncing you on his cock, thrusting up into you, his bollocks slapping your ass with urgency. You can feel the heat of his cock throb. Pulsing. His orgasm rising. Pigma groans as he hilts himself within you, his hands squeezing your ass. 
 
    And he cums. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    Gallons of his thick cum pumps up into you with every moment. Your curse mark flares, marking you, branding you this monster’s breeding sow. Your scream rises, a single pure note of pleasure as you shudder around his cock, squeezing it as you’re pushed beyond the brink of orgasm. 
 
    “Yessssss! Masterrrrr!” you cry, your own pleasure so good you feel like you might black out. 
 
    Your body goes numb as you fall against Pigma’s bulk, panting and whimpering, pussy twitching as aftershocks of pleasure surge through you. It just feels so good. Too good. You can’t move. Can’t resist as Pigma unsheathes himself from your pussy, throwing your limp body over his shoulder as he walks out of the arena. Your blissful smile looks at the crowd as you’re carried away into the arena, and into your future as Pigma’s breeding bitch. 
 
      
 
    Breeding Sow 
 
    

  

 
   
    Deals and Delights 
 
      
 
    “A terrific battle, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Hmm. That it was,” you murmur as you bask in the warm waters of a bath. 
 
    The copper tub was waiting for you when you arrived, the steam snaking into the air. Gratefully you stripped off and got into the tub, letting the exertions from your first contest in the arena melt away. But there’s still that tightness of stress in your stomach. Knowing that you’ll be going out there within a few hours to take on the next foe lined up against you. And somehow, you doubt that Ira would send someone weaker than Pigma. After all, that would hardly be a show worthy of the crowds. And it seems that Ira is very much the showman. 
 
    You sigh, stretching back in the tub, extending your leg lazily and kicking off some bubbles that float around you. Mmm. Pit knows where Loria found the hot water in this shit hole of an arena, but you have to hand it to her, she did a fantastic job. 
 
    A hammering at the door has Loria glide that way. You ignore it, until your maid returns and bends over the tub. “Mistress?” 
 
    “I’m relaxing, Loria,” you remind her. 
 
    “Indeed, mistress. But there seems to be a pig demon at the door. Apparently you made a deal with him?” 
 
    You stir. Oh. Right. That. 
 
    “Er…” 
 
    “Of course,” Loria adds, tucking her glasses back up her nose. “Should it be that you did not make an arrangement with such a foul creature, he would be ejected from the area. And no doubt no one would believe the loser that the winner promised to fuck him.” 
 
    Your ears prick up. “How true,” you murmur. After all, you’re the Overlord, and Pigma is just some fat gladiator from gluttony. Who would people believe? 
 
    Who would care? 
 
      
 
    Keep Your Word 
 
    Roast the Pig 
 
    

  

 
   
    Roast the Pig 
 
      
 
    You scoff. As if you have time to play with the disgusting pig. He’s served his purpose. And besides, who would blame you for tricking him? This is hell! If it isn’t written in virgin blood and signed on sheepskin, it’s not worth an imp’s prick. 
 
    “Send him away!” you say, sinking into the bath and playfully kicking your feet. “I have no business with him.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says, bowing again as she glides away. 
 
    You hum, relaxing in the warm waters. And ignoring the commotion at the door. Loria can handle anything some paltry pig demon has to throw at her. She’s your maid for a reason. 
 
    But your thoughts keep returning to the arena and whatever your next opponent shall be. You wonder who you’ll face? Another demon for sure, but no doubt something more powerful than Pigma. It would be just like Ira to throw you in to face a gigantic monster. One with massive muscles. And a massive cock. A big, throbbing breeding stick built to mate and fuck you. To pump his thick cum into your sopping cunny like the slut you are. 
 
    Your eyes open and see your curse mark glowing in the waters. Ugh. Maybe you should have made the water colder… You rise, water sloughing off you as you step out of the tub, shaking your head and sending droplets flying. “Loria!” you call. “Dry me!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says, at once at your side with a towel. She gets to work, the cloth tenderly caressing you as your maid softly hums, soon leaving you dry and just a little aroused. She fetches you your battle gown, and you tug it on primly, just in time for another heavy knock at the door. 
 
    You recognize it, turning your head as Hozak enters. The lion demon cuts a small bow before you. “Overlord. Are you ready for your next challenger?” 
 
    You sigh. “I suppose I better be.” 
 
      
 
    Second Challenge 
 
    

  

 
   
    Breeding Sow 
 
      
 
    “And then, I break his head!” 
 
    Laughter erupts all around the table of the feeding house, none louder than your master’s, his squealing mirth rattling around the hall. Worked of blackest stone in the depths of Envy’s plains, it’s a fine hideout for your master and his band. You smile, wriggling, your collar jangling softly. You’d laugh with them, but your mouth is far too busy sucking on the thick pole of your master’s porcine cock. 
 
    You shift beneath the table, your pregnant belly swaying, your milky tits dribbling their cream onto the floor. You’ve proven amply fertile since your master took you from the arena, leading you by a chain like the slave you are. Not that he needed it. You couldn’t go a day without tasting his cock. 
 
    You’d tried, though not on purpose. Master often punishes you by denying you a taste of his cum. Within a day you’re little more than a moaning, crawling wretch, begging for a taste of his seed like the most shameless slut. One time he let you go a week, instead fucking other sluts he’d claimed to sate himself. It had nearly driven you mad. 
 
    But you don’t blame him. How can you? He is the master. And you are the breeding sow. You hum, looking up past his swollen gut and to his porcine face as he takes a long swig from a tankard. Booze runs from his lips and down his belly, onto his cock as you dip your head, lips locked around his pungent shaft. When master takes a bite of some roasted meat, you can only shudder and moan as pieces drip onto your upturned face. 
 
    “Snrk!” Pigma squeals, slamming down his tankard. “Ale bad as piss! Need wash out taste!” 
 
    His hand grabs your head, yanking you up. You stifle a cry as you’re pulled up from under the table, Pigma shoving you onto his lap, your generous ass naked but for the marks of whips and reddened from constant fucking sessions. Pigma grins at your face. “Give cream, sow!” 
 
    “Y-yes, master,” you pant, cupping your engorged teats, lifting them eagerly. Pigma grins, pulling you close as he buries his face into your plump teats, his tusked mouth finding a nipple and greedily sucking. 
 
    You moan, thighs tightening with pleasure as he drinks from you. Your heart swells with pride at how much he enjoys the milk of your breasts. Black chandeliers sway above the table, their bronzed glow washing across your skin, giving the others at the table a good luck at your naked curves. 
 
    “Oh… oh fuck,” you pant, biting your lower lip as Pigma sucks at your milky breasts, drinking down your sweet nectar like the glutton he is. “Oh pits… master… ah… th-thank you. Slut thanks youuuu…” 
 
    You feel his cock press against your thigh and your shaking hand wanders down. You find his prick and move your legs so it juts up into your lap, still slick with your saliva. Moaning as he suckles you, you wrap your fingers around his fat cock and begin to masturbate him. 
 
    “Hrnk. Snrk!” he snorts as you stroke his shaft, your moans and pants joining his grunts. His fat balls throb beneath him, loaded with his cum. He never seems to run out. He’s taken you for hours, cumming in you dozens of time and still with some to spare. When he gets tired of rutting you, he just has you suck him off until you collapse, your stomach heavy with his addictive cum. 
 
    And you are an addict. You admit that freely. You also don’t care. It just feels too good. You look back at the other pigmen around the table, feeling their greedy eyes on you. Knowing they want you. Knowing they’ll get you. Master isn’t a Greed demon, after all. When he collapses into a drunken stupor, you’re there for them. 
 
    Available. 
 
    Breedable. 
 
    And so very eager. 
 
    Your breathing speeds up at the thought of it. Your hand frantically works your master’s thick cock as he sucks your cream. Pigma groans, groping your ass, pulling you against his gut, your pregnant belly no match for his sheer size. 
 
    “Hrr. Snrk! Hrrrrnk!” 
 
    Pigma groans as he cums, his fat cock pumping into your hand. You moan in bliss as his cum splatters on your legs and chest, your eyes rolling back as you feel his wonderful cum all over you. You can’t help it. Your thighs tighten with a needy whine as you cum with him, shuddering in pleasured climax without even needing your shameless pussy touched. 
 
    Pigma slumps back in his chair, his fat seeming to sink around him as he snorts in satisfaction. “Snrk. Good cream…” 
 
    “Th-thank you, master,” you gasp. 
 
    “Slut quiet. Back in place.” 
 
    He shoves you off his lap. You land heavily on your rump, much to the amusement of the other pigmen. But you merely smile, crawling once more under the table and between your master’s legs. His cock is once more hard as he tucks into his dinner, and you obediently return to kissing his corkscrew shaft, moaning softly as you taste the cum that still coats it, scooping it into your mouth before you slide your lips around his shaft. 
 
    For this is your place. Your role. You are the breeding sow of Pigma. 
 
    Now, and for the rest of your days. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Keep Your Word 
 
      
 
    You groan, but like most people who have no morals, you do have standards. And it would be unfortunate if it got out the Overlord wasn’t as good as her word. You rise from the bath, Loria at once placing a towel in your outstretched hand. “Show him in,” you say. 
 
    Loria bows and drifts away as you step onto one of the beast pelts on the floor, wrapping the towel around you like a toga. You wish you could say you weren’t looking forward to this, but your curse mark makes sure there’s a tingle of sinful thrill in your core. Sure, fucking this pigman would have been exquisite before a crowd, thousands of eyes watching thick pig cock plunder your pussy and breed you in the sands, but servicing this foul demon in privacy has a certain allure of its own. 
 
    You watch as Pigma stomps into the room, his beady black eyes glued to your form, still dripping from the bath, nothing between you and him but a towel. You see his porcine nose crinkle as he inhales deeply. He’s still dressed as he was in the arena, his fat gat swelling over a mailed kilt, his beefy arms and legs looking ludicrous attached to his massive body. 
 
    “So here you are,” you say as you eye the porcine demon. “Come to get your reward?” 
 
    “Me throw fight,” Pigma snorts, grinning hungrily. “I get reward. Overlord promise I get fuck.” 
 
    “No, I promised I’d get you to cum. Big difference,” you say quickly. 
 
    Pigma snorts. “We see!” he says. 
 
    You grimace at the sight of the pig demon. The bloated creature waiting for your eager hands to pleasure him. But even as disgust roils in your stomach, something else stirs again. That sinful taste of debasement. Of letting such a wretched creature as this feel your lovely form. And with Loria here, you don’t have to worry about being bred. She’ll step in if things start going too far. 
 
    Right? 
 
    The sliver of doubt only makes you feel hotter, your blush warming your cheeks. The only question is, how will you reward this hideous pig? 
 
      
 
    All You Can Eat Pussy Buffet 
 
    Blow the Hog with Your Mouth 
 
    Let Him Stuff Your Ass 
 
    

  

 
   
    All You Can Eat Pussy Buffet 
 
      
 
     Your eyes are again drawn to his porcine face. His piggish muzzle and small tusks. His greedy tongue. How would it feel on your lovely cunt? How would this gourmand of gluttony feast on your pussy? You lick your lips. And it… would be the most dignified way to pleasure this creature. If dignity has any place in this. 
 
    “You may taste me, Pigma,” you say. 
 
    “Taste? Me eat?” Pigma says. 
 
    “Wh-what? No! I mean you can lick my pussy!” 
 
    “Oooh, that not bad! Me wonder what Overlord cunt taste like!” 
 
    “R-right,” you say, a little surprised how eagerly he agrees. “Then…” 
 
    “Bend over tub! We have fun!” 
 
    Suddenly not so sure about yourself, you walk to the tub and slowly lean over it. You hesitate with the towel, but more disgusting creatures than Pigma have seen you naked, and so you let it fall. And it is a little gratifying to see Pigma’s beady eyes glow with delight at the sight of your lovely derriere raised for his appraisal. You can fairly feel the heat of his gaze roam over your rump and flanks as you stand there.  
 
    Pigma snorts, waddling towards you greedily. You gasp as his hands grip your hips, his face pushing forward his porcine nose right against your ass. 
 
    “H-hey!” you gasp. “What are you-ooooo d-doing?” 
 
    “Mmm. Smell good. Smell like woman ready for breeding.” 
 
    “D-don’t get any ideas!” you say, suddenly realizing the vulnerability of your position, your ass offered up to the pigman like a dinner dish. “I… I said you could lick my pussy!” 
 
    “Me know,” Pigma says, and you groan as you feel his tongue slither out, run along your pussy, stroking your mound. Your grip on the copper rim of the tub tightens as his tongue lingers, stroking the runed design emblazoned on your groin. 
 
    “This mark?” Pigma says, his hot breath washing along the seam of your ass, teasing the sensitive flesh. 
 
    “Mnn!” you groan, his touch sending a sudden throb through you, your womb aching to taste this hog’s cock. But that’s not on the menu today, you remind yourself quickly. “Y-yes.” 
 
    “It make you slave if me cum in you?” 
 
    “Y-yes…” 
 
    “In this pussy?” Pigma says, and again runs his tongue along your slit. 
 
    You moan hotly as his skillful tongue lathes your folds, a shock of pleasure arcing through you like a shot. “Oh f-fuuuuck!” 
 
    “Mrmm! Taste good,” Pigma snorts, his hot breath washing over your mound and curse mark as his tongue toys with your pussy, as dexterous as any finger. No surprise given his nature and the realm he came from. 
 
    “Ah… G-good?” you pant. 
 
    “But taste better if all aroused.” 
 
    “All wha-ah!” 
 
    You gasp as his tongue slithers inside you, teasing against your clit. Your thighs threaten to buckle, only to jerk, stiffen as his cold, wet snout rubs against your tight asshole. You’re panting, bent over the steaming tub, head swimming as Pigma begins to tongue your pussy, inhaling your ass. Fuck. Fuck! It’s so filthy. So depraved. 
 
    Pit you love it! 
 
    Even as you register this, you can’t get control over your body. It aches to be used by this monster. To be tongued and licked. Your thighs tremble with the strain of holding you upright as he tastes your tender pussy, your legs quaking. Pigma’s fingers dig into your hips as you raise your rump more, moaning hotly as he continues, your arousal flowing like syrup over his tongue. 
 
    “Mmmm… Slut taste good,” Pigma says. 
 
    “N-not a slut!” you gasp, despite all evidence to the contrary. 
 
    Pigma snorts, clearly unconvinced. “Yeah. Me believe,” he wheezes as he continues to plunder your pussy and ass, tongue rubbing your clit in ways that sends shocks of pleasure pulsing into your core. 
 
    Despite yourself, you feel your orgasm approaching. Thumping through you with every stroke of Pigma’s tongue. Aching as his hot breath snorts against the puckered star of your asshole. “Oh pit,” you gasp. “Oh… oh f-fucking pit! Fuck yes! Yes! Pigma! Yes! Fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a keening moan as you cum, your ass twitching as your juices drool onto Pigma’s tongue, the demon snorting, squealing as he eagerly laps it up, pulling his long tongue into his mouth with every hint of satisfaction, shoving his nose deep into your ass and mouth cupping your lush pussy. 
 
    “Mmm,” Pigma pants. “Good. Tastes good.” 
 
    “Oh… Oh f-fuck,” you pant over the tub, moaning softly with mindless bliss, aftershocks rolling through you. Only Pigma’s snout keeps you upright, your legs so weak from your orgasm they couldn’t support your weight. 
 
    A fact suddenly made apparent as Pigma lifts his face from your pussy, sending you to your knees with a whimper. You glance back, breasts pressed against the hot metal of the tub, eyes hot, heavy. Needy. Begging for more from the fat demon of Gluttony. He looms behind you, grinning, his cock lifting up the edge of his kilt lewdly. 
 
    “Now,” Pigma snorts. “I-“ 
 
    “Leave.” 
 
    Pigma stiffens, eyes widening as Loria grabs his shoulder. The bespectacled demoness smiles at him. It’s a decidedly not friendly smile. 
 
    “I believe my mistress has satisfied the deal. Now, shall we?” 
 
    “Er…” 
 
    “Lovely.” 
 
    Pigma turns rigidly around, and you see the dagger Loria has pressed against his spine. Your maid taps the tip to his bloated flesh, and Pigma jerkily walks forward, the prick of the knife never leaving him until Loria shoves him out of the room and slams the door behind him. 
 
    The curse mark on your mons slowly fades in its desperate pulsing, growing dimmer with disappointment. You blink as the mist of breeding lust fades from your mind, then groan, pulling yourself back to your feet by the bathtub. 
 
    “Th-thank you, Loria,” you say, though there’s a bitterness to your tone. So close to having that fat pig dick rutting your fertile cunny. 
 
    “Of course, mistress. I am here to serve,” she says with a quick bow. “And, if I may, perhaps you would prefer another bath?” 
 
    “Yeah,” you pant, feeling the slickness of Pigma’s saliva squish within your ass and between your legs. “Yeah, that uh… that sounds good.” 
 
    “Wonderful, mistress. Best hurry. The next challenge cannot wait much longer.” 
 
    “Right, right,” you groan, pulling yourself back into the tub, sliding into the lukewarm waters. The slight chill helps to banish the lingering lust that your session with Pigma brought, and as you clean yourself again, your thoughts turn to your next opponent in the arena, and just what you might expect… 
 
      
 
    Second Challenge 
 
    

  

 
   
    Let Him Stuff Your Ass 
 
      
 
    Your eyes are again drawn down to Pigma’s beefy thighs and his armoured kilt. You lick your lips without quite thinking, a heavy throb of lust coming from your curse mark. You… you don’t dare fuck him with your pussy. That’s just a recipe for trouble. Not to mention servitude to this grotesquely fat demon. But… but you can do pussy adjacent, right? That’s worth the risk. 
 
    You don’t quite trust how your curse mark tingles with delight at the idea, but you also find it impossibly appealing. 
 
    “You can cum in my ass,” you say, trying to sound magnanimous as you tighten the towel around your curves. 
 
    Pigma’s beady black eyes shine with delight, his tusked mouth widening with his grin. “Mmm. Okay, me claim ass! Me do there. You bend over stool.” 
 
    You glance to the nearby ottoman and nod, swallowing hard. You make your way towards it and gingerly bend over it, your plush breasts pressing into the fabric. Your face burns with humiliation as you lift up your ass, revealing your peachy bottom for the demon’s drooling appraisal. But you’re committed now. A deal is a deal. 
 
    You hear Pigma’s approach. The soft clink and rattle as he sheds his kilt. The thud of his heavy footsteps. You risk a glance over your shoulder, and your eyes widen at the sight of his cock. Of average length, in your experience. But his balls are absolutely massive! They swing like two heavy pendulums under his girth, and the sight of such virile orbs sends a quaver thrumming from your core and through the rest of you. 
 
    Pigma snorts as he comes up behind you, and you jump as his hands slap your bottom, making you yelp. “Oooh! Good ass. Nice and soft. Good cushion for pushin’!” 
 
    “J-just get on with it, you fucking pig,” you gasp. 
 
    “That not nice. But true,” Pigma observes as he gives your ass another swat. 
 
    You rock forward from the impact, biting your lip to try and stifle a moan, refusing to give this creature the satisfaction. Not that he needs to see it, as his hand pushes between your parted legs and strokes a finger along your pussy. 
 
    “Oooh, Overlord wet!” he snorts, rubbing you. 
 
    “Nnn,” you moan. “J-just fuck me already!” 
 
    “Eager! Me like,” he says, taking his finger from your pussy. You watch, breathing hard as he licks it clean, his long tongue stroking his finger to catch every drop of your juices. Pigma grins, licking his muzzle. “Okay,” he says, slapping his hands on your flanks. “Me fuck slut now.” 
 
    “G-good. Tell me when yoooooooh!” 
 
    Your voice rises as Pigma cruelly shoves his thick cock against your asshole. You’ve taken big cocks before. One doesn’t deny herself anything when daughter to the Overlord of hell, but that was before the curse mark. As Pigma’s fat shaft pushes deep into you, the corkscrew tip rubbing you in ways that makes your thighs tremble and ass tighten, you moan in heady pleasure, gripping the footstool you’re bending over as your inner walls clamp down on the intruder. 
 
    “Ooooh! So tight!” Pigma squeals. 
 
    “Mnnn!” you groan, panting, head spinning as the pigman pulls back, the rams home again. 
 
    “Ah!” you pant as the pig demon begins a steady rut, his gut rebounding off your ass, his bollocks swinging, slapping your curse mark, sending reverberations pulsing through your core, driving you nearly mad with pleasure. Your pussy drips with desire, your ass beginning to rock back, meeting his thrusts with growing pleasure. Your towels comes loose from the movements, slipping off you, revealing the fullness of your figure for the monster’s greedy eyes. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck… ah… mnnn!” 
 
    “You like me cock?” Pigma snorts, his thick fingers squeezing your hips. 
 
    “Y-yessss!” you moan, knowing it pointless to deny. 
 
    “That good! Me like ass. Nice and soft. Perfect for fucking.” 
 
    That much is evident. Your ass tightens and loosens around his cock with every meaty thrust. You moan, cheek buried in the soft fabric of the stool, trying to muffle your moans in it as Pigma fucks your tight backdoor. You suddenly feel his weight shift as he leans over you, his gut pressing you into the stool as he reaches around your body, taking great handfuls of your breasts. 
 
    “Ah! P-Pigma! What are… what are youuuu!” 
 
    “Nice breasts,” Pigma grunts, his snout right next to your ear, his sickly sweet breath hot. “If me breed, you have good milk!” 
 
    The image sticks in your mind. Your stomach swollen with this monster’s brood, your breasts heavy, swinging, dribbling with rich milk as he sucks them. You give a shuddering moan as Pigma massages your full teats, squeezing and teasing your budding nipples. “O-oooooh!” you moan. 
 
    “You like idea!” 
 
    “N-never!” you gasp. 
 
    “You say, but you love cock in ass!” 
 
    He gives a particularly hard thrust to accent that, and your cry of helpless pleasure cannot be denied. 
 
    “Say! Say you like cock!” 
 
    “Y-yessss!” you wail, unable to deny it as his thick shaft plunders your tight backdoor. “I love it! I love your big cock in my assss! Fuck! Fuck me, you fat bastard! Fuck… fuck me like your sluuuut!” 
 
    Your admission feels blissful. Freeing! You shamelessly rut back against Pigma’s cock, your ass tight around him, every impact of his thrust echoing through you, beating into your core, vibrating through your pussy. You can’t take it. Can’t resist it. Your breasts gripped in his hands, your body buried under his bulk, you arch, crying out. 
 
    “Yessssss!” 
 
    Your orgasm surges through you in a wave of blissful delight. Your pussy tightens as you cum. Your ass squeezes Pigma’s porcine cock with final ecstasy. 
 
    “Skrnk. Skronk! Skreeeee!” Pigma snorts as you push him beyond the brink. The pigman squeals, burying his cock deep within you, his fat balls tightening with his orgasm. 
 
    You feel his hot seed burst into your tight backdoor. There’s so much. Too much! What feels like buckets of his cum pumps into you, a sense of fullness beyond anything you’ve known aching through you in a wonderful heaviness. You moan as his seed boils from your ass, spurting onto the floor in great gobs of his wonderful cum. Shocks of orgasmic pleasure ripple through you in hopeless beats, your arms and legs losing all their strength as you submit to the demon behind you. 
 
    Pigma pulls his cock from your bottom, grabbing it, and still he cums. His hot seed bathes your lower back and ass. Defiling you. Marking you. The sensation is so deliciously degrading you can only moan, lift your ass so the hot, buttery cum rolls down and covers even more of you. 
 
    “Hrrrr,” Pigma snorts, easing the last few spurts of his hot seed from his twitching shaft. “Slut good. Now,” he says, stroking his fat cock, his eyes locked on your helpless form. “Me get to-“ 
 
    “Leave. Immediately.” 
 
    You glance back as Pigma stiffens, head jerking up, eyes locked ahead. You see Loria over his shoulder, your bespectacled maid looking mild as she presses against his back. 
 
    “How right you are, Pigma. My mistress is very pleased with your assistance, and looks forward to further dealings with you back at the Citadel. Now, the door is this way…” 
 
    You watch Pigma rigidly turn about, catching a gleam of a dagger pressed against his spine as Loria walks him to the door. You hear it open, shut, and then the soft, padding footsteps of your maid. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan. “So… much… cum…” 
 
    “Indeed, mistress. So let’s get you back into the bath.” 
 
    Some part of you wants to resist Loria as she helps you up, stumbling to the bath, your legs bowed from the utter pounding your ass took, cum oozing from you like a slug’s trail as you’re helped over the copper rim. You slide into the still hot waters, and a shuddering sigh escapes you. 
 
    As you float there, your curse mark’s influence begins to fade. You stare at the rough stone ceiling of the chamber as realization slowly settles on you. Dear pit! You let that pig fuck your ass! You groan, realizing how close you came to submitting your pussy to him. Had he tried, you’d have welcomed his porcine cock into your fertile womb. Enslaved yourself to the fat brute. A shudder courses through you, but again your curse mark throbs. 
 
    Frowning, you let out a trickle of power, the bath water cooling in your magic, soon freezing, banishing the lingering heat of arousal. “Loria?” you say. 
 
    “Mistress?” she says, appearing beside the tub with a towel over her arm. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “I live to serve, mistress.” 
 
    You grunt and sit up in the waters, rising. You’re still feeling a little unsteady on your feet, but as you towel off, you feel a bit more yourself. Of course, yourself just let herself get fucked by a disgusting pig demon and loved every second of it, so… yeah. 
 
    As you tug on your gown once more, your thoughts turn to your next opponent in the arena, and just what you might expect… 
 
      
 
    Second Challenge 
 
    

  

 
   
    Second Challenge 
 
      
 
    Again the crowd roars as you step into the arena. The sound tumbles down from the highest stands, making your heart quicken with pride. You wave to the audience as you take your place in the arena under the bloody sky. 
 
    Your eyes inevitably look high up towards Ira, the gigantic bull demon still in his throne of skulls, looking down on you with amusement. He raises his hand and the masses quiet on cue. 
 
    “Overlord!” he booms. “You’ve triumphed over your first foe. And I congratulate you. But one is not enough to earn the loyalty of Wrath! And against a fat beast of Gluttony, it will only get you so far. Are you ready, then, to face a true warrior?” 
 
    “Bring them out,” you shout, your voice carrying far, “and I’ll show you!” 
 
    Ira barks a laugh, the sound rolling like the thunder of the ever-stirring storm above. “Spoken like a true ruler! But words are for politics and the demons of Greed. Show us your might!” Ira stomps on the floor. “Bring out Razzan Khan!” 
 
    You hear the crank of the portcullis at the opposite end of the arena, and turn your full attention on it. 
 
    The gate rises, and from its depths comes your next opponent. Hooves stamp with fire, steel clashes across his form. A demonic centaur steps out of the gate, his lower body that of a black stallion, his upper half a large, muscular man. Steel armour clads his chest, his face bearded and savage with confidence and leering with lust. A topknot flutters like a banner from atop his head, and in his hand is a long spear he slowly spins. The tip, however, is different from other spears. Instead of a blade, it ends in a collar clamp that looks perfectly sized for your neck. Little question of what he intends to do with that. 
 
    “Khan! Khan! Khaaaaaaan!” the crowd chants, stomping their feet, the sound thudding through the arena in a heavy beat. The centaur gallops around the arena, hand raised in greeting, the ribbon on his strange spear fluttering as he goes. You bristle at the attention he’s getting, slowly turning to keep him in view. At last, Razzan finishes his circuit, nickering to halt a distance from you. He guffaws, slowly twirling his spear. 
 
    “An honour, Overlord, to face you,” he says with a mocking bow. “An even greater one to breed you!” 
 
    “Whatever,” you say, conjuring the Staff of Domination with a flick of your wrist, bringing it about to face the equine demon. “Just bring it.” 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    You swing about the staff, ready and on guard. Razzan eyes you, his hooves stamping as he lines himself up. 
 
    “Well?” you bark. 
 
    He grins. 
 
    And lunges! 
 
    His speed startles you. His hooves burn into the bloody sand, kicking up fountains of it as he crosses the arena in seconds. You have just enough time to throw yourself out of the way as he charges, his spear whooshing an inch from your neck. 
 
    You hit the ground in a roll and jump back to your feet, breathing hard and fast, adrenaline pumping, your gown fluttering around you like dark wings. Razzan follows through his gallop, slowly turning, parading about the edge of the arena, his eyes locked on you. His grin grows hard as he turns, suddenly charging you once more. 
 
    This time you dodge him more easily, leaping aside at the last minute as he thunders past. You catch a glimpse of his furious face as he turns, barreling at you anew. 
 
    But you know this trick now. 
 
    As he charges towards you, you dodge his advance, swinging your staff at his spear. The two meet with a crash. Magic blazes from the Staff of Domination, and his spear shatters. 
 
    A shout goes up from the crowd as Razzan pivots, his hooves churning up the sand as he turns about. He looks in shock at his broken spear. 
 
    “Come on then!” you call, rising to your feet, holding your staff at ease. “Do you need a weapon to face me?” 
 
    Razzan looks at you again. A snarl twists his face, and he hurls away his broken weapon. “I need only my hands to take you!” he snaps. 
 
    “Try it!” you say, excitement bubbling, the taste of victory sweet as you face the arrogant centaur. “And I’ll show you what happens to those who challenge the Overlord!” 
 
    Razzan clenches and unclenches his hands. His equine limbs stamp impatiently, his flank swinging. Then, with a sudden snarl, he leaps, hurling himself at you, arms outstretched. 
 
    You almost feel bad for him. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    You swing the Staff of Domination, enchanted might surging up through your arms. The skull tip of your weapon reaches through his guard and smashes into the demon’s chest. 
 
    Bones crunch under the blow, and Razzan is sent flying, his chest caved in from the impact. Screams come from the stands where the demon’s body lands, crushing several unfortunate spectators who had been watching. 
 
    The bloody conclusion only pumps up the crowd more. Great cheers rain down on you as you plant your staff in the sands, basking in the excitement of the crowd. You turn your head towards Ira, and see approval in the bull demon’s gruff face. He rises slowly from his throne of skulls, his cape of flame crackling as he gestures towards you. 
 
    “Our winner! The Overlord!” 
 
    The roar of the crowd is deafening, and you raise your staff, basking in their praises. You turn your head slowly, taking it all in with tingling delight. Another triumph under your belt. 
 
    What else can Ira throw at you? 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You don’t like the idea of playing matador with a demon like Razzan. Demon centaurs are notoriously fast, which only really leaves you one option: seizing the initiative. 
 
    You charge across the crimson sands, a shout rising from your throat as you bring forward the Staff of Domination. 
 
    “Ya ya ya ya!” Razzan howls, his legs suddenly surging, hurling him forward to meet you. He spins his spear, closing the distance faster than you expect. He moves to lash down at you, and you hastily bring up your weapon to block, never seeing the feint until he’s suddenly twirled the spear around into an underhanded thrust! 
 
    The spear moves like lightning. You barely see it, but you feel it. The hard metal hits your throat, the clamp of the collar slamming shut. Runes flare around the band, and in an instant, your strength has left you. 
 
    The force of the impact whips you off your feet and slams you to the ground. You hit it hard, groaning. You try and push yourself up, but Razzan presses down with the collar, keeping your face to the dust. 
 
    “Down, slut! You’ll have time to enjoy your new place soon enough!” 
 
    You twist your head around, a biting reply on your tongue. But it dies as you find yourself looking up at the centaur, and more importantly, at his underside. 
 
    Razzan’s mottled horse cock throbs an inch from you, the lewd pillar of equine masculinity hard and long as your forearm. The flaring tip drools a steady trickly of his precum. 
 
    At the sight, your curse mark throbs, its beat in time to the pulsing of the veins along the length of Razzan’s shaft. The smell of it wafts to you, turning your legs to water and making your pussy tighten in dreadful anticipation. 
 
    “Nice, is it not?” Razzan says, jerking your attention back to the demon’s grinning face. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “You should show it your attention!” the centaur brays, pulling on the spear, yanking your head under him. His cock slaps your face, giving you a face full of musky horse dick. You groan, the thickness of it rubbing against your cheek as Razzan’s flanks move back and forth. You try and move away, but the collar keeps you pressed against him. Your head spins at the scent and the hot need aching from your fertile womb. Your curse mark pulsing. 
 
    You can feel your resistance fading. The need in you too much to be ignored. You shudder, inhaling again the pungent heaviness of the centaur’s cock. Feeling how empty your pussy is. How well his cock could fill you. You can’t help yourself. You lean against his shaft, nuzzle it, your soft lips parting to shyly lick his turgid cock. 
 
    “Haha!” Razzan laughs. “You know your place, slut! And it is beneath your master. A mare should be ridden! And you shall be mine. Pull away those clothes! A beast should be naked before her master.” 
 
    Yes… yes, she should. Your hands shake as you pull away your gown, revealing your pale curves to the audience. Your breath hitches, breasts quaking as the hoots of the crowd rain down on you. Their blood is up. Your humiliation is nigh. And yet you can’t stop, even as your cheeks glow with shame at what is happening. 
 
    “Good mare. Now, show your cunt!” 
 
    The spear yanks your head back down to the dust, but you don’t fight it now. The cool metal is so wonderfully dominating. You shift, raising your ass, parting your legs to reveal the steamy gash of your pussy, giving your ass a shameless shake to spur your mate on. 
 
    Razzan growls, the spear twisting in his hands, grinding your face into the ground. “That’s it. Pathetic mare! Merely a womb for my spawn. Well, you shall have that honour at least.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you pant, hips bucking as you feel his thick pillar of a cock press against your twitching lower lips, rubbing your entrance with teasing strokes of his battering ram dick. 
 
    “Thank me, slut! Your master gives you a great honour! Thank him for it.” 
 
    “Th-thank you, master,” you moan, trying to push back against his cock, but the collar keeps you pinned, only allowing you to rub your hot lower lips against the head. “Th-thank you for your mighty seed! Please, master. Please! I need you! Need your cock! Need you to breed me!” 
 
    Razzan whinnies in mirth. “Good! You learn your place quickly, slut. Now, learn more!” 
 
    His flanks buck, shoving his cock into you. Your eyes widen as his thick shaft plunges into you. Your tightening pussy doesn’t impede him, it merely drags him through you, stretching you, pressing against your inner walls in a way that makes your voice rise in a keening moan of purest pleasure. 
 
    “Ooooooh fuuuuuuck!” you cry out, stuffed like you’ve never been filled before. Your back arches, but the collar keeps you pinned to the ground, forcing you to take his cock until you feel like you’re going to be split in half. 
 
    “Hrrrrr!” Razzan moans. “Not bad! Almost half!” 
 
    O-only half? You groan in shock and pleasure, even as Razzan pulls back, and thrusts home again. 
 
    “Ahhh!” you cry out as the centaur begins to rut, his mighty flanks tensing as he draws out and thrusts forward, fucking you beneath him like the stallion would his mare. Pleasure unlike any you’ve known pulses through you, spurred by your curse mark and the sheer intensity of his fucking. 
 
    “Ra-zan! Ra-zan! Ra-zan!” the crowd chants. 
 
    “Listen to them, slut!” Razzan laughs. “Hear them cheer my name!” 
 
    You moan, shocks of pleasure racing through you as you buck against his cock, spurred to try and take more. More. More! You need his cock. More than anything, you need his seed. You need him to pound you and breed you like nothing you’ve ever known before. 
 
    “R-Razzan!” you moan. “Razzan! Please! Razzan! Master! Breed me! Breeeed meeeeee!” 
 
    Razzan’s grunts grow ragged as he pounds into you faster. Faster. You ride his cock with shameless bliss, pushing back, clutching at the hard arena sands, moaning in shameless bliss. You can feel his cock throb with approaching climax. Your curse mark aches to receive his seed. 
 
    “Hrrr. Hrrr! Raaaaaaa!” Razzan roars, peaking, his cock swelling in your too tight cunt seconds before he cums. You wail in terrible bliss as his cock fountains within you, pumping his thick horse seed into your stretched cunt. 
 
    Your feel the curse mark flare, branding you in a sudden flash of demonic power. Ecstasy rolls through you, your place secured. Understanding aching through you in a pleasured headiness you can’t deny. You moan happily, cheek against the ground, rutted and mated like a broodmare. 
 
    The crowd howls in delight at your humiliation and defeat. A sound that only makes you quiver with greater pleasure. It feels so good to be watched. To be known. To be seen being claimed by your master. You moan as Razzan withdraws his thick cock from within you, his cum pouring from your overstuffed pussy in a thick, sticky wave. 
 
    Razzan gives your collar a push, driving you forward. “Crawl, slave!” the centaur snaps. “It’s time I took you in my personal quarters. And we shall enjoy it, won’t we?” 
 
    “Y-yessss,” you moan, rising onto hands and knees, crawling before the centaur like a dog, his spear pushing you along as he trots after you and towards the exit of the arena. Off to your future as the centaur’s shameless cum dump. 
 
    And you can’t wait. 
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    Magic 
 
      
 
    Razzan may be an impressive specimen of horse… man… demon, but it’s plain to see all his skill lies in martial might. And fortunately for you, you have considerably more abilities than just that. 
 
    You raise your hand, conjuring the biting chill of hell’s frost, the howling winds collecting in your palm. 
 
    Razzan sees it. 
 
    And acts. 
 
    He draws back his arm, and hurls his spear at you. Your eyes widen and you try and turn away, only for the weapon to slam into your shoulder, ripping you off your feet and sending you spinning to the ground. You hit it hard, pain shooting up your arm, scattering your thoughts and spell before it properly formed. 
 
    You groan, and as you lie there, you hear and feel the tramp of the centaur’s hooves across the arena floor. You prop yourself up on your uninjured shoulder as the fiery hooves halt before you. You try and stifle your cry of pain as Razzan grabs your arm, yanking you upright, his grip as strong as steel as he brings you level with his face, his sneer mocking. 
 
    “So!” he growls. “You have not the dignity to face me in honorable battle? Fah! You are not even worthy to bear my heirs, slut!” 
 
    “L-let me go!” you snap, trying to pull free of his grasp. 
 
    “I think not!” Razzan says with a cruel grin. “No. In fact, since I have won, your fate is mine to choose! And I have made my choice.” 
 
    A tremor of fear rises in your breast, and from your curse mark a thrill of shameless anticipation. “Wh-what do you mean?” 
 
    Razzan’s grin widens. His free hand reaches up, grasping your breast through your gown. You moan as he squeezes it, palming your tit with cruel amusement. “You are unworthy to be my mare, slut,” he says. “But I think you shall make a fine hole for my raiders to sate themselves upon!” 
 
    Horror twists in your gut. But something more takes root. The thought of being the public slut to a tribe of centaur’s rises in your mind. Your curse mark thumps with the thought of your pussy being so used. So taken. So bred and fucked again and again. 
 
    “Y-you can’t!” you gasp, even as you tremble, knowing he can. Wanting him to. 
 
    Razzan roared with laughter. “You are mine, slut!” he says. “There is nothing I cannot do!” he says as he trots across the arena, leans down and picks up his spear. 
 
    You see the collar that tips the weapon. The thought to resist flashes in your mind, but a sudden throb from your curse mark scrambles your reaction. Just long enough for Razzan to clamp the collar around your neck. 
 
    You arch, gasping as sweet submission flows through you, the cursed item steeping you in the bliss of surrender. Razzan smirks as he sees resistance die in your eyes. 
 
    “Mine!” the centaur growls and presses a punishing kiss to your lips. 
 
    A kiss you submit to, moaning, pleasure burning from your head to your toes. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    His. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    You ready your staff, but it’s more for show. You’re eying Razzan, trying to figure out how to play to the centaur demon to convince him to lose. He’s proud. You can probably use that. Proud people always underestimate their opponents and holy shit! 
 
    Razzan suddenly surges across the arena, hooves licking fire, pounding across the sands. He crosses it in seconds. You barely have time to raise the Staff of Domination for a hasty block as his spear comes down. The impact drives you to your knees before him with a grunt, your hands numb, arms vibrating as you hold up your staff. 
 
    “Here is where you belong!” the centaur growls, putting more weight on his spear. “Kneeling before your betters!” 
 
    Anger boils in you. The impudence of this demon! “How dare you!” you snarl. “I am the Overlord!” 
 
    “No,” Razzan says, and suddenly his spear flips, wrenching the Staff of Domination out of your numbed fingers. “You are mine!” 
 
    Stunned by the sudden loss of your weapon, you fail to even offer a token resistance as Razzan jabs his staff, the collar that tips it snapping shut about your neck. You gasp, arching as the metal clamps around you, the collar flaring with cursed runes. Submission flowing through you like hot wine. 
 
    “N-nooooo,” you moan feebly as your strength flees you. Resistance fades. Any attempt to struggle against it is thwarted by the absolute throbbing from your curse mark, spreading its tendrils of insidious desire through you, sensing your weakness. Robbing you of strength. Washing your mind in a haze of pink delight. 
 
    “Strip!” Razzan commands. 
 
    Your hands move as if with a mind of their own. You tug away your gown, revealing your pale curves to the audience, their hoots and mocking words raining down on you, making you flush and tingle with growing anticipation of what is to come. 
 
    “Present yourself, mare!” Razzan says. 
 
    “P-please,” you whimper, even as you turn around, dropping onto your hands and knees, raising your soft bottom for the centaur’s inspection. 
 
    “Please?” Razzan scoffs, separating the staff from the collar with a click, lifting the blunt tip of the weapon and pressing it against your cunt. “Please what? Fuck you? Breed you? Make you moan your master’s name like a true mare?” 
 
    You gasp, lifting your ass as the cold metal rubs against your hot pussy, soon coated with sticky arousal, making you whimper and moan, hips rocking back against the delightful pressure. Your fingers claw lines in the sand as you pant, moaning, head spinning with shameful lust as you rub yourself on the metal. Showing the thousands in the stands exactly what you are. A slut. A whore. A bitch who’d bend over at the merest command from such a powerful male as the centaur. 
 
    “Ah… ah… mnnnn…” you moan. 
 
    “So this is the daughter of the Overlord!” Razzan laughs. “A shameless slut in truth. Pathetic!” 
 
    “N-noooo!” you whine, even as your hips twitch against the press of the blunt metal. 
 
    “What’s that? I couldn’t hear you over the sound of your cunt sucking at my spear! Say, it slave. Say whose slut you are!” 
 
    “I… ah… I…” Your voice suddenly rises as he presses down, rubbing his spear against your clit. “I-I’m your whooooooore!” you moan, shuddering, the sudden spike of pleasure too much! You cum, moaning, on your knees in the blood soaked sand as the eyes of thousands watch your pale body climax on the weapon of your very enemy. 
 
    Again the laughter rains down from the stands, but you’re far too spent to pay any attention. You sag, defeated, feeling the lethargy of post-orgasmic pleasure ooze through you like hot honey. You only start coming back to yourself when you hear the clop of hooves and find Razzan looming behind you, the shadow of his horse body towering above you, the throbbing pillar of his cock jutting out, mottled and flared and large as your forearm. You turn your head to see it, and the sight captures your full attention, your heart hammering at the thought of that massive tool in you. 
 
    “Master!” Razzan roars to Ira. “My slut appears too weak to accept my cock! Might you give her a proper surface?” 
 
    Ira laughs. “For the champion? Anything!” 
 
    The immense bull demon waves, and beneath you the ground suddenly shifts. You yelp as hard, red stone rises from the sands, lifting up your chest. The rock rises, moving over you, covering your wrists and neck. 
 
    Almost before you realize what happened you find yourself standing, bent over, head and arms stuck through the holes of some stocks made of solid stone. The sudden feeling of vulnerability tightens your chest, your ass thrust out, helpless to anything being done with it. 
 
    And the first thing that’s done is a stinging spank. 
 
    “Ah!” you cry out, rocked forward by the impact, your thighs quivering as you feel the blushing heat of humiliation tinge your cheeks. The pain stings through you, oddly pleasant as you stand there. Razzan belts out another laugh. 
 
    “A fine display!” the centaur roars. “And a grand one for our audience to watch!” 
 
    The stone shudders under an impact. You try and move your head to see, but the stocks keep you solidly in place. You can just make out the shapes of Razzan’s hooves on the edges of the stocks, planted there to brace the centaur. You feel the heat of his underside against your back, his dark fur tickling your sensitive flesh. You quiver, biting your lip as the thick, flaring tip of his immense cock rubs against your helpless cunny. 
 
    “And now,” the centaur growls. “For the mating of the champion!” 
 
    He thrusts forward, and nothing could have prepared you for the thickness of his cock. Your mind goes white as you struggle to accept the immensity of his shaft. Your body feels like it’s breaking. You’re stretched beyond the limit. You can feel every throbbing vein along his cock as he fills you to the brim! 
 
    And it feels sooooo good! 
 
    You realize belatedly you’re screaming, but hardly in pain, though that is there too. Far more omnipresent is the pleasure thumping through you as you rock back against the centaur’s thrusting cock. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you wail, shuddering as Razzan’s long cock pumps in and out of you with bestial vigour, your curse mark thumping, loving it, turning every sensation to blissful pleasure as he rails you. Stretches you. Breeds! “Fuck yesss! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck me! Breed me! Need your cum! Neeed your cooooock!” 
 
    Your curse mark is absolutely blazing with light, shining like a beacon to mark your fertility as Razzan plunders your cunt with his immense cock. The audience to your mating roars with laughter or encouragement depending on their mood. The gaze of thousands watch you take the demon’s immense cock. Their attentions heavy on your form as Razzan thrusts into your aching cunny with great bucks of his powerful hips. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Please! Master! Please! Your cum! N-need your cum! Give me your cuuuuum!” you wail. 
 
    You climax again. A second time before Razzan has even emptied his balls in you. The shame of it is too much. You moan, frantically thrusting back, feeling his cock unable to even stuff you completely. You’re just too tight! 
 
    But you can feel it now. The thudding of Razzan’s pulse through your pussy, squeezing his veiny cock with every forward thrust. His grunts have grown heavier. More guttural. He’s close. So close. So are you. Close to cumming again. 
 
    “Master!” you cry. “Master! Please! Your cum! Need your cum! Cum in me! Master! Please! Please! Breed me! Breed your whore! Need you cum… need… ah… Master! Masterrrrr!” 
 
    “Fuck! Eager little… ha… whore!” Razzan snarls. “Fine! Take it! Take your master’s cuuuuum!” 
 
    Razzan rams forward, hilting his cock deep within you. As you feel that thick manhood plunge deep into your pussy, feel it throb, the balls resting against your bottom tighten, you cum again. Your mind goes white as Razzan’s cock bathes your womb in his virile cum. As great gouts of his seed fill you in hot washes of pure, pleasured bliss. 
 
    “Masterrrrrr!” you wail, your scream rising above the roars of the crowd, their cheering cries ringing down as they witness your debasement. Your end. As the Princess of Pride is wiped away in a storm of seed and sorcery, your eyes growing glassy, your mouth parted in a panting moan of pure, whorish bliss. 
 
    Razzan groans, his hooves banging back down from the stocks as he unsheathes his cock from your clutching pussy, his hot seed pouring down your thighs from your gaping cunt. Your ass twitches with aftershocks of pleasure as you moan, spent, bred and conquered by the centaur. 
 
    “Not bad, slut!” Razzan laughs, giving your ass another proud spank. 
 
    Nothing he said could have said would have made you happier. 
 
      
 
    Mare of the Centaur 
 
    

  

 
   
    Public Use 
 
      
 
    The sign says ‘Property of the Firemane Clan’. The writer showed it to you before he hammered it into your stocks. Of course, you’re not always in the stock. When the tribe moves across the plains, you are carried with them, along with the other clan slaves. But whenever they stop to eat, to rest, or just because they need to move faster to catch their foes, you are locked in the black wood padlocks they carry with them, and your day truly begins. 
 
    You cannot count the times you’ve been taken by the centaur clan. Can one count the grains of sand in Greed? Or the leaves in Gluttony? No. Your world is consumed only by the stocks and the heavy feeling of the cum which forever stuffs your womb and stomach. The heavy weight that makes your core ache and your pussy tighten around the brute who mates you. 
 
    Though you still have your pride. But it has taken a notably different flavour than it once did. Specifically, you take pride in the fact that you are fucked at least twice as often as any other clan slave. Any slut who labours among the centaur yurts can be bent over and fucked at a whim, but only you are put on such display, available to any warrior in the clan to publicly rut, given even to the slaves when their masters are not enjoying your gaping pussy and eager mouth. 
 
    One of those slaves is in the midst of claiming you when you hear the thunder off hooves and raise your head, blinking. Your face lights up as you see the dust cloud rising across the land of Wrath, and soon you can make out the whooping forms of the raiders. In moments they are charging around their tents, a whirlwind of rollicking laughter and flashing manes. 
 
    “Move, slave! It’s my time.” 
 
    The slave fucking you yelps as he’s yanked out of you, your moan of despair muted as you feel the stocks tremble under the hooves of a centaur raider propping himself up atop them. “Ha!” he laughs, rubbing your twitching cunny with the equine flare of his shaft. “A lesser male has softened you, slut. But now you take a true warrior!” 
 
    You groan in delight, pussy twitching as his flaring tip rubs your gaping cunt. You don’t even see the second centaur until he’s right in front of you, the topknotted demon grinning down at you with serrated teeth, his equine lower half stamping on the ground. 
 
    “No fair, Argar! I killed at least a dozen more than you!” 
 
    “But I was the swifter in returning to camp, Parrin! Sate yourself on the slut’s mouth until I am done.” 
 
    Parrin laughs as he rears up, his hooves slamming down on the stocks before you, the shade of his body cool, even as your cheeks warm on finding his thick horse cock bobbing an inch from your lips. “Very well, Argar. Then we shall compete anew! The first to cum to the slut loses!” 
 
    “An excellent contest! Let us begin!” 
 
    You open your mouth wide as the centaur’s each push forward, spirtroasting you on their two immense cocks. Your gag reflex long ago conquered, your mouth takes the thick horse cock as easily as your pussy does. Your throaty moan vibrates through his shaft as the two centaurs begin to thoroughly fuck you at both ends, the scent of sweat and thick maleness wafting to you from the heavy balls that swing before your face, mirroring the pair that spank your red bottom as you’re fucked from behind. 
 
    “Hrrrr! She takes it well today, Argar.” 
 
    “A true slut will, Parrin! I heard she bore a new warrior not too long ago.” 
 
    “Really? Whose do you think it was?” 
 
    “Who knows! The slut takes a dozen cocks a day.” 
 
    The pair laugh, and you tingle with delight. It’s true. You’ve had dozen of young since being taken as the tribe’s broodmother. You’ve completely lost track of number or mates. There’s no point. Every day sees more cocks pounding you. 
 
    That said, you’ve learned the difference. Familiarized yourself with certain cocks after dozens of sessions with different males. The taste. The texture. They’re like fingerprints or something. In another life, you might have been a palm reader. In your current life, you’re bent over in the stocks taking two centaur dicks. 
 
    Well, highs and lows. 
 
    Speaking of highs, the increasing pace of both the demons tells you they’re getting close, and they aren’t the only ones. As those massive horse cocks plunder your throat and pussy, you feel the growing tension of hot orgasmic peak growing with every thrust. Pit but you love being the tribe’s cock sleeve! You love the stocks! 
 
    You! 
 
    Fucking! 
 
    Love! 
 
    Cooooock!” 
 
    Twin whinnying roars punctuate the sudden bliss of your orgasm. Cum pumps into your stomach and pussy in great gouts of demonic spunk. You moan, quivering, eyes rolling back in hopeless pleasure as your peak washes away your thoughts and the aches of the days. 
 
    Soft snorts escape the two centaurs as they recover from their orgasm. 
 
    “Hrm! Well, Argar. I believe it’s my win.” 
 
    “Ha! You came before me, Parrin. We both know it.” 
 
    “Lies! We all know you can’t take a slut to save your life.” 
 
    “There is one way to settle this.” 
 
    “I was thinking the same.” 
 
    You moan as the two centaurs begin again to ruthlessly pound their cocks into you. Ooooh, it’s good to be the tribe’s fuck hole. 
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    The Third Challenge 
 
      
 
    After performing some grievous bodily harm, there’s nothing quite like a massage. 
 
    You groan in glorious pleasure as Loria digs her fingers deep into your shoulders, rubbing away the aching agony of your bout against the centaur. “Theeeeere. Right there. Pit, Loria, you do have magic fingers.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” Loria says, her weight on your lower back moving as she adjusts herself. “I aim to please.” 
 
    “Well keep… mnnn… fucking going.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress.” 
 
    You sigh, cheek resting on the cold stone bench as she works. Your dress is draped on the tip of a spear on the wall, and you take the time to admire the panoply of weaponry once more. Ira may be a brute, but he has an eye for quality, you have to admit. There are armaments from all over hell and beyond on these walls. You wonder how many he took from his victories? You know Ira has been all over hell in his raids. Every realm has tasted the bite of his steel, and many a demon lord has even been cast down by the rampages of Wrath come a knocking at their fortresses. 
 
    Which, you remind yourself, had almost been your fate. You grimace. The arena may be bad, but being besieged by Ira would be a thousand times worse. You know. You’ve seen the trains of slaves led back to the Citadel after your father sent him on a punishment mission to some baron of the depths who got too big for their many-legged britches. 
 
    And soon, he will be your attack dog. 
 
    Attack cow. 
 
    Attack… whatever. You’re too relaxed to think. 
 
    And of course, that is when someone knocks on the door. 
 
    Loria pauses in her efforts, sitting up. “I should probably get that, mistress.” 
 
    “Mmm. Probably,” you mutter. Hopefully she can tell whoever it is to fuck off in time for a happy ending. You sigh as Loria rises and departs and stare at the wall as she holds a quick conversation at the door. You hear her footsteps approach and turn to her with a frown. 
 
    “Well?” you say. 
 
    “Mistress. Ira wishes to speak to you.” 
 
    You prop yourself up on your arms. “He does?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    You sigh. “Guess that’s a definite no to a happy ending,” you grunt, rising from the slab, popping a neck joint audibly. 
 
    “Why must we suffer, mistress?” Loria asks. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Loria. Once I’m Overlord, we’ll be the ones making people suffer.” 
 
    “I await that day with legs wide open, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “I know you are. Now, gown me.” 
 
    Loria bows and obeys. Within moments you are garbed once more in your slinky dress and following Hozak down the twisting corridors of the arena. 
 
    As you walk, you perceive a change in the place. A subtle tension that fills the air. A chilly dampness that makes your skin crawl. Sounds come ahead, echoing down the cold stone corridor, along with the growing iron reek of blood. You emerge into a huge, round chamber lit with the fiery glow of torches. An immense pit swallows the entire middle of the room, its depths lost to a blackness deeper than darkness. Just the sight of that void makes you stiffen, and that was before you noticed the slaves in nothing but loincloths and collars shovelling the remains of former gladiators into the pit. 
 
    Ira stands near the rim, looking down in measured contemplation at the hole. The immense bull demon fills the space with his form, his cloak of flame crackling from his shoulders. When he hears you coming he turns his horned head, a smirk lifting the corner of his muzzle. 
 
    “Well! If it isn’t the champion herself!” the demon says, throwing his arms wide open. “My congratulations, Lillian. You’ve exceeded my expectations! In truth, I didn’t think the spoiled brat of old Lorrick to even take down Pigma!” 
 
    “So glad you approve,” you say coldly. 
 
    Ira’s grin grows. “Now now. Don’t take it like that, Lillian. In truth, you’ve honestly impressed me. Not many demons can do that. It’s why the arena exists, after all. To separate the chaff from the mighty!” 
 
    Your eyes wander back to rim of the pit as several chained slaves shove a mound of remains over the edge with a hollow, wet sound. “How lucky of me.” 
 
    “Luck has nothing to do with it.” 
 
    You’re surprised by the forcefulness of Ira’s reply, the bull demon straightening before you, his armor shining dully in the glow of his cape, scenes worked in the black metal shifting as if playing out on his form. 
 
    “I remember you when your father ruled, Lillian. You were weak. Decadent. Pathetic. But no more. I’d heard of your exploits in Greed and Gluttony, and was impressed. When I learned you traversed Sloth as well, I had to see you. Your triumph in the palace of Envy over your imposter sealed it. This, I knew, might be a woman I could follow. This, then, was a demon who might be worthy of my loyalty!” 
 
    You’re a bit taken aback by the force of his reply, and the content. “I… I see,” you say. “Well, Ira, that is-“ 
 
    “But skill and speech can only get you so far,” Ira says. “There must be more! I will not be commanded by one less than I.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” you say, leaning a little to the side to look past him. Is… is something moving in the pit? 
 
    “Yes! Martial might. Ambition! One must strive always for more. Conquest! Power!” 
 
    Your eyes widen as something thick shifts in the hole, glistening in the torchlight. 
 
    “Power! Strength! Courage!” 
 
    “Eeeeeeeee!” 
 
    Your jaw drops as huge, rubbery tentacles rise from the pit, grabbing several slaves in the midst of pushing in more corpses. The unfortunate mortals scream as they’re lifted into the air and drawn down into the darkness. 
 
    “Um…” you say. 
 
    “Only might can lead us! And if one cannot wield power, then what use is it?” Ira continues. 
 
    “Help!” 
 
    “Oh sweet mercy!” 
 
    “Ruuuuun!” 
 
    “Your um, slaves seem to be getting eaten,” you say. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    Ira turns towards the pit as more rubbery limbs grab a some more fleeing slaves, dragging them screaming into the darkness. You wince at several wet, crunching sounds. 
 
    “Oh, yes. That happens,” Ira says. 
 
    “Um. What uh… what is in there, anyway?” you say. 
 
    Ira turns his bull head, his burning eyes looking down at you. “Your next opponent.” 
 
    “I thought you’d say that,” you groan. 
 
    “Potentially.” 
 
    Your ears perk up. “Potentially?” you say. 
 
    Ira nods, the heat that licks from his horns shimmering. “Indeed. It would be a waste to see you end as little more than a fuck-puppet at the end of the Demise’s tentacles, Lillian. Though, more likely the beast would eat you. You have impressed me. Overcome such trials. Such enemies that I would count you as equal to myself! Therefore, instead of naming you my Overlord, I would name you my bride!” 
 
    “What!” you gasp. 
 
    “Yes!” Ira booms, raising a fist as if grasping the future itself. “I will not face you, Lillian. But the one who ruled Wrath before me will prove your mettle. Will show me you have the strength to stand above me!” 
 
    “F-former?” 
 
    “Indeed,” Ira says, looking again at the pit with contempt. “Centuries ago, Demise ruled Wrath. A warmaster without peer, until I came. I carved my way through his armies and to him. He took up his axe and faced me! But at once he realized I was mightier than he. He knew he could not defeat me as he was, so he abandoned his mind for sheer brute strength. He became nothing more than a creature! A monster! A beast!” 
 
    Ira’s hand tightens into a fist, the creak of muscles like leather under tension. “For seven days and nights we fought before I threw him down. But I knew a beast could be used, and spared him. Yes,” Ira says, smirking at the dark pit. “Spared him for this day.” 
 
    He shakes his head, then turns his glowing eyes on you. “And yet, what a waste it would be for you to fail. But I would be willing to have you by my side. Think of it! A warrior queen! Equal to me. Sharing my conquests! My triumphs! Riding at my side, we would carve a bloody swathe through hell itself! We would conquer realms and leave naught but wastelands in our wake! Our children would be mighty! Powerful! Conquerors in their own rights!” 
 
    He extends his scarred hand, looking down at you with pride. “Join me, Lillian. Become my Queen! Forget this scheme of having the lords of sin swear allegiance to you. We shall force them to accept our power!” 
 
    You’re shocked by the suggestion, although maybe you shouldn’t be. After all, you have done some pretty amazing things on your quest to become Overlord. That Ira would respect it is surprising, but quite pleasant. 
 
    Nonetheless, the suggestion you should merely be an equal to the meathead of Wrath prickles your pride with indignation. After all, you’ve come this far. Why should you settle for merely being a queen of an infernal realm? 
 
    The crunch of bones and echoing screams from Demise’s pit also factor in here. If you refuse, that is what you will have to face instead, a though that tears you. Do you face Ira’s monster cock? Or merely his monster? 
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    Join Ira 
 
      
 
    Overlord is nice, but a queen? A queen to one of the lords of sin? That’s pretty good too. Not to mention getting Ira’s fat bull cock all to yourself. Riding along with his band of raiders, conquering, pillaging, burning down palaces, seeing all hell tremble before the wheels of you and your husband’s war machine… how is that different from being Overlord? 
 
    “Will I have to do politicking?” you ask. 
 
    “Politics?” Ira bellows a laugh. “Politics is what those who haven’t the strength to break their enemy’s legs do!” 
 
    “Then I don’t have to negotiate? Juggle competing interests? Listen to petitioners bitch about their problems?” 
 
    “If a man cannot solve his problem with brutal force, then he is no man! The lord of Wrath does as he wills, and his queen shall do the same!” 
 
    Your eyes shine. No more dealing with idiots. No more playing politics. People will look on you with love and fear (mostly fear, but hey! That works). 
 
    “Yes!” you say. “Let’s do it!” 
 
    Ira’s laugh rolls through the chamber, making slaves jump as he sweeps you into his mighty arms. “Haha! I knew you’d make the right choice. To serve under you would be a pleasure, Lillian. But for you to rule beside me would be even greater!” 
 
    You shiver in pleasure as you feel the strength in the demon lord’s arms. To have such a mighty male as your husband banishes any lingering hesitation. “Yes!” you cry, throwing your arms around his thick neck as best you can. “Yes! Let’s do it!” 
 
    “Then come. And I shall mate you before the arena! Let every warlord in Wrath and beyond know that you are my queen, and I your king!” 
 
    Lewd anticipation electrifies you as Ira carries you from the underground chamber. Your heart pounds as you climb the steps and emerge among the stands. You can feel the eyes of the crowd swing towards you as Ira steps from the darkness, carrying you in his arms. He sets you down before him, facing the crowd, and raises his horned head. 
 
    “Hear me!” Ira bellows, his roar rolling over the crowd, smothering every voice but his own. “The arena challenge is over! You came to see if you would have a new Overlord, but no more! Instead, you shall have a new queen!” 
 
    You tingle as the eyes of the multitude turn to you, realization taking shape. You smile, feeling light, buoyed by pleasure as you stand before them. You hear Ira move behind you and look back, finding the Warlord of Wrath has taken a seat on his skull of thrones, his muzzle grinning down at you. 
 
    You know what he wants. Instinct tells you, as well as the aching heat of your curse mark. To become his queen, you must prove you can take him. Not in battle, but in bed. 
 
    The thought of mating this immense monster before the tens of thousands in the stands sends lust thumping through you as you carelessly shed your gown, tossing it aside to reveal your flushed curves, your proud breasts and lovely hips. Your curse mark glows from your mons, marking you for all to see, but you don’t care. Let them. Let there be no doubt who you are and what you’re about to do. 
 
    Ira rumbles, low and deep. A sound of pure, animal lust. You strut up the steps to him, admiring him, lusting for him. By all the seven realms of hell you want him. You come between his legs, dwarfed by his size. You touch the steel of his breaches, feeling the heat of his body sizzle through it, then the steel parts, and his cock springs into the open. 
 
    You can’t help but gape. His size dwarfs any cock you’ve known before. A pillar of throbbing, flared bull virility. Just the sight of it sends shockwaves through your pussy and your curse mark throbbing like a drum. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you whisper. 
 
    “Can you take it?” Ira chuckles. 
 
    Your eyes flash to his. Pride flares in your breast. “Watch me,” you growl. 
 
    Ira grunts, but you see approval in his eyes. Especially when you lean between his legs and wrap your hands around his cock. The heat of him is almost painful, but as you stroke him, it becomes merely a low warmth. One that seems to spread from his manhood and into you. The scent of his cock is overpowering, but that only draws you in, your mouth open, and your tongue running up along the underside. 
 
    The taste of his cock is thick. Musky. Powerful. You feel your thighs tighten and arousal soak your thighs The thumping pulse of your curse mark is almost audible to you as you run your tongue up and down his massive shaft, moaning softly as the taste aches on your tongue. 
 
    “Hrrrrr,” Ira groans, head tilting back as you lick and stroke his cock. “That’s a good girl…” 
 
    “Queen,” you gasp against his cock, tongue heavy with his taste. 
 
    The lord of sin chuckles. “Hm. You will be my queen when you take it.” 
 
    “Think I can’t?” you say, eyes flaring. 
 
    Again Ira chuckles, but you see the playfulness in those burning eyes. “We shall see…” 
 
    Oh, he’s asking for it now. You straighten, standing, climbing onto the seat of his throne. You turn, standing astride Ira’s cock, the tip teasing your pussy, your curse mark glowing like a miniature sun as it feels the might of the demon lord at your entrance. You look down upon the audience in their thousands, the air still with their bated breath. Your smile widens, and you bend your knees. 
 
    Not even your pride can suppress the moan that escapes you as you feed the first inch of Ira’s immense cock into your pussy. The blunt head is so massive it takes a bit of effort to actually push it in you, but when it does, a shudder courses through you, arching your back a little as your pussy stretches around him. Oh fuck. Oh fuuuuuuck! Even your well practiced pussy strains to take Ira’s manhood. But you refuse to be daunted. You will take him! 
 
    You feel Ira’s hands looping under your thighs, lifting your shaking legs. You gasp, back hitting his armoured chest as the demon lord chuckles. 
 
    “Easy, my queen. No use breaking you so early.” 
 
    “A-as if you c-could,” you gasp, face flushed at the feeling of almost painful fullness. “I can take it!” 
 
    “Indeed? Then, let it be so…” 
 
    You don’t know if Ira shrank himself a little so as not to break you on his manhood, but you also know that you appreciate it if he did, and would wring his neck if he ever admitted to doing it. Either way, his hands slowly lower you further, sheathing more and more of his bull cock inside you. Your mind goes white at the sheer amount of hot fuckstick in you, your curse mark burning so bright it’s like a beacon for the crowd to watch as your stomach distends under the sheer mass of him. The sensation of fullness beyond anything you’ve ever known. 
 
    When you feel his massive balls press against your ass, you let out a little whimper. “D-did it!” you gasp. 
 
    “Indeed,” Ira says, his hands tightening on your lovely thighs. “Now, let’s see if you can take it.” 
 
    He lifts you, and you feel every veiny inch of his cock drag within you before he drops you. Your head snaps back at the sharp sensation of pleasure, then moan as he continues. Increasing the pace. Bouncing you atop his fat, breeder cock. 
 
    “O-oh f-fuuuuuuck!” you moan. “Fuuuuuuck me-e-eeeee!” 
 
    You cry out the last word, an orgasm shooting through you like an electric shock, further lubricating the massive cock within you. Fortunate, for Ira only increases the pace, pounding you down on his cock like you were his personal sleeve, your breasts bouncing as you ride him on his throne, your voice rising in hot cries of pleasure. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you moan. “Yessss! Fuck! Give me that cock you… ah… you arrogant b-bastard! Fuck yes… Oh yesssss! Deeper! Deeper damn you!” 
 
    Ira roars with throaty laughter. “Ha ha! Truly, only my queen could speak so!” 
 
    “D-damn right!” you moan, the words nearly beyond you, lust hammering in your head in time to the almost maddening arousal pulsing from your curse mark. “So g-give it to me already! G-give me your f-fucking cuuuuum!” 
 
    Ira chuckles again, but there’s a new note to it now. A throaty deepness that goes right to your aching core. That makes you aware of the thumping of his pulse through his cock. Of the way his balls slap your ass with every downward hilt. He’s ready. Ready to fuck you. To cum in you. To breed your immortal pussy. Make it his. Make you his queen. 
 
    “Hrrrrrroooooo!”  
 
    Ira roars, bellowing his pleasure as he hilts you a final time. As he thrusts his massive cock deep into you. As he cums! Cums! Pumping gallons and gallons of hot, thick bull cum into your fertile womb. 
 
    You wail with impossible pleasure, pussy rippling with bliss as you cum atop his cock, accepting his cum. As your curse mark flares, branding you. Marking you his. Love flows into you for this giant bullman. You reach up, tugging down his muzzle, your head tilting back to kiss him even as aftershocks of pleasure make you twitch atop him. 
 
    The roar of the crowd rises like a wave, crashing over you. Tens of thousands who’ve witnessed you take Ira’s cock. Who saw the mark burn. Who know you are now their master’s bride. 
 
    Ira lifts his muzzle, grins. “Ready for round two, my queen?” he grunts. 
 
    “Always,” you pant. “My king…” 
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    You haven’t come this far just to give up, no matter how good you know it would be to be mounted on Ira’s cock like some lewd figurehead. How wonderful it would feel to have his thick, mighty bull cock pound int your helpless pussy like a battering ram, breeding you with thick bursts of his seed. 
 
    You realize you’re blushing and shake your head viciously to banish the images. You look up at Ira’s face, hands planted on your hips. “No, Ira,” you declare. “I appreciate the offer, but I will be Overlord-“ 
 
    “Or a breeding slave,” the demon lord finishes. He sighs, his nostrils flaring. “Very well,” he says, then grins. “But perhaps this is for the best. For truly, if you can overcome the Demise, you would be worthy to call yourself my mistress.” 
 
    “How generous of you,” you say dryly. 
 
    “You’re welcome, my lady. Best get going. The contest shall begin at once. And I shall look forward to it immensely.” 
 
    “Well, that makes one of us,” you mutter, turning and marching away. Hozak bows and hastens, leading you back through the twisting stone tunnels beneath the arena. 
 
    “That was most impressive, mistress,” Loria says. “I knew you’d make the right decision.” 
 
    “Of course it was right. It was my decision,” you scoff. But even as you say that, you feel your stomach knot with tension at the memory of those massive tentacles grabbing the slaves. Of the corpses of the losers dumped into the waiting pit for the creature to devour. Just thinking about what those rubbery limbs might do with you fills you with a tingling anticipation and terrible, aching pleasure from your curse mark. Can it even breed you? Or will it merely break your mind with fucking limbs? Or maybe it’ll just eat you. 
 
    You realize you’re nibbling on your lower lip and force yourself to stop. No. You’ve made your decision. Time to live with it. 
 
    Or get fucked trying. 
 
    Hozak halts as you reach the portcullis leading into the arena. The leonian demon suddenly gives you a curt bow. “Best of luck, Overlord,” he says. “I hope you are triumphant.” 
 
    “Uh, thank you,” you say. 
 
    He nods again and looks towards the metal teeth as they rise, showing you the way into the arena. You try and calm your thudding heart as you walk past them and into the crimson sands. 
 
    The crowd is curiously subdued as you step onto the floor. All are silent. Still. Anticipation crackles like electricity in the air. The only sound is the wail of the wind cutting itself on the arena’s spikes and stirring the sand. 
 
    Then, a rumble grows. The floor shakes, nearly dropping you to your knees as the middle of the arena floor grinds open. A metal iris sliding wide, the sand that once covered it pouring through and into the dark void beneath. 
 
    Motion catches your eye. You look up to the throne of skulls as Ira steps up to them, his form growing as he takes his seat, filling the macabre throne. The bull demon snorts, and nods. 
 
    “You’ve done well facing warriors, Lillian,” he says, his voice rolling through the silence like thunder on the horizon. “But now, you face the beast! I fought Demise for days, and when he realized he could not best me, he threw away his mind for sheer power! 
 
    “But even then,” Ira says, “he could not conquer me. I threw him down! But the wounds he gave me ache to this day. Now. Prove you are worthy, Lillian. Prove you are stronger than the beast that once ruled Wrath itself, and I will name you my Overlord!” 
 
    Ira raises his hand, and lets it fall. From beside him, a robed demon leans in and blows a great horn. 
 
    The sound echoes in the silence, the reverberations in your bones. 
 
    And the answer comes from the pit. 
 
    You step back, inhaling sharply as steel chains grind. As a platform climbs from the depths of the pit, raised on winches hauled by slaves. Up comes the horror, and you behold Demise. Long, rubbery grey tentacles grope out from a bovine face filled with a circular mouth of teeth. Scales claw down its form, bigger than a house. Six claw tipped feet scrape gouges in the steel platform to which he’s chained. The monster howls, throwing itself against its bindings, nearly tearing those shackles from the floor they are bolted to. 
 
    Ira again raises his hand, his horned head looking down with anticipation at you and the beast that had once ruled Wrath. “Begin!” he cries, and drops his hand again. 
 
    The shackles of the Demise snap open. It throws back its head, tentacles writhing in the air, its bellow thundering over the arena. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    You hold perfectly still, your heart hammering like a kettle drum. If you don’t move, the creature can’t find you. If you stay silent, it’ll pass you by. 
 
    Demise tosses his head, moving slowly forward, tentacles writhing. The tapering tips slithering hideously. You can’t stop watching them move. Your pulse races, imagining what they would do to you. How they would feel as they wrapped around you. 
 
    Stroked you. 
 
    Felt you. 
 
    Slithered against your slick pussy. 
 
    You swallow, trying not to focus on it, even as the monster draws nearer and nearer. Your eyes widen as the tentacles slither about. They’re close. So close. You can smell the stink of them. See their oily sheen in the light of the torches and tortured sky. One pushes against your leg. Slowly wraps around it, up it, under your skirt, the tip of the tentacle rubbing against your pussy. 
 
    You clamp your mouth shut, trying to stifle the whimper as the limb strokes you through your panties. You clutch the Staff of Domination to stay upright as the tentacle rubs you in ways that steals the strength from your legs, making them quake, your hips easing forward against that stroking touch. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, the sound escaping you as the tentacle finds your perky bottom, rubbing your ass through your gown. “Mmmm!” you moan as the tentacles slither under your clothes, writhing against your pussy and asshole. 
 
    The thought of resistance flashes through your mind, held at bay until now by the pulsing of your curse mark. You try to think of how to escape this, only for the twin tentacles to slither into your ass and pussy, and scatter your thoughts to the wind. 
 
    There’s no suppressing the moan that leaves you now. Low and eager, the sound rises from your parted lips with an adoring cry. Your curse mark throbs. Your inner walls squeeze. Your body twitches as pleasure jolts through you in electric ecstasy. 
 
    “Ah. Ah! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    Your moan escapes you even as Demise leans his massive head forward. As more tentacles find you, drawn to your warmth, lifting you into the air. You don’t care. Your mind is lost in the heat of your rut. Your body undulates as it’s turned in the air, gathered up by more tentacles. More limbs. More rubbery, groping, eager touches that slithers across your pale flesh, leaving streaks of slime. When another tentacle slithers into your mouth, your lips eagerly wrap around it, sucking it even as your pussy and ass are abused by the slithering limbs. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmmmmm! Mmmm,” you moan around the invading tentacles, your body writhing, wracked with pleasure. Rapt with joy. Helpless to the fucking, rutting, plunging tentacles claiming your holes. 
 
    You hover, suspended above Demise’s round mouth, rocking in pleasure, held like some sacrifice before the watching audience. You can feel their gaze as you rut to the tentacles, the knowledge of their watching only making your curse mark ache more. You can’t hold back. You can’t resist! 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan, shuddering as you cum, pushed beyond the edge by the writhing, rubbery limbs. Your orgasm shoots through you in sharp bursts of hot pleasure as you cum again and again, moaning, lost, surrendering to the sensation. 
 
    Not even fighting as you’re lowered down towards the fanged maw, fed inside to be devoured by Demise, legs sinking into its sucking maw. Drawn deeper, deeper, pink flesh undulating, sucking you down, the end of your journey as Overlord in the mouth of the monster witnessed by thousands. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You watch the former lord of Wrath roar, tearing his chains from the very floor of the arena, manacles rattling as he turns towards you. A beast. A monster. Little more than a mass of muscle and hate. 
 
    Slowly, you begin to spin the Staff of Domination. The skull that tips it makes a subtly whirring sound as you rotate it. You can feel the magic in it begin to grow. Power crackling through the staff and up your arm. The whirring sound grows louder. Magic sparks, crackling off the weapon like static, clawing across the sand. 
 
    Demise turns his head towards you, snarling, barking as he faces you. You smile at him, beginning to saunter towards him, hips lazily swinging, still spinning the staff, the whirring sound becoming a whine. 
 
    “Here you dumb animal,” you growl. “Come get some.” 
 
    Demise howls, the sound echoing around the arena. His tendrils roll around him as his claws dig into the ground, hurling his bulk towards you. The arena shudders with every step. An earthquake as he charges, snarling, howling, snapping teeth and jaws. 
 
    But louder than him is the scream of the Staff of Domination, its might filling your arm. The eyes of the staff glowing with power. You brace your feet, still spinning the staff as Demise leaps, hurtling through the air, his bulk bearing down on you. 
 
    You swing with all your might, power arcing through you. The staff strikes Demise right in the face. The impact buckles the floor under you, craters it. The shockwave spreads throughout the arena. Crashes outward as the staff meets the Demise’s skull, bowling over those in the stands, extinguishing the torches with the wall of air. 
 
    Demise shudders, a ripple of impact coursing through his mutated form. His flesh opens, spurting blood, and with a BOOM his mass is suddenly thrown back. Demons in the stands scream and try to scramble away moments before his bulk smashes into them, sundering stone, shattering bone. 
 
    You exhale heavily, lowering the Staff, the whirring sound fading, the crackle of static dying. Across from you, thrown to the very other end of the arena, lies Demise’s corpse in all its wretched glory. Tentacles flop and spasm, legs twitch, then still. He gives a low groan, a rattling death cry that slowly fades away. 
 
    Stillness fills the air. Even the storm above the arena seems to have halted in shock. 
 
    Then, applause. 
 
    The thundering sound of clapping grows, and you turn towards the throne of skulls. Ira is standing, and his eyes burn with admiration, his huge hands clapping as he had during your triumph over your copy in Envy. His muzzle is lifted, his nostrils flaring. 
 
    “Well done!” Ira roars, slowly stepping down through the stands. “Well done! A triumph indeed! A single blow! A single triumph! Well done, Overlord!” 
 
    You exhale, planting the Staff beside you, flicking some errant hairs away as you face the Warlord of Wrath. Ira steps down into the arena, his cloak of flame billowing as he shrinks to a more reasonable size, approaching you with a broad grin. 
 
    “Overlord?” you say, raising a brow. “Then, you agree?” 
 
    Ira laughs riotously. “I wouldn’t dream of doubting it. Hear me!” Ira bellows, gesturing at the stands and the myriad of demons in them. “All of you! Here and now! Know that I name Lillian, daughter of Lorrick the Black, Mistress of the Citadel, as the true Overlord of Hell!” 
 
    The cheer starts small, but soon builds. It roars from the stands as the demons watching acknowledge you. A sound that fills you with lightness. With victory! You take it in, soaking it, and the best is yet to come. 
 
    “My mistress,” Ira says, and lowers himself to a knee before you, planting a massive fist in the ground as he bows his horned head. “I accept your claim. I accept your rule! You are my Overlord. And together, we shall bring ruin to your enemies, and conquer every realm that dares defy you!” 
 
    Though Ira is still ten times your size, the impact of him kneeling and bowing is only stronger. You hear the crowd roar its approval, and your chest feels fit to bursting with pride. You did it! You conquered this miserable fucking arena and claimed its crown. 
 
    “Then show me, Ira!” you say, tugging aside the front of your dress, revealing the curse mark branded on your mons. 
 
    “With pleasure,” the bull demon says, reaching forward with a finger. 
 
    When he touches the mark radiating from the central design of your tattoo, you gasp, an electric shock of pure pleasure racing through you. Once more, you feel the tightness of the curse mark fade, lessen in a jolt. The design changes from Ira’s touch, and you give a shudder of pleasure, letting your skirt fall back down. 
 
    “Lead, mistress, and I and my armies will follow,” Ira says as he withdraws his hand. 
 
    “What a coincidence,” you say shakily. “There’s only one place left for me to go.” 
 
    That’s right. The realm of Lust is all that remains. You have five of the six masters of hell under your command. One more, and you’ll be rid of the curse mark, and take over your father’s former rule. 
 
    Your road to becoming Overlord is nearly done. 
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    As you watch the Demise, you wonder. Is it really nothing more than a dumb beast? Is it truly incapable of thought? Of will? Perhaps it is still intelligent. Perhaps it can be reasoned with. 
 
    “Demise?” you say, lowering you staff. “I have a-“ 
 
    The monster suddenly barrels across the arena. Your reasonable tone becomes a scream as the rubbery grey tentacles sprouting from its face grab you by the arms, legs and wrists. Too late do you try and swing your staff, fighting against the irresistible power in those limbs as they lift you into the air. 
 
    “Let go of me! Let go you stupid fucking monster!” you snap, trying to hit it with your staff, but your arm is held easily at bay despite your best effort. “Fucking bastard stupid monster! Do you know who I am! H-hey!” you gasp as the limbs continue to writhe against you. “Wh-what are you doing? Get out of there! Don’t you dare you mmmmm!” 
 
    Your cry of resistance turns to a moan of pleasure as its limbs push under your clothes, stroking your pussy and ass. Your yelp rises as you’re lifted off the ground and into the air, turning end over end as the tentacles continue to explore your lovely form. 
 
    “N-no! Let go! I… I… Mnnnn!” 
 
    You arch as the tentacles find their way under your clothes, twisting and rubbing against your helpless cunny. Your voice rises in a keening moan as they slither into your tight pussy, pushing inside you. 
 
    “Oh f-fuuuuuuck!” you gasp, panting, realizing your hips are rocking, rutting against the plunging tentacle as it stuffs you. “Th-that’s… ah… I… Mphhh!” 
 
    Further words are silenced as another questing tentacle finds your mouth, pushing inside, stretching your jaw around its rubbery bulk. You can’t bite down. You can’t fight it. 
 
    The only thing left to do is suck. 
 
    You can feel your curse mark throbbing, yielding to the thrusting of the tentacles. Resistance burning away under the heat of pleasure, replaced with desperate obedience. You just can’t stop yourself. You need more. More pleasure. More fucking. 
 
    More. 
 
    More! 
 
    “Mmm. Mmm! Mmmmm!” you groan, twitching, bucking, cumming in hot, sharp bursts of torrid pleasure. Your body sinks deeper and deeper into bliss. Into mindless delights as the Demise milks you of your orgasms. Tentacles plunging. Fucking. Rutting. You can’t stop cumming. Can’t stop the pleasure. Your mind is blanking. Turning white from the waves of orgasmic pleasure overtaking you. You grow limp, drained, spent of pleasure and sensation. 
 
    So much so you can’t even fight back as the tentacles lower you to the beasts gaping mouth, and feeds you into it. You can only moan as its tongue wraps around your leg, pulls you in deeper to its hot, wet gullet, teeth closing behind you, trapping you in the darkness. Your feet lead the way into its throat, then your legs. Your hips. Your chest. Your head. Sucked down by the undulating muscles. Down. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down into its stomach where you’ll be digested, your quest finished in the belly of the beast. 
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    Magic 
 
      
 
    You can’t take on a monster like this with physical means. So it’s a good thing you’re a master of magic. 
 
    You raise your hand, the air growing colder as your icy magic spreads from your arm into your palm. A cold wind blows through the arena, gathering around you. Ice begins to spread from your feet. 
 
    Perhaps realizing what you’re doing, or just becoming sick of standing there, Demise suddenly bellows and charges, feet thundering across the arena floor, every step shaking the earth, nearly throwing you off your balance. 
 
    In seconds he’s almost reached you. You don’t have time to gather more magic! You let out a shout, releasing your spell, sending the freezing cold against Demise in a wall of icy wind. It strikes the charging monster, making it howl with pain, tentacles frosting up, ice clinging to its bulk. 
 
    But it keeps coming! 
 
    Too late does panic rise in you. Too late do you move and try to dodge its attack. 
 
    And too late do you realize the problem as Demise barrels down on you, his bulk flying at you. You never even feel his body slam into you, nor the shattering of your bones as you take several tons of monster head on. 
 
    And considering the state your corpse is in as it hits the wall, maybe that’s a good thing. 
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    Queen of Wrath 
 
      
 
    The castle burns. 
 
    More than usual, too. 
 
    Rising from the dark, blasted landscape of Greed, the fortress had been carved from the very mountains, raised by the Baron of Brass to his own glory. Into its hold poured treasures from across hell. 
 
    Treasures for the taking. 
 
    At its gate bays your army, and you walk out from among the milling horde. They make way as the blistering cold of your presence washes against them. Ringmail clinks and chimes from your cloak, a link forged for every castle conquered. Leather bands wrap about your breasts and mons, hiding neither. A crown of black steel lies upon your brow, and in your hand you wield a twisting staff made of the same substance. 
 
    You’ve changed in the years since Ira claimed you as his bride. And not just your fashion choices. Your breasts are heavier, swollen with milk, pierced with golden rings. Your body is more curved, formed by pregnancy. Many are the children you’ve borne. Princes and princesses of war who have each carved their names in hell with blood and steel. 
 
    And now, you halt before the ravine that goes down into the deepest dark, the walls high before you. The bridges up. The winged demons of your army harass the battlements, but your foot soldiers deserve their prize too, and conquest demands a total victory. 
 
    Dark triumph pounds in your heart with anticipation. You raise your staff, pointing it at the red stone walls across the divide. Your voice rises, thundering over the tumult of battle. 
 
    “Fall!” 
 
    Ice arches from beneath your feet, curving, crackling, freezing the air itself as it speeds across the gap. The frigid cold crashes into the walls, so strong the stones themselves crack, sundering under your spell. Holes crumble into the keep, revealing the bared interior, now led to by bridges of glittering ice. 
 
    “Charge!” you roar. 
 
    Your warriors roar your name as they surge across the bridges. Fire and arrows rain down on them, but only the unworthy fall. Into the breaches your horde pours, a battle becoming a massacre. A defence a looting. 
 
    You lower your staff, watching with sated pleasure. A thrill suddenly works up your back as you hear a heavy stride of footsteps. You turn in surprise to find Ira stepping across the now empty field, the bull demon nearly as large as the towers of the castle you have conquered. 
 
    “Ira,” you say with pleasure. “What brings you?” 
 
    “Need I reason to admire my queen’s work?” he says, running his eyes over the bridges of ice that plunge into the keep. “Hmm. And what fine work it was. They said it would take a century to crush these walls.” 
 
    You lean against his leg, admiring your handiwork. “Hmm. As if I could be from my king’s side for that long. Who knows how you’d get along without me?” 
 
    “Did I not before?” Ira says. 
 
    “Is it not better now?” you counter. 
 
    Ira rumbles with amusement, his hand coming to rest against your back. “Of that there is no question.” 
 
    You can feel the desire of your king like an electric charge in the air. You know the true reason he sought you out, and you don’t bother wasting time. With a touch you release your cloak of mail, letting the steel fall to the ground with a sound like a thousand bells. Ira growls as he beholds your form, flush with triumph, bound by leather straps of darkness. He moves behind you, his form shrinking until he merely towers over you instead of overwhelms. You shiver as a snort of hot air escapes his muzzle, brushing through your hair. 
 
    “There’s nothing lovelier than you after a victory,” the Warlord of Wrath says as his huge hands run down your arms. 
 
    “Prove it to me,” you murmur, your ass rubbing back against his groin, feeling the weight of his cock even through the iron of his armor. “Take me.” 
 
    “On the bed of the former baron?” 
 
    “There too. But here. Now. Take me, my king. Give me another child. One seeded on a triumph like this will grow mighty!” 
 
    Ira chuckles, his hands moving from your shoulders. You hear the snap of a releasing catch, then the bang of his armoured leggings falling away. His hands return to your hips, tugging you back, the heat of his massive bull cock pushing between your ass cheeks and lower back. “You always know just how to please me.” 
 
    “And you me,” you moan, rolling your hips, rubbing his thick cock in the seam of your ass, feeling the hot drip of his pre leak down. Your breathing deepens with desire as Ira shifts. As he pushes you down. Willingly you go to all fours, your breasts swinging beneath you, the rings that pierce them chiming, a drop of milk escaping you. 
 
    “Oooh, mating me like a cow?” you ask the demon lord. “How naughty of you.” 
 
    “Pretending you don’t love it?” Ira asks. 
 
    “Mmm. The opposite,” you say, rocking your hips back, glancing over your shoulder to see the great, black minotaur towering behind you, his face lit by the fire of his eyes. “I want it. Mate me, my bull. Mate your cow!” 
 
    Ira growls, a sound that stirs you in unspeakable ways as his huge hands grasp your hips, the tip of his cock rubbing against your glistening folds. He thrusts, and even after taking him hundreds of times, the feel of his immense cock pushing deep inside you feels again like the first. You moan, quivering as you feel him in you, every inch stretching your pussy, every beat of his heart aching through you with his pulsing, veiny dick. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you moan, pressing back. “Fuck! Ooooh, my king! Yesss!” 
 
    “I have swept under my rule whole rings of hell,” Ira grunts as he thrusts into you. “But no conquest was as wonderful as this!” 
 
    Your cheeks burn with pleasure and flattery. You thrust back against him, wanting him in you even more. Ira grunts, and chuckles. 
 
    “So eager, my queen!” 
 
    “Yes!” you cry, riding him, your plump breasts swaying under you. “Eager! Eager for your… ah… your coooooock!” 
 
    Ira laughs as he pounds into you, every impact shuddering like a blow, your ass twitching as his hips spank you with his thrusts. “Hrr! That’s my queen. Now take it. Take your mate’s cock!” 
 
    “Yessssssss!” you wail, panting. 
 
    You can hear the looting going on in the castle. The scent of blood fills the air. The cries of the wounded moan beneath the clash of arms. The wails of surrender and mercy and the clink of slave chains send your pussy tightening around your king. This is why you chose this. This power. This glory! You are the Queen of Wrath! All love you and despair! All fear to face your power! All know your husband. Your sons and daughters are as mighty as he. They have claimed hundreds of victories, but you want to give him more. You cry out as his hands abandon your ass, grasping your heaving, milky breasts, squeezing them as he pounds into you. 
 
    “My King! Ah! Ah! Yes! Yessss! Your cock! Ooooh! Fill me! Stuff me! Breeeeeed meeeee!” 
 
    Ira throws back his horned head, his roar thundering, shaking the towers of the fallen keep as he cums, pumping his seed into your willing womb. Your wail joins his roar, ringing out. The cry of the conquerors. Hell trembles at your joined names, and quails in despair to hear the thunder of your horde’s boots. 
 
    And the wonderful thing about hell is that there’s always more to conquer. 
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    The Gorgon of Gold 
 
      
 
    Avarick has been kind enough to stop by, and really, having him owe you is always a winning prospect. You smile, your face lit in shadows by the glow of the crystal facets as you feed your power into it, manipulating the halls the thief walks down. 
 
    Of course, she never notices. She stalks carefully down through the crimson hall, every step taken with care, her eyes flashing this way and that. She stops suddenly, the corridor ending at a door framed by flickering lamps hanging by chains. She hesitates, glances back, but realizing there’s no other option, Carla steps forward and tests the doorknob. 
 
    It opens without a creak, and the thief slips inside, shutting the door behind her. The room is dark, shrouded in gloom. Only a few lamps are kindled, and they gleam off dozens of golden statues scattered about the room and furnishings. Carla’s eyes widen in awe as she looks this way and that, taking in the priceless fortune gathered in that lone room. 
 
    “Wow,” she breathes. 
 
    A hiss has her whirl about, staring. From the corner of her eye she catches the flicker of shifting gold. 
 
    “What’s this…” says a sibilant voice in the dark. 
 
    Carla wheels again, daggers ready, but her eyes can only widen as the figure rears out of the darkness. Lamplight gleams off glittering scales. A serpent’s lower body, a woman’s upper half, her skin bronzed and breasts large and firm. Bangles drape her arms and serpents of articulated metal with ruby eyes hiss from her head. A gorgon of gold, her features sculpted beauty, but her eyes gleaming with death. 
 
    “What’s this?” the gorgon purrs. “Some silly mortal invading my room? A servant? A slave? No,” she says, seeing the knives in the woman’s hands. Her eyes flash. “A thief!” 
 
    “S-stay back!” Carla cries, bringing up her blades. “Or I’ll-“ 
 
    “You’ll what?” Hassas croons, her voice silken, but her eyes pulsing with light. 
 
    Carla jolts as the force of that gaze hits her. Her lips part, her body trembling, straining against the paralyzing force of the serpent’s eyes. The gorgon’s grin widens as she stretches over the thief, never breaking eye contact. Never breaking control. “Were you thinking of attacking me with… these?” Hassas purrs, plucking the two blades from Carla’s hands. “Hmm. Not bad quality. But far too meager to do anything to one such as I,” she says, tossing them contemptuously aside. 
 
    Carla’s lips part, a weak whine of despair managing to escape her. 
 
    Hassas clicks her tongue, baring her fangs. “Oh? Did you need those? Pathetic intruder. Your little knives couldn’t even scratch my scales. See?” 
 
    Carla’s breath catches as the gorgon’s coils slither around her feet, slowly winding up the woman’s form, tightening, squeezing her. 
 
    “See how strong they are? How firm?” Hassas croons as her body tightens, squeezing Carla’s breasts through her clothes, making the thief moan. “How helpless you are in my coils? Don’t fight it, lovely thing. Just give in to it. Just surrender. Sink into my eyes. Just… give… in…” 
 
    Carla’s mouth opens, a whimper escaping her, her face growing slowly lax as she stares, helpless, into the gorgon’s eyes. 
 
    Hassas smirks wide, her eyes pulsing, gazing down into the helpless face of her victim. “Mmm. That’s it. Feel it. Feel your mind empty. Your body grow heavy. You are a pretty one, slave. I think I’ll enjoy adding you to my collection…” 
 
    Carla moans softly as the gorgon’s hands make short work of her clothes, stripping them away to reveal the toned, slender figure hidden beneath. Hasses purrs, her coils shifting, lifting up the helpless thief, unwinding from Carla’s lower body to reveal her legs. Hasses grasps the thief’s pants and panties, yanking them off and revealing the woman’s lush pussy, slick with arousal. 
 
    “My my. How adorable. It seems you like this. Do you?” Hasses says, leaning in, a hand sliding down Carla’s body and slipping a finger into the thief’s pussy. 
 
    “Mmmm!” Carla moans as the gorgon’s finger plunges into her twitching cunt, pumping in and out, insistent, teasing, driving the young woman to quiver and gasp and wriggle in the confines of the gorgon’s coils. 
 
    “Enjoying it? Of course you are. Feel free to cum, silly thing. But know once you do, you’ll be mine. To orgasm is to surrender. And I love the face of surrender…” 
 
    “Ah… ha… mnnnn!” Carla gasps, hips bucking, riding the plunging fingers with ever growing urgency. “Ah. Ah! Ah! Mnnnnnnoooooo!” 
 
    Her half-hearted cry of resistance is betrayed by the drooling ecstasy on her face. Mindless bliss overwhelming her, expression rapt in orgasmic pleasure. 
 
    “There it is,” Hassas hisses, and her eyes pulse with power. 
 
    Carla’s face stills, her skin growing lighter. Gold spreads from her eyes, consuming her body in shining glory. Carla shudders as the last of her flesh turns, leaving her a frozen statuette of pleasure peaked, trapped forever in that moment of ecstasy. 
 
    “Mmm,” Hassas croons as she admires the thief. “A work of art... And mine to fully appreciate.” 
 
    Hassas continues to stroke the labia of the golden statuette, her eyes glowing hotly, her fingers caressing her golden prisoner. No sound escapes the statue. No cry of pleasure or despair, but juices slicken down the golden Carla’s thighs, helpless arousal from the petrified slut, trapped to the whims of the gorgon. Pleasure, pain, all things Carla will come to experience at the experienced hands of Hassas. 
 
    Bound forever in loveliest gold. 
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    The Second Thief 
 
      
 
    You admire Carla’s fate through the crystal’s facets, chuckling to yourself. 
 
    “It went well, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Very well,” you say. “But the fun’s just beginning!” 
 
    Your fingers twitch on the face of the control panel, the crystals fogging, then resolving, revealing the darkness of the servant’s corridors. The male thief is working his way through them with care, his sword out, his mask pulled down to reveal a handsome face set with purpose. What had the other one called him? Reynolds? No doubt, you realize, he was dating his fellow thief. Perhaps you can use that. 
 
    Oh yes. You can have some fun with him. The storeroom isn’t far from his location, where the Mirror of Envy lies. Breaking his mind might be fun. At the same time, the kitchens have finally gotten their new cook. A busty cow demoness all the way from Gluttony, and whose big, milky tits could always use a good milking. And then there’s always the classic spike trap. You haven’t had a chance to dump anyone to their doom in there for a while. 
 
    You grin, feeding power into the crystal. 
 
    Time to be bad… 
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    Pit Trap 
 
      
 
    It’s one thing to doom pretty women to lewd fates of devilish design, but a man just doesn’t do it for you. 
 
    Besides, it’s been a long time since you used the pit, and the dwellers are no doubt hungry. 
 
    “Come on,” you murmur as Reynolds creeps slowly down the hall. “Little more… ha ha!” 
 
    The floor under him suddenly opens. An array of spikes gleam in the dark. But the man who came to rob the Princess of Pride isn’t just some guy. You’re actually surprised as his foot tenses, knees bend and he springs! He launches himself off the swinging door. For a heart pounding moment he kicks above the open air, the spikes in the pit shining below. 
 
    Then, he lands, feet touching down, heels not quite making it. Reynolds spins his arms, swaying back towards spiky oblivion, but managing to tilt forward just enough to step onto more solid footing. 
 
    “Whew,” he gasps. “That was close.” 
 
    His relief lasts just long enough for a tongue to snap out of the pit, wrap around his waist, and wrench him back. His dumbfounded expression is the last thing you see before he vanishes into the fanged maw of the dweller in the pit, its teeth of spikes snapping shut. 
 
    “Moron,” you chuckle as the floor closes, not a seam out of place to differentiate it from the rest of the hall. 
 
    “A pity he didn’t have time to fully grasp his failure, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “True,” you say. “But the surprise almost makes up for it.” 
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    The Mindflayer 
 
      
 
    “You know, Loria,” you say as you feed your power into the crystal, its influence radiating through the Citadel, shifting corridors and passages around the carefully lurking Carla, “I think our new guest is probably getting a bit hungry. And what kind of a host would I be if I didn’t give him a quick snack?” 
 
    “A terrible one, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “In fact, one might say that neglecting to feed him for this long would be the height of rudeness.” 
 
    “Er, yeah. Right.” 
 
    “One might even say that such a host would be a bratty little tit who needs to learn some manners.” 
 
    You feel the beginning of a flush as Avarick chuckles. “Got it, Loria,” you snap. “Now shut up. I’m having fun.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” the blue succubus says with a deferential bow. 
 
    You return your attention to the crystal, dismissing Loria from your mind. Carla has come to a halt, faced with a single door, its surface black as night, seeming to swallow the low glow of the green torches burning along the halls. Her hesitation is understandable, but when she looks back and sees the way she’s come ending in a sudden wall, her choice becomes clear. 
 
    Carla tightens her grasp on her daggers, biting her lower lip as she gingerly touches the knob. When nothing springs out to bite her head off, she turns it. When nothing shoots from the door to fry her to dust, she opens it. 
 
    Though soon, she may envy those fates. 
 
    The door creaks wide open and she takes a wary step inside. Darkness wraps the room in its shroud, a few lone candles burning on a large desk. Anatomical specimens no sane reality could house hang suspended in glowing glass tanks, their sightless eyes staring, their many mouths gaping. Shelves filled with dusty tomes consume the walls. 
 
    Who disturbs me? 
 
    Carla spins about, knives at the ready, but nothing could prepare her for the figure who leans out of the shadows behind the desk. Yellow eyes burn in the dark, no pupils. Slender, a dark robe clads him, a wide hood like a cobra framing a head of nightmares. Bulbous cranium and a mouth ending in writhing tentacles, but it is the malevolence in the eyes that freezes the blood and makes the young thief still in horror. 
 
    Human? How curious. And armed. An assassin? No. I think not. Ah. A thief, then. Come to rob my host, perhaps? 
 
    “S-stay back,” Carla says, raising her blades. 
 
    And who will make me? 
 
    Carla explodes into motion. Her arm cocks back and hurls her dagger towards the mindflayer. The monster merely raises a grey, three fingered hand, and gestures. 
 
    The dagger halts in midair, suspended in a soft purple glow. The mindflayer turns his finger, and the dagger drops. 
 
    No more of that. 
 
    Again his hand moves, and Carla freezes. Her muscles seizing as she stares into the glowing eyes of the mindflayer. The slender creature rises, floats from behind his desk, slowly crossing the room. Not even his paralyzing eyes could suppress the shudder that courses through Carla as his hand grabs her chin, a whimper escaping her tight lips as his tentacles stroke her face. 
 
    A fine specimen, true. And so willful. Perhaps I can enjoy you. It has been quite boring. Ah, I feel the eyes of another on us. So, my host has decided to provide me with entertainment? Well, far be it for me to refuse such a gift. 
 
    Strip. 
 
    He removes his hand, and Carla’s get to work. Her eyes widen as she realizes what she is doing, pulling away her clothes, revealing her slender curves to the open air. But she can’t stop. A will stronger than her own compels her to unveil bronzed skin and soft hips. Her firm breasts and teasing nipples jutting forth in the glow of the candles. A tattoo traces its way down her hip in a dragon’s mark. But it is her pussy that the illithid looks to, a sucking sound being his laughter when he sees the slickness of her folds. 
 
    So! It seems you enjoy this, mortal. The loss of control arouses you. Thrills you! How amusing. And enticing. It has been some time since I have taken an eager slut. And you will be eager, won’t you? 
 
    The command vibrates into Carla, making her moan, eyes rolling back as a quiver of arousal thrums through her. Her pussy moistens further, her breath steaming the air of the room. 
 
    We shall enjoy each other, the mindflayer hums, moving behind her. Carla pants as she feels those tentacles lazily wrap around her head, pulling her back towards the mouth of the monster. Her eyes are wide with fear, then lid with pleasure as the mindflayer’s monstrous mouth presses against her head, and begins to suck. 
 
    “O-ooooooh!” Carla moans as she feels the creature devour her thoughts. Her mind. Sucking them into his hungry maw. She arches as his hands wrap around her front, grasping the fullness of her breasts, squeezing them in his delicate, three fingered hands as she sinks against him, submitting to his feeding, his devouring of her mind. Her self. Her everything. 
 
    Enjoy it, the mindflayer croons, and she does. 
 
    Submit to it, he says, and she moans. 
 
    Surrender to it, and Carla whimpers, bucks, her eyes rolling back as the pleasure of her damnation fills her with mindless pleasures. Her eyes growing dim with empty servitude. Her body yielding eagerly to the hunger of the mindflayer. 
 
    The creature pulls back at last and Carla sways, her smile blissful, her eyes empty, her pussy soaking her inner thighs. 
 
    One the desk, slave. 
 
    “Yes master,” Carla coos, stepping over to the desk, turning around and pushing her rump back onto it. 
 
    Spread your legs. 
 
    “Yes, master,” Carla says, obeying, revealing the slick gash of her cunt. 
 
    The mindflayer gives a sucking sound of pleasure as he floats towards her. Drifts down to his knees. Ah yes, it has been a long time since I sampled human nectar. His tentacles reach out, winding over Carla’s legs and thighs, making the human moan in delight as the illithid’s squid face presses against her pussy, his tongue and smaller tentacles slithering inside her. 
 
    “O-ooooh m-masterrrrr!” Carla moans, clutching the rim of the desk as the mindflayer tastes her, his tentacles writhing inside her, her dead eyes rolling back in terrible bliss. Her hips buck, her moans rising, pleasure building towards a wonderful peak. “Ah… Ah! Mnnn! Yes! Master! Masterrrrrr!” 
 
    Carla cries out as she cums, riding the monstrous tentacles over the edge, drooling with orgasmic bliss as her mind is filled with the intensity of pleasure, emptied of anything else. 
 
    The mindflayer lifts his mouth from her pussy with a wet, sucking sound. He shifts his robe, and from beneath comes a pale, wedged amphibian cock. Carla doesn’t resist as he kisses her, tentacles writhing over her face, her eyes rolling back. She only moans as he presses against her. Fills her twitching pussy with his inhuman cock. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Carla moans as his tentacles wrap about her face. As he plunges his cock into her with greater urgency, fucking her brains out in a most literal way. Her fate sealed. Her future damned to being the mindless fuck slave of the mindflayer. 
 
    Exactly as planned. 
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    Kitchens 
 
      
 
    “What’s the name of our new cook?” you ask Loria. 
 
    “Marigold?” Loria says. 
 
    “Yes, that’s it. You know? We should really provide hiring bonuses,” you say, your smile widening with wickedness as your fingers dance across the face of the crystals controls. “It seems a shame to leave her all alone down there.” 
 
    “Ha!” Avarick laughs, grinning around his cigar, puffing another plume of purple smoke out. “Maybe you will prove a good Overlord.” 
 
    “Of course I will. Now be quiet. Let me work…” 
 
    You watch as Reynolds creeps deeper into the dark corridors of the servant’s quarters. Corridors which subtly shift around him, the faint grind of machinery making him tense, but so deviously constructed he has no hint of where it will end. 
 
    Which is fine with you. You know exactly where it’ll put him, and you can’t wait to see. 
 
    As he rounds a crenellated corner he pauses, seeing a warm glow ahead, radiating through an open door. You can see his nose twitch as he catches the scent of something good. Something delicious. Something… tantalizing. 
 
    Reynolds licks his lips unconsciously, wiping a small amount of drool from the corner of his mouth. Something about that scent draws him on, tempting him to approach. He begins to move, creeping down the corridor, keeping his blade drawn and ready just in case. Soft humming reaches him, a tune without words but from a voice sweet and lovely. The scent of baking grows stronger, wafting to him, making his head grow light, fairly carrying him towards the waiting doors. 
 
    Just outside them he pauses, uncertain, then peeks inside. 
 
    The kitchens of the Citadel are immense. It takes a lot to feed a horde of demons, after all. Huge ovens rise like iron bellied monsters, the grates glowing with the hellish heat, fueled by the souls of the damned which, in addition to being very environmentally friendly, gives your food that delectable flavour of tormented despair. The ceiling is high stone and tables are laid out for an army of chefs to do their work. Pots, pans, and knives of every description hang down like the tools of the torturer, glistening in the red glow of the ovens. 
 
    In such a place, the pleasant singing seems woefully out of place, as does the source. Inevitably, Reynolds has to look at the buxom woman who works among the tables. She’s at least a head taller than him and much wider, her pale curves laid bare by the single apron she wears as she works a bunch of dough in her hands. Stubby cow horns rise from her curly brown hair, her smiling face radiant, her massive breasts bouncing on her chest as she moves back and forth, rolling the dough. 
 
    Reynolds can’t look away from her, and you don’t blame him. Those massive breasts are almost hypnotizing, to say nothing of the sweet scent of her baking. The thief inhales the warm, homey scents, his head growing a little heavy with it. So much so he actually takes a step out of the shadows of the door before realizing it, the movement catching the holstaur’s eye. 
 
    “Well hello there, sweetie!” the busty cow woman says, beaming, making the thief start. “What are you doing down here and away from the guest quarters?” 
 
    “I uh…” Reynolds said. 
 
    “Aw, sugar! You don’t need that sword. Any guest of the mistress is welcome here.” 
 
    It takes Reynolds a moment to process her meaning, but when he does he gives the confident smile of the born conman. “Glad to hear it! I actually have a meeting with the mistress of the Citadel later. I was off to see her and ah, got a little turned around.” 
 
    The holstaur laughs. “Don’t I know it! When I started working here, I almost fell into a dozen traps a day! Name’s Marigold. Why not come over here and sit a spell.” 
 
    Reynolds moves towards her, sheathing his sword, confident now the busty holstaur is no threat. Although larger than him, she’s more soft than strong, reassuring the man as he takes a seat at the table she works on. “I’d hate to impose,” he says. “I was just looking for a way back to the main halls. Could you show me?” 
 
    “Sure thing, honey! But first, how about a quick snack.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’m not… um… that…” 
 
    Reynolds trails off as Marigold reaches back, pushing out her immense chest as she unties the laces of her apron. His jaw drops as it falls away, her plump, pale breasts bouncing into the open, dark nipples thick and needy. She hefts her tits, giving them a squeeze, a soft moan escaping her as thin trickles of milk drip from her nipples. 
 
    “Mnnnn! There we go. These big ol’ milk bags have been so pent up!” 
 
    “B-but you were only wearing an apron,” Reynolds says shakily, his eyes glued to the glorious orbs of the holstaur. 
 
    “I know! Damn unfair, isn’t it?” she says brightly. “So, wanna give me a hand, big boy?” she says, leaning forward, bouncing her immense breasts. 
 
    Reynolds swallows hard. “I uh… I’m not actually that h-hungry.” 
 
    “But sweet thing, you’re absolutely drooling,” she giggles. 
 
    Realizing he was, Reynolds hastily wipes his mouth on the back of his sleeve. “I uh… th-that is…” 
 
    “Don’t you wanna give my big, milky tits a suckle?” Marigold croons, giving her breasts another bounce as she slips around the table, her floury hands leaving big, white hand prints on her breasts. “I couldn’t let a guest wander around the halls all hungry. And you caught me in a real bind. I just don’t have a thing to feed such a handsome guest. Nothing except my wonderful… sweet… delicious… cream…” 
 
    Reynolds stares, his jaw slack, drooling again as he stares at Marigold’s breasts. The scent of her cream fills the air. Saturates it. Draws him in, compelling his attention. Marigold moans softly, giving her breasts another sloshing bounce, the sight making Reynold’s breath hitch. 
 
    “C’mon, big boy,” Marigold moans as she tucks her naked bum onto the table, still molding, massaging, bouncing her glorious, milky breasts for the thief’s riveted attention. “Just a quick suckle. Then, we can get you where you’re going. That’s not so much to ask, is it?” 
 
    “I… I guess n-not,” Reynolds breathes, inhaling another lungful of her creamy scent. 
 
    “That’s right. And you’re soooo thirsty, sweet thing. So needing a good… long… milking. So come on,” she coos, reaching forward, cupping his cheeks and easing him up, forward. “Give momma a nice… long… suckle…” 
 
    Reynold’s head was spinning. His lips tremble as Marigold brought him to her creamy teat. His lips reflexively latch on to a thick nipple. 
 
    And give a great. 
 
    Needy. 
 
    Suck. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Marigold moans, trembling as the man drinks from her breast, her arms tightening around his head, drawing him against the pillow of her tits. “Oh… oh p-pit yes. G-good boy. Mmm, you were… ah… th-thirsty, weren’t you? Mmm, don’t worry, momma loves a thirsty… ah… boy… Oh pit yes…” 
 
    Reynolds moans, his eyes fluttering shut as rich, warm, corruptive cream jets into his mouth. He can feel the strength leaving him, even as Marigold presses him deeper into her breast, his legs shifting as a notable bulge forms in his pants. 
 
    “Oooh, those clothes look so uncomfortable, sweet thing. And we… ah… can’t be getting them stained. Better… ooooh… take them o-off. Like… ha… like this…” 
 
    Reynolds nods dimly, shrugging off his cloak. Marigold’s fluttering hands help him, stripping him even as she sinks deeper into her breasts, pressing more eagerly against her, drinking her until Marigold giggles, falling back onto the table, raising a wave of flour. 
 
    “Ooooh! Someone likes being a good milk boy. A handsome milk slave. Do you like it, sweet thing? Isn’t this just… mmm… the best thing ever?” 
 
    “Mhmm,” Reynolds moans. 
 
    “Good boy. Oooh, momma is so happy you… ah… like her big breasts and ooooh! And wonderful milk. You’re mommy’s good boy, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” Reynolds moans, his head sloshing, mind melting under the heat of her milk and warm affection. 
 
    “And you’d do… oooh yes… you’d do anything for mommy, right?” 
 
    “Yesss,” Reynolds whimpers, his eyes dim, smoky, lost as he drools around her nipple, drunk on cream. Damned by thirst and a terrible desire. 
 
    “Then… ah… if mommy told you… Ooooh, to be her good, mindless slave. To… ah… to f-fuck her and cum in her… Oooh, to fuck away your soul in her wonderful, soft pussy, you would, r-right? You’d be a good boy, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Reynolds gasps. “Yes, mommy… Wanna… wanna be a… a good boy for… mmmm…” 
 
    Marigold giggles, stroking his hair. “I know you do, sweetie… Oh pits yes. Then, ah… then momma’s gonna let you. Because you’ve been… mnnn… such a g-good booooy…” 
 
    Marigold parts her legs, letting Reynolds press in closer. His cock throbs, drawn towards the heat of her pussy like magnet. His tip rubs against her molten folds, only for him to hesitate, whimpering, some remnant of himself vacillating at that threshold. 
 
    “C’mon, baby,” Marigold coos. “Give it to mommy.” 
 
    Reynolds cries out in helpless need, pushing forward, sheathing himself into the holstaur. His voice rises with pleasure as the vice of her pussy wraps around him, sucking him in. As her soft form seems to envelop him. As Marigold cries out, her voice a siren’s song of pleasure as he pushes into her. 
 
    “Oh yessssss!” Marigold moans, hips rising in ecstasy. “Give it to mommy. Gimme that good boy coooock!” 
 
    “M-mommy!” Reynolds moans, his mind damned, his soul forfeit as he frantically thrusts into her, drawn again and again into the sinful heat of her pussy. She touches his head, pushing it back down to her breasts, burying his moaning face between her glorious orbs. Reynolds moans in mindless bliss, kissing them, adoring them, his lips searching, finding a nipple once again. Milk spurts onto his tongue as he sucks, moaning, rutting with ever greater urgency. 
 
    “Yes!” Marigold gasps, the table creaking under her as he fucks her. “Oh pit yes! Fuck me! Fuck me, baby. Give momma that cock! Give me your soul! Fuck me full! Fuck me haaaaard! Ooooh! Milk me! Milk momma! Milk… m-moo! Moooooo!” 
 
    Her lowing cry heralds her orgasm, and Reynolds helpless cry presages his. He bucks, burying himself into her a final time, shuddering in glorious orgasm as he cums, stuffing her in sharp jolts of his hips, cumming like a fountain into the holstaur’s hungry tightness. 
 
    Marigold moans, quivering as she sucks his cum into her. And more. She could feel his essence expend itself. A warm glow passing from him into her, Reynold’s skin growing paler, his body weaker as he surrenders himself to her. Marigold sighs in blissful pleasure, body twitching with aftershocks, her thighs squeezing Reynolds as she slows. 
 
    She cups his cheeks again, lifting his face, admiring the slack, dull expression, his eyes empty, his mind and will squeezed from him. She giggles. “Mmm. Good boy. Momma is so proud.” 
 
    “Th-thank you, mistress,” Reynolds moans, his smile lifting in dumb adoration. 
 
    “You don’t really want to go deeper into the Citadel, do you?” she asks sweetly. “You wanna stay here, right? And be momma’s good, mindless kitchen boy, right?” 
 
    “Yes mistress,” Reynolds pants. “Wanna… wanna obey…” 
 
    “Good boy. Then, you can get a bucket and a mop and start cleaning up here. Oh, and a cloth. Can’t bake bread on a table I just got fucked on, can I? That’s unsanitary.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    “Good boy. But, since we’re already here, how about you give momma another taste of that cock, hm?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Marigold moans as his face returned to her breast, his hips resuming their eager bucking into the hot tightness of her pussy. “Ooooh, that’s it. Good boy. Good slave. Good… ah… kitchen slut… Oooh, the other girls are just… mmm… gonna love you…” 
 
    She giggles, the sound echoing in the cavernous kitchen, then moans as the wet, eager slap of Reynold’s hips began in earnest, pleasuring his new mistress… 
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    Into the Realm of Wrath 
 
      
 
    The realm of Wrath isn’t a nice place to be at the best of times, but to be there while Ira’s carnival of horrors rolls in has to be the worst time. You step through the portal and find yourself standing in a landscape of crimson plains surrounded by the teeth of hard, black mountain ranges. Before you rise banners that whip in the hot wind, and behind them are trees of iron. They line the Road of Glory, and from their metal branches swing cages filled with suffering wretches. Mortals and demons who were trapped in this realm, or captured by the raiders of Wrath, now hanging like vile fruit awaiting the feast of blood. Their despairing moans echo in the wind, their hands clutching the bars. 
 
    But the worst part is you’re still miles from the arena itself! You can see it in the distance where it forms a dark plateau, leaving you and Loria standing in the blasted hellscape of Wrath. 
 
    “We’re going to have to walk there?” you say. 
 
    “So it seems, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You tilt back your head, groaning. “I wore heels, dammit!” 
 
    “Perhaps not the best choice.” 
 
    You give Loria a glare, eying her own, rather more sensible, shoes. If she wasn’t a size too small for you, you’d demand them off her. 
 
    “Fuck,” you growl. “Let’s just get started.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You grumble, starting off down the Road of Glory. They say it was once paved with good intentions, but that was uncounted millenia ago. Now, it’s paved with the bones of the dead. The weak. The losers in Ira’s arena. Countless marching feet have pounded it down to a proper road since, but that’s little comfort given how long it is. 
 
    You’ve been walking five minutes when you catch movement in the distance. You lift your head, peering. A dust cloud plumes among the foothills of the black mountains, coming closer. The low thunder of hooves reaches your ears, but it’s not steeds of war coming you way. Though, that would be half right. 
 
    Literally. 
 
    Soon the charging figures resolve into Centaurs of Wrath. Raiders, one of the countless clans of Ira’s realm. Bare chested, their lower halves that of horses with hooves of flame, they pound towards you, over a dozen of them. You straighten rigidly as their whooping calls come near. You don’t bother trying to run. They’d chase you down in seconds. They don’t slow, but do alter their direction, circling you in a tightening ring. Pale bodies writ with red chalk and tattoos flash around you. Mohawks flutter in the wind and savage weapons of hooked blades gleam in the dim red light. They close around you, and finally halt, surrounding you. 
 
    The leader steps forward, laughing. A thick beard hangs to his belly, his lower half a powerful example of equine muscle. You have to force yourself not to stare at the thick, flaring horse cock that bobs unheeded beneath him, instead looking to his face as his eyes run over you, the barbarous centaur grinning widely. 
 
    “You must be the reception,” you say. 
 
    “Sure, you could call it that,” the centaur leers. “But I think we have another name when we see two lovely fillies wandering across our lands. Don’t we, lads!” 
 
    “Rut! Rut! Rut!” the centaurs shout, pumping their weapons. 
 
    “Then, Ira didn’t send you?” you say, heart sinking. 
 
    “The Lord of Wrath? Now why would he be taking an interest in two fertile mares like you?” he says, stroking his beard. “He did mention the would-be Overlord herself was coming by. Says to me, ‘Orrian, a powerful woman will be coming today to see the arena. Or else we’ll ride and tear her from her seat. Bring her here!’ So he says to me, and every other clan master. But you don’t much look like a ruler. You look more like a trained cock polisher!” Orrian laughs coarsely and gives a lewd thrust, sending his thick, obsidian horse cock bouncing. 
 
    You swallow a sharp retort, among other things. Your eyes are again riveted to the lewd horse shaft he has on display. “I’d watch those words if I were you,” you say, though your voice is thick, your curse mark throbbing with the thought of that bestial cock pounding your fertile pussy full of cum. 
 
    “Or what?” the centaur leader grins. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    Your revulsion for this crude horse man is undeniable, which only makes your desire to feel that thick cock in your hands in mouth all the more annoying. But there are a lot of them, so maybe force isn’t the answer here. And perhaps you can solve two problems with one go. 
 
    “If I… satisfy you,” you say, forcing the word out. “Then will you bring me to the arena?” 
 
    “Hmm. Now that’s a thought,” Orrian says. “Sure, filly. Let’s see what you can do.” 
 
    He trots forward, and you slowly get to your hands and knees. The stink of horse and cock surrounds you as he moves close, his equine body throwing a deep shadow over you. He pushes forward his lower form, his thick, equine cock smearing against your cheek. “Go on! Show me what you got.” 
 
    You loathe this rude creature, but that somehow only makes it hotter as your hands are drawn up to his thick shaft. You shudder, feeling the throbbing virility in his cock, the heat of him aching through you as you stroke up and down his fat dick. The smell is overpowering. Hasn’t this demon heard of a bath? 
 
    “Mmmm. That’s it, slut. You’re good with those hands.” 
 
    “I-I am not a slut,” you gasp. 
 
    “Sure you are! Who else would be drooling all over my dick!” 
 
    Laughter rises from the rest of the band. You flush hotly, but know he’s right. Maybe you are a bit of a slut. But what’s wrong with that? And… and what’s wrong with leaning forward, opening your mouth, and taking the fat, blunted tip of the demon’s dick between your loving lips. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuck!” the centaur moans as your lips slide down his shaft. “That’s it. Mmm. Really work it! Don’t forget to show my balls some attention, whore. Those’ll be filling you soon enough.” 
 
    Yes. Yes you… you should be doing that. One hand remains to stroke the remainder of his cock, the other reaching back to the heavy balls dangling there. The thick scent of equine arousal is making your head spin and your curse mark positively throb with desire. Pit, are you really doing this? Are you really giving this crude, barbarian centaur a blowjob? 
 
    Well, you’re not only doing that. Your hand is also cupping his balls and gently massaging them. Rolling them in your fingers, shivers of anticipation coursing through you as you feel the weight of the seed he holds. 
 
    “Oh fuck. This slut’s not bad! She… ah… she’s got a real talent, boys.” 
 
    You’re ashamed of the glow of pride that kindles in your breast. Almost as ashamed as when it encourages you to suck more eagerly, his thick taste heavy on your tongue, your nose stuffed with his animal musk as you blow the rude monster. His body shifts above you, hooves tapping with growing lust. 
 
    “Oh fuck… Fuck yes. That’s it, girl. Give it some real attention. Ha… ah… F-fuck yes. Yesss! Oh slut, that’s good! That’s real good. Fuck. F-fuck! Fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    There’s barely any warning before he cums. One moment you’re sucking him off, the next a geyser of thick, horse seed is pumping into your mouth. You choke on the sudden musky deluge, pushed off his cock by the sheer force of it, only for his cock to keep going, hosing you with his cum, great gouts of cream slathering your face and chest and lap. 
 
    And it feels so gooooood! 
 
    You moan, eyes rolling, panting hotly. The heat of his cum is almost overwhelming. Your head spins and tongue moves about your lips, eagerly licking it up. 
 
    “Ha ha!” Orrian barks, prancing back from you to admire his handiwork. “Not bad! Alright, slut. Now for your next mate.” 
 
    “N-next?” you say dazedly. 
 
    “Oh yes! You didn’t think it was enough to satisfy just me?” Orrian grins as the next of his band trots up, the skinhead centaur’s leering face lost a moment later as another thick horse cock pushes against you. “We’ve got a whole band to satisfy!” 
 
    You… you know there’s something wrong about that. That this wasn’t in the deal. But as that new blunt horse cock prods your face, and you hear the sloshing of another demon’s cum heavy balls, you can’t quite manage to work up an objection. 
 
    Once more your hands find themselves on a massive horse prick, stroking the turgid maleness of the centaur. Every breath brings in more of their thick musk, making your thoughts sink under a haze of pure pleasure. You’re sucking before you know it, any inhibition cast aside in your need for more cum. More cock. 
 
    More. 
 
    More. 
 
    More! 
 
    He cums too soon, splattering you with his seed, your stomach swelling a little with the sheer amount of cum you take in. But fortunately, a third centaur arrives. 
 
    And a fourth. 
 
    And a fifth. 
 
    You lose track soon. Like you do your clothes, stripped by cruel hands with nothing more than a moan of protest from you. 
 
    “Ha! Look at her. Her stomach’s stuffed!” 
 
    “But her pussy isn’t.” 
 
    More hands grab you. Turn you over. You moan, your cum heavy belly wobbling under you, your ass lifting in eagerness to taste the mating thickness of the centaur band, curse mark pulsing with anticipation. 
 
    And you’re not disappointed. 
 
    The first cock shoves deep inside you, your curse mark so empowered by the amount of cum you’ve swallowed it easily stretches you around the massive maleness of your first lover. But that doesn’t stop you from feeling every equine inch as you moan, ass lifted in ecstasy, pounded into the road by harsh, brutal thrusts of fat horse dick. 
 
    When he cums, pouring his seed into you, breeding you, you barely notice your curse mark flare, marking you as centaur breeding stock. Because a second later, another raider is claiming you, his massive cock fucking you, his cum overflowing from you and drooling onto the road. 
 
    “Ha! This slut can take it!” 
 
    “Me next! It’s my turn!” 
 
    “Hold your horses! Don’t worry! There’s plenty of slut to go around!” 
 
    You gasp, moaning, fairly covered in cum at this point. Yes. Oh pit yes. There’s so much more of you to be claimed. 
 
    And as the first of many cocks slams into your ass, his balls spanking your pussy, making you cum, you know it’s going to be wonderful in so many ways… 
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    Threaten 
 
      
 
    You give the centaur a dry look. 
 
    Then lift your arm. 
 
    Magic crackles from your finger tip. A burst of freezing cold spears from your hand. It narrowly misses the shocked face of Orrian, instead blasting the head of the centaur behind him. 
 
    “Mfffff!” the random centaur raider howls, grabbing the mask of ice suddenly over his face,= as he reels and kicks in panic. 
 
    “Do you have any idea who you’re talking to?” 
 
    Orrian turns back to you in shock. You raise your other hand, a ball of crackling blue magic gathering in your palm, your gown fluttering as terrible power swirls around you, frost growing the ground beneath your feet. 
 
    “I am Lillian!” you snarl, voice reverberating with power. “Master of the Citadel! Future Overlord of Hell! I have passed through the jungles of Gluttony! I broke into the Vault of Greed! I crossed the dreams of Sloth! And you dare to threaten me? Me!” 
 
    Orrian suddenly looks far less sure of himself. He glances again to his frozen companion, who has now fallen to the road, hooves kicking uselessly as he paws at the frozen mask over his face, eyes rolling under the ice. 
 
    You point at Orrian, your words as cold as the magic that still swirls in your palm. “Your master has invited me to his arena. And you are going to bring me to him. Or I will geld you with rusty shears, freeze your balls, and use them to cool my drinks while I watch your former companions fuck you like the castrated bitch you are. DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR!” 
 
    “C-crystal!” Orrian gasps as the struggles fade from the frozen centaur, kicking legs weakening until they stop entirely. 
 
    You smile with icy sweetness. “Good,” you purr, banishing the blue magic you’ve conjured with a snap. “So glad we understand each other. Now kneel!” 
 
    Orrian obeys at once, all four legs dropping submissively to the road. You walk, heels clicking across the ice as you swing yourself onto the centaur’s back. The stink of sweat and horse that saturates the male almost makes you reconsider, but if riding your would-be rapist into the camp of his master isn’t a power move, you’d be hard pressed to find a better one. You note Loria mounting another centaur, who looks equally terrified, but glad he’s not hosting you. 
 
    “Now ride!” you command. 
 
    Orrian leaps to obey, his hooves cracking off the ancient bones of the highway as he gallops towards the arena. You toss your head, black hair billowing in a ribbon behind you. You smile, gripping the centaur’s waist, feeling his flinch of fear. 
 
    Maybe you’re finally getting a handle on this whole ‘Overlord’ business… 
 
      
 
    The Arena of Woe 
 
    

  

 
   
    Mare of the Centaur 
 
      
 
    If you had to pick a bad thing about being Razzan’s breeding mare, it would have to be the way your collar digs into your neck when he hauls on it. 
 
    Everything else though is fantastic! 
 
    Of course, this is an instinctual understanding. You long ago lost the ability to think during one of the innumerable breeding sessions. With Razzan’s equine cock plunging into your sopping pussy, your screams of pleasure deafening as you came again and again, thinking seemed like such a waste of effort. 
 
    After all, mares don’t need to think. They just need to be stuffed with cum. 
 
    As you crawl behind your master, through the dust of the camp, cum oozing from your ever-stuffed pussy, stomach swollen beneath you with young and milky nipples pierced with golden rings, your eyes are only on your master’s hindquarters. On the way those powerful muscles flex with his every step, braided tail swinging side to side, the heady musk of his cock wafting to you, intoxicating you. 
 
    Hoots and shouts rise from the other centaurs as they wander among the yurts. Some point at you, their mocking laughter only exciting you, your pussy twitching with anticipation of another mating. Another breeding. Another chance to take master’s thick, massive cock. 
 
    And that can be the only reason he’s unhooked you from the pen. The only time he takes you from the rest of the band is when he wants to personally breed your fertile cunt. Otherwise, you’re the tribe’s slut, and though you do love chugging down gallons of demon-centaur cum, nothing compares to Razzan’s. Your master. 
 
    Your mate. 
 
    He pushes his way into his tent, leading you inside. You know better than to crawl onto the crude bed in the corner. That’s for his harem. Breeding sluts get fucked on the floor, where they belong. 
 
    Razzan yawns, stretching his arms over his head, his tail swishing happily. “Hmmm. Another fine raid! Hell has been ripe for the plucking these days. At last! For too long were we held back by the rule of one master. Only the strong need survive!” 
 
    “Mmmmaaassssster,” you moan, wagging your pale rump. 
 
    Razzan laughs and delivers a crude spank, making you buck forward, crying out in delight. “Ha! But you know all about that, slut! Only a truly strong mare could take the pounding I give her every night. To say nothing of the rest of the tribe’s cock! Though perhaps I should restrain them a little. Being able to sate their lusts all the time might make them less effective as warriors!” 
 
    You have no idea what he’s saying, but you think he mentioned fucking, which you’re always for. You moan, rocking your hips eagerly, trying to tantalize him with your plush derriere. 
 
    It works, as you know it would. Razzan’s eyes are glued to your swaying ass. He licks his lips, his prick bobbing beneath him, rising and thickening to its full, girthy length. The centaur chieftain grunts, clopping forward, yanking on your leash to pull you under him. “Yes. It has been a while since I’ve kept you to myself…” 
 
    You moan as the tip of his bitchbreaker rubs your asshole. Once tight, now gaping from the endless parade of cocks you’ve taken over the years. But it’s still tighter than your pussy, and as Razzan pushes into you, you can only groan as inch after inch of horse cock impales you, stuffing you in a way that makes your thighs quake and teeth bite your lower lip in terrible delight. 
 
    Razzan’s body shadows you. His bulk hovers above you, hooves clopping near your head, the stink of horse sweat, musk, and blood washing over you in a haze of pure maleness. Your eyes roll back as Razzan hilts himself in you, his heavy balls nestling against the crack of your bottom. 
 
    Then, the mating really starts. 
 
    Razzan grunts, his hips drawing back, thrusting forward. Your breasts squish against the floor, cushioning you from the impact as he starts to rut you. “Mmmmooooooo!” you moan, his balls spanking your ass as it eagerly swallows every inch of his cock, the thick, veiny shaft throbbing within your inner walls. Your hands clutching the carpet of the tent as you take him. “Mooooooorrrrreeeee!” 
 
    “Ha haaaa! So eager for your master’s cock!” Razzan grunts. 
 
    “Mmm! Ah! Ah… Mnnnn! Mooooo!” you moan, words too complicated for such a perfect breeding slut as you. Only whimpering, moaning animal noises can do your pleasure justice. 
 
    Fortunately, Razzan has no problem with them, his grunts growing deeper as he hammers his cock deep into your welcoming bottom, fucking you with sharp bursts of his hips, mating you, breeding you! 
 
    And it feels sooooo gooooood! 
 
    You can feel Razzan getting closer to his peak. Know it with such intimacy that can only come from years of training upon his shaft. The sharp grunts from him. The more brutal thrusts driving your body into the floor. The way he hauls on your leash as he impales you on his cock. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Fuck! Hraaaaaa!” Razzan bellows, hilting his cock deep within you, his roar thundering in the tent as he unleashes his full pleasure, cock throbbing, pumping great bursts of boiling cum into your ass, so much that it overflows, dripping down your crack and pussy. 
 
    “Mmmooooo,” you moan, shuddering, cumming, squiring your own juices onto the rug with weak bucks of your hips as you’re claimed again. 
 
    Razzan huffs, his thrusts growing more leisurely as he winds down. At last he pulls from your ass, his cock exiting you with a wet schlicking sound. He steps back in order to properly admire your thoroughly claimed ass and body, then glances down at the rug. 
 
    “Ugh! Look at that. Stupid slut! You’re dripping all over my carpet. Come on! Clean it up!” 
 
    He yanks your leash, forcing your face around and into the puddle of his seed. You immediately begin to lick it up, panting hotly in pleasure as you taste his cum and your dripping juices. Master’s cum tastes the best, but what’s truly is the best is noticing the way he watches you work. Your degradation and humiliation stiffening his cock once more, his eyes glittering and his smirk cruel. A quiver of anticipation races through your core. 
 
    It’s going to be a long, glorious night for the centaur’s breeding slave. 
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    Mirror of Envy 
 
      
 
    Sure, physically destroying a man can be fun, but emotionally? Well, there’s an artwork in that beyond mere physical torments. 
 
    You chortle to yourself and feed some power into the controls of the crystal. Subtly the corridors shift around Reynolds as he walks, his steps wary and slow, expecting the trap to spring out at him at any moment. An expectation you’ll delight in subverting.  
 
    You watch as Reynolds creeps deeper into your lair. There’s no door to the chamber you direct him to. The hallways merely seem to open, and suddenly he’s in a vast room. Sheets cover the heavy bulk of old items of war and torture that had been in the Citadel before your father’s time. Shrouded like ghosts, forgotten in the depths of hell’s mightiest keep. Of course, such items are doubly dangerous. 
 
    And none so much as the one thing uncovered at the rear of the room. 
 
    A full length mirror stands against the wall, its frame black wood, carved into leering faces, as if the glass were caged by petrified souls of the damned. Its surface is pristine, smooth as a clam lake, reflecting only the room back at him. 
 
    Reynolds freezes when he sees it. And yet, he is drawn to it. Moving towards the glass, but still wary enough to keep his blade high. But coming closer. 
 
    Closer. 
 
    Closer. 
 
    His reflection looks back, revealing to Reynolds his own wary eyes and tense shoulders. The way he grips his blade and the dust coating his clothes. Reynolds shakes his head, grinning at himself a little. 
 
    But his grin falls when the mirror grows smoky, and begins to change. 
 
    He tenses, ready for anything, but nothing could have prepared him for when the mirror resolves, showing a bedroom lit by red lamps and savage furnishing. Pelts of beasts and monsters drape the walls, the bed covered in the fur with a tiger’s stripes. And upon the bed kneels the lovely form of the first thief within your home, her face rapt with pleasure, lips parted while behind her, thrusting into her helpless form, is the massive form of a demonic minotaur. 
 
    “No!” Reynolds gasps, grabbing the mirror, his face filled with horror. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Carla screams, her hands clutching the fur beneath her as the minotaur’s massive cock plunges deep into her pussy, glistening with her arousal, plowing her fertile form with relentless power. “Oh g-gods yes! More! Oh master, please! Mooooore!” 
 
    “Ha ha!” the minotaur laughs, steam hissing from his nose as he plunders the rutting slut beneath him. “So eager for cock! Were you always such a slut?” 
 
    “Yes!” Carla wails, the slap of the minotaur’s hips against her ass deafening as he stuffs her with his manhood. “Yes! Always! Always w-want c-coooock!” 
 
    “Little wonder! All you needed was a look at mine and you were on your knees. Pathetic slut! Have you ever known a real man’s cock?” 
 
    “N-no,” Carla moans. “No! N-never. Never knew c-cooock!” 
 
    “What about your boyfriend?” 
 
    Carla giggled. “N-not him. He was so tiny. Not b-big like… ah… like youuuu! Never came on his little cock. Never… ah… fucked him for real!” 
 
    Reynolds’s face goes ashen. He takes a shuddering breath. “No,” he whispers. 
 
    “Haha! Then you do like cock?” the minotaur says. 
 
    “Yessss!” Carla moans as the bullman shifts his thrusts, plunging them into her at a new angle. “Yes! Your cock! Love your cock! Give me more! Please! Oh g-gods, master… ah… please! Cum in me! Fuck me! Give me… give me your demon cum! Breed my human pussy! Give me your young!” 
 
    Reynolds slams a fist against the glass as Carla wails her pleasure for the world, thrusting back, her stomach bulging under the sheer size of the minotaur’s plunging cock. “You said you didn’t want children,” Reynolds whispers, the pain in his voice wrenching. “Carla… please…” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! More! Please! Master, moooooore!” Carla moans, her face filling the mirror, the ecstasy in her cries deafening as the minotaur bellows, plunges deep into her, pumping, cumming, filling her. Love glows in the woman’s eyes, her body shuddering in orgasmic pleasure as she takes the fullness of her new owner’s cock. 
 
    The image pulls back, and the minotaur grunts as he finishes stuffing his new slut. He reaches over, grabbing a poker jutting from a brazier. Reynold’s eyes widen as he reveals the glowing brand, a demonic rune red and sizzling with heat. 
 
    “No,” Reynolds gasps as the implication sets in. He slams his fists again against the glass. “No! No! Don’t you dare! Don’t you touch her! No!” 
 
    Carla turns her head, feeling the heat near her. Her eyes widen, then lid in shameless excitement. Still impaled on the bullman’s cock, she wiggles her rump eagerly. “Yes,” she gasps. “Mark me, master. Brand me like your cow! Please! I want to be yours! Yours forever! Your cow needs your mark, master. Give it to me!” 
 
    “No! Carla! Please!” Reynolds cries. He slams the hilt of his sword against the glass, trying the break it, but it doesn’t even shake the mirror. He tries to wrench the frame from the wall but it’s stuck fast. He’s crying, sobbing, beating his fists desperately on the mirror as the brand grows closer to his love. Closer. Closer. 
 
    The sizzle of flesh is almost lost in the orgasmic wail of Carla, her eyes rolling back in pain and bliss as the mark is pressed against her ass, branding her like some piece of chattel. The minotaur’s laugh thunders, Reynold’s despairing scream lost among it all. 
 
    The brand is removed, the minotaur leaning back among the cushions, unsheathing his cock from Carla with a wet sound. He settles among the pelts, smirking as he admires the mark on his newest slut, Carla’s ass twitching with aftershocks of pleasure, the dark brand pulsing softly with hellish powers. 
 
    “Hrmm. Lovely. Thank your master, slut,” the minotaur grunts. 
 
    “Yessss masterrrrr,” Carla moans. She turns, crawling into the minotaur’s lap, her face flushed and slacked with slavish adoration as she begins worshipping his cock, her lips pressing loving kisses onto his churning balls, moving up to appreciate the full girth of his flared manhood. Her hands glide over it, stroking him. 
 
    “Love you,” Carla gasps hotly. “Love you. Love you master. Love your cock. Love you. Love you more than anything. So big… Love you… love you… Love… mmmm…” 
 
    Her last declaration trails off as her lips covet the tip of the minotaur’s cock, sliding down it, moaning as she takes him deep in her mouth. The minotaur chuckles, resting his hand on her head, urging her deeper even as he relaxes in his seat, grunting in appreciation. 
 
    The soft thumps of Reynolds hands against the glass have begun to fade. His sobs echo in the emptiness of the room, lost, broken, his mind shattered by what he has witnessed. By doubts that lingered in his mind, never spoken, now finding form. 
 
    From your vantage point in the Chamber of the Heart you smile darkly, relishing his pain. A just punishment for one who dared enter your home. 
 
    “Loria?” you say. “Send some guards to clean that up when you have a chance. Toss him in the dungeons.” 
 
    “Will he put up a fight?” Loria asks. 
 
    “There’s no fight left in him now,” you say. 
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    Imp Chamber 
 
      
 
    “I imagine the imps have been getting rather lonely,” you say. “And Givril does deserve at least a little fun.” 
 
    “That is most wicked of you, mistress,” Loria observes. 
 
    “Of course it is,” you say as you feed magic into the crystal, shifting the corridors Carla walks along. “I’m the Princess of Pride.” 
 
    You turn your full attention to Carla as she creeps down the winding halls of your home, passages subtly shifting around her, taking her deeper into your lair. She’s starting to get very nervous when no side doors present themselves with choice. Only on and on. Deeper and deeper. She can feel the menace of your home now. Of your schemes, but cannot yet fathom them. 
 
    At last she sees an opening, and lacking any alternative, moves towards it. She steps out into a huge vaulting chamber of black stone. The air is warm. Chains dangle from the ceiling, suspending imposing cages like some vile rookery. Little alcoves surround her, etched into the walls like hundreds of doorways. 
 
    Even from your place in the Chamber of the Heart you can see Carla’s nose wrinkle at the smell in the room. Musky. Sour. Something that makes her wince and look around warily. 
 
    “Hey there, hot stuff!” 
 
    Carla jerks her head up and gapes. An imp lounges on one of the rafters along the ceiling, the diminutive red demon’s head large compared to his tiny red body. Ratty bat wings stretch from his back, and a tail ending in a jagged stinger sways lazily beneath him. He’s smoking a thin cigarette, the acrid scent wafting around the room as he eyes her with a grin. 
 
    “Come here often?” 
 
    Carla whips up her dagger defensively.  
 
    “Take that as a no,” the imp says. 
 
    “Wh-who are you?” 
 
    “Name’s Givril! Imp slave to the Overlord. How you doing?” 
 
    “Slave?” 
 
    Givril grimaces and shifts, his legs flopping over the edge of the beam, as well as his cock. Nearly as long as his legs, his red prick dangles lewdly over the edge. “Observe,” the imp says, grasping his cock, lifting it to reveal the golden band around the root. “Little something dear mistress gave me. Keeps me from cumming without her command. Although,” he muses, looking keenly at the lovely thief below, his eyes roaming over her trim curves, barely hidden beneath her tight leathers. “There might be a way around it…” 
 
    “Then, you hate the Overlord?” Carla says. 
 
    “Oh sure! Hard not to hate the lady who controls your orgasms. Pretty shitty situation on my end. Say,” he adds with a look at the thief. “Maybe we can help each other…” 
 
    “How?” Carla says warily. 
 
    Givril grins, showing off his row of daggered teeth as his wings flap, lifting him off the beam. He flutters down to sit on one of the hanging cages, his hard cock bobbing lewdly between his thighs. “Well, see, this ring keeps me from cumming. But an old witch told me there was one way to undo the curse. And that was a kiss from a lovely woman on the ring. So tell you what! You get this ring off me, and I’ll show you the way outta here. Deal?” 
 
    Carla bites her lip, gnawing on it uneasily. Again she looks about the room and the hundreds of alcoves, her mind casting back to the endless hall without a side door in it. She could never squeeze through those, and being trapped in a hellish citadel does not lend itself to long term health. 
 
    “Course,” Givril says, taking another lazy drag of his cigarette. “You could always just wander ‘round here until some big ass demon finds you and fucks you into their personal cock sleeve. Whatever you want.” 
 
    Carla winces, but her expression hardens in decision. “Alright,” she sys. “Deal.” 
 
    Givril cackles, flicks away the cigarette butt. “That’s the spirit! Now, let’s get it on!” 
 
    The imp gives a lewd thrust of his hips, his randy red cock bobbing eagerly. Carla grimaces, but she’s made her choice. And, of course, this is the only way out for her, she believes. The thief sheathes her blades warily and walks up to the imp. Even sitting on the cage, she still needs to get to her knees to be level with the imp’s perpetually hard cock. She leans in, and the imp’s tail suddenly darts forward, stabbing her chest.  
 
    “Ouch!” Carla gasps recoiling. 
 
    “Whoops!” Givril says, his tail flicking behind him, the stinger beaded with a drop of green venom. “Sorry ‘bout that. Thing sometimes seems to have a mind of its own.” 
 
    Carla looks down at her chest, a small puncture hole in her leathers. “That hurt,” she says. 
 
    “Ah, don’t worry. It’s not hurting now, is it?” 
 
    Carla frowns, for the imp was right. The pain was for but a moment, but now, a low heat was spreading through her chest. She felt her nipples stiffen against her top, a blush rising in her cheeks. She found herself staring at the imp’s cock, her mouth suddenly dry. Hot. Hot as the heat that was still spreading through her. 
 
    “Oooh, you look a little warm there,” Givril says. 
 
    “F-feel a little warm.” 
 
    “Well, how about you take that top off. We don’t want you overheating.” 
 
    Carla nods vaguely, her eyes dimming with arousal as she reaches down and unlaces her vest. Her finger stall on the last few as she blinks. Hesitating. 
 
    But she was so hot. She needed relief. Needed it desperately. With a sigh she pulls off her vest entirely, letting it fall away, revealing her breasts, clad in nothing but a strap of cloth, one that couldn’t hide the tents of hardening nipples. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s nice,” Givril says, leering at her. 
 
    “D-don’t stare,” Carla says, but her words lack any real force, for she’s staring too. Her eyes are fixed on the imp’s pulsing cock. The smell, once repulsive, has grown strangely tantalizing. She licks her lips hungrily, her breathing deepening. 
 
    “Sure, sure. Now, better get those lips around my cock.” 
 
    “A-around? But… but I thought I just had to kiss the ring.” 
 
    “Right! Exactly. And how better than to wrap those pretty lips around my cock, stroke ‘em down, and press them to the ring?” 
 
    Carla’s brows knit. It made a kind of sense. But was there another way to do it? She felt like there was. But that feeling was fading fast. Fading as she stared at that randy red prick. So eager. So ready for a pair of adoring lips to wrap around it and give a suck. Carla licks her lips, leaning forward, and opening her mouth, wraps it around the imp’s cock. 
 
    Givril moans as Carla’s lips slide down his shaft, sinking deep, her brow smoothing, doubts fading as she tastes the imp’s musky manhood. A taste that tingled through her. Tempting her further. Like a need she’d never realized she had was finally being sated. Her tongue buzzed with his taste, wrapping around his prick as she gently bobs, moaning softly. 
 
    “Ooooh yeah,” Givril moans, the cage swaying under him as Carla sucks him off. “That’s it. Really get in there good. Mmmm. You’re a natural, slut! Look at you. You’re really getting into it!” 
 
    Carla wanted to deny it, but couldn’t. His cock just tasted so good! She couldn’t stop herself from bobbing faster. Faster. Sucking his red prick like it was the most important thing in the world. Her pussy throbbing with anticipation, her mind already centering around the idea of being fucked by the imp. Her head was spinning, the venom coursing through her. Entrancing her. Enticing her. 
 
    Corrupting her. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Givril moans. “T-take off your pants, slut. Take ‘em off!” 
 
    Carla whimpers and obeys, defiance impossible to conceive. Her fingers fumble around the band of her pants and panties, dragging them down, revealing the tender gash of her pussy and bottom. Naked, the warm air tingles across her slick folds, her hot breath rushing through her nose, stirring the wiry hairs at the base of the imp’s cock. 
 
    “Oooh yeah. Like that. Fuck you’re a sexy thing. Fucking ring! Alright! Off my cock, slut. Turn around. Let me get a look at that ass!” 
 
    Carla moans as Givril shoves her off his cock. “But… but I… I…” 
 
    “Stop whining! You’ll get my prick.” 
 
    “I… I will?” Carla gasps. 
 
    “Sure! And not just mine,” Givril says. 
 
    “Hey Givril! Got a new toy?” 
 
    “Jackass! Were you trying to keep her to yourself?” 
 
    “I thought I smelled horny mortal slut!” 
 
    “Well lookie at those tits!” 
 
    Carla lifts her head, lips parting, panting. From dozens of alcoves imps have stepped, crowding the upper rafters, ringing around her. Their yellow eyes gleam in the gloom, their hungry grins showing daggered teeth. 
 
    But it was their cocks that grab and hold her attention. Those throbbing red pricks. All around her. Dripping. Twitching. Filled with wonderful, delicious demon cum. 
 
    “Now now boys,” Givril says. “You’ll get your turns! Didn’t I tell you the new Overlord had an appreciation for imps?” 
 
    Cackling laughter rains down as the imps descend on fluttering wings. Carla stares, her heart hammering, her pussy twitching, her core aching to know what would happen next. 
 
    “I said turn around!” 
 
    Carla starts, jolted back to the present at Givril’s bark. “Y-yes!” the thief gasps, obeying, lying back onto the hard floor of the imp rookery. Givril licks his lips, jumping off the cage, strolling between her legs. Carla eagerly parts her thighs, her breath steaming as the imp surveys her flushed pussy, arousal dripping down the seam of her ass, pooling on the floor. Givril nods, stroking the flesh around her mound, making Carla moan and quiver. 
 
    “Real nice,” the imp croons, his barbed tail swaying behind him like a scorpion’s stinger. Carla watches it, hypnotized as it spins its patterns in the air. Her eyes are drawn back down to the imp, and he smiles. 
 
    In a single move he sheaths his cock and stinger in her. His cock sinks into her clutching cunny, his stinger into her mound. Carla’s head slams back so hard on the floor she sees stars. Her body burns like a sun as the venom shot to her trembling core. 
 
    “G-goooooods!” Carla wails, cumming around the imp’s cock in a sudden swell of pure pleasure. One that doesn’t let up as Givril cackles and begins sawing in and out of the lovely human, rutting her with growing eagerness. 
 
    “Oh fuck yessss!” the imp groans. “Take it! Take it you prim little slut! Fuck! Get in here, boys. She’s got holes for the taking!” 
 
    Carla’s face is suddenly shadowed by another imp. Her mouth opens eagerly, and his cock shoves nearly down her throat in a single thrust, his musky taste making her head spin as she moans. Her hands grope about, finding two more imps, grabbing their cocks and beginning to stroke them. 
 
    Another imp jumps onto her chest, pushing her breasts together as he eagerly began to rut between them, the diminutive demon moaning as his balls slap her breasts with a wet smacking sound. 
 
    “Yessss!” Givril moans as he pounds her. “Yessss! Mistress! Please! Please! Let me breed the slut! Mistresss!” 
 
    From your vantage point in the Chamber of the Heart you chuckle, every angle of Carla’s degradation playing out on the crystal’s facets. 
 
    “Will you reward him, mistress?” Loria asks. 
 
    “Well,” you purr, stroking your ring, “since he did such a good job…” 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuuuck!” Givril wails, slamming his cock deep into Carla’s cunt, shuddering as the enchanted rim loosens, unleashing his pent up cock, his vile seed pumping into the fertile heroine in sharp bursts. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Carla moans again, bucking with another orgasm as she takes the imp’s cum. Her other lovers aren’t far behind, and with howling cries they cum, basting her in ropes of oily imp seed, her throat working as she eagerly swallows every drop, her breasts gleaming with thick demon baby batter. 
 
    You can already see Carla sinking into the fugue of imp cum addict. How her eyes grow lidded with drunken pleasure as she rocks, riding the plunging cocks of the imps anew. More chatter comes from above as additional imps spot the orgy taking place, descending, soon nearly covering the moaning mortal in their lusts. 
 
    Who knows what Carla sought to find in your lair? But becoming an imp cum dump probably wasn’t it. 
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    Barter 
 
      
 
    “Look,” you say. “There’s no need for any of this.” 
 
    “Oh?” Orrian says, grinning. “I’d think there’d be plenty of reasons for you to mount my cock like a good mare.” 
 
    You try your best to ignore the way the centaur lewdly thrusts his bobbing horse cock. Pit, you can smell the thick musk of it from here, the heat of your curse mark growing, making your attempts at negotiating much more difficult as your head pounds with thought of him pounding you. 
 
    “L-look. We can pay you to let us pass,” you say. 
 
    “I agree! You can pay me in that hot pussy of yours. Boys!” 
 
    Whips snap. You yelp as two wrap around your wrists, wrenching your arms to either side. You pull against them, but the centaurs merely laugh and yank them forward. You’re jerked off your feet, falling heavily to your knees on the pale white road. Your head lifts up at the clip clop of hooves as Orrian moves forward, grinning down at you, his cock bouncing under him, thick and turgid, ready to breed your fertile cunt. 
 
    “L-let me go!” you say. 
 
    “Ho ho! And here we were about to give you a ride to the arena.” 
 
    “Y-you are?” you say, turning your head as the centaur clops slowly about you. 
 
    “Oh yes. I’m going to let you ride my cock all the way there!” 
 
    He’s behind you now, his eyes glued to your rear. A shudder of pure lust aches from your core at the hot look in his eyes. “W-wait!” you say. “I… you… you can’t-“ 
 
    “The strong rule, little filly,” Orrian says, grabbing the back of your dress. “And the weak are for the breeding!” 
 
    He rips apart the fabric with a savage jerk of his hand. You yelp as your creamy rump is revealed, your panties paltry defence as the whips on your arms suddenly pull you forward. You try and catch yourself, but merely end up face first in the dust, looking into the hollow sockets of a skull, your ass raised up like a bitch in heat. Rude fingers grasp your panties, yanking them down, your peachy rump bouncing as it’s freed of the fabric prison. You look back to see Orrian lift the lacey black fabric to his nose and inhale deeply. 
 
    “Hmmm! Yes. Smells like a fertile mare. And already so wet! Were you hoping to meet your new masters on this road, slut? How fortunate for you.” 
 
    “A-as if!” you gasp, but the venom is out of your voice, leaving it more of a gasping cry. It’s true. You’re positively dripping with desire, your curse mark throbbing with anticipation of what’s going to happen. Of the centaur’s thick cock claiming your eager cunt. You can already feel the emptiness in your pussy, one that can only be filled by this barbarous centaur’s fuck stick. 
 
    “Shall we see?” Orrian says, tramping forward, the heat of his underside making the skin of your back and ass tingle, his massive horse dick prodding your ass before being guided by the crease of your bum to your pussy. You tremble, feeling the thickness of his tip nudge your folds, teasing you, slickening himself on your dripping arousal. You can feel the curse mark’s influence prepare you. Widening you. Prepping you to take this demon’s cock. 
 
    “D-don’t you fucking d-dare!” you gasp. 
 
    “Aha! Fiery! Well, we’ll soon break you for riding, my little filly. Now, take it!” 
 
    Orrian roars the word as his lower half bucks forward, burying the entirety of his massive cock into your spacious pussy. You cry out. Even with the effect of the curse mark you’re stretched around his massive prick, but that only makes it better! 
 
    Hot pleasure pounds through you with every thrust of the centaur’s cock, your mouth parting, needy moans escaping you as you thrust back. “Oh! Oh! Ohhhhhh!” you moan. 
 
    Orrian brays with laughter as he pounds his cock into you. “Look at you, slut! Already begging for my seed. Well, don’t you worry, little filly. I’ll breed you like a proper mare! Break you in… ha… like a true bitch!” 
 
    “Y-yesssss!” you moan, resistance melting like an ice cube in a furnace as the massive horse cock ploughs your pussy. “Yessss! Please! Ah! Mnnn! N-need it! Need c-cuuuum!” 
 
    “There’ll be plenty of that. Fuck! You’re a tight… hrn… bitch!” 
 
    Anyone would be tight around the cock pounding you. So big. Flared. Like a battering ram against your womb, every thrust shocks through you in glorious reverberations of pleasure. You claw at the road of bone, hips raised to meet the thrusts of the centaur’s cock, whines and whimpers escaping you. 
 
    Your curse mark pulses, throbbing with your core. Your womb aches to take the centaur’s seed. You beg for it, voice whining in accompaniment to the wet slap of Orrian’s haunches against your perky rump. 
 
    “Yesss!” you cry, rocking back against his equine thrusts. “Yessss! Please! Oh fuck! Fuck! Yes! Please! Breed me! Breed your filly! I need it! Need your cum! Oh pits yes! Yessss! Masterrrrr!” 
 
    “Hr! Hrrrr! Yes! Yes! Fuuuuuuck!” Orrian groans, hilting within you as he cums. 
 
    You wail in pleasure. In surrender. In abject joy as the centaur’s cum pumps into you in a deluge of hot breeding seed. Your body shudders in acceptance of his mastery. Your pussy milking every drop until his cum pours from your overstuffed cunt. The curse mark flares, burning into you, marking you. Branding you as the centaur’s breeding bitch. Already your mind can’t focus on anything but the cock splitting you. On how good it feels. 
 
    “Ha!” the centaur grunts, unsheathing himself from you, letting his hot seed drool from your pussy, bubbling with his virility. “A fine look for a fine mare! Come on, boys! Have a ride. Let’s break her in good and proper.” 
 
    You moan, but don’t try and crawl away as the line of jostling centaurs forms behind you. Instead, you lift up your rump, wiggling your ass in eagerness to take the next load of cum. After all, practice makes perfect. 
 
    And you have a feeling you’ll be getting in a lot of practice… 
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    First Victory 
 
      
 
    The moment you step back into the room given to you by Ira, you remember why you keep Loria around. The copper tub in the corner is filled with steaming water and bubbles, the scent of sweet oils lingering in the air. 
 
    Loria stands beside it, a towel as fluffy as heaven over her arm as she bows. “Congratulations on your first victory, mistress.” 
 
    “Mmm, thank you,” you say, shutting the door behind you and crossing the room, already stripping off your gown. “But it was nothing.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. Who could stand against you, after all?” 
 
    The massaging of your ego is almost as good as the thought of the waiting hot water. As you draw near Loria joins you, her touch delicate as she strips away your clothes, laying bare your pale skin. You allow her to work, and soon your naked foot is dipping into the water, followed by the rest of you. 
 
    You sink into the steaming bath with a groan of pure pleasure. Bubbles pop around your head, your eyes lidded as the soothing warmth sinks into your naked flesh. You dip below the surface, rising a moment later, hair streaming out behind you in a river of black. 
 
    Loria’s hands delicately ease your head back, her magical fingers massaging shampoo into your scalp in a way that makes your toes curl with delight. “Ooooh, Loria. That feels wonderful…” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. Nothing less for you.” 
 
    “Mmm. Too true.” 
 
    You let your maid spoil you, relishing her subservience. Not even slaves, whose lives literally depend on pleasing you, can hold a candle to Loria. Sometimes, you wonder where your father found her. But that’s neither here nor there. 
 
    “Are you feeling good, mistress?” Loria murmurs in your ear. 
 
    “Mmm. Very.” You open your eyes, tensing. “You’re not going to drop some bad news on me, are you?” 
 
    “Mistress. I’m offended at even the suggestion.” 
 
    You give her a flat look, but Loria’s blank expression betrays nothing as she rinses your hair and helps you rise from the bath, warm water cascading off your gorgeous curves. You step out of the tub, steam rising from your breasts and bottom, your body a perfect example of feminine beauty. Of sinful pleasure and pride. 
 
    Loria lays the soft towel over your shoulders, her lips right beside your ear. “Is there anything else I can do for you, mistress?” your maid murmurs, her warm breath sending a tingling arousal surging up your spine. 
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    Nothing Right Now 
 
      
 
    “Mmm. Nothing just now, Loria,” you inform her. 
 
    “As you command, mistress,” she says. 
 
    If Loria is disappointed, she doesn’t show it, instead helping you dress once more in your black gown, kneeling to fit the shoes onto your feet. 
 
    As she slides the shoe on, you hear a thundering knock at the door. You turn your head as Hozak enters. The lion demon cuts a small bow before you. “Overlord. Are you ready for your next challenger?” 
 
    You grunt, twisting your foot until the shoe is snugly on your foot. “I suppose I better be.” 
 
    Again he bows, and you move to follow him, leaving the room and its pleasures behind, and heading to face your next foe in the Arena of Woe. 
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    Fuck Loria with a Strap On 
 
      
 
    You feel desire thump in your core, aided by the naked glow of your curse mark. You tilt your head, eying your servant, Loria’s blue cheeks slightly purple with a blush. 
 
    “Mmm. Loria?” you say, slowly stroking your mons, feeling the tingle of lust as your fingers move around the crimson marks of your cursed sign. “Do you still have that dildo?” 
 
    “Of course, Mistress,” Loria says, reaching into a pocket and pulling out the enchanted phallus, the rubbery cock presented with almost reverence. “I never leave home without it.” 
 
    “I bet you don’t,” you say, licking your lips as you take it, feeling the thrum of sorcery in it. “Now, lie back on the divan. Now. And take off that dress. Your mistress commands you to be naked.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says, her flush growing as she makes her way to the divan. It’s a delight to watch her go, her hips swinging tantalizingly for your benefit, her hands running up her luscious curves, stripping away the officious gown to reveal the body hidden beneath. Her breasts and hips widen from a narrow waist in a perfect hourglass figure. Her tail flicking behind her, drawing teasing circles in the air. When she bends down, tugging off her panties, she thrusts her bum out tantalizingly, those blue orbs too tempting, and without hesitation you reach out and spank her. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Loria moans, rocking forward, her ass quivering with the blow. 
 
    “On the divan. Now,” you growl, lazily inserting the phallus into your cunny, smothering a gasp as you feel the magic do its work, the sensation of joining palpable, feeling as if the rubbery shaft was indeed a part of you. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria moans, kneeling onto the soft cushions, stretching like a cat, back arched, rump raised with whorish need. 
 
    It’s a view you take your time admiring. As glorious as the glittering splendour of Pandemonium. As delightful as the palace of dreams in Sloth. Your hand moves up and down your temporary cock, feeling the throbbing lust of it ache through you. Mmm. You’ll never regret being a woman, but having a man’s equipment is fun sometimes. Certainly the sensitivity of your cock is a thing to appreciate. But you know what will make it feel even better. 
 
    You move towards Loria, one hand grasping her perky blue bum. The succubus moans, arching a little as you rub the tip against her flushing lower lips, the sensation tingling up your cock and into your core. 
 
    “You want this?” you growl. “You want this cock, Loria?” 
 
    “Pleeeease,” your succubus servant moans, wiggling her rump. “M-mistress… Ah… N-need it…” 
 
    “Of course you do,” you say, leaning over her, grasping her rear with one hand, squeezing it until she groans with slavish delight. “And do you know why, Loria?” 
 
    “B-because I’m your slut?” Loria pants, her glasses slipping down her nose, leaving her eyes bare, hot, needy, begging for more. 
 
    Your smirk widens. Your hand squeezes her ass, pulling a whimper from her. “Exactly, Loria. You’re a slut. But not just any slut. My slut. You’re nothing more than my obedient cock sleeve. And you know what?” 
 
    “Wh-what?” 
 
    “I think it’s time you do your duty!” 
 
    You thrust forward, impaling Loria on your cock. 
 
    And oh, it feels soooo gooood! 
 
    Loria moans in pathetic pleasure as you stuff her, her ass rocking back against your groin. You gasp in delight as her inner walls eagerly clamp down on your cock, your hands grasping her hips, squeezing them as she squeezes you. 
 
    “Fuck!” you gasp, beginning to hammer in and out of the panting slut beneath you. “That’s it… ah… fuck! Take it. Take it, slut!” 
 
    “Yessss!” Loria cries, riding your cock. “Pit! Mistress! Yes! Please! Mistress! Fuck me! Fuck your sluuuuut!” 
 
    “That’s… ah… right. You’re my slut. You know why?” you gasp over the slap of your hips against her ass. 
 
    “N-noooo!” 
 
    “Because… ha… I am… the fucking… Overlord! And you… Mnnn! Are just… ah… my bitch!” 
 
    “Yesssss!” Loria wails, a sound of such absolute submission. Of utter servitude. Of blissful, frantic, slavish arousal you can’t hold back. You hilt your pseudo-cock deep into her pussy, hands tightening, bruising the succubi’s blue flesh as you cum! 
 
    The sensation is exhilarating! So different from your orgasm as a woman. A hot burst of stupid pleasure. A white star of pure ecstasy. You throw back your head, your moan vibrating from your throat as you pump the twitching slut beneath you full of cum, pounding her ass with sharp bucks of pure pleasure. Loria whimpers, gasps, rutting back against you like the proper bitch she is, twitching in pleasure as she cums on your brutal cock. 
 
    You give a pleased sigh as you unsheathe your cock from Loria’s pussy, taking a moment to admire the succubi’s moaning form. Just seeing what you’ve reduced her to stirs you anew, and you reach down, grabbing her by the hair and pulling her upright. 
 
    “Look at the mess you made, slut. Cumming all over my cock! And I didn’t even give you permission. The least you can do is clean it off.” 
 
    “Y-yes mistress,” Loria moans, her eyes fogged with pleasure. “Sorry mistress…” She leans forward, lashes fluttering, her soft lips parting, eagerly wrapping around your cock. You tilt back your head, softly hissing as the succubus begins to eagerly bob atop you, the phallus so sensitive you can feel the texture of her tongue as she works. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuck,” you moan, the sensation of Loria’s lips adoring your cock beyond words. It just feels so powerful! So potent. The only way you could feel more in control of your servile slut of a succubus would be sitting on her face. Later, you promise yourself as you thrust your cock into her mouth, almost choking Loria before she adjusts, your thick shaft pushing into her, her breathing growing heavy through her nose. 
 
    “That’s it. Choke on it! Choke on my fucking dick you slut. Fuck! I should just collar you right here. Parade you in front of the audience of that fucking arena and pound your pussy before them all. Let them see what you are! You walk around all prim and proper, but you’re just my personal fucking cum dump!” 
 
    “Mmhmmm,” Loria moans around your cock. 
 
    You laugh breathlessly, but not for long. Already you can feel a second orgasm cresting. You growl, driving your cock down into Loria’s mouth. 
 
    “Fuck yes. Take it. Take it! Fuck! Fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    You groan as you cum again, drowning your maid in great bursts of your seed, Loria’s lashes fluttering in bliss as you use her like a living glory hole. Her throat works, aiding her in swallowing every drop of your cum. 
 
    At last, breathless, you unsheathe your cock from her throat. Your legs quiver and you collapse onto the divan, spent for the nonce, but so very satisfied. 
 
    “Th-thank you, mistress,” Loria gasps. 
 
    “No problem, slut,” you say. “You deserved it.” 
 
    Loria hums, laying her head on your thigh, nuzzling your leg like a cat. You idly run your hand through her hair, relishing the moment and your utter dominance of your maid. 
 
    Pit but it’s good to be the Overlord. 
 
    But pleasant as this moment is, you’ve still got work to do. You nudge Loria up and snap your fingers in command. At once your maid staggers to her feet and fetches your clothes. She’s quick and professional as she helps you dress, withdrawing the phallus and tucking it back into her pocket before tugging up your panties. 
 
    By the time the heavy knock sounds and Hozak pushes into the room you’re dressed once more and in command. The lion-headed demon bows. 
 
    “The next match awaits, Overlord.” 
 
    “About time,” you say, smoothing your gown. 
 
    “Break a leg, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Whose leg?” you say. 
 
    “I imagine your next opponent will have a few.” 
 
    You glance at Loria, but Hozak clears his throat, and you let her comment pass, striding out of the chamber after the leonian demon. You’ve got a match to win. 
 
    And legs to break. 
 
      
 
    The Second Challenge 
 
    

  

 
   
    Blow the Hog with your Mouth 
 
      
 
    Your eyes are continually drawn to his metal kilt and the thick cock you know he keeps beneath. Again you think on that rumor that Gluttony demon cum is sweeter than any candy. More delicious than the finest food. Your mouth waters at the thought and your curse mark aches for you to discover more. 
 
    “Come closer,” you say thickly. 
 
    Pigma grins, waddling nearer, and you think you catch a glimpse of his cock swaying under his kilt. You slowly lower yourself to your knees before him and unclasp his kilt, taking it away. You don’t quite manage to stifle a gasp as you reveal his prick. 
 
    He’s big, but you’ve seen bigger. But it’s not his manhood which arrests your attention. No. It’s the two massive, swinging bollocks under his corkscrewed cock. They’re huge! Bigger than your fists and so heavy they must be just stuffed with thick demon cum. Your pussy glistens, arousal running down your inner thighs as you catch a whiff of his shaft, the scent swirling around your head like pink clouds. 
 
    “You like?” Pigma snorts. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say. 
 
    “Good! But you like even closer!” 
 
    Pigma grabs your head and shoves you up against his cock. Your gasp of surprise becomes a moan as you inhale again the sweet musk of his shaft, your nose rubbing against his sack. Your lips are kissing it before you can think of resisting, and as your tongue slides out, stroking his balls, tasting the heady sweetness of his essence, you stop trying to fight it. 
 
    You cup his fat testes, moaning as you plant soft, adoring kisses on them, fondling them as your lips make the journey up the tight flesh and to the root of his cock. Up you go, continuing to kiss, lips tingling with his taste as you reach the peak. Pre drools from his tip, and your tongue flicks out, tasting him. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh, that’s goooood. 
 
    “Mmm. Slut likes?” Pigma snorts, his gut wobbling just above your head. 
 
    “Uh huh,” you moan as you lap at the pre gathering at the slit of his cock, your breasts heaving with laboured breaths, sucking in more of that sweet, intoxicating scent. 
 
    “Good! Slut always like cock. You want taste more?” 
 
    “Y-yesss,” you breathe. 
 
    “Then taste!” 
 
    Pigma pushes your head down, your lips opening automatically, swallowing his cock nearly to the root. The sudden force of it almost makes you choke, but as your tongue strokes his prick, you can only moan, eyes lidding as you begin to bob, running your soft, adoring lips up and down his fat cock, tasting the essence of his seed with needy whimpers, your ass rocking softly as you bob. 
 
    “Snrk! Hrrn! Slut good. Good suck! Suck cock,” Pigma groans, his whole body swaying as he eagerly thrusts into your mouth, pounding his cock past your eager lips, nearly choking you on his length. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmmm,” you moan, eyes rolling back, drooling on his cock. He just tastes so good! So impossibly delicious. Like the sweetest cake you’ve ever known. You can’t stop sucking him, your hands hefting, rolling, massaging the fat bollocks that swing under him with a growing urgency. You need his cum. You need him to cum! You need him to pump every thick drop into your mouth. To drown you in his seed. You need it so bad! 
 
    You steal a hand from his balls, pushing a finger against your flush pussy, desperately fingering yourself as you blow him. Pleasure throbs from your curse mark to your core. You ride your own hand, fingering yourself, strumming your clit, kneeling before the disgusting, bloated pig demon. You can’t stop. You’ve got to cum. You need his cum! 
 
    You can feel him getting closer. The way he frantically ruts past your lips. The snorting, wheezing, groaning cry of the fat pig monster. His balls tighten in your hand, his hand in your hair, shoving you down on his cock. Pigma throws back his head. 
 
    “Skreeeeoooooonk!” the fat demon squeals as at last he cums. His cock fairly bulges in your mouth before unloading in you. Pumping fat gobs of cum into your mouth. Your eyes roll back as the taste hits you. Addictive. Delicious. Delectable. You swallow frantically, but it’s not nearly enough. The force of his orgasm soon pushes you off his cock, and still he cum. Pumping your chest and face with bursts of his oozing seed. 
 
    You don’t care. You love it! Your hands are already moving, rubbing his thick cum into your skin, your eyes rolling back as you moan and stroke yourself, shivering in delight as his copious spooge oozes between your tits and down your stomach, the weight of his cum dragging the towel off you. 
 
    Pigma snorts, swaying, his porcine snout grinning at the sight of you on the floor before him, moaning, bathed in his cum, drunk on his seed. He licks his lips, eyes drawn to the pink of your helpless pussy. 
 
    “Now,” Pigma snorts, reaching for you. “Now, me-“ 
 
    “Leave? What a marvelous idea.” 
 
    Pigma jerks upright, eyes widening. You blink from your place on the floor, seeing Loria over the pig’s shoulder, her expression mild. 
 
    “The door if just this way, if you’ll please,” your maid murmurs. 
 
    Stiffly, Pigma turns about. You catch the flash of a dagger in Loria’s hand, the tip pressed against Pigma’s spine as she marches the fat gladiator to the door and shoves him out, slamming it behind him. Sheathing the blade, Loria returns to you, leaning over you. 
 
    “Are you done, mistress?” 
 
    You realize you’re still rubbing the pig demon’s cum into your skin and snatch your hands back. Your cheeks burn as the influence of your curse mark fades, the thumping of your core subsiding as you register what you just did. “Y-yes,” you gasp. “Yes, Loria. Thank you.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress. Now, perhaps another dip in the bath is in order?” 
 
    You find yourself strangely reluctant to wash away the thick cum that coats you, but force aside the reflex, spawned, of course, from Pigma’s cursed seed. You stand stiffly, but still wobble a little as you step back into the tub. 
 
    As you wash away the cum covering you, you recover further from your stupor. By the time you step out of the tub you’re feeling once more like your old self. Or, at least, your self since your father died. Loria fetches another towel and helps you dry, then brings your gown. When Hozak knocks and enters, you’re fully dressed, not a trace of what you did with Pigma remaining. 
 
    “It is time, Overlord,” the leonian demon says. 
 
    “Right,” you say, shrugging your war gown into a more comfortable place. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    The demon bows slightly and you follow him out of the room. Time to face your next challenge in the Arena of Woe. 
 
      
 
    Second Challenge 
 
    

  

 
   
    Have Loria Lick You Out 
 
      
 
    You feel desire thump in your core, aided by the naked glow of your curse mark. You tilt your head, eying your servant, Loria’s blue cheeks slightly purple with a blush. 
 
    “Mmm. Loria?” you say, slowly stroking your mons, feeling the tingle of lust as your fingers move around the crimson marks of your cursed sign. “You adore me, don’t you?” 
 
    “More than life itself,” she says. 
 
    “Of course. And-“ 
 
    “More than existence.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “In fact, I worship you.” 
 
    “Um-“ 
 
    “The shrine in my closet has quite a collection of your images commissioned by some of the finest painters in hell.” 
 
    “Loria?” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    You lift a leg, planting it on a stool. You reach down, run your fingers along your bared pussy, parting your lower lips to reveal the flush within. 
 
    “Shut up and kneel.” 
 
    Instantly Loria obeys, falling to her knees before you like lead weights were suddenly attached to her, her head upturned, gazing at the lush lips of your pussy. The immediacy of her obedience fills you with delight. The feeling of power over another a whole new level of pleasure. You smirk down at her, lazily stroking yourself. 
 
    “Mmm. You talk too much, Loria. And those lips of yours should only be doing one thing.” 
 
    “And that is, mistress?” Loria says, her face blooming with a purple flush. 
 
    You reach down, grab her hair, grip tightening, making her whine in pain, lashes flutter behind her glasses with pleasure. “Serving your betters,” you growl, and yank her face up against your cunt. 
 
    Loria moans as her lips press against your folds. Instantly her tongue is drawn up, delving into your hot box. Fuck! You’d almost forgot how good she is. Loria’s tongue drives up into your pussy with moaning adoration, her eyes lidded with absolute pleasure as she works it into you, her lips delicately sucking on your pussy as she works. 
 
    “Fuck,” you moan, yanking on her hair, forcing her face against your cunt, her nose pressed against your mound, her every hot gasp against your glowing curse mark making your hips buck. “Oh fuck yessssss. Right there. Right there you fucking… ah… fucking slut. Oh Loria. Loooooria, you’re getting mnnnn! Getting better. Ah!” you gasp as her eager tongue finds your clit, teasing it, stroking it, flicking it. Your ass tightens in the sudden shock of pleasure. “Oh pit! Loria! Fuck yes! There! Don’t stop! Don’t you dare fucking stop your pathetic slut! Yes. Yes! Oh dear g-gods yessssss!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a keening moan of perfect pleasure. Your body tightens, grip yanking Loria’s hair as you force her against your pussy. As you cum, pumping your pleasured juices into her hungry mouth, some escaping the corner of her lips, drooling down her cheek with the sheer enormity of your orgasm. 
 
    Panting, you release her hair. Loria falls back, her eyes lidded, hot with servitude and pleasure. You admire it for a moment, smirking. 
 
    “Th-thank your mistress, Loria,” you command. 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” she gasps. 
 
    You smirk down at her. Pit but it’s good to be the Overlord. 
 
    But pleasant as this moment is, you’ve still got work to do. You nudge Loria up and snap your fingers in command. At once your maid rises, fetching a cloth and cleaning your inner thighs and cunny, much to your amusement. Then comes your clothes, Loria’s eager hands helping you dress in your war gown once more. 
 
    By the time the heavy knock sounds and Hozak pushes into the room you’re clothed and in command. The lion-headed demon bows. 
 
    “The next match awaits, Overlord.” 
 
    “About time,” you say, smoothing your gown. 
 
    “Break a leg, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Whose leg?” you say. 
 
    “I imagine your next opponent will have a few.” 
 
    You glance at Loria, but Hozak clears his throat, and you let her comment pass, striding out of the chamber after the leonian demon. You’ve got a match to win. 
 
    And legs to break. 
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    Primping 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” you say. “Do you think it’s too much?” 
 
    “Mistress, this is the realm of Lust. Too much is never enough.” 
 
    You sigh and let your maid, Loria, continue brushing you with gold dust. The prim blue succubus works well, her officious robe whispering in the cold air of your bedroom, her eyes narrow behind her glasses, her whole figure so rigidly dutiful no one would suspect she was an unrepentant pervert. 
 
    You certainly didn’t. Not until your father, Lorrick the Black, Overlord of all hell and a good chunk of the mortal realm, got himself stabbed by some heroes. Not until he left you with a curse, one that would enslave you to the first creature to breed you. 
 
    You sigh, closing your eyes, feeling the dark marks on your mons throb, your breath hitching as Loria’s brush ghosts over them. The curse has been the bane of your existence these last few months. Yet now, all but one mark has been changed, renewed. Five lords of sin have declared you their Overlord, leaving only lust. And once the queen of the succubi, Lustria, has sworn her realm to you, you’ll be free. No. Not only free. You’ll be the Overlord! 
 
    You smile at yourself in the mirror, admiring your pale skin glittering with gold. Full, lovely breasts on display. Hips curved in perfect counterpoint, narrow waist and long, luxurious black hair. Elegant horns and shadowed eyes. Oh yes. You are a picture of beauty. 
 
    “Hmmm,” you muse, turning this way and that. “I am lovely, aren’t I, Loria?” 
 
    “Oh yes, mistress,” Loria says. “There are none more beautiful than you.” 
 
    “Mmm. True,” you purr, stretching your arms over your head, thrusting your chest towards the mirror. “I don’t even need to put out an edict having anyone prettier disfigured. There’s no need. I’m just that amazingly beautiful.” 
 
    “You are, mistress. I have no doubt Lustria will not be able to resist your charms.” 
 
    “Of course not. I’m extremely charming. I can charm the gold from a Greed demon’s purse!” you say, snapping your fingers. “And if Lustria still doesn’t swear to obey me, then I’ll bring my armies and tear down her fucking pyramid!” 
 
    Oooh, it feels good to say that. You’re honestly a little wet at just the thought. Because you’ve got power now. Sexy, brutal power! Not just the pretend kind you had when you made decrees in your father’s name. If you want, you can mobilize an army of Wrath Demons, a coven of Envy sorcerers, or even a nightmare horde from Sloth. A far cry from the beginning of this gods awful journey when it was just you, Loria, and the frozen hell of the Citadel. 
 
    “Mirror?” you say suddenly. “Show me the Pyramid of Lust.” 
 
    The glass swirls, changes. Your lovely figure vanishes, replaced by a view of a violet realm. The sky is torn with ribbons of purple and pinks. The land carpeted in vast gardens and cities. Stone pyramids rise from among them, towering over them. Temples to the queens of lust. 
 
    And above them all looms the greatest. So huge it dwarfs mountains. Gardens sprawl from every tier. Meticulously crafted lakes shimmer, and you can just make out naked figure basking in the luminous light of the sky. Lovely statues line the way, made of marble, veined with gold. You feel your breath hitch at the opulent sight of the place. 
 
    There is where you will go next. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “You look a little tired, mistress,” she says. 
 
    “I am tired, Loria,” you sigh as you rub your forehead, banishing the image in the mirror. “I’m tired of being yanked around. I’m tired of having to kowtow to demons not worth my pinky. I’m tired of weakness! But no more.” 
 
    “I meant physically tired, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That too, I suppose,” you say, yawning. 
 
    Loria pats your mons, her touch sending a throb of lust shuddering into your core. “I will fetch some wine, mistress.” 
 
    “That’d be good,” you say as Loria rises and slips away to a side table. As she pours you a glass you turn slowly this way and that, admiring your figure in the mirror. Oh yes. It’s so close, you can fairly taste your freedom. Your rule over all of hell is coming! And yet, you can feel the coiling tension of nerves. Of unease. Lustria is coming to the Citadel to declare you Overlord. Everything is falling into place so easily. 
 
    Too easily. 
 
    You nibble your lower lip. Nothing since you’ve been cursed has been easy. If you weren’t breaking into Avarick’s vaults, you’ve been sloshing through Somna’s swamps, or battling in the Arena of Woe. Not exactly your idea of a good time. It’s like some sadistic god has taken it on themselves to make your life difficult. And why? What have you done to deserve it? 
 
    Aside from the torture. 
 
    The enslavement. 
 
    The curses. 
 
    That thing you did with jello and a turkey baster. 
 
    …Well, your point stands. And it makes you suspect there’s something else here. What’s Lustria’s plan? Is she really going to just declare you Overlord? Admittedly, she doesn’t have much of a choice. Ugh. You’re too pretty for all this thinking. 
 
    “Your wine, mistress.” 
 
    You sigh, taking the glass. “Thank you, Loria,” you say, taking a sip. The taste tingles on your tongue. Sweet. Sweeter than your usual wine. You frown, blinking. “Loria?” you say. “This wine is… a bit different.” 
 
    “A new vintage, mistress,” Loria says, taking your arm, guiding you to your bed. “I thought you might enjoy it.” 
 
    “Tastes… funny,” you say, your tongue feeling numb. Your legs not quite working properly, causing you to lean against your servant. 
 
    “My apologies, mistress. Once you’re in bed, I’ll be sure to visit the dungeon and give myself a proper whipping.” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you slur. “You do that. And um… yeah. Make sure you… you feel it…” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says as she helps you into bed. To lie down. “I live to serve.” 
 
    The last thing you see is the blue demoness hovering above you, and then, your eyes slide shut, and sleep claims you. 
 
      
 
    The Lair of the Spider 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Lair of the Spider 
 
      
 
    You rise from the clouds of sleep like a fleshborer from the pit of Nargleth. That is to say, slowly, sleepily, and then violently. 
 
    You jerk upright off the bed, looking around in shock. This is not your bedroom. You’re not even on a bed. You lie in a wide chamber, the black stone walls heavy with spider webs and cracked with age and neglect. Underneath you is an altar carved with strange designs, and from which chains snake around to your ankles and wrists. 
 
    “What the fuck,” you gasp. You look down at yourself, and find you’re also quite naked. Which isn’t an unusual situation for the Princess of Pride. You often slept in the nude after taking some delightful lover or two to bed. 
 
    But you’ve never woken up chained in someone’s fucking tomb! 
 
    You try and think back, but it’s all a haze. The last thing you remember is enjoying a glass of wine with Loria. Getting into bed. 
 
    Then, nothing. 
 
    Certainly nothing that might explain how you’ve gone from the Citadel, the freezing bastion of your new empire, to some spiderwebbed prison. You raise your arm, pulling against the chain, and much to your shock, the shackles open. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    You pull your other arm, and the chain falls off. The same with your ankles. What the hell? Who chains someone up and then fails to lock them? This is getting weird. Well, weirder than usual, anyway. 
 
    “Loria?” you say, rising from the altar, the stones cool under your feet. “Loria? Are you there?” 
 
    Your voice echoes back at you, making you flinch. 
 
    Surprise has rapidly turned to fear. What happened? You feel a sudden throb on your mons and look down in surprise. Your curse mark is glowing. Positively pulsing with light, nearly burning through the makeup which hides it. It has done this before. Usually when you’re near one of the six lords of sin. 
 
    Which is… quite concerning. 
 
    You look quickly to the solitary doorway into the room. You hear something. Footsteps and voices! Your face hardens. You flick your wrist, and into your hand whirls a mass of shadows that resolve into the Staff of Domination. The weight of your enchanted weapon feels good in your hand. Powerful. Like you’re not so much a victim of whatever lurks in here. Nothing makes you feel better than hurting someone, and someone is about to make you feel a whole lot better. 
 
    “Alright then,” you growl, gripping your weapon tight. You pad forward, slipping beside the doorway. 
 
    The footsteps grow nearer. Words filter through the dark. 
 
    “Are you sure about this?” 
 
    “The mistress said search top to bottom! So that’s what we’ll do.” 
 
    “But why down here? Why the spider’s lair?” 
 
    “Do you want to tell Lady Lustria you didn’t?” 
 
    Ice water pours down your spine. Oh pit. You’re in the Pyramid of Lustria! Greatest of the temples in the realm of Lust. Home to the queen of all succubi, the mistress of pleasure. 
 
    Who has apparently kidnapped you. 
 
    Well, isn’t that just fucking perfect. 
 
    You hold your breath as you hear the steps near your room. 
 
    “Check it.” 
 
    “You check it. I checked the last one.” 
 
    “Just do it! Mistress doesn’t want to miss her party, and if we can’t find the slut, then we’ll be the entertainment.” 
 
    “How’d they even lose her?” 
 
    “Don’t ask me. It was the daughter who was supposed to bring her. Now hurry up! Or do you want the Spider to find us?” 
 
    You hear one of the demons gulp in fear. A horned purple head and shoulders lean into the room, squinting. The searcher peers about, tilts his head and sees you. 
 
    “Hi,” you say sweetly, and bring the Staff down. 
 
    You relish that look of surprise moments before his head smashes under your enchanted weapon. He topples through the doorway, revealing leather straps around a lithe body. You step out of the room to find his twin there, staring in horror. 
 
    “Oh shit!” the demonic guard says, struggling for his whip before you swing your staff again. The impact smashes him aside, sending his body careening through the dark, thudding into a cobwebbed pillar where he crumples, dangling slightly among the webs. 
 
    You tilt your head, listening, but no sound of alarm rings out. And you’ve got a feeling screams wouldn’t be uncommon in this place anyway. You stand in a vast room lined with pillars woven with spider silk like some midnight temple, censers swaying from the ceiling, their violet embers the only light. Bones half swallowed by the spiderwebs attest to those who came before you, and got no further. 
 
    Well. 
 
    Looks like you’ve really landed in the thick of it this time. 
 
    “Fuck,” you mutter, looking around the dark realm. So. Seems like you’re the prisoner of the Queen of Lust herself. Not great. You remember Lustria well. She’s almost as scheming as Invidia but far more appealing. She was actually your favourite of your father’s generals. Apparently, the feeling wasn’t mutual. 
 
    But how did she kidnap you? What are you doing down here? 
 
    You recall suddenly the wine Loria gave you, but shake your head. No. Not Loria. Surely not… 
 
    You shiver, the air chilly, and you very naked. Well, standing around won’t help you. These two were apparently sent to fetch you, and when they don’t return, others will come. You have to get out of here. 
 
    With the imminent prospect of being claimed by a minion of Lust in your mind, you start off down the midnight ways, guided by the faint throb of your curse mark. But the further you go, the more wary you grow. The webs begin to grow thicker, oftentimes blocking your path entirely. Now and then you hear the skittering of legs and feel a hungry gaze upon your back. The glow of the censers grows less and less frequent. Your heart pounds in a rapid beat as you walk, the whispers of the air raising the hairs on the back of your neck. 
 
    A shuffling sound gives you pause. You listen, head cocked as it repeats. You turn slowly, moving towards it, careful. You suddenly step beyond the pillars and into an open space. 
 
    Webs surround you, their silky strands threading between the pillars in a wall of silk. Cocoons dangle from the ceiling and bulge from the walls, some shifting weakly. One in particular draws your attention. It’s small, and the figure within is struggling frantically. 
 
    You peer about the room for the spider who might have made this web, but when you see nothing you creep forward and to the cocoon. You dig your fingers into the web with a grimace, wrenching the top open. 
 
    Two ragged, pointy ears flop out followed by a red head. Huge golden eyes blink open and a mouth filled with daggered teeth takes a heavy gasp of air. 
 
    “Mistress!” the imp, cries. 
 
    “Givril!” you say, recognizing the randy little demon in a flash. The bastard tried to rape you when he delivered the news of your father’s death at the hand of some heroes, but thanks to a ring around his cock, he’s been your obedient slave since. You grab the front of his cocoon, giving it a shake. “What’s going on? How’d you get into this?” 
 
    “I-I don’t know! I fell asleep in the rookery and when I woke up, the spider had me!” 
 
    “Spider? What spider?” 
 
    “That would be me.” 
 
    You whirl about, staff raised as a dark bulk descends from the ceiling. Eight long, slender limbs pick their way down the sticky strands of web. An arachnid body below, the pale figure of a woman atop, the drider’s hair is long and dark, her four eyes the red of rubies, her smirk amused as she steps down onto the floor with a delicate click. 
 
    “Greetings, little fly, and welcome to my web. I am Siria, the Spider. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    “Fly!” you bark indignantly. “I am the Overlord!” 
 
    “Is that right?” Siria says with a mocking smile. “We shall see…” 
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    You’ve had little contact with demon driders before, other than the one who made some of your best dresses, so you’re not sure what she can do. 
 
    As it turns out, one thing she can do is swing down her abdomen, and spit from her spinneret a glob of web at you. 
 
    You yelp, trying to dodge, but the sticky strand slaps your arm. The drider’s abdomen twists, and suddenly you’re yanked off your feet. You hit the ground hard, the web twining around your chest, gluing your arm to your side. 
 
    “H-hey! Let me go!” you yelp. 
 
    “Now why would I do that?” Siria croons as several of her lower legs begin to tug the strand, spinning you towards her, wrapping the webbing around you tighter and tighter. You’re drawn in like a yo-yo, your head whirling as you suddenly find yourself underneath her abdomen, her body still moving, wrapping you further in the pale thread. You try and struggle, but the strands are already too tight around you, your arms pressed against your sides and the skull tip of your staff right next to your face, which is just painfully ironic. 
 
    “Hmm. Very nice,” the drider says as she picks you up and admires you. “Your figure shows through the cocoon wonderfully,” she says and runs a finger down your front, making you shiver in a strange pleasure. 
 
    “I-I demand you let me go! Your future Overlord commands it!” you snap. 
 
    “But we haven’t even had our fun yet. And I think you’ll truly enjoy it.” 
 
    “I would never!” 
 
    “Oh really?” Siria says, and squeezes your breast through the silken strands. 
 
    You moan before you can stop yourself. Damn your treacherous tits! 
 
    “Hmm, that certainly sounded like someone enjoying themselves.” 
 
    “Y-you bitch! I’ll use your corpse as an end table you mpph!” 
 
    “About enough of that,” Siria says as she slaps a muzzle of silk across your lips. You squirm in indignation, but all that escape you are muffled growls. 
 
    “Much better. Now, let’s see what other noises you can make…” 
 
    You hate to admit it, but it might be a good thing your voice is silenced. The sounds that escape you are bad enough, if words were put to them you might die of humiliation. 
 
    Although death seems like the furthest thing from Siria’s mind as she continues to play with your body, teasing your breasts with achingly slow strokes. Nipples so sensitive it’s like nothing stands between you and the sadistic spider. You buck and groan in your bindings, your body writhing as she expertly toys with you. Stroking your delicate pussy. Tweaking your budding nipples. Pinching your pert bottom. 
 
    And on and on the silk slips, wrapping you up, mummifying you in pleasant tightness, binding you helpless in the cocoon of the spider’s threads. Soon only your eyes remain, and they are fogged with pleasure, your curse mark beating with desire, thumping through you with every teasing tightening of the threads. 
 
    “Goodnight, sweet slave,” Siria murmurs, her eyes glowing bright red as the last few silk bands engulf your face, wrapping you in suffocating darkness. 
 
    You yelp into your silken gag as you’re suddenly hoisted into the air, dangled, swinging. But that’s not the worst part. The worst part is that one clever little knot is pressing against your tingling pussy. 
 
    You groan, trying to shift and avoid that insidious bulge. But every movement merely pushes it harder against you. You can’t hear. Can’t speak. Can’t escape. You’re bound in a void of sensation but for the one between your thighs. You can only sway, and swing, and rub yourself against the knot. 
 
    Which is… uh, b-bad? You think. Getting hard to think straight. The heat of your core is aching through you. Your curse mark spreading its tendrils like treacherous black tentacles. You… you have to resist. Right? Can’t keep… can’t keep r-rubbing yourself on… on the knot. 
 
    The knot. 
 
    The knot pushing against your pussy. 
 
    But… but if you swing just right, you can… ah… you can ride it a little. Just a little. You mm… you can… you can get off on it and… and do… 
 
    Do… 
 
    Do something. 
 
    Can’t remember. So dark. So hot. So horny. Gotta cum. Gotta f-fcuking cum. So quiet. So good. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Rubbing yourself against the knot isn’t working. Have to… have to try something else. 
 
    What? 
 
    Wriggle. 
 
    Moan. 
 
    Gotta keep trying. Gotta cum. You’ll go insane if you can’t cum at this rate. 
 
    You gotta cum. 
 
    Gotta… 
 
    Gotta… 
 
    C-cum… 
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    The silk strokes your skin with almost agonizing pleasure, rubbing subtly against your breasts and hard, needy nipples. The strip that glides between your legs sinfully pressed against your slick pussy. If you could, your hand would be between your thighs right now, furiously stroking yourself to a mind numbing orgasm. 
 
    But you can’t. 
 
    Not with the spider’s venom coursing through your veins. 
 
    Instead, you stand on the platform, arm lifted, head tilted back and hips cocked in a pose that shows off all of your lovely form and the filmy garments you wear. The cool gloom of the Weaver’s lair makes your skin tingle. Through the corner of your eye you can see other people petrified with venom, dressed in all Siria’s latest fashion, the subtle quiver of their bodies betraying their own desperate desire. 
 
    You hear a door open and the soft sound of footsteps, accompanying the many clicks of Siria’s stride. 
 
    “I think you’ll really like this one, my lady. It’s a true triumph of form, and quite fetching. Why, I shouldn’t be surprised if every thrall in Lust will be wearing it before the season is through!” 
 
    “We shall see.” 
 
    The first voice is Siria, but you can’t seem to place the second. Yet it’s familiar, tingling against thoughts dusted with age and disuse, forgotten amid the maddening pleasure of the spider’s paralytic venom and her tortuous teasing. 
 
    You hear them stop beside your platform. Feel their gaze on your lovely figure. 
 
    “Hmm. It does look good. And, the model?” 
 
    “My mannequins are only of the highest stock,” Siria says. 
 
    “May I?” 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    You hear the footsteps climb onto your platform. The heat of a body is so near its tangible against your so-sensitive skin. When clever hands ghost down your sides and hips, not even the venom can suppress a gasp of sensitive pleasure. 
 
    “Hmmm. Good fabric. Impressive thread count given the sheerness of it. And yet, I can feel everything.” 
 
    “I’m delighted you think so, my lady. It’s my pride.” 
 
    “Understandable.” 
 
    You quiver as the speaker’s hands move across your slender belly, up, cupping the impressive orbs of your breasts. A soft whine sounds in your throat as the skillful, thin fingers of a woman gently mold your captive breasts, thumbs rubbing the tingling peaks of your nipples. 
 
    “Very nice,” the woman says, her breath warm against the back of your neck, so close you can almost feel her lips form each syllable. “But the real test is below…” 
 
    You tremble as her hands release your breasts, run down your midriff and to your front. Another moan nearly escapes your paralyzed lips as her finger teases along your pussy, pressing gently against the fabric, her touch thrumming in your cunt. 
 
    “Oh yes. Very nice. I can feel the flutter of her pussy, and yet not a droplet of moisture.” 
 
    “Well, we cannot have our slaves soaking their underclothes in desire all the time, my lady. We are the realm of Lust. We must have a standard. And yet, the poor things cannot help themselves. We must show our care.” 
 
    “Right you are. And we do care. For what is Lust if not love in its purest form?” 
 
    Your hips tremble as her touch glides up and down your tight cunny, your pussy twitching with pleasure, unbound by the paralysis that holds you in its grasp. Pleasure aching through you with sweetest delights. Your hips tremble, aching to thrust against that wonderful touch, yet denied. 
 
    “Hmm. She seems to like it,” the voice says against your ear, lips gently nibbling on the lobe. 
 
    “Of course. And, as you can see, my lady, the garments also offer very easy access to the thrall.” 
 
    “So I’ve noticed,” the woman behind you says, her hand stroking along the curve of your rump, her finger finding the V and slipping past, rubbing teasingly against your twitching asshole. Another whine fights to make itself known as her finger brushes your dark star, sending sinful, helpless pleasure aching through you from top to bottom. 
 
    “Mmm. Sure to be a hit at the festival of Desire,” the woman says, rubbing your clenching star, your ass cheeks twitching with sensitive pleasure. 
 
    “Of course, my lady. And, naturally, should you wish to borrow my mannequin…” 
 
    “I have been considering our contribution to the coronation of the Overlord should be. And demons do so appreciate having easy access to some ruttable women. Yes. I think that’s a marvelous idea. Don’t you?” 
 
    “mnnnn…” you squeak, a sound at last escaping, a whimper of pleasure, flesh so sensitive that had you not gone mad ages ago, it might have done the job right then and there. A shiver ripples through you, a keening whine escaping your lips as you cum, a single faint drop marking the front of your silk loincloth. 
 
    “Oh dear. Not quite as absorbent as you said, Siria.” 
 
    “My apologies, mistress. It seems she’s more of a squirter than even I imagined.” 
 
    “No matter. I have confidence you’ll resolve it before the coronation. The perfect opportunity to show off your outfits.” 
 
    “You mean it, my lady?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” the woman murmurs into your ear, giving your bum a slap, sending you rocking forward, pleasure throbbing from your rear. “I think it will be a big hit. Now, you were going to show me my own gown, yes?” 
 
    You feel the woman pull back, the click and pad of footsteps fading with the two women’s voices, leaving you where you stand, frozen, eyes watering with pleasure as your pussy aches with the impact of the spank, your garments fluttering. Eventually, mistress will return, allow you to cum, then tie you up and suspend you once again until she has need of you. Trapping you in an endless state of arousal and pleasure. 
 
    Your mind broken, your body a plaything of the spider’s whims, you’re no more than a glorified mannequin for the sadistic demoness, and so you shall be for the rest of your days… 
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    You ready the Staff of Domination, levelling it with the spider demoness. 
 
    “Mmm. Nice stick. A bit garish but cute in its own way,” Siria observes. 
 
    “Shut up!” 
 
    You charge her, swinging your staff, arcane might swelling through the weapon. The drider looks utterly unconcerned, and the reason why becomes obvious as you swing at her, only for her to scuttle back and onto the webs. 
 
    Her legs carry her up and out of your reach, her laughter echoing down to you. “Oh dear! You’ll have to do much better than that!” 
 
    “H-hey! Get down here!” you bark, furiously waving your weapon at her. 
 
    “Well, if you insist…” 
 
    She suddenly rocks her lower body forward, and from beneath her abdomen spits a strand of sticky web. It catches the skull that tips your staff, and with another twist she wrenches your weapon out of your hands. 
 
    You gasp, staggering off-balance, and that’s all the chance Siria needs. She suddenly leaps off the webs, her arms grabbing you. You shriek, try and pull away, but the spider wastes no time leaning in and plunging her fangs into your shoulder. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, the burn of her venom racing through you. “N-nooooo!” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Siria hums, licking the blood from her fangs as you feel the poison spread, your limbs no longer obeying the frantic commands from your brain. You sag, going slack, like a ragdoll in the sadistic grasp of the demoness. “I think you’ll do very nicely.” 
 
    “R-release m-me!” you gasp. 
 
    “I’m afraid poison doesn’t quite work like that. But never fear! Once it wears off, we can come back and see if minds have changed.” 
 
    You feel her hands move over your helpless form, binding your arms against your body with ropes of web, wrapping them about your breasts and slinging a rope between your legs. You gasp as a knot presses against your pussy, a groan escaping your panting lips as it’s tugged against your folds. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuuck!” you moan. 
 
    “Like that?” 
 
    “N-no!” you say quickly, your mouth feeling like it’s full of cotton balls as the poison spreads into your jaw. 
 
    “Liar. But that’s okay. Your body is going to be so very honest when we’re done…” 
 
    You realize she’s right. More than right, for though the venom robs you of your ability to move, it does nothing to your sensitivity. You can feel every brush of the spider’s hands. Ache under the press of her lips. In fact, her venom is making you even more sensitive to the pleasures of her sadistic touch. 
 
    “Like that?” the spider says. 
 
    “Ah… nnnnn!” 
 
    “Thought so.” 
 
    You’re panting, flushed, groaning as more silky strands are applied, wrapping you up, but leaving your legs bare. These the arachnid admires, even as she playfully swings a sticky strand to your ankles, your shoulders, soon hoisting you up into the air, hogtied, dangling you helplessly over the floor, your pussy exposed, legs pulled apart. The feeling of vulnerability aches from your curse mark. Twinging through you like trembling harp strings, and you have a feeling this woman knows just the tune to play. 
 
    The way her red eyes gleam and lips quirk with mischief confirms it. The spider slides the silken strand down against your pussy, pressing that delightful knot against your achingly sensitive asshole. “Now,” Siria hums, “shall we have a taste.” 
 
    “Ah… ah…” you gasp, your jaw slack, tingling, your jaw unable to form a word. Which certainly doesn’t seem to bother the spider as she leans in and flicks her tongue against your pussy. 
 
    Pleasure slams through you like a Wrath demon’s fist. The sheer intensity of it makes you twitch, your hammock of silk swaying, bringing your mons back towards the spider’s lips to receive another lash of her tongue. 
 
    “Ahhh. Ahhhh!” you moan, eyes rolling back, every flick of her tongue rocking you with wonderful pleasure. Swinging you back and forth for another taste. Your resistance crumbles. Your curse mark throbs. You’re so sensitive. So needy. You can’t fathom how anything could feel this good! 
 
    Siria suddenly catches your hips as you swing back. She pulls you up against her lips, delicately sucking on your pussy, teasing her tongue into your dripping folds. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan, trembling in delighted pleasure as her devilish tongue teases your sopping pussy, stroking you until your hips buck and rub yourself against her face. “Ah! Ah!” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Siria coos, her fangs delicately rubbing your mons, venom dripping onto your curse mark, every drop sizzling like bacon in a hot pan. 
 
    Madness. 
 
    Ecstasy. 
 
    Pleasure. 
 
    They pound your mind to mush with every drop. There’s no resisting it. You’re cumming before you know it, wailing in pleasured bliss, a wordless cry of orgasmic delight as you catapult over the edge. 
 
    And it won’t stop! 
 
    Not even when Siria pulls back, licking her lips of your juices. Instead, she hoists you into the air, wrapping more sticky strands around you, mummifying you in pleasured cocoon, paralyzed as knots of hard web rub your nipples, pussy and the clench of your asshole. 
 
    “There we are. Just what the place needs,” Siria cackles as you moan and sway, blindfolded, gagged, wrapped in a web and pleasured torture. A plaything of the spider, kept on the brink of orgasm long after your mind breaks, saved for Siria’s own purposes, whatever they may be… 
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    “Hold on,” you say, eying the spider. You cock a finger at her curiously. “You’re Siria? The Weaver of Woes?” 
 
    The spider blinks her red eyes. “Oh?” she says, touching her lip with a talon of sharp chitin. “It appears my reputation precedes me…” 
 
    “I’ll say it does!” you say, banishing your staff with a flick of your fingers, the weapon coiling back into your ring. “Your dresses have been simply divine! I’ve worn them for every great ceremony.” 
 
    Siria peers closer at you. “Is that so…” 
 
    “Of course! Your fel hound hide boots were very impressive. The ones whose heels sparked when you took a step? How did you manage that anyway?” 
 
    “Oh, well, it was nothing really,” Siria says, preening. “You just have to skin the beasts before they’re properly dead. A trifle.” 
 
    “Come now. Of course it wasn’t! Only the highest quality gowns are worthy of dressing the Princess of Pride. I wouldn’t have anything less!” 
 
    “Hmm. It is true,” Siria says, her arms crossed, fingers thoughtfully tapping a bicep, her eyes roaming up and down you. “And now that you mention it, I do seem to remember that figure of yours. Of course, I was only ever given measurements.” 
 
    “I did invite you to the Citadel a number of times,” you say with a touch of reproach. 
 
    “Mmm. That you did. And I would have simply adored going, but there’s always so much to do…” 
 
    “Such as… Oh, I don’t know, making a gown for the crowning of the new Overlord of hell?” you say. 
 
    Siria gives you a closer look, her fingers stilling their tapping. “Hmm… Perhaps…” 
 
    “The dream of every dressmaker in any realm?” you continue meaningfully. “A gown that would write her name in the history of the seven rings? That would be repeated in the depths of even the darkest pits? A chance to show her skill to billions of souls? To make her mark as the finest weaver of any realm? Of any age?” 
 
    Siria licks her lips at that, revealing the pearly gleam of fang. “Oh my…” 
 
    “Of course,” you add, “first I would need to leave here…” 
 
    “True,” the spider says. “But I would lose an excellent mannequin.” 
 
    “And that’s all you might lose. But think of what you’d gain.” 
 
    Siria’s tongue strokes her fangs with thought, her red eyes narrowing intently at you. Finally, her smile widens. “Hmmm,” she muses. “I suppose that’s true. And after all,” she adds, her feet stepping back onto the sloping spider silk, slowly moving backwards up the wall, “I’m so often away from my lair…” 
 
    “A tragic necessity for someone so busy,” you say sympathetically. 
 
    “Too true,” Siria says as she gradually retreats into the deeper shadows of the ceiling. “And, can I be blamed if some intruder… slips through my webs?” 
 
    “No one is perfect,” you assure her. Aside from you, of course. But she doesn’t need to know that. 
 
    “H-hey! What about me!” Givril yelps. 
 
    You glance at the imp’s terrified face poking out of the cocoon. It’s sorely tempting to leave your would-be rapist to the spider’s mercies. But you may need the little bastard before all this is through. You sigh. “I don’t suppose you might miss an imp as well?” 
 
    “Hardly,” Siria’s voice whispers from the dark, growing further and further away. “Imp leather is of such… poor quality…” 
 
    Her voice fades, and silence fills the void. You stand there, listening for a moment, then move forward and grab the imp’s cocoon. 
 
    “Oh thank you mistress!” Givril gasps as your fingers tighten on the webbing. “Your humble servant is so g-gratef-ful.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” you say as your cold magic seeps into the webbing, making the imp shiver, his face turning a ruddy blue. “Of course you are.” 
 
    “C-c-cold,” the imp whimpers. 
 
    “Would you rather I leave you here?” 
 
    “N-no!” 
 
    “Good. Then stop bitching.” 
 
    You wrench your hand, ripping apart the frozen strands of web. Givril topples out of them and onto the floor, shivering with cold. But already his skin is returning to its reddish hue, and when he’s not shaking so avidly, you kick him over. 
 
    “Get up, Givril! I don’t have time for this. Let’s get out of here before Siria reconsiders.” 
 
    “G-got it, my Overlord,” the imp says, teeth chattering musically as his ratty wings frantically beat, lifting him into the air. 
 
    With a last glance at the shadows above, you walk to the exit of the silk-wrapped chamber, through the shrouded doorway and deeper into the darkness of this strange place. Givril frantically flaps after you, the whirr of his wings the only sound as you walk through the webbed undercroft of the pyramid, the skulls of those who never made it out leering at you, half obscured in the strands. 
 
    “So,” you say, trying to ignore the grim decorations. “What do you remember?” 
 
    “Er, not much, honestly,” Givril says. “I remember going to sleep in the Citadel, then waking up here. Nothing else. Honest! Which is weird because I’m a real light sleeper!” 
 
    “Right,” you say. “As am I. And yet, Lustria or some agent of hers managed to sneak past all the Citadel’s defences, find me, and bring me to the heart of her lair without waking me. Who? How!” 
 
    “Er, I dunno,” Givril says. 
 
    You sigh. You’d hoped he’d have something, because it’s starting to look like Loria might be behind this. And yet, it was odd. Why did you wake up down here? Why were your shackles undone? And just why the fuck was Givril brought here too? You frown, lips pursed. Something doesn’t add up, and you’re going to find out what. 
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    A glow ahead soon makes itself known, and reveals itself to be the entrance to a stairway. As you climb, the light grows, and at the top you find it’s filtering through the back of a painting. You stop before it and listen, but though you hear some sounds, they’re at a distance. Confident, you ease aside the painting and poke your head out from behind. 
 
    It’s a far change from the abandoned halls below. A large corridor awaits, awash in silken frippery. Marble walls of purest white are laced with gold filigree, worked into the elaborate shapes of men and women wrapped in wanton pleasure. More censers hang in here, burning with a golden glow that spills across conspicuous statues in various state of undress. 
 
    As you stand there, you hear footsteps and hastily pull the painting back. You see the shadows of two figures pass, and as they move on you open the painting back up and peer out. 
 
    Two slaves are walking down the hall, carrying platters of food. Androgynous youths, their hair woven in pigtails, and across their skin is inlaid silver ivy. Slaves of Lust. High class thralls trained by masters of the realm, their flesh woven with living silver to convey their rarity. 
 
    You slip out from behind the painting, landing softly and following. Wherever they’re going, it’s a good bet it’s where you need to be. Your suspicion is confirmed as your curse mark pulses, warm, growing as you follow the pair down the white halls of the pyramid. You soon make out the sound of revelry, and you slow when the pair turn and pass through a wide doorway. You creep after them and peek through. 
 
    You’ve seen debauchery, but it’s a well known fact that no one parties like demons of Lust. 
 
    And holy shit is it a party. 
 
    The chamber beyond is so huge you can’t see the end. Fountains of marble gush with wine. Men and women and otherwise move about the floor in carnal embrace. Orgies of bodies and even stranger things are everywhere. Pits descend into the floor where watchers observe the lewd wrestling of demons and mortals in the throes of sensual pleasure. Strange creatures rut with the loveliest and most willing slaves. Whips sing and cries of pain and pleasure intermingle in a cacophony of excess. 
 
    It’s an assault on your eyes. You’re no prude, but even you feel a little queasy at the sheer scale of debauchery on display. Not helping things at all is the way your curse mark is positively throbbing against your core, urging you to traverse this minefield of lusts. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Givril gasps from near your leg. 
 
    You shift unconsciously, and your foot nudges something that clanks. You look down to find a grate on the floor. A quick glance shows a number of other ones running along the chamber, no doubt to collect the… fluids from the events within. 
 
    But perhaps that’s an option. You’re not exactly thrilled at the thought of wandering through a sexual sewer system, but going through the orgiastic party doesn’t strike you as smart given your curse mark. Yet, by the throbbing of your curse mark, you’re going to have to go down one or the other. 
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    You smirk at the spider and raise your hand towards her. Freezing magic begins to coalesce around your palms, the glow illuminating the silken strands that fill the chamber. 
 
    Then Siria smirks, hocks, and spits a wad of web. 
 
    The sticky mass slams into your arm, the impact knocking it into your chest. You yelp and try to pull it back, but it’s stuck fast to your stomach. 
 
    “Ewwwww!” Givril says. 
 
    “Naughty naughty,” the drider says, her legs clicking as she crosses the floor, her red eyes burning in the gloom. 
 
    You swing up your other arm, but she merely spits another wad of web, snapping your arm across your chest, leaving both your arms crossed and stuck to you. Panic begins to rise. You backpedal from the spider. 
 
    “W-wait. Wait! Let’s not do anything we’ll regret!” you say. 
 
    “I think you’ve already failed in that,” Siria says, smiling, baring her fangs, venom dripping from them. 
 
    Oh shit oh shit oh shit! You retreat more urgently, mind scrambling for a solution, but before you can find one your back hits the webbing of the wall. You yelp, trying and pull away, but you’re stuck fast! Bouncing back against it despite your frantic struggles. 
 
    “Hmm. You almost make it too easy,” Siria says as she stops, towering over you. Your heart races with fear as you look up into the monster’s eyes. Your breath comes in short pants. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    Siria spits again, a wad of webbing slapping across your mouth, silencing you instantly but for a sound of indignant protest. 
 
    “There we are. Silly intruders should be seen, not heard. And even that’s up for debate.” 
 
    Her hands reach down, gather you up, pulling you seamlessly from the wall. You try and struggle, but her abdomen rocks forward, the spinnerets spitting a steady strand of web. Under the drider’s legs and hands you’re turned rapidly about, your head whirling as your body is bound up in the silken strands, tightening your legs against each other. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” you shout in protest. Not that it does much good, as soon you’re encased in a skin-tight, but utterly secure cocoon of webbing. Something that your curse mark is utterly delighting in, judging by the throbbing of that enchantment, teasing through you a heady arousal. 
 
    “Mmm. There we are. Much better,” Siria croons, her hands running up and down your body, causing your breath to hitch with surprise at how sensitive you are. “You look good in my silks. Pity we couldn’t put you in a nicer dress. Of course,” she adds, musing. “There’s still time…” 
 
    “Mmmph!” 
 
    “Interesting counterpoint. But, shall I make a suggestion?” Siria says, running a finger up your leg. 
 
    You twitch in surprise, your skin so sensitive it’s like the silk strands aren’t even there. You quiver, the way you’re bound up only making you feel more attuned to her touch, especially as her finger strokes up to the delta of your legs, gently pressing down on the furrow of your pussy. 
 
    “Mrrrrmmm…” you moan, lashes fluttering, head tilting back in winsome pleasure as the drider strums your pussy. Pit! You’re already so wet! 
 
    “Enjoying that, are you?” Siria says, leaning in closer, her red eyes hot with sadistic amusement. “Don’t worry. My threads are very absorbent. You can cum as much as you need to and it won’t show a thing. Perfect for silly little slaves who’ll just keep cumming and cumming and cumming, because that’s all they know how to do.” 
 
    “Mrrrn…” you groan. 
 
    “Pity your mouth is gagged. I might have enjoyed hearing you protest. So instead,” she murmurs, leaning in closer, “Let’s just hear you moan…” 
 
    Her finger increases its pace, rubbing you through the silks, pressing down on your pussy with sadistic glee. Your whimpers and gasp grow louder as you buck, riding her touch. You quickly forget to try and resist the pleasure pounding up through your body. It just feels too good! 
 
    “That’s it. Cum for me, little one. Cum for me, slave. Cum for your mistress. Cum for your goddess. Cum for her. Cum. Cum! Cum!” 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you moan, fairly weeping with the intensity of the pleasure. Your whole body aching with need as you ride her finger to your peak. As you cum for her, trembling, trapped within the strands as your orgasm surges through you. 
 
    You fall limp in her arms, whimpering, your curse mark still so hot. You can’t even muster the energy to struggle as the spider spreads out a line of silk, hogtying you up as she hoists you into the air. You groan as her clever knots press against your pussy and nipples, flesh so sensitive after your orgasm you can only squirm, something that merely rubs you harder against those insidious bands of silk. 
 
    “Now then,” the spider says, “I’d best get to work. Do enjoy yourself. I’ll check in on you when I have time.” 
 
    “Mmm,” you moan, muscles tensing in your silk prison, causing you to sway where you hang, rubbing yourself against the knots of silken pleasure. 
 
    “Good girl,” Siria says, knowing you’re already beyond her voice, lost amid your own pleasure as you rock and rub yourself against the hardness. The drider chuckles, scaling with ease the webs as she moves back to her workshop, leaving you alone with your prison of pleasure. Rocking, moaning, but orgasm always just beyond reach, even as your curse mark throbs and pulses, redoubling your frantic efforts. 
 
    Only madness awaits you down that path, but mad you shall soon be, for the promise of orgasmic bliss waits just beyond your grasp no matter how hard you struggle. 
 
    But oh, what pleasures you will find down that road… 
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    Through the Grate 
 
      
 
    Disgusting as the prospect of the sewers is, going through a literal chamber of orgies would be far, far worse. Not that you have anything against a good orgy, but with your curse mark, the risks far outweigh any rewards, no matter how pleasurable. 
 
    You conjure the Staff of Domination in a crackle of shadow and ram the spikes into the gaps in the grate. Grunting, you lever the metal cover off, revealing the darkness of the hole. 
 
    “We really have to go down there?” Givril says. 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” you say as you sit down, pushing your feet into the hole. “I’ve seen your roost, and it’s a hundred times worse than this!” 
 
    “Well, yeah,” Givril says. “But it’s my mess there.” 
 
    You ignore the imp and drop down. A quick spell has you float light as a feather into the dark, landing nimbly on a stone path running along a channel of… well, fluids would best describe it. The smell is overpowering. A reek of musty lust and salty cum. You shudder, not because it’s foul, but because you find it quite the opposite. Your curse mark thumps against your womb with delight at the scent of such exertions. 
 
    “Hate this so fucking much,” you grumble, walking down the arching stone corridor, Givril flapping down after you. 
 
    Light slices through grates in intervals, illuminating the ancient stonework. Support beams worked in the forms of lovely maidens bend under the weight of the ceiling. Knowing hell, odds are they’re actual petrified women. The walls are slick with slime, obscuring whatever murals once decorated it. Your footsteps slap off the stone floor and echo audibly. Passages twist and turn, but you follow the light of the grates. You have no intention of getting lost in a pit of hell’s excretions. 
 
    Besides, you know you’re going the right way. 
 
    Subtly, but you can feel the familiar pull of your curse mark, guiding you on. On towards the mistress of Lust herself. You’re going to have some choice words for that bitch. She thinks she can kidnap the new Overlord and get away with it? Oh, Lustria is gonna pay… 
 
    You don’t have to worry about being heard. The sounds of pleasured festivities above filter down through the grates, the party above in full swing, as is evident by the dripping that comes down the grates. Ugh. This place is awful. And sticky. 
 
    But just how awful you don’t realize until you turn the corner, and see the thing that blocks the way. 
 
    The corridor ends in a huge, rounded room. Sluices meet it from all four sides, pouring the effluent of sin into the hole in the middle. But that’s not the worst. The worst is that as you step closer, the pit burbles, and from it rises a mass. 
 
    Huge, glistening, and pale, it takes you a moment to realize the thing in your way is not some massive, swelling bubble. Ropy limbs dripping with the juices of the lustful halls rise. A core of burning red light glows in the center of the mass like a single staring eye. Bubbles boil across its form. A slime made entirely of the pleasured secretions of the pyramidal palace. A monster of swollen lust and fetid desire. 
 
    And it knows you’re here. 
 
    You retreat a step as the tentacle creature heaves its mass towards you. Its act seems to activate some hidden mechanism, for with a shriek of metal a grate slams into place behind you, locking you in with the slime. 
 
    You spin around and grab the rusting bars, shaking them, but it does no good. It’s locked tight. “Shit!” 
 
    “Wait!” Givril says from near your feet. “I’ve got an idea!” 
 
    “You do? What?” 
 
    The imp pushes against the bars, squeezing through just barely. He pops out onto the other side, wiping his brow with relief. 
 
    “Phew! That was close,” Givril says. 
 
    “Givril!” you snarl. “You little bastard. Help me!” 
 
    “Er, I am! From uh, over here. I’m assessing the situation,” the imp says, scuttling back along the sewer passage, though careful not to go too far. He’d hate to miss this. 
 
    You give the imp a furious look, but there’s no time to vent your rage on him. You turn to face the burbling horror, its tentacles seeping towards you. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    You press your back against the bars, heart thumping in your chest as the monster reaches for you. It doesn’t seem to have eyes. If you don’t move, maybe it’ll forget about you… 
 
    That was the idea. 
 
    It doesn’t really pan out. 
 
    The first hint of this is when the tentacles brush against your shoulder. You shudder, the smell of it overpowering, your curse mark glowing on your bared mons with feverish excitement. Your pulse quickens and you turn your head away from the dripping tentacle. 
 
    Perhaps taking this for an invitation, the tentacle pushes against your face. A groan escapes you, and in that moment the sticky tentacle pushes into your mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” you groan, the taste suddenly upon your tongue, thick and heavy. And… oddly pleasant. Of course, you are repulsed. And yet, you find yourself sucking on the cum laden tentacle. You… surely you can’t be enjoying this, can you? 
 
    But you are. Your curse mark aches upon your mons, feeding tendrils of depraved pleasure through your lovely form. Your nipples stiffen and your thighs rub together with growing arousal, your pussy slickening with delight. And the creature seems to sense this above all else. It gives a happy burble and pushes more limbs for you, one finding your pussy, pressing against your cunt. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you moan, arching as the limb of cum pushes into you. Your curse mark flares, instantly branding you as you’re filled with the collected cum of a thousand demons. Your head lolls, your body trying to obey them all at once. Needing to be used by a thousand different demons. 
 
    Instead, you’re given over to a hundred slimy limbs, which really streamlines the whole process. You can barely manage anything more intelligent than a groan as you’re wrapped in their slimy embrace, lifted off the floor and drawn towards the oozing bulk of the monster. 
 
    You don’t resist it. The ability to resist has already been burned away. Scoured by the tentacle that feeds your needy pussy, swelling within you, stretching you to your limit as it fucks you. 
 
    “Mmm! Mmmhmmmm!” you moan, eyes rolling back, entranced in the pleasure rocking your form. Another tentacle slithers against your tight backdoor, pressing into you like a wriggling worm, filling your tight derriere with its dripping length. You moan as it thrusts, fucking you from back to front. Mouth to cunt. 
 
    You’re turned end over end over the horror, its tentacles ravishing your lovely form. You’re no longer thinking. Only sucking. Moaning. Bucking. Thrusting. Every moment being taken by this unholy creature just feels too good. 
 
    So good. 
 
    So wonderful. 
 
    So endlessly… 
 
    Gloriously… 
 
    Perfect… 
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    Magic 
 
      
 
    You look at the bubbling mass of sexual detritus with disgust. Fortunately, you have just the thing to deal with it. 
 
    You cock your hip, raising your hand towards the groping monster. The temperature in the sewer drops precipitously. Frost crackles around your feet and icy wind swirls in your palm. 
 
    The slime pauses as the chill reaches it. Its form seethes in confusion, its limbs flinching back as your magic whirls around you. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” you say cruelly. “Don’t like the cold?” 
 
    The creature bubbles in panic, its tentacles pulling back, twitching even as they stiffen. 
 
    “Well too fucking bad!” you snap, releasing your gathered magic, a howl of freezing power slamming into the oozing monster. 
 
    The creature’s hideous wail rises as it tries to roll away from the arctic winds, but you merely stride forward, holding the spell against it. Its struggles grow weaker, its tentacles creaking, stiffening, fluids popping as they freeze. 
 
    At last you lower your arm, admiring your work. The slime is little more than a block of ice, its tentacles raised defensively, icicles hanging off them. There’s an audible crack, and several snap, shattering on the ground with a crash. 
 
    “Amazing mistress! I knew you could do it!” 
 
    You turn your head to see Givril squeezing back through the bars. The imp pops through and hops quickly to your side with toadying rapidity, his hands rubbing together eagerly. 
 
    “You sure showed it, mistress! I knew you could do it! Ha. Serves it right!” 
 
    The imp delivers a kick to one of the tentacles, only for the icy limb to shatter, crashing onto the little demon. Givril squawks in surprise, trying to struggle out from under it, but you merely roll your eyes and start off, passing around the glittering form of the slime. You don’t have time for this. 
 
    “W-wait for me, mistress!” Givril wails, wings fluttering as he squeezes out from under the ice, hastening after you and down the tunnel. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
     With a crackle of black magic the Staff of Domination forms into your waiting hand. You grasp the weapon, feeling its arcane might swell through your arms. With a shout, you surge towards the swaying mass of the slime creature, raising your staff over your head. 
 
    Your attack takes it off guard, its tentacles belatedly swinging for you, but they’re slow and crude, and you easily duck beneath them. You close the distance in seconds, raise your staff, and bring the skull on its tip down towards the core. 
 
    Your staff strikes. 
 
    Sinks. 
 
    And sticks like you just thrust it into warm taffy. 
 
    “What the-“ 
 
    You yank on your staff, but it’s stuck fast! And this moment of alarm should have been better spent. Such as by evading the tentacles that now have you right where they want you. 
 
    Two grab your arms, absorbing you up to the wrists in their viscous form. You gasp in surprise and try to pull free, but much like your staff, you’re stuck fast! 
 
    “H-hey! Let me go! Let me go right now!” 
 
    The slime creature doesn’t seem to understand. Or maybe it doesn’t care. Instead, its tentacles hoist you into the air by your arms, dangling you over the floor, ignoring your frantic struggling. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp as more tentacles form from the creature’s mass, stroking your flesh. A flash of light burns as your curse mark awakens, throbbing in the gloom, pulsing with desire you can’t suppress. The tentacles seems drawn to it, stroking the marks with lurid appreciation. 
 
    “A-ah!” you gasp, every touch sending another throb of pure lust through you, scattering your thoughts, robbing you of strength. Deepening a desire for abject submission. “W-wait. Not… nnn! S-stop! I… I c-can’t…” 
 
    The burbling creature doesn’t stop. If anything, it redoubles its efforts, its tentacles moving over your body, admiring it, the slime that oozes from its limbs making your skin tingle with sensitivity. You tremble, but no longer from fear. Your body yearns for this disgusting creature. Aches to be taken. Fucked. Rutted. Your mind tries to deny it, but you were never really honest yourself. 
 
    Not until a slippery tentacle slithers against your groin, and pushes deep inside your twitching pussy. 
 
    “O-ooooh fuuuuuuck!” you wail as the cum laden limb pushes into you. Overwhelms you. You cum the moment it takes you, wailing in pleasure as you submit to the ecstasy of your enslavement. Giving in with not a whimper, but a cry of ecstasy. Instantly your curse mark flares, branding you in a flash of red light, marking you as the breeding pet of the demon. But which? Literally thousands have contributed to the creation of the creature now thrusting his tentacle into your pussy. 
 
    Fortunately, you don’t have long to worry about that, as the tentacle fucking you is joined by a second slithering into your tight ass. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuuck!” you groan, arching in the grasp of the monstrous limbs, your breath coming in short pants as you rut against the plunging tentacles. Any thought of resistance vanished the moment that thick tentacle claimed your dripping pussy. There’s only this now. 
 
    Only the pleasure. 
 
    Only the tentacles. 
 
    “Yessss!” you groan. “Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! More! Please… ah… N-need mooooore!” 
 
    The slime is eager to comply, pulling your rutting body against its bulk. No longer are you repelled by the slime of a hundred couplings. You press yourself against the softness of its form, your tongue slavishly licking its surface, the bitter taste of cum and arousal sweeter than any wine. You moan, wriggling against it, coating yourself in the fluids of the creature as its tentacles fuck your ass and pussy. Your whimper as your breasts mash against it, nipples adhering to the surface, sucked as you ride the tendrils. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! More. Please… mnnn! More! Need more. Fuck me! Fuck meeeee!” 
 
    Your memories are already fading in the face of this creature. This experience. This depraved pleasure you’re welcoming. Glorious ecstasy claims you in its grasp. 
 
    And more is sure to come. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    Though the thing before you is monstrous beyond belief, the magic that animates it might have given it some form of consciousness. After all, in hell, even the most pathetic of creatures often have minds. Just look at Givril! 
 
    You warily take a step towards the burbling smile. You strike your most imperious pose, levelling a commanding finger at the monster. “Creature!” you say. “I am Lillian. Future Overlord of hell! And I call upon you to mph!” 
 
    Your command falls on deaf ears(?) as a tentacle, sensing an orifice, plunges into your mouth. The sharp, bitter taste of cum shocks you as much as the suddenness of the attack, robbing you of an opportunity to act. 
 
    And then, it’s too late. 
 
    More tentacles burst from the mass of the creature, wrapping around you, dragging you towards it. Your eyes widen in horror. You try and struggle but it’s like swimming against the tide. Its pale body swells before you. Opens up like a maw. 
 
    Gloop. 
 
    You’re dragged into the slime creature, sinking into its gelatinous form. Your body squeezed by yielding, rubbery mass. Your disgust is palpable, but so is your arousal. Your curse mark glows so bright the slime creature looks like it’s on fire. You open your mouth to scream, but thick, rubbery tentacles push into your mouth. Your pussy. Your ass. 
 
    The moment those cum laden tentacles plunge into your pussy you feel your curse mark flare. Ache. Your world whirls like you’ve suddenly opened your eyes and seen the truth. Nothing matters. Nothing but this. But pleasure. But the sensation of being taken in every hole by the plunging tentacles. 
 
    Your moan, lashes fluttering, sinking into the wonderful sensation of submission. Cushioned within the foul depths of the slime creature as its tentacles ravage your lovely form, claiming your trembling cunny while your breasts are sucked and molded, your ass stretched and plundered. 
 
    Every moment is another storm of pleasure. You cum without thinking, pleasure surging up through you in a high of trembling delight. You rock to the thrusts of the tentacles, enthralled in the hot depths of the slime creature. Its plaything. Its thrall. 
 
    Its captive breeding slave. 
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    The Dungeons of Desire 
 
      
 
    You notice the sewer has become less… effluent around the same time you notice it’s getting cooler. Though you’re glad to be rid of the damp heat from before, this new temperature is a little concerning. The sounds of partying have faded, but the grates have become fewer and further between. 
 
    Instead, there’s different sounds. Stronger sounds. The crack of whips. The shrieks of pain. The groans of pleasure. Sounds so near you glance up at the thin grates, too small for you to squeeze through. Or anyone else. There’s a new scent as well. Something soft and perfumed. Something laden with the subtleness of blood. 
 
    You stop, the sewer ending suddenly in a brick wall. You look up to find a grate above your head, one that you might actually be able to squeeze through. You mutter a spell, lifting yourself on a cushion of air. You grasp the metal and tease it up an inch, just enough to see through. 
 
    The dungeons of Lust are famed across every realm. Places of torments beyond ken and pleasures beyond imagining. Where the barrier between pain and pleasure are broken and rebuilt. Where even the strongest are turned to whimpering slaves. 
 
    And looks like you’ve found them. 
 
    Lights burn furtively in braziers where the handle of brands poke out, the metal sizzling in the red heat. Every wall is filled with implements of agony and delight. Chains rattle. Engines whose purposes you can only guess at swell from walls. Prisons of steel and wire dangle from the ceiling, figures hunched within. Several pale forms are strapped to racks or writhing in the grasp of strange, shadowy tentacles growing from the walls. It’s a sight to turn the stomach and send your curse mark thrumming with desire. 
 
    “Woah,” Givril breathes from beside you. 
 
    “Quiet,” you growl, pushing aside the grate and floating up out the hole. You put the metal bars back delicately and look around. “Where’s the damn door…” 
 
    The creak of hinges makes you freeze, but it’s too late to look for cover. A door opens and a succubus of ample proportions steps into the room. She’s not fat, but she’s big, specifically in the hips and breasts. A silver chain rides her hips, supporting a thin strip of silken cloth that flutters between her thighs. The curled horns of a ram work from under her dark hair and her breasts are positively pendulous, no doubt requiring some antigravity magic to keep them so firm and high. She steps inside on feet ending in delicate hooves, only to pause in surprise at the sight of you. 
 
    “Well well!” she purrs, her voice a throaty hum as her admiring eyes run over you. “What’s this little treat in Miss Bova’s dungeon? A new plaything wandered in?” 
 
    “Uh,” you say. 
 
    “Now now,” the succubus coos, her hip knocking the door shut behind her, her breasts jiggling with the motion as she smiles warmly towards you. “Miss Bova isn’t one to take what doesn’t belong to her. Miss Bova is a good mistress and lovely trainer of pretty slaves.” 
 
    “Y-yes. Right,” you say quickly. “I just got ah… lost. My t-trainer,” you say, nearly having to spit out the word, “was showing me around and I uh… wandered off.” 
 
    Bova giggles, and pit below the way her breasts jiggle with her mirth is enthralling. “Oooh, silly dumb dumb! Naughty naughty. Well, Miss Bova knows how silly slaves can be. That’s why Miss Bova is in charge of helping the naughtiest slaves get trained for lovely new owners. Isn’t that right?” she says, raising her voice sweetly. 
 
    “Mmmyesssss,” moan the captives around the room in a perfect chorus of submissive joy. 
 
    The utter debasement in those voices is chilling, but only heat radiates from your core. You swallow hard, eying the buxom succubus as she looks again at you, smiling coyly. 
 
    “And Miss Bova would be happy to let sweet subby find her owner again,” Miss Bova coos. “But pretty slaves need to show Miss Bova she’s a good sub first. Otherwise, Miss Bova might think she didn’t have an owner, and Miss Bova would hate to see such a pretty girl go to waste.” 
 
    “Sh-show you? How would I do that?” you ask. 
 
    “Silly slave!” Bova giggles again. “She just needs to show Miss Bova she knows how to be a good subby girl.” 
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    Refuse Bova’s Offer 
 
      
 
    “Are you insane?” you snap. “I’m not going to kiss your fat ass just to leave this place!” 
 
    “That was a choice. And Miss Bova’s favorite one,” the curvy succubus giggles. “But if you don’t want to be a good girl for Miss Bova, you can be a bad girl for Goram. Goram?” 
 
    Something moves in the deeper darkness. You turn your head sharply at the clink of chains and snap of straps. A massive iron maiden opens with a hiss, and from its depths steps one of the biggest creatures you’ve ever seen. 
 
    He’s positively massive, towering almost twice as tall as you. Leather straps crisscross his thick, muscled form in tight bindings, loosening, freeing the trunks of his arms and legs, but still holding him in their dark embrace. His skin is as grey as tombstone and his face covered in a leather hood styled like a bull. Glassy eyes stare out of the holes in it, and his breath huffs in short, hot gasps. 
 
    And his cock… sweet pit, his cock. 
 
    It juts from his groin, twitching with denied arousal. Thick and nearly as long as your forearm, it drools pre onto the floor, so swollen it’s nearly purple. How long the brute has been kept in that state you have no idea, but the sweat that gleams across his form attests to long denial. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” Givril breathes at the sight of the colossal gimp, the imp scuttling back and hiding behind a rack of torture implements. You share the sentiment, though your head and your curse mark have very different reactions. 
 
    “Goram has been a very naughty boy,” Miss Bova croons from behind you. “He tried to steal some slaves from the mistress, and we can’t have that. But he wouldn’t obey like a good boy, so Miss Bova got to break him. And he’s been so very pent up in his cage, poor thing. But if he’s a good boy and helps Miss Bova catch this naughty girl, then Miss Bova will give him a reward! And he likes rewards, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Hrrrrr!” Goram says, a sound halfway between a snarl and a whine as his cock throbs with anticipation of Bova’s promise. You turn to face the brute as he lumbers forward, his eyes fixing on you with bloodshot intensity. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    You look at the slab of muscle and power that is Goram. No way you’re taking this thing on with force or magic, and by the look of those eyes you don’t think he’s even capable of conscious thought at this point. He’s just too fucking horny! 
 
    You can certainly relate. But if Miss Bova has been keeping him obedient through rewards of pleasure, maybe there’s another way to tame this beast. 
 
    You smile at Goram, sauntering towards him with a swing to your hip. “Hey big boy,” you croon. “Feeling a little… pent up?” 
 
    Goram pauses, hesitating, unsure what you’re doing. This allows you to easily get close to him, reach out, and run a finger up along his twitching cock. 
 
    “Hrrrrrr…” the brute groans, hooded head tilting back, body twitching at your touch. 
 
    “Oh dear oh dear. Look at how hard you are! Poor thing is so needy. So thick and potent. But all pent up. We can’t have that, can we?” 
 
    Goram shakes his head, groaning again as you run your hand down along his cock, adding your other hand, lazily stroking his massive tool. Feeling the throbbing need radiating from his cock. Your mouth is dry, your curse mark pounding like a drum as you tease his cock with your gentle touch, stroking him until he’s bent forward, panting, every breath escaping his leather mask in hot, steamy gasps. His sweat gleams in the red glow of the braziers, his body quivering. 
 
    “Mmm. Like that? Do you want to cum, big boy? Do you want to spurt all that hot seed over the floor like a good, hot demon brute? Just pump and pump those big balls until they’re nice and empty?” 
 
    “Mmmm!” Goram moans, nodding eagerly. 
 
    “Then you gotta do something for me, big boy,” you say, tilting your head towards him, your smile coy with promises. “You just gotta put Miss Bova in those stocks over there.” 
 
    “What!” Miss Bova yelps, coming out of her lustful trance at your words. 
 
    “Go get her, big guy,” you say, removing your hands from his cock. 
 
    Goram growls, surging across the room. Miss Bova backpedals quickly, but before she can make it to the door Goram has grabbed the busty succubus. She squeaks in shock, struggling in his massive hands. 
 
    “No! Bad boy! Bad! Put Miss Bova down!” 
 
    “No,” you say, swinging open a set of waiting stocks. “Put Miss Bova in here!” 
 
    Goram obeys you, docile as a trained dog as he carries the struggling succubus to you. Miss Bova is flush and indignant, but she doesn’t seem as furious as you expected. If anything, she looks rather hot and bothered. How fun. When Goram presses her down into the stock, you slam them shut, locking the busty succubus into place, her wriggling availing her nothing other than sending her ponderous rear swaying and breasts bouncing. 
 
    “Well done Goram,” you say, sauntering back to the brute’s side, taking the hose of his cock in hand once more, making the horny demon groan in slavish pleasure. “You did so well. And for that, you deserve a reward…” 
 
    “Mhmmm!” Goram groans, nodding eagerly. 
 
    “Exactly,” you coo. “So why not have some fun with Miss Bova? I’m sure she’d just love to feel your well trained cock.” 
 
    “Hrrrmmm!” Goram says, nodding frantically. 
 
    You pat the brute’s cock, stepping back as Goram moves towards Miss Bova. The busty succubus gasps as the brute takes her ass in his hands, aligning his cock, and regardless of her indignation, you can see how excited Miss Bova is. Little surprise. A succubus may enjoy training slaves, but no succubus of Lust can resist an opportunity to take some cock. 
 
    “Goram! You naughty thing. If you do this, Miss Bova is going tooooooo!” Miss Bova wails as the brute suddenly thrusts forward, filling the indignant succubus with his meaty shaft. Her groan is almost inaudible over the smack of Goram’s hips against her plump bottom, his cock bottoming out in the clutching depths of the succubus as he fucks her energetically. 
 
    “Woah…” 
 
    You come back to the present at Givril’s stunned sound. You tear your eyes from the scene and beckon the imp. “Come on. We’ve lingered long enough.” 
 
    “Can we uh, linger a bit longer?” Givril says, watching the shapely succubus be taken by Goram. “I wanna see how this turns out.” 
 
    “Yes! Yessss! More! Moree! Give Miss Bova mooooore!” Miss Bova wails. 
 
    You share the imp’s sentiment, but already you can feel the insidious compulsion of your curse mark having its effect, tingling with desire to join in this sordid mating. You shake your head, grabbing Givril by the tail and dragging the yelping imp after you and out the door, releasing him only once you’ve slammed it shut behind you. You’re not out of this place yet. 
 
    And you’ve still got a ways to go. 
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    Suck Bova’s Breasts 
 
      
 
    The safest way to convince Bova you are an errant slave is to kiss her breasts. Succubi put a lot of stock in their tits, and Miss Bova has an entire financial district in hers. You can’t help but admire the heft of them. The sheer overwhelming size. You lick your lips, feeling your curse mark throb in anticipation. You can’t believe you’re about to do this. 
 
    Miss Bova can, though. Her smile widens as she sees the way you stare at her immense breasts. “Hmm? Does slave like Miss Bova’s breasts?” the succubus coos, crossing her arms under her chest and giving her tits a bounce. “Miss Bova can’t blame you. Miss Bova’s breasts are so wonderfully big and soft. Good slaves just can’t get enough of them.” 
 
    Your cheeks heat at her tone, humiliated, and further aroused. Just the thought of submitting to this fat succubi’s whims like an errant slave makes you tingle in anticipation. 
 
    “I ah…” 
 
    “It’s okay. Come,” the succubus says, spreading her arms in welcome, her bust bouncing teasingly with the motion. “Come to Miss Bova, and show her how much you adore her.” 
 
    You really wish it wasn’t so tantalizing. This would be much easier to do if you didn’t want to worship those boobs so much. You inch forward, watching as her breasts jiggle before you, impossibly perfect and plump. You lick your lips, lean in, and press a delicate kiss to her. 
 
    It’s not bad. In fact, she smells quite nice, and the taste tingles on your lips. 
 
    Then Miss Bova steps forward, and suddenly your face is pressed between her immense tits. 
 
    “Good girl,” the succubus coos, touching the back of your head, pushing you deeper between her immense tits. “Such a gooood girl for Miss Bova. Make sure you show her how much you love her big breasts. Hm?” 
 
    You shudder, moaning softly as heady pleasure throbs through you. Just the feeling of being buried in these hills of titflesh is unspeakably arousing. Your cheeks burn with humiliated pleasure as you kiss and delicately tongue her breasts, moving your head side to side, grabbing those plump orbs and pressing them tighter around your head. A-after all, you want her to think you’re a slave. And you always loved it when your slaves kissed your breasts. 
 
    “Miss Bovaaaaa,” you moan softly. “Such soft breasts…” 
 
    “Oh?” the busty succubus giggles. 
 
    “Yes,” you pant, laying it on thick. “So big and soft. So perfect. So wonderful. Miss Bova’s breasts are the best. Most wonderful. Need them. Can’t get enough of them. Oh… Oh, Miss Bova…” 
 
    Your words are only half feigned, if that. There’s just something so easy about kissing her immense tits. Something so enthralling about them. How big and soft and perfect they are. So easy to bury your face in them again. Nuzzling them. 
 
    In fact, they’re so good, it takes you a second to realize she’s pushing you down. You land on your ass with an oomph, never managing to escape those plush orbs as Miss Bova takes a seat on your lap, her large thighs pinning you beneath her, her breasts still pressed against your face. 
 
    Your head is starting to spin a little. Her perfume is so strong. Every breath is suffocated in it as you’re suffocated under her tits. But you can’t find the strength to escape them. It just feels… feels so right to be kissing them. 
 
    Adoring them. 
 
    Pleasuring them. 
 
    You can feel your curse mark thump with pleasure at what a good slave you’re being, but you can’t quite muster up any indignation. It just feels… feels sooooo good. 
 
    “Suck them, sweetling,” Miss Bova coos. “Suck Miss Bova’s big mommy nipples. Suck them like the good slave you are.” 
 
    She tilts her body, freeing your face from her bust. You gasp, but then a nipple is pushed to your mouth, and you obediently begin to suck, moaning as a sudden spurt of cream jets into your mouth. Your tongue sings as her milk floods it. You moan, lashes fluttering. Oh… Oh fucking pit. This… this isn’t good. Succubus… succubus milk is… is a notorious aphrodisiac. And you have a feeling Miss Bova’s is even more so than usual. 
 
    If only you could stop suckling! 
 
    And yet, you can’t. Her breasts are just so wonderful. So perfect. So needing to be adored and pleasured like the good slave you are. No. No! You’re not a slave. You’re just… just… ah… 
 
    Ooooh… 
 
    Mmmm… 
 
    You feel Miss Bova move back, and as she does, you press forward, trying to keep your lips on that wonderful teat. But she rises, moving to her feet, leaving you on the floor, looking up at her, milk dribbling from the corner of your lip. 
 
    “Goood slave,” Bova coos, towering over you, her face barely visible over the orbs of her tits, shining with your saliva. 
 
    “Th-thank you,” you say, your mouth feeling oddly numb, your head spinning. 
 
    She leans in again, her wobbling teats swaying before your enraptured eyes, her smile filling your world. “In fact, you’re such a good slave, it would be a shame to neglect your training. Miss Bova is the best, and you deserve it. So, how about it, pretty girl,” the plump succubus coos, a red collar suddenly in her hand, runes burning along its length. “Shall Miss Bova make you hers?” 
 
      
 
    Accept Miss Bova’s Collar 
 
    Refuse and Carry On

  

 
   
    Attack 
 
      
 
    Like hell you’re going to be this thing’s cock sleeve! No matter how big and… and virile that throbbing slab of fuckmeat is. 
 
    No. No! Focus. You can’t get distracted now. You conjure the Staff of Domination into your waiting hand with a crackle of shadow. Grasping the staff, you swing it for Goram’s head, unholy power filling the weapon with the strength to break boulders! 
 
    But not your arms. 
 
    Which is what Goram grabs. 
 
    You gasp as his huge hand envelops your wrists, lifting them over your head. Lifting you off the ground. You yelp, kicking at the air uselessly. 
 
    “H-hey! Hey! Release me! Release me at once you nnnn!” 
 
    His grip tightens a fraction more the staff drops from your suddenly numb fingers. You wince as it clatters to the floor, a feeling of helplessness washing through you as you dangle and kick uselessly at Goram. But wait! You’re not helpless. You still have your magic. You can just- 
 
    “There we are. Isn’t that soooo much easier?” Miss Bova coos, the soft cushions of her breasts suddenly pressed against your back. You gasp, arching in midair as her arms wrap around you, groping your full breasts. 
 
    You groan as helpless pleasure crackles through you, scattering your thoughts in a wave of submissive bliss radiating from your curse mark. “Nnnn!” you groan. “I… ah…” 
 
    “It’s okay. Miss Bova knows. Poor, needy sluts always fight at first. That’s how they know they want it. Need it. And that’s how they prove how much they… deserve it…” 
 
    Goram suddenly releases you. You gasp, dropping to the floor, your legs giving way and sending you to your knees. Something drips onto your hair. You raise your head and freeze. 
 
    Goram’s cock looms above you. Thick. Throbbing. Pulsing. The smell of it is overwhelming. A thick, musky scent of pure, male lust. Pre drools from the tip and onto your face, dripping down your cheek in lewd rivulets. 
 
    “Go on,” Miss Bova croons from behind you, her hands still grasping your breasts, massaging them tenderly. “Lick it.” 
 
    You tremble, trying to deny the need pulsing from your curse mark, its corruptive tendrils twisting through you, robbing you of strength. Of resistance. You can’t look away from that massive cock. That mighty shaft. Miss Bova’s brutish slave pants, huffing under his leather mask, his cock straining as if all of his power were gathered in it. 
 
    Your hands are suddenly moving. Rising. You realize this, but are powerless to stop them from cradling that massive cock. The heat is scorching. It twitches at your touch, the brute giving a long, low groan of lusty pleasure. You shiver in delight at the sound, your own breath coming in short, hot pants. Oh pit. Oh pit, what are you doing? You… you can’t… You mustn’t… 
 
    “Do it,” Miss Bova purrs against your ear. 
 
    You moan, whimpering in failing resistance. Your head tilts back, your tongue teasing out and running up along the underside of the demon’s cock. 
 
    Goram groans, his cock twitching, his need so great he shakes with the urgency to cum, and yet he can’t. Not without the permission of his mistress. You know this. Sense this discipline ingrained within him, more powerful than even his physical need to pump his thick seed all over the floor. 
 
    This want is almost infectious. The way his cock twitches against your tongue. The taste tingling in your mouth. Your nose inhaling the thick musk of him. Addicting. Compelling. Your tongue runs along his cock again, your own body quivering in sympathy to Goram’s urge to orgasm. 
 
    “He won’t cum. Not without permission,” the succubus behind you coos, her hands molding and shaping your breasts in almost hypnotic motions as you work your tongue along Goram’s cock. “Miss Bova is very good at training obedient slaves. Miss Bova is the best at it. And Miss Bova will show you how to be one too.” 
 
    No. Never. You’ll never do that. 
 
    The thought burns in your heart, but your tongue keeps running up and down his cock. Feeling the palpable need trembling through his powerful form. His pre drools down his shaft, onto your tongue. You can feel how badly he needs to cum. Every fiber of his powerful form trembles with the urgency of release, yet denied. His heavy balls churning with it. 
 
    You feel yourself suddenly being pulled back. You whine, trying to push forward, keep your tongue on his cock, but Miss Bova easily pulls you into her enormous breasts, trapping you against her. 
 
    “Now now,” the busty succubus giggles. “Poor Goram did such a good job catching you. It wouldn’t be fair if he just got to cum in your pretty mouth. Goram deserves much better. He deserves,” Miss Bova coos, her hands gliding down your stomach, reaching your pussy, stroking your folds, “a good… real… fuck…” 
 
    You gasp, your curse mark glowing hot. Your pussy twitching, trembling, soaked with desire. You look up at the towering brute of Goram, the leather straps across his form straining against his heaving muscles as he looms over you. 
 
    “Show him,” Miss Bova coos. 
 
    Your thighs tremble as you part them, spread your legs, revealing the tender slit of your pussy. You stare up at the demon as he looms over you, breath steaming from his mask as he looks at you, the pillar of his cock aching to plunder your form. 
 
    “Good girl,” Miss Bova says, her praise making you whimper with delight. “Goram? Time for your reward. Show Miss Bova’s new pet your skill.” 
 
    Like some invisible lock was released, Goram hurls himself against you. You cry out as his massive hands grab your hips, lift them. His cock thrusts forward, plunges into your pussy. Spreading you. Stretching you. 
 
    And you’re in heaven. 
 
    You realize suddenly you’re screaming, but not in pain. It feels too good to be pain. You’re screaming in ecstasy! 
 
    “Yesssssss!” you wail as Goram’s massive cock batters your inner walls, his every thrust pounding you into the soft cushion of Miss Bova’s immense breasts, your whole body trapped between unspeakable hardness and unbearable softness. “Yesssss! Pit! Ah! Ahn! Mnnnn! Fuck meee! Please! Fuck me haaaaard!” 
 
    “Do you want him to cum?” Miss Bova whispers in your ear. “Do you want him to pump and spurt and fill you with his wonderful seed?” 
 
    “Pleeeeeease!” you cry. 
 
    “Good girl,” Miss Bova coos, kissing your ear. “Alright, Goram. Cum for our new plaything.” 
 
    Goram howls, a sound of pleasure so intense it shakes the very walls as he stuffs you again with his massive cock. When he cums, it’s like someone turned on a firehose. Weeks of pent-up need gushes into your tight pussy. Were it not for Miss Bova behind you, you might have been forced off his cock by sheer pressure! 
 
    Instead, his cum gushes from your pussy, around his cock, spurting as the curse mark on your mons burns, branding you this monstrous slave’s breeding slut. Your mind goes white with your orgasm, and when it returns to sanity, there’s not a thought beyond serving this brute. This monster. This virile, powerful male. 
 
    And especially serving his lovely mistress. 
 
    “Good girl,” Miss Bova coos, stroking your stomach, swollen with the sheer amount of seed Goram has pumped into you. “Good girl for Miss Bova. You took so much. Miss Bova is so proud of you.” 
 
    You flush happily at her praise, whimpering softly as her lips kiss your ear while Goram lazily continues to plow you, every thrust sending more cum squelching out of your overstuffed pussy. But that’s okay. That’s fine. For Goram will always have more for you. 
 
    And you’ll be a good slave to Goram and mistress… 
 
      
 
    Slave Training 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
    You whirl to face Goram, recognizing the massive male as the greatest threat to you here, watching for him to make his move. 
 
    Which is unfortunate because it’s Bova who makes the first move. 
 
    You gasp as you feel the busty succubus suddenly behind you, her breasts pressing against your back, her arms looping around your front and taking great handfuls of your ample tits. You suck in a breath, arching in surprise as a throb of pleasure radiates from your curse mark. 
 
    “Ah ah!” Miss Bova chides. “Don’t look away. Or Goram might take advantage…” 
 
    You quickly turn back to the massive male, realizing she has a point. You dare not look away from Goram for long. Not while he’s standing there. There with all his heaving muscles. His thick, powerful form. His massive, throbbing cock. 
 
    “You like it?” Miss Bova coos from behind you, her hands still massaging your breasts, teasing them with expert care. 
 
    “N-no!” you gasp, realizing what she means. 
 
    “No need to lie. Miss Bova can see how you were staring at her pet,” the succubus says, her thumbs drawing tightening circles around your budding nipples, closing slowly in on the tender flesh, your breath hitching as her nails flick your nipples. “Admiring how big he is. How powerful. If you looked away, he’d be on you in a second! He’s so veeeeeery pent-up. So veeeeeery horny. Poor thing. Miss Bova has been keeping him nice and horny for so long. He wants to cum in you so badly.” 
 
    You can see that. The way Goram’s chest heaves, his cock drooling his pre. The smell of his shaft seems to fill the room. That thick, musky scent of male arousal. Your heart is pounding. Your mouth dry. Your pussy glistening. You can see the vein running up his cock pulse, your curse mark throbbing in time to it. 
 
    “Don’t you want it?” Miss Bova coos. 
 
    “I-I…” 
 
    “It’s okay. Miss Bova won’t tell. Silly girls love their secrets. Like how much they love big, thick cocks. How they love bending over for them. Being fucked by them. Pounded by them.” She leans in closer, her lips so close to your ear you can feel them move. “Bred by them…” 
 
    You shiver, a soft moan escaping you as you stare at the demon’s cock. Just the thought of how it would feel inside you makes your legs grow weak. Holy fuck, it would utterly rearrange your insides to take it. The thought both shocks and excites you. Your nostrils flare with every inhalation of his scent. Your head feels light. Airy. Why you should refuse that massive cock is harder and harder to remember. 
 
    “Do you want it?” Miss Bova coos, kissing your ear. 
 
    “I um… I ah…” 
 
    “Oh dear, is someone having a hard time thinking?” 
 
    You nod before you can catch yourself. “N-no!” you say. “I’m… I’m not!” 
 
    “Of course not,” Miss Bova coos, still massaging the plump orbs of your breasts, making you arch and whimper in shameful delight. “Not that Miss Bova would blame you. Poor, silly sluts always get so horny when shown big, throbbing cocks. Miss Bova would understand if you couldn’t think of anything other than it. Other than taking that big cock. Feeling it stuff you. Fuck you. Miss Bova understands…” 
 
    “R-right,” you gasp, blinking, trying to focus, but only able to look at Goram’s massive cock. 
 
    “Would you like to touch it?” 
 
    “Wh-wha…” 
 
    “It’s okay. Goram doesn’t mind. Here…” 
 
    You find yourself being pushed forward. It all happens so fast. One moment Miss Bova is massaging your tits, the next you’re pressed against Goram’s chest, his cock trapped between you and him, your pussy frotting against his steely shaft. 
 
    The heat of his cock seems to radiate through you. The feel of him against your curse mark is overwhelming. You whimper as his cock rubs against your pussy, coating it with your arousal. The scent of his body is so laden with his musky pheromones you can feel your body going into overdrive. The sheer sense of his pent up virility makes your vision swim like you were inhaling demonic hashish. 
 
    “He wants you,” Miss Bova coos, sandwiching you between the hardness of Goram’s chest and the softness of her own, trapping you between those perfect opposites of forms. “He wants you. He needs you. He needs you to cum. Oh, say yes, pretty slave. Say yes to his big cock. You’re a perfect fit. I’m sure of it. Let Goram cum in you…” 
 
    You whine as Goram’s huge hands envelop your hips, the strength in them sending thrills racing from your curse mark and to your core. You can feel the emptiness of your pussy acutely. Unbearably. You need to be filled. It’s more than a want. It’s a need. An imperative. You have to have that cock in you. There’s no choice. No recourse. Your hips rock, rubbing yourself against his massive cock. 
 
    “Take him,” hums Miss Bova. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “Let him fuck you. Let him pound you. Let his big cock claim that lovely pussy. Let him fuck you. Tame you.” Her teeth nibble at your earlobe. “Breed you…” 
 
    Those last words snap your tenuous self-control. “P-pleeeeeeease!” you cry, shamelessly humping his cock. “Oh p-pit! Please! Yes! Give it to me! Please! Give me his coooock!” 
 
    “You want him to cum in you?” Miss Bova says. 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Fuck you?” 
 
    “Yessss!” 
 
    “Breed you?” 
 
    “Pit yesssss!” 
 
    Miss Bova coos, “Oooh, well, if our silly slut needs it that bad… Goram?” 
 
    “Hrrr…” 
 
    “Give our new pet what she wants.” 
 
    You try and steady your heart as Goram tightens his grasp on your hips and lifts you, but it’s impossible. Excitement and fear and anticipation make you whine as you’re lifted against the demonic sub’s impressive form, feel the head of his cock press against your pussy. 
 
    And then, slowly, he lowers you onto his manhood. 
 
    Your eyes slowly open wider as inch after inch of cock presses into you. Stretching you. Taking you to your very limit. A whine of pleasured torment rises from deep in your throat. You bottom out, and as you feel the hilt of his massive cock press against your mons, you can’t hold on any longer. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck!” you moan as your helpless orgasm surges through you, tightening you even more around Goram’s cock, your pussy squeezing him with aching pleasure. 
 
    “And we’ve only just begun,” Miss Bova giggles. 
 
    Indeed, even as the aftershocks of orgasm linger, Goram begins to move you on the thick pillar of his cock. You slide up and down him, ecstasy radiating from your core as you take his immense shaft, feeling every inch claim you. Fuck you. Breed you. You can feel the tightness of the brute’s grip, testament to his restrained orgasm. Wanting so bad to cum in you, but unable without a command from his mistress, who in turn is pressing her immense breasts against your back. 
 
    “Yes. Take her,” Miss Bova whispers. “Take her, Goram! Take this slut for Miss Bova. Ooooh, she wants it so badly. But you won’t cum in her. Not until she begs Miss Bova. Silly slut needs to beg to get your cum.” 
 
    You groan, gasping, a vestige of the Princess of Pride rebelling against that condition. But no matter what you do you can’t force him over the edge! No matter how good your pussy is, Miss Bova’s command is absolute. You wriggle, squeeze, tightening inner muscles to try and force Goram past that block, all to no avail! But you need his cum. Have to have it! As vital as water. As air! You need his cum! Your curse mark is practically on fire! Your core thundering. Maddening. You need it! 
 
    “Cum!” you cry, desperate. Frantic. “Cum! Cum in me! Please! Miss Bova! Please! Let him cum! Need his cum! Oh pit! Pleeeeease!” 
 
    Miss Bova giggles. “Oooh, there it is! Miss Bova knew you could do it. Okay, Goram. Give the slut what she needs. Cum for her!” 
 
    No sooner has she said it than Goram slams you down on his cock. His head tilts back, a bellow rising from his mask, so loud it shakes the very stones. Or maybe it’s just you, for no sooner does he hilt in you then at last he cums. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    Ecstasy. Agony. You feel his thick seed swell his cock and deluge your pussy. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    So much. So intense. Your orgasm joins his, your mind going white. Your wailing scream of pleasure deafening. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    His seed drools down your thighs. Spurts from your pussy. There’s so much. You’re so full. Your tummy swells with the sheer volume you take in. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    The world fades away. You come to lying on the floor, aftershocks of pleasure arching through you, wonderful obedience aching from your core. Your curse mark sizzles as it brands your mons in servitude. Miss Bova hums, taking your chin, turning your unresisting head admiringly. 
 
    “Oh yes,” the succubus coos happily. “She’ll make a fine slave.” She leans in closer, kisses your unresisting lips. Parts, whispering, “Miss Bova will make sure of it…” 
 
      
 
    Slave Training 
 
    

  

 
   
    Magic 
 
      
 
    You’ve conquered bigger brutes than Goram, and magic is the way it’s done. You plant your feet, raising your hand, icy blue power gathering in your palm. 
 
    Only for Goram’s fist to enclose your hand, snuffing the magic out. 
 
    Your eyes travel up his arm and to the eyes peering from his mask. You give him a nervous smile. 
 
    Goram slowly lifts you by the arm, soon dangling you above the floor. You yelp as he suddenly releases you, dropping you on your rump. You land heavily, wincing in pain, but before you can get up, Goram has stepped forward. 
 
    And his cock is right in front of you. 
 
    Sitting on your ass, it juts out above your head like the prow of a ship, and as equal to plowing you as any wave. Pre still drips from the tip, the scent intoxicating the air. Your every breath takes in another lungful as it drips onto your slack, upturned face. You know what you should be doing. What the situation demands. That you must gather your magic again. Strike him down! Flee this place! 
 
    And yet, your body doesn’t obey. Or, rather, it does, but obeys another, far more overriding need. It pulses from your curse mark, coursing its way into your core. Throbbing with anticipation as you gaze at the twitching maleness above you. 
 
    “Turn over.” 
 
    The command comes from Miss Bova, but you obey like it came from your own mind. You roll over, finding yourself on your hands and knees, and suddenly wondering what you’re doing there. But before you can parse this, Miss Bova is before you, smiling down at you, and the paltry strip of silk she once wore before her is nowhere to be found, leaving her delicate purple cunny on full display. 
 
    The succubus laughs, her immense breasts jiggling. “Oh goodness! It seems the silly slavegirl forgot her place. But she’s learning it now, isn’t she? Well, don’t you worry, sweetie. Miss Bova knows how to teach slaves where they belong. And it’s under their mistress.” 
 
    Your cheeks flame. You open your mouth to retort, only for Miss Bova to grab you by the head and push your face against her muff. Your indignant cry is smothered by the succubi’s pussy, your lips kissing the folds of her cunt. You’re indignant! Appalled! 
 
    And can’t seem to pull away. 
 
    Your body shudders, as if in answer to some need until now unknown, but suddenly discovered. Your tongue slips from between your lips and glides up along her pussy. You moan, the taste of her cunt compelling. You suddenly remember that succubi of Lust are experts at enchantment. That so often, their very bodies are addictive, filled with sorcery that makes those poor souls who fall victim to their kiss and passions addicts to their lusts. You never had to worry about that before. You’re the Princess of Pride! You are always on top. 
 
    But now. 
 
    Now… 
 
    Now with the curse mark teasing its tendrils of arousal through your quivering body. Heat and lust surging through you. Now, as you kneel, moaning, tonguing out the pussy of a demoness, you realize the danger. 
 
    All of which was before Goram grabs your hips and starts sawing his cock against your dewy folds. 
 
    Your eyes fairly roll back as your pussy twitches, tightens, the heat of his cock radiating through your mons, your curse mark thudding in a staccato beat of arousal every time his shaft brushes it. Your body trembles with lust. With need. Resistance, pride, all of it dies when faced with the opportunity before you. There’s no need for verbal confirmation. You merely shift, your hips swaying as you widen your legs, push out your rump, offering yourself for the breeding. 
 
    “Mmm. Looks like she needs a taste, Goram. Give her one.” 
 
    Miss Bova’s command elicits a grunt from Goram, and he pulls his cock back, aligns it with your needy cunt. 
 
    And thrusts! 
 
    You rock forward into Miss Bova’s pussy, your eyes rolling as you feel Goram’s massive cock stuff you seemingly to the brim. Oh fuuuuuck! It’s soooo much cooooock! 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan into Miss Bova’s pussy as Goram plows you, every thrust a sharp, measured thing. You can feel the effort it takes for the bound demon not to fuck you like a jackhammer. But he wants to so badly. His fingers tighten on your hips, his cock claiming your pussy with hot, hungry thrusts. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Miss Bova moans above you, pressing your face into her muff. “Yessss! Give it to her, Goram. Mmmm! Give her your cock! Ah… mnnnn! Yes… Yes! Cum with Miss Bova! Cum together! Oh pits yessssss!” 
 
    Her command has all the weight of gospel. Goram’s grip tightens on you. His hips slam into you, and the masked brute lets out a heavy cry. You feel his body tighten with the pleasure so long denied him. His cock bulge with his load, pushing its way into you, and release! 
 
    When he cums, your world turns white. Your head empties. Your curse mark burns. Even as he pumps your pussy full of his thick seed, Miss Bova cries out, pushing her hips forward, soaking your face in her orgasmic high. 
 
    You never stood a chance. Trapped between them, you surrender with joy to your taking. Your breeding. The twitching, pumping, moaning orgasmic bliss of your defeat. As your mind returns from the heavens of orgasmic pleasure, it fills with love for your master, and for his mistress. Blissful ecstasy of surrender claims you as you slump beneath them, panting with pleasure, bred. Owned. 
 
    And loving every moment of it. 
 
    You feel Miss Bova hands on your throat, and moan as your new collar is snapped shut. “Mmm, good girl,” Miss Bova coos, her hands running up your throat, stroking your cheeks fondly as you gaze up at her in wanton submission, fairly drooling in slavish bliss as cum oozes from your pussy, dripping from you as Goram resumes his lazy thrusts. The sense of being so thoroughly owned by the pair fills you with a joy impossible to express properly. But you’re not worried. Miss Bova will teach you how. She’ll train you well. 
 
    And you can’t wait to start. 
 
      
 
    Slave Training 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    You take in Goram at a glance. Fortunately, it looks like he’s an actual demon, and not just a mindless creature like the slime you encountered in the sewers, so talking to him is a viable option. 
 
    “Goram?” you say tentatively. “Is this really what you want? Do you want to fight me?” 
 
    “Oh no,” Miss Bova giggles from behind you. “He doesn’t!” 
 
    “Right,” you say. 
 
    “He wants to bend you over and breed your sopping slut pussy.” 
 
    Your cheeks warm, your eyes magnetically drawn to the massive, pulsing cock jutting from Goram’s waist. You swallow hard. “Er, y-yeah. So um, that’s-“ 
 
    “And to fill his hands with your big, soft breasts,” Miss Bova adds. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “And fuck your lovely mouth as he ruts you like a hellhound.” 
 
    “Er…” 
 
    “And claim your delightful pussy in all manner of ways! Miss Bova has been instructing him very well on different methods to please all kinds. He’ll make some lucky mistress a delightful slave! And Miss Bova is so good at training. In fact, he could fuck you for days without stopping, and never cum once. Hours and hours of pleasure unending.” 
 
    “H-hours?” you say. 
 
    “Oh yes. Hours,” Miss Bova coos. 
 
    Her voice is suddenly closer, but you don’t turn around. You can’t look away from Goram. From imagining that massive form looming over you. That thick, powerful cock plunging into your tight pussy, claiming you with sharp, brutal thrusts. 
 
    “U-um, okay. But uh, so, not fighting. Fighting is um, not good,” you say, your tongue stumbling over the words as you stare at his manhood. 
 
    “Exaaaactly,” Miss Bova says, her breath ghosting against your neck, her breasts against your back. “It’s so veeeeery wrong. So bad and terrible. Especially when so much pleasure is offered instead.” 
 
    “Um, yeah. I mean, wait…” you say, your thought process continually derailed. You feel hot. Confused. The smell of Goram’s cock is overwhelming. The way his pre drools from the tip, his manhood throbbing with arousal for you. Oh pit, you’re so confused. What were you saying? 
 
    “You don’t want to fight, right?” 
 
    “R-right!” you gasp. “Don’t want to fight.” 
 
    “Then, what do you want to do?” 
 
    You open your mouth, but your argument seems hard to voice. More a feeling than an actual expression. And one that seems so paltry while you’re staring at Goram’s massive cock. “I… I…” 
 
    “You what?” Miss Bova coos as she touches your chin, turns your head. “What do you want?” 
 
    You stare into Miss Bova’s eyes, the words trembling on your lips. The succubus leans in, kisses you. You moan as sweet pleasure flows through you in a wave of submissive bliss. You tremble in conflicting desires. The want to escape. The need to submit. 
 
    You hear Goram draw nearer. Feel his hands move over you. Turn you around. You don’t resist. Trapped by lips that move against you, a tongue that plunders your mouth, wrestling with your own, the scent of musky arousal and sweet perfume filling your head with mindless need. Rough hands glide down your body, stroking your hips. You moan, your pelvis rocking, your breasts mashed against Miss Bova’s as you arch onto your tiptoes with sensitive pleasure. 
 
    You whimper as you feel Goram’s thumb stroke at your tight asshole, move down. Your thighs part instinctively. You can feel the tension of the brute’s touch. The power chained by his obedience to Miss Bova as his cock slides between your legs and rubs against your dripping folds. 
 
    “Gooood,” Goram growls. 
 
    You moan with despair, knowing what’s to come. Knowing you’re helpless to resist. Knowing you want it more than freedom. Than anything. Your ass pushes out, offering up your pussy, negotiations lost. Failed. Only this remaining. 
 
    Only the massive cock pressing against your tight cunny, and splitting you around his girth. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan as Goram’s cock fills you, his body pressing against you, sandwiching you against Miss Bova, pressing you between the succubi’s enormous tits. Your lips to hers in a high of slavish pleasure. Miss Bova hums, her arms moving around you, holding you tight against her. Good thing too, for when Goram begins to thrust that massive cock into your tight pussy, you doubt your legs would have the strength to hold you up. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmm! Mmmm!” you moan as Goram sets the pace, pounding his cock into your clutching cunny. He’s so big you can feel every pulsing vein of his shaft! Trapped between perfect softness and cruel strength, there’s nothing for you. You can only moan. 
 
    And pant. 
 
    And kiss. 
 
    And be utterly. 
 
    Totally. 
 
    Fucked. 
 
    You break the kiss, your pleasure at last too much to be silenced. Needing to be voiced. “Yessssss!” you wail in rippling bliss, your pussy milking his massive cock as he fucks you. “Oh g-gods yesssss! Fuck meee! Breed meeeeee!” 
 
    Miss Bova giggles with delight. “Aw, is that what Miss Bova’s new slave put wants?” 
 
    “Yes!” you gasp, your voice hitching as Goram hilts his cock in you again. “P-pits yessss! Please! Oh pit… ah… P-please! Mistress! N-need it! Need his cuuuuum!” 
 
    “Oh? Then, you’ll be Miss Bova’s slave if he does? Obey her? Be trained to be a good slave slut?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you wail, nearly crying with need to feel his hot seed in you. “P-pleeeease! Anything! Pit! Anything! Mistress! Pleeeeeease!” 
 
    “Now these are the negotiations Miss Bova likes,” the succubus giggles, giving your panting lips a peck. “Goram?” 
 
    “Hrrrr!” 
 
    “Cum!” 
 
    Goram throws back his hooded head, a roar of thundering force escaping the brute as he hilts up upon his cock, slamming upwards his immense shaft, claiming you in a sudden swelling of desire. You wail in pleasure as he cums, pumping so much cum into you it squirts out and rolls down your inner thighs. Pleasure surges up through you, led by the sizzling burn of your curse mark, the orgasmic bliss of your breeding wiping your mind, filling it with white hot pleasure, banishing all you knew and were, leaving you with nothing but a sense of perfect pleasure. Of mindless bliss. 
 
    Of eager. 
 
    Obedient. 
 
    Servitude. 
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    The Way Through the Dungeon 
 
      
 
    You venture onward through the dark dungeon. It’s tough going. A dozen times you’re forced to duck behind iron maidens and torture devices as succubi wander down the halls. Some are lithe, slender, with barbed whips sheathed at their sides. Others are huge, potent, and look like they could break a Wrath Demon over their knee. Often, they’re accompanied by gilded slaves, bodies sparkling with jewels and skin inlaid with gold filigree. 
 
    But soon, you know you near the end. The pulsing of your curse mark tells you so. The chamber widens and as you press your back against a pillar, you sneak a glance beyond. 
 
    A tall, angular room lies ahead. Lesser succubi titter and flutter about. Buxom, lovely, their wings swishing through the haze of scents as they attend the marble figures on display. Men, women, all etched of pure white stone. But these are no carvings. Soft, subtle motions betray that there are souls trapped in those stone prisons, their eyes dim, lost, their mouths parted in gasping moans as the attendant seductresses tease and massage them, enticing them towards greater pleasures and deeper submissions. Helpless stone cocks are stroked until they leak their cum onto the floor. Pussies are teased with feathers, strops or sinfully skilled tongues. To make a man fear the whip was one thing, to make him yearn to obey it was quite another. And these fluttering beauties are masters of this art. 
 
    You’ve heard of this place. Of course you have. These are the personal dungeons of Lustria, Queen of the Succubi. Here is her finest collection. Souls claimed from across the realms. Her enemies, her lovers, her favorite victims. Men and women who cannot be broken with pain or punishment, instead taken to be corrupted, filled with pleasure until they cannot bear it anymore. Here is where priestesses of gods and goddesses of love learn a new faith. Where knights pure of purpose and virtue are shown the wonders of sin. All of them petrified into marble, displayed like her conquests, lining to corridor to her personal chambers. 
 
    It was the reason Lustria joined your father’s campaign, venturing into the mortal realm to find the chastest, most prim and pure souls, all to drag them here and utterly defile them. And looks like she made off with quite a haul before your father died. 
 
    And here too is where Lustria’s many, many daughters train their art under their mother’s tutelage. Here they compete to impress her and be granted realms of their own. Torturing her prizes with endless pleasures. 
 
    Here it is. 
 
    And you’ve got to cross it. 
 
    “Shit,” you mutter. 
 
    “Hooo,” Givril breathes. “Poor bastards. How we gonna get through this?” 
 
    You slowly look down at the imp. Givril glances up at you. Pales. “Um…” 
 
    “Givril,” you say sweetly. “You’re my loyal servant, right?” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “Right?” you say again, giving your ring a stroke. 
 
    The imp whimpers as the band around his cock suddenly tightens. “Y-yes, mistress! Of course, mistress!” 
 
    “Good. Then, I think it’s time you serve your mistress by cooking up a distraction for me.” 
 
    “H-huh?” 
 
    “As in now, Givril,” you growl. 
 
    The imp cowers under your eye. “Er, yeah! Distraction. I can uh… I can do that. Totally!” 
 
    “Good,” you say. “Then get going.” 
 
    Givril doesn’t look thrilled, but you don’t really care. Given the option, you’d have preferred leaving him frozen in ice, but you’ve not gotten to the threshold of ruling all hell without using every tool you have, and Givril is the biggest tool you know. 
 
    Reluctantly, the imp darts out of cover. He scurries like a rat around the implements of sadistic pleasure, making his way down into an adjoining chamber before vanishing within. 
 
    For a moment, nothing happens. 
 
    Then, something crashes with such piercing volume it makes every succubus whip their heads around in alarm. The demonesses share a glance, then abandon their moaning charges and flutter off towards the sound. 
 
    The moment the succubi are gone you duck out from cover. You have to hand it to him, if there’s one thing Givril knows, it’s how to cause a scene. 
 
    You hurry across the room, the subtle pull of your curse mark becoming an incessant throb, drawing you through the forest of statues and towards the climbing stairs. You take them two at a time. Ahead the doorway glows with golden light. The coolness of the deep dungeons fades away, and warm air suffuses everything. Marble figures line the staircase, their eyes following you as you near the end. You tense with anticipation as you reach the top, hesitating at the final step. 
 
    “Please,” a throaty voice says from beyond the doorway, reverberating with a power that vibrates through you. “Come in.” 
 
    You hesitate. But the invitation is made, and she clearly knows you’re here. Gathering your courage, you take the final few steps, and enter the throne room of Lust. 
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    Slave Training 
 
      
 
    It hurt when Miss Bova laced the gold filigree into your flesh, but now, you can’t imagine a life without it. 
 
    It glitters across your skin like you were wrapped in golden ivy, swirling around your breasts, down your hips and thighs. The patterns even obscure your curse mark, if anyone was looking. But no one pays it much heed. The gold is far more enticing. You are far more lovely. 
 
    Your body a prize worth killing for. 
 
    You’ve changed hands many times since Miss Bova finished training you. Though it pained you to part from Goram, you knew that your time with him was at an end. That your destiny lay beyond, with other masters. Many masters. A slave of Lustria’s high temple, trained by Miss Bova herself, is too valuable to lose to just because a demon lord dies. You are a prize to be claimed, more valuable than the vaults of Greed demons, more tempting than any secret of Envy, more intoxicating than any wine of Gluttony. Your skin shimmers as you dance for hideous lords and masters. Your voice sings in pleasure as your pussy and womb are claimed by horrors and demons alike. 
 
    It is your purpose to be owned. 
 
    Taken. 
 
    Conquered. 
 
    A dozen castles laid low has seen you ridden out on wagons of prizes. You have walked down halls of glittering splendour and deepest darkness. Your masters have been many, their pleasures perverse. But none can compare to what you were trained for. 
 
    At times, as you lie against your latest conqueror, stroking the bloated flesh of a toad-like Greed demon, or bent beneath the tauric lusts of a Wrath raider, you recall the pleasures you knew at Miss Bova’s hands. Recalling the way that plump succubus would abuse and adore you in equal measure. Break you. Build you up. The feel of her lashes more delightful than anything you’ve ever known. 
 
    You remember her instructions of the queening, her weight pressing down on you as you ran your tongue along her pussy and ass until you could make her cum within moments. You recall being stretched around Goram’s cock, denied your orgasm until the brute came first. 
 
    Hell moves around you. Another Overlord comes to rule. His armies march forth into the mortal realm and you are carried with them. In the ruined halls of kings you kneel, pleasuring your master’s cock while royal heirs are given to commanders, taken in hedonistic triumphs of rapine and pillaging. By the glow of candles you entice innocent princesses with teasing words and fluttering touches into corruption. 
 
    You are the perfect slave. 
 
    The masterful toy. 
 
    A creature of such beholden beauty you will never die. You will serve many masters with the same slavish obedience. None will question your loyalty. None will doubt your skill at pleasure and entertainment. 
 
    But nights will still find you dreaming of Miss Bova. Of the dungeons. Of the curvaceous succubus and her hulking Goram. You will shiver with the faint memories of whips and pleasured whispers. Of featherlight touches. Of breasts so soft and consuming you would fall asleep between them, stuffed with the cum of your lovers while Miss Bova praised you for being such a good slut. 
 
    You will dream of your one true mistress as you serve your masters. 
 
    For you are a slave of Lust. Trained. Broken. Renewed. Your skin inlaid with gold and soul blackened with sin and submission. 
 
    But as you ride the cock of your new master, moaning as he plunders you with brutal thrusts, the woman who would be the Overlord will dream, and yearn for the kiss of Miss Bova’s whip once more. 
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    Lair of Lust 
 
      
 
    You step slowly forward and beyond the threshold, every nerve tingling with wariness. 
 
    The room is pink. Not just pink, blindingly pink. Almost fleshy in its garishness. Pillars flow up from the floor and to the ceiling like melting candles. Silk banners whisper and flutter, so sheer they’re transparent as fog. Empty balconies look down, molding from the walls. The scent of pleasure fills the room with warm desire that makes your curse mark positively throb with need. 
 
    The floor stretches onward, a carpet flanked with braziers that burn with pink and green flames, filling the air with a strange scent of spices and sultry suggestions, the smoke twining like bodies locked in passionate embraces. Phantoms of things done in the name of love and physical delights. 
 
    At the end of this sits a throne, raised on a dais of gold and borne on the bent backs of masked mortal slaves, their trembling effort to support their burden disturbing. But they are not the most maddening victims in this hall of eroticism. That role is claimed by the throne itself, which is made of people, their bodies contorted into the frame, slowly undulating with their heavy breathing, their bodies interlocked like a puzzle of flesh, their faces rapt with adoring pleasure. 
 
    And on the throne sits Lustria, the Mistress of Lust. You’ve seen her before. Many times, in fact. You’ve respected her, for her hedonistic pleasures have always been to your taste, but things have changed now, and the Queen of the Lash fills you with foreboding. She’s as lovely and disturbing as you remember, her body nearly naked, though her flesh seems to swirl with lazy pinks and reds, a dizzying display that lets her body shape itself at will. Her head is tilted back imperiously, looking down at you. She’s unspeakably lovely. Huge, bat-like wings grow from her, their interior shimmering with different hues. Horns curl from her brow, cupping a gaudy crown of gold and jewels. Her fingers end in talons that can bring unspeakable pain or endless pleasure. Her tail coils like a whip, the tip ending in a stinger. 
 
    Draped against her are a number of men and women of every kind and shape. Lovely, hideous. Some lack limbs. Some are masked. Others naked. A circus of hedonism, their one uniform feature being faces slack with slavish pleasure, their eyes empty, will and minds sucked out, leaving them nothing more than puppets of pleasure. Their flesh engraved with gold filigree, collared with the same, they cling to the throne and form of their mistress, trembling with pleasure as they touch and stroke her. 
 
    It’s a scene to make a nun lose her faith and gain a libido, and you’re far from that chaste. Just looking at the queen of succubi sends a throb of liquid lust pulsing through your veins, gathering in the hollow space beneath your stomach and coiling with insidious desire. You try and steel your features, though every breath brings in the fumes of sex and desire that fill the air. 
 
    “Lillian,” Lustria coos, her skin rippling with a silvery glow. “How good to see you. We’ve been wondering when you’d come.” 
 
    “Yeah, I bet,” you growl. “Trapping me in the undercroft of your palace will do that.” 
 
    Lustria sighs, her tail curling up, resting against her cheek. “Yes, terribly sorry about that. I’d ordered you brought to my personal chambers so I might properly… initiate you. But my order seems to have been mistaken. Honestly, sometimes, I wonder what my daughter thinks.” 
 
    “Your daughter?” you say. 
 
    From behind the throne a figure emerges. You gape at the sight of Loria, the prim succubus standing beside the queen of pleasure like a pillar of blue ice, rigid and prim in her officious robe. 
 
    “Loria!” you snarl, hands tightening to fists at your side as everything fits together. “So, it was you. You drugged me. Brought me here…” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” Loria says, pushing her glasses back up her nose. “I’m afraid so.” 
 
    “But… why?” 
 
    “Because I told her to,” Lustria says, rising sinuously, the whimpers from her throne despairing at the loss. 
 
    “You?” you say incredulously. 
 
    “Of course!” Lustria giggles, the sound echoing weirdly, as if her voice were accompanied by a dozen others. She descends the stairs, every step a picture of sensual eroticism, her body shifting, her legs elongating and shrinking like some maddening dream. “I could hardly turn the Princess of Pride into my obedient plaything while she ruled from her Citadel, could I? Those halls are so cold. And quite well guarded. I hate that place ever so much.” 
 
    “Your plaything?” you growl. 
 
    “Well, not at first,” Lustria says. “I honestly didn’t expect you to actually pull this off and become the Overlord. That was a shock. But a welcome one! It would be so difficult to conquer hell myself. But you? You’ve managed it splendidly! What a delightful turn. Don’t you agree?” she says, glancing back at Loria. 
 
    The blue succubus says nothing, her face unreadable. Lustria clicks her tongue. “So cagey.” 
 
    “That was your plan?” you demand of the succubus queen. 
 
    Lustria doesn’t turn her head. Instead, her feature sink into her skin and emerge facing you again. Her smile widens. “Mmm. Indeed. I ordered Loria to assist you in your little quest once I knew about the condition of your curse. If you succeeded, I would gain all of hell. And the Princess of Pride as my personal slave. What a delight!” she giggles, clapping her hands. 
 
    You’re so angry, you momentarily forget how horny you are. “Bitch!” you snarl, nails digging crescent moons into your palms, your whole body quivering in rage. “I didn’t come this far for you to steal everything!” 
 
    “Oh don’t worry,” Lustria says easily, her barbed tail flicking dismissively as she stops before you, her skin shifting, swirling with reds and blacks. “You’ll truly enjoy it. And so will I. I’ve been looking forward to this since Loria told me about your little… problem. Ah,” she adds, admiring the curse mark written upon your mons. “And there it is. What a wicked little thing your father came up with. Truly worthy of his final curse. And convenient for me!” 
 
    “What are you on about?” you demand hotly. 
 
    “Simple, my dear,” Lustria coos, her form shifting, growing, her eyes flashing and lips curling with lust and malice. Her hand comes to rest on her groin, and before your eyes she strokes the flesh above her cunt, drawing out a huge, ridged, demonic phallus that sends shockwaves of desire radiating from your core. “I will be breeding you now. And then, I will put you back on the throne as the Overlord. My puppet. My slave. And from you, I shall rule all of hell! And what a delight it shall be to see all the other lords bow to you, ignorantly thinking you lead them. But you and I will know the truth. That you are nothing but my eager slave. My obedient, mindless marionette.” 
 
    Your eyes are drawn to the slaves left behind on the throne, slumped like puppets with strings cut, lifeless without the command of their mistress to instill in them purpose. A shudder of horror and unspeakable desire trembles through you. 
 
    “So,” you say, trying to keep your voice steady. “I suppose that means you won’t be submitting to my rule?” 
 
    “Quite the opposite,” Lustria says, stroking her cock, the phallus already twitching with anticipation of claiming you. “You will be submitting to my cock!” 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    “You want some?” you growl, the Staff of Domination spiralling into your hand. “Bring it!” 
 
    “Well, if you insist,” Lustria says, her skin shimmering with violets and reds. 
 
    You squint, blinking, your vision swimming a little as you try and focus on the succubus queen. The way the colours shift across her form is acutely distracting, and the scent wafting from the braziers and Lustria’s own torrid perfume are making you feel light headed. 
 
    “What’s the matter, oh Overlord? Having a little trouble… focusing?” 
 
    “Wh-what?” you say, blinking. “N-no. Of course not!” 
 
    “It’s not too hard to look at me?” she coos. 
 
    “N-no!” you say. 
 
    “Mmm. Really?” Lustria purrs. “Because it can be so hard to watch me. Resist me. Resist my lovely hues. And if you love focus for even a moment, I could strike!” 
 
    Y-yes. That makes sense. She’d do that. So you have to keep watching her. Watching her closely. Watching as the patterns of her skin shift and morph. Spiral and spin. 
 
    Spin. 
 
    Spin. 
 
    Spin around her breasts. Radiating outward. Rippling like waves of colours across her lovely form. 
 
    “Are you paying attention still?” Lustria hums, her hands moving across her body, their spirals intermingling. Confusing. “Are you still watching?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you breathe, your head whirling like the patterns. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Uh huh…” 
 
    “Mmm. I don’t know. But I know how we can be sure.” 
 
    “You do?” you say, voice slow and heavy. 
 
    “Oh yes. How about this. You prove that you can sate my deepest desires, and I’ll believe you. That would take a great deal of focus, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    An alarm bell is ringing in your head, but you can’t seem to focus on it when confronted with Lustria’s beauty, contrasting so perfectly with the throbbing virility of her demonic dick. The hues of her skin radiating from the tip of her shaft like the spirals of a barber’s pole. “Um… that um, sounds fair…” 
 
    “Good girl,” Lustria says, smiling, her lips stretching a bit further than natural on her lovely face. “Then, on your knees. Show me proof of that focus.” 
 
    You nod slowly, your thoughts sloshing like melted chocolate. This is fine. Perfectly alright. Those colours on her skin are so pretty to look at… 
 
    “Knees, darling.” 
 
    Your legs fold under you abruptly. You blink, suddenly finding yourself on the floor, legs bent under you submissively. Did you do that? 
 
    Lustria steps forward, and suddenly her cock is right in front of your face, the tip curling up, your eyes crossing in order to take in the bulbous prick. 
 
    “Open wide.” 
 
    Your mouth opens at once. Before you can reconsider, Lustria has grasped the back of your head, and pushed her cock into your mouth. 
 
    You take it like a pro. Inch after inch of girthy cock fills your mouth until your eyes are rolling back in glorious pleasure. You gurgle, swallowing the fullness of Lustria’s cock, the succubus moaning softly. 
 
    “Oh yesssss. I always dreamed what that mouth can do. How wonderful to be proven right…” 
 
    You blush hard at her praise. Something about her words makes you work extra hard, hollowing your cheeks, bobbing atop her thick cock, your lashes fluttering as the thick taste of her cock sits wonderfully on your tongue. Soft whimpers escape you as you suck, moaning softly, feeling your curse mark throb in sympathy of pleasure. Your pussy aching with emptiness. With need. Your hand sliding between your thighs and beginning to stroke those sensitive folds. 
 
    “Mmm, there we are. Get into it. Get into sucking my cock. Adoring my dick. Such things it can do for you. To you.” 
 
    You vaguely wonder what that means, but not for long. Not while her hips lazily buck, plowing her cock into your hungry mouth. Fucking you with growing urgency. Claiming you like the cum dump you are. Your breath comes short and hot from your nose, teasing against the shaved flesh of her root, the swirling colours rippling away like waves. Enthralling you. Fascinating you. Your fingers moving faster. 
 
    Faster. 
 
    Faster! 
 
    “Oooooh yessssss!” Lustria moans, her fist tightening in your hair, her cock thrust, plunging into your throat. You gag on her shaft, but when she cums, there’s nothing for it but to swallow. 
 
    Her cum gushes into your mouth, and you drink it down, throat working obediently, your eyes rolling back. The fumes of her cock, the taste of her cum, stuff your head full. You feel like the world is spinning as you keep sucking, her cum forming a warm, pleasant lump in the depths of your stomach. 
 
    Lustria sighs, pulling back, unsheathing her cock from your mouth. You gasp, drooling, saliva and her seed mingling as it drips from your mouth and onto your plump breasts. 
 
    “Now, time to claim your womb, slave,” Lustria purrs. 
 
    “O-okay,” you gasp vaguely. 
 
    Lustria giggles, her tail flicking your forehead. The impact tips you, sending you onto your back. The succubus queen steps over you, her skin swirling with red and pink, radiating from her cock like indicators. Swirling up it like a candy cane. She grabs your hips, and you’re so lust addled you can only spread your legs as she kneels before you, pushes her ridged cock against your pussy, and slides inside. 
 
    The sensation shoots through you like an electric shock. You arch, wailing in pleasure as you take the thickness of her cock, the ridged surface sliding into you, as wonderful as you’d hoped. 
 
    “You’ve seen nothing yet,” Lustria purrs. 
 
    It’s true. You feel her cock shift within you. Change. Tendrils ripple from it, stroking you like hundreds of tiny hands, your inner walls fluttering at such strange sensations. Such overwhelming pleasure, 
 
    “O-oh f-fuuuuck!” you moan. 
 
    “Is it good?” she purrs. 
 
    “Soooo goooood,” you cry, trembling in an absolute peak of pleasure, your pussy clutching at the impossible cock plunging your cunt. 
 
    “It’ll become so much better,” Lustria sighs as she thrusts into you, every beat of her hips sending you to new heights of wailing pleasure. “Mmm. Soooo much better…” 
 
    You can’t answer her. Your orgasm is already pulsing in your core, reaching out through you. Your panting, gasping, whimpering is coming to a head. You have to… have to… 
 
    “Y-yessssss!” you cry out as you cum, your orgasm claiming you like a hot wave, sinking you deeper into the warmth of mindless ecstasy. 
 
    And still the succubus queen isn’t done with you. 
 
    Her hips keep rocking. Her cock shifting its shapes every time you think you’re finally getting used to the pleasure. It’s all too much. Another orgasm burns through your veins like fuses, lighting off fireworks in your body. Another. Another. Pleasure rolls together, consuming you in the heat of lovely, breedable ecstasy. 
 
    “Are you ready?” Lustria asks impishly as she plows you. “Is my eager new slave ready for her mistress’s seed?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Yessssss!” you moan. 
 
    “Then… hah… take iiiiiit!” 
 
    You can feel her cock swell. Thicken within you. The sudden pulse of her corruptive seed. Pleasure unlike anything before claims you as she cums. As her hot seed pumps into you. As your curse mark flares, burning into you, wiping away the old you, replacing it with the obedient cocksleeve of the succubus queen. 
 
    Lustria sighs in satisfaction, slowing her thrusts, looking down to admire your rapturous expression.  
 
    “Mmm. Did you enjoy that?” 
 
    “Y… yes, mistress,” you gasp. 
 
    “Good girl,” Lustria purrs, her skin flowing with hues like she’d been dipped in paint as she lazily resumes thrusting, her cocks swirling in your clutching cunny. “Because this is only the beginning.” 
 
    You groan in delight as she resumes her work, praying that she’s telling the truth. Knowing she is. 
 
    And that you’ll love every moment of it. 
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    You look at Lustria, then past her at Loria standing at the top of the throne, her blue face as cold and unreadable as ever. 
 
    “Was it all a lie?” you ask Loria. 
 
    The blue succubus says nothing. 
 
    “All the help?” you say. “All the pleasure? All those nights with me? Serving me? Adoring me? That shrine you made in your room? The dildo you gave me? Was it all for this?” 
 
    “Of course it was,” Lustria giggles, her skin shifting with hues. “I ordered her to.” 
 
    “Yes. After you found out about the curse. What about before?” 
 
    Lustria’s smile remains wide, but grows sharper. “Hm?” 
 
    You point at her. “You never commanded her to serve me. She came to me on her own. I remember that day. When everyone else had fled, she was still there. It was only after they were gone that Loria examined my curse and discovered the way to reverse it. She was with me before your orders. Loria may be your daughter, but I am her mistress! I am her Overlord!” 
 
    Lustria laughs cruelly. “How amusing,” she says, taking a step forward, her fingers elongating into claws, her cock throbbing with lust. “You think she loves you? She was only with you because I commanded it! Like why she brought you to me.” 
 
    “Did she?” you observe. “I seem to recall waking up in the undercroft. Why wasn’t I brought straight to you? Why was I left down there? Why was Givril there too? The one creature I know who would serve me? Who put him there? Who unlocked my shackles? She may have obeyed you, but she wanted me to survive. Loria?” you say, glancing at the blue succubus, who is slowly walking down the steps. “You are my servant. My maid! And I am your Overlord!” 
 
    Lustria’s face twists, drawing back against bone. A visage of horror so beautiful it would stop a man’s heart. “Idiot! Loria is mine! I sired her. I bore her. I created her. She is mine.” 
 
    “You sure about that?” you say. 
 
    Lustria sneers, then jolts, gasps. She slowly looks down, staring in wonderment at the sword growing out of her chest. The flesh around the wound peels back with a sucking sound, revealing a crimson gem clutched by tendrils of her flesh, pierced through by the blade. Lustria’s mouth opens, gaping like a fish, and she turns her head. 
 
    Loria meets her mother’s stunned look with one of dutiful indifference. Tightening her grasp on the hilt of the sword, she unsheathes the blade from the chest of the succubus queen, drawing it out with a lazy flourish, blood splattering across the carpeting. 
 
    “T-traitor,” Lustria gasps. 
 
    “Wrong,” you say, conjuring the Staff of Domination into your hand, striding forward towards Lustria. “She’s always been loyal. But to me!” 
 
    You swing the staff, smashing it into Lustria’s ever-shifting form, striking the damaged core of the succubus queen. There’s no time to for her to evade, and Lustria takes the hit full on, sending her hurtling through the air to smash back into the steps of her throne. Her body shudders, a wail rising from her. The colours drain from her skin, turning her a brilliant white. Her scream rises, as does the glow of her skin, brilliant as the sun. You cover your eyes with an arm, turning away as the glow blazes through the throne room. 
 
    And fades. 
 
    You lower you arm, blinking. 
 
    The floor is empty. Where the queen of lust once lay, only a melted crater remains. In this sits the curling golden crown that once adorned Lustria’s brow, the jewels gleaming gently. 
 
    “Lust demons,” you scoff. “Always so fucking dramatic.” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    You look aside to find Loria dropping to her knees, bowing her horned head to the carpet. 
 
    “Forgive me, mistress,” Loria says. “My mother commanded me to bring you, and I could not disobey her. I had hoped you might overcome her schemes, but when the moment came, I… I admit I didn’t know if you could. I was afraid, mistress.” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say. “I figured as much.” 
 
    Loria lifts her head, for once looking surprised. “You knew?” 
 
    “What? No. Of course not.” 
 
    “Then… How did you know I would turn on her?” 
 
    “Simple,” you say, squatting before Loria, touching her chin, tilting her head back so she was looking at you. You smile cruelly. “Because you’re my bitch, Loria. My eager, submissive slave. I own your ass,” you hiss, squeezing her cheeks, “you just needed to be reminded of it.” 
 
    Loria shudders, her cheeks warming to a pretty purple at your commanding tone. She licks her lips, nodding. “Y-yes,” she gasps. “Yes, mistress. I am yours. Always. Forever. Your bitch. Your slave. I need you, mistress. Need to adore you. Serve you.” 
 
    You smirk. “Good girl,” you purr, patting her cheek. “But,” you add with a wince, looking back at the crater. “Now I have the problem of lacking a sixth demon lord to declare me Overlord.” 
 
    “Not quite, mistress.” 
 
    You look at Loria with surprise. “No?” 
 
    “No, mistress,” she says, rising to her feet, nudging her glasses back up her nose. “You only need the loyalty of the Mistress of Lust. And whoever wears that crown shall be that. Just as my mother stole the crown from her mother. And so shall I.” 
 
    You raise a brow at her. “Loria,” you purr. “You really do think of everything.” 
 
    “I live to serve, mistress,” she says. 
 
    “I think we’ve proved that quite thoroughly,” you say, nodding at the crown. “Then put it on, slave. And crown me your true mistress!” 
 
    “You truly are the Princess of Pride,” Loria says. 
 
    “The fuck I am!” you snap making her jump. “I’m your Overlord! And it’s time to make that official!” 
 
    Loria bows again and picks up the crown. You can’t quite suppress a shiver of anticipation as the blue succubus lifts it to her brow, and delicately perches it on her head. 
 
    Loria stiffens. 
 
    Gasps. 
 
    You take a step back as your maid begins to glow. A violet light that seemed to fill her from the crown. Loria’s mouth parts, a moan escaping the seductive succubus. Her skin shimmers as if paint leaked across the canvas of her body, flowing from the crown she wears. Her lashes flutter as wings burst from her back, stretching out their membranes. As her horns curl like those of a ram. As her lips soften. Her breasts largen. Her figure becomes even more beautiful than before. 
 
    Loria exhales, and her breath seems to carry a perfume that throbs deep within your core. Her eyes close, open, and she smiles. 
 
    “Mistress,” Loria says, going down to her knee before you, crossing an arm across her chest and raising her hand, touching the marks emblazoned on your mons. “I am yours. Your servant. Your slave. I swear myself and all the realm of Lust to you. I have watched you struggle and fight from nothing to what you are. I have served you, for I adore you. Worship you. 
 
    “And it would be my pleasure,” she says, her finger touching the final glowing sign of your curse mark, “to name you Overlord.” 
 
    The sign burns, changes, spinning away. 
 
    And you suddenly feel very, very gooood. 
 
    Like a wellspring has been opened within you, you feel a flood of power. You gasp, arching as the sigils of your curse mark burn away. As energy fills you in a sudden swell of pure pleasure. The air whirls around you. Lightning crackles off you. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuuck!” you moan, head tilting back, jaw falling open as shocks of power throb from your core. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says, rising, looking in wonder at you. 
 
    You ignore your servant, your whole focus on yourself. On the sensations pouring through you. Like wires of energy suddenly flow with juice. Snapping and crackling through your form. Your mouth parts, gasps, body jolts as the curse mark sinks under your skin, emblazoning you with its new mark. 
 
    You can feel it. Power from every realm feeding into you. Surging through you. Lust, Greed, Gluttony, Wrath, Sloth, Envy and Pride. A thread binding every ring of hell through you. So this was your father’s secret! This was how he grew so powerful. He’d tapped into the realms of hell itself! 
 
    Your smile widens, your eyes sparking. You laugh. Laugh with delight. With joy. With power! You sweep your arm, and magic whips from you, shattering a pillar to dust. The floor cracks with the weight of your might. No longer the mere Princess of Pride. You are the Overlord of all Hell! The power that was your father’s is yours! His realms, conquered beneath your heel! 
 
    “Oh fuck yesssss!” you moan. 
 
    “Mistress? Are you okay?” 
 
    “Ohhhh Loria! I’m better than fucking ever!” you gasp, grabbing her, tugging her into your arms. You kiss the startled succubus, and she utterly melts beneath your lips, her lashes fluttering, her eyes growing lidded with submissive pleasure. 
 
    Dominance thumps through you like a drum. You kiss her harder, bend the taller woman under you, making her moan and submit to your touch and rule. It feels so good to be bad! 
 
    You release her with a gasp, Loria swaying with the force of your kiss. She touches her buzzing lips with awe. 
 
    “Mistress,” she breathes. “What-“ 
 
    “Loria?” you say, your words cutting through her questions. “Prepare a portal. We’re going home. It’s time the Citadel had an Overlord once more.” 
 
      
 
    The Overlord 
 
    

  

 
   
    Seduce 
 
      
 
    You take a step back, trying to think of how to win her over. Lustria is a demon lord. And not just any demon lord, but the Queen of Lust. And she looks it. Her body is made to be admired. To tempt. Every inch of her skin roiling and swirling with the strange hues. Shifting subtly so she’s never quite the same. But always lovely. 
 
    Appealing. 
 
    Desired. 
 
    You feel a flush climb your cheeks and swallow a suddenly dry throat. 
 
    “Like something you see?” Lustria coos. 
 
    “N-no!” you quickly retort. 
 
    “Oh? Then, perhaps look deeper…” 
 
    The colours across her skin begin to slowly spiral. Whirling about her firm nipples, spreading across her luscious breasts, flat stomach, curvy thighs. The slow whirl of colours seem to bring out more aspects of her loveliness. It’s impossible to take her entire body in like this. It makes your head hurt. But if you focus on just smaller parts of her form, you can just manage it. Just manage to stare at her breasts and ass and stunning, lovely face. 
 
    “Look at me,” she coos. 
 
    You do. 
 
    “Stare.” 
 
    You do. 
 
    “Love me.” 
 
    You shiver. 
 
    “Desire me.” 
 
    You must. 
 
    “Come to me.” 
 
    You obey. 
 
    You barely register what’s happening. Your feet are moving, bringing you towards the lovely mistress of Lust. Her figure glows faintly with the innumerable hues. You try and think, understand what’s happening, but whenever you do you catch yourself looking, staring, watching another part of her body swirl. Shift. Spiral. And your thoughts are lost in the maze of her flesh. 
 
    “That’s right. Kneel for me, my dear,” Lustria coos. 
 
    Your knees slowly give way, dropping you before her, your head tilted back, looking up at her, jaw slackening as your thoughts slowly drift away, your eyes riveted to the vision that is her. Your attempts at thought are defeated at every turn by her every turn, the subtle shift of her body drawing you in deeper. 
 
    Her hands reach out, cup your cheeks. Her huge cock swirls with hues like a candy cane as she presses it forward. “Lick, darling,” Lustria breathes. 
 
    Your mouth opens, or maybe it falls slack. Either way, the succubi’s cock pushes forward, your lips close around its length. 
 
    And suck. 
 
    The rhythmic motions of your bobbing head send your thoughts sloshing. Your mouth tingles with the taste of her cock as you work her shaft, sucking softly, adoringly. Her cock tastes more wonderful than that of a gluttony demon. Your eyes spin as the hues radiate across her skin. Your head feels empty. Vacant. 
 
    Good. 
 
    So very good. 
 
    “Yessss,” Lustria hums. “That’s it. Mmm. I’d heard you were a skillful cocksucker, my Overlord, but I never guessed how skilled! And what a delight to learn.” 
 
    Your cheeks warm with pleasure at her praise, even as you tremble with some vestige of indignation. Ooooh, if you weren’t so busy sucking her cock, you’d give her a piece of your mind. 
 
    But you are too busy. You can’t stop. Every bob seems to suck you in deeper. Every swirl of your tongue around her thick prick surrenders another chunk of your mind to the spirals of her skin. In fact, you’ve already forgotten why you should be indignant about what she said. You’re a good cock sucker. A good dick slut. A good sucky slave. 
 
    You see something else changing about the succubus. Her form seems to extend, spiralling tendrils snaking from her back. You see them move in from the corner of your eyes, but lack the will to actually turn and watch. You can only kneel. 
 
    And suck. 
 
    And moan as the tentacles spawning from the succubus queen wrap around you, twisting around your chest, covering your nipples with their tips. You gasp, lashes fluttering as they gently suck on your teats. As others wind around your thighs and stroke the delicate folds of your dripping pussy. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, the vibrations thrumming up Lustria’s cock. The succubus queen sighs in pleasure, head tilting back, her hand pushing you deeper onto her cock, nearly choking you on her pulsing prick. 
 
    “That’s it. Ah. Mnnn. That’s it. We’re so close, slave. So close. Keep sucking. Keep going. Oh yes. Oh pit yes. Yes! Yes! Nnnnn!” 
 
    Lustria stiffens, gasps, her breasts shudder and her skin seems to ripple, flowing through her, gathering at her cock. You feel it swell in your mouth. Your eyes widen, then lid as her cock pulses. 
 
    Pumps. 
 
    As her wonderful cum stuffs your mouth, your throat frantically working to swallow every wonderful, glorious drop. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” you moan, shuddering in helpless pleasure as you drink the succubus queen’s cum. Feel it sink into your body, spreading its warm tendrils through you. Your eyes are glazed, watching the hues of her skin shimmer and swirl, your throat working instinctively to swallow the fullness of her load. 
 
    Lustria pushes you off her cock, your lips coming free with a ‘pop’. You’re so torpid with pleasure and the hues still spiralling on Lustria’s form, you offer no resistance as the tentacles lift you, tilting you back, two winding around your legs and parting them to reveal the luscious folds of your whorish cunt, the curse mark pulsing atop your mons with eagerness to feel the succubi’s cum breed you. 
 
    “Lovely,” Lustria coos as you’re drawn forward, her cock rubbing your slit, making you whimper. “Obedience suits you, Lillian,” she says, a free tentacle stroking your cheek. “Such a perfect expression of helpless desire. And it will look even better once I claim you.” 
 
    You shudder in helpless eagerness. “Y-yes,” you gasp. “Mistress. Please!” 
 
    “Mmm. My favourite three words,” Lustria coos, her tentacles drawing you down. 
 
    Her cock sheathing inside you. 
 
    And pleasure claiming you. 
 
    Your eyes roll back as her cock fills you. Stuffs you. As you moan, shuddering with pleasure in the grasp of her tentacles. As you rise, fall, fucking atop the succubus queen’s cock in long, lazy strokes. Helpless. Desperate. Taking the fullness of her length. 
 
    You feel her cock shift within you. Change. Pressing you in new ways. New forms. Never the same between thrusts. Giving you the flaring thickness of a bull. The wedged heat of a hound. The corkscrew of a pig. A hundred more. A thousand. A different cock to fuck and claim you every moment. 
 
    And it’s wonderful. 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Ah!” you gasp, so entranced with the myriad pleasure you’ve lost utterly. You can’t even think. It’s just too good. Your curse mark blazed like the molten rivers of Greed as you’re fucked. “M-mistress! Please! Mistress!” 
 
    “Good slave,” Lustria coos. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    And you’re hers. 
 
    You feel it the moment her hot cum floods your womb. Pulsing. Spurting. Taking you. You wail in perfect pleasure, the old you washed away on waves of orgiastic pleasure. Your mind emptying. Your jaw falling slack as your body bucks with pleasure, accepting every pulse of her load. 
 
    The tentacles delicately put you down on the floor, her cock sliding out of you, her seed dripping down the seam of your ass as you lay back on the floor, your curse mark sizzling as it brands you. 
 
    “Slave?” 
 
    Your mistress’s voice compels you. You roll over, belly heavy with cum as you crawl to her feet, ass raised up, drooling her cum as you kiss her toes. The proper place for mistress’s breeding bitch. 
 
    Lustria smirks, reaching down, petting your head. Even that simple touch makes you cum, your body quivering as more cum burbles from your overstuffed pussy. 
 
    “Good slave,” Lustria coos. 
 
    “Th-thank you,” you moan. “Mistress…” 
 
      
 
    Puppet Queen 
 
    

  

 
   
    Magic 
 
      
 
    You plant your feet beside you, raise your hands towards Lustria. Magic crackles in your palms, the cold of Pride’s deepest pits. 
 
    Lustria laughs. “Adorable!” she says. 
 
    Lightning fast her tail plunges for you. Shock paralyzes you as it stretches beyond what should be possible. As it closes the distance in a flash. It plunges into your thighs. 
 
    The fire of the venom surges through you. As the stinger withdraws, you stumble a step, then fall to your knees, staggered, drunk. You feel the magic in your hands begin to dissipate, fading away. 
 
    “N-no!” you moan, trying to resummon it, to no avail. Every time you start to concentrate, another throb from your curse mark scatters your thoughts to the four winds. You gasp, planting your hands on the floor, squeezing your eyes shut, trying to deny the lust thumping in your veins, heating your flesh. Spinning your head. 
 
    A finger touches your chin, lifts your head. You open your eyes blearily and stare at Lustria, the succubus queen towering over you, her throbbing cock an inch from your lips. 
 
    “Poor thing,” Lustria coos. “You thought your magic would save you? Tsk tsk. Sluts should know better. Should know their slave pussies can’t help but make them want to surrender. Make them want to take big… hungry… cocks…” 
 
    Your eyes are drawn down to hers. Your nostrils flare as its scent teases against your nose, sending the lust of venom surging through you. You whimper, mouth watering, body trembling. 
 
    “Would slave like a taste?” Lustria asks. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you pant, the admission escaping from you, betraying you, making your face burn with its honesty. 
 
    “Hmmm. I don’t know. A real slave would ask in the… proper way.” 
 
    Your cheeks burn with shame, but another throb of venom and need forces your hand. You turn about, bowing on the floor, raising your rump and parting your legs. To kneel like a bitch in heat, offering your pussy, your freedom like this makes you sob in despair, even as you quiver in need. 
 
    “Better. But not quite there, slave,” Lustria coos, her talons grasping your hips, squeezing, sending another rush of venom pumping up into your upper body. 
 
    “P-pleeeease!” you groan. “Please! Mistress. I… I need it! Need your cock! Need it in me! Oh fuck… t-take my kingdom! My throne! Just… just give me that coooock!” 
 
    Lustria tilts her head back, as if bathing in your wailing cries. “Oh yes,” she purrs. “There it is.” 
 
    Her hips rock, impaling you suddenly on her ridged demon dick. 
 
    Cool, soothing bliss washes through you. You cry out, fingers clutching the marble floor as her cock sinks deep into your whorish cunt. As she pulls back, thrusts forward, plowing you with a hungry urgency that sends your mind reeling and body shuddering. 
 
    “Yessss!” Lustria moans as she fucks you with sharp, rapid beats of her hips, driving you into the floor like you were her personal slave. “Take it, slave! Take my coooooock!” 
 
    “Mistresssss!” you wail, uncaring of the shame. The humiliation. Desperate to get moooore. “Pleeease! Mistress! Fuck me! Breed meeeeee!” 
 
    “You want my cum?” Lustria laughs. “You think your womb is worthy of it?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Mistress! Yessss!” 
 
    “Mmm. Proud, aren’t you. Very well. Then… ah… take iiiiit!” 
 
    Lustria thrusts in, buries herself to the hilt within you. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    Her thick, potent, virile seed pours into you. You wail in heady pleasure, submitting to her cock. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    Your womb fills with her seed. Your curse mark flares, burning into your mons. Bliss flows through you. Corruption and heady, wonderful submission. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    Cums. 
 
    Her seed spurts from your twitching, overstuffed pussy. Your eyes roll and cheek presses against the cool stone. Soft, gasping whimpers escape you, your ass twitching and pussy tightening. 
 
    Lustria sighs in satisfaction, drawing back, her cock sliding out of your leaking cunny. She looks down at you, admiring your well fucked form, bent upon the floor in slavish obedience. 
 
    “Very nice,” she purrs. 
 
    You whimper in delight, her words of praise filling you with even greater pleasure than her cock. Knowing you’ve pleased her more wonderful than even sex. 
 
    Well, almost. 
 
      
 
    Puppet Queen 
 
    

  

 
   
    Kiss Bova’s Ass 
 
      
 
    You know you have to prove that you’re merely some slave in training to this seductive succubi, but the way to do it makes you hesitate. Despite your best efforts, your eyes continually stray to the plush curves of her ass. The thought of those soft globes enveloping your face makes your cheeks heat and your curse mark throb with delighted anticipation. 
 
    None of this, unsurprisingly, gets past the busty demon. Her lips curve and her hips lazily swing. “Hmmm? Miss Bova thinks she knows just what pretty slavegirls love,” the demoness says, her feet delicately swinging her around, her impressive booty turned to face you. You swallow hard as you behold her ass, as soft and flawless as you imagined. 
 
    “C’mon subby girl,” the demoness croons, grasping her plush bottom, giving it a spank that sends her flesh jiggling. “Show Miss Bova what good girls need.” 
 
    She seems sold on the idea, and you doubt you could dissuade her. Even if you wanted to. And strangely, that’s becoming less and less appealing. Especially when compared to her ass. Her big, soft, wobbly bottom. Pit, it’s like someone welded two pillows to her rear. You move towards her slowly, drawn in like her rear has its own gravitational pull. Feeling the succubi’s amused gaze. Blushing hotly at the thought of what you’re about to do. But it’s to move onward through the pyramid. You have to keep that in mind. 
 
    “That’s it. Good slaves get on their knees for Miss Bova’s booty. Be a good girl for Miss Bova.” 
 
    Her singsong voice only makes this more humiliating, but you’d be lying if you said you didn’t enjoy the degrading tones on some carnal level. You get down on your knees before the succubi, her ass level with your face. 
 
    You lean in, almost hypnotized by the lazy swinging, unable to look away. Your licks pucker up, and you deliver a delicate kiss to one purple cheek. 
 
    “Mmm. Silly girl. Slaves put their whole into kissing Miss Bova’s bum!” 
 
    Her hands are suddenly on the sides of your head, and she yanks you forward, burying your face between her ass cheeks. Your indignant cry is muffled by her plump rear, Miss Bova giggling as she pushes her weight back. 
 
    Her curvy body forces you back onto the floor, smothering your face under her rear. The heat is stifling and makes you blush harder than ever. 
 
    “Come come! Show Miss Bova what a good girl you are.” 
 
    You’d complain if it wasn’t so wonderful feeling her full weight on your face. You moan in abject pleasure, your tongue drawn out and deep into her tight star, tasting the thick muskiness of her ass. 
 
    “Mmm, there we go. Good slave. Goooood slut. Lick me right there. Riiiiight there. Mmm. You love kissing Miss Bova’s ass, don’t you?” 
 
    Humiliation doesn’t begin to describe what you’re going through. You! On the verge of being named Overlord of all hell, currently smothered under some succubi’s fat ass. 
 
    So why does it feel so good? 
 
    Why does your tongue push deep into her ass, your every breath saturated with the succubi’s overwhelming perfume? Why are you so wet and moaning and squeezing her ass around your head? 
 
    “Ooooh! Such an eager girl for Miss Bova. Ah… mmmm! Your mistress didn’t train you well, but you’re so eager for it! Good slaves always are. Born slaves. Born subs… ah… love worshipping Miss Bova’s big bum. Ooooh! There! Work your pretty tongue in there. Taste Miss Bova’s ass! Oh pits yesssss!” 
 
    You can feel her body rock, feel the trickle of arousal that signals she’s stroking herself. Masturbating herself on your face, every backwards motion pressing you more securely under her generous ass. You’re moaning, panting, so hot and horny and needing to please this plump bitch that you can feel the pulsing of your curse mark begging for you to obey her. 
 
    And then her other hand has dipped between your grinding thighs, and is driving her finger into your pussy. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you moan into her bottom, pleasure surging through you as you ride the finger of the succubus, feeling her ass press down hard on your face, cutting off your air supply, crushing you under her. 
 
    “Yesssss! Cum for Miss Bova! Cum for mistressssss!” 
 
    You feel her ass tighten around your head, and that’s all you can take. You arch under her, cumming under her finger, feeling your orgasm surge through you in a wave of hot pleasure. You’re sinking, the edges of your vision turning black with the darkness of unconsciousness. Your lungs burning as they try to breathe, a sensation made ever more poignant by your orgasm. 
 
    You think you might have blacked out for a minute, for the next thing you know Miss Bova is off you, the gloom of her dungeon above you once more. You groan, blinking blearily. 
 
    “There we go. Let Miss Bova help you up.” 
 
    You automatically take her hand, letting her pull you to a sitting position. You squint as the world loses its fuzziness, and you find the buxom succubus towering over you with an admiring look. 
 
    “My my! What a good sub. Only a real slave would show Miss Bova’s bottom such love. You’d best be getting back to your owner, little slave. Or some naughty demoness might think to keep you. 
 
    “Uh, y-yeah. Thanks,” you say blearily. 
 
    “Although,” Miss Bova croons, suddenly leaning in, her huge breasts bouncing at the motion, and it’s a miracle their weight doesn’t topple her right there. “Miss Bova thinks that you have real potential to be a good slave girl. How about it, pretty thing?” she coos, and into her hand there’s suddenly a red leather collar, runes crackling along it. “Shall we make it official? Shall we make the pretty sub Miss Bova’s new pet slave?” 
 
    You stare at the collar, for a moment at a loss for words, your head still light and your core throbbing. 
 
      
 
    Accept Miss Bova’s Collar 
 
    Refuse and Carry On 
 
    

  

 
   
    Refuse and Carry On 
 
      
 
    Though your tongue tingles and your curse mark aches for another taste of Miss Bova’s pleasure, you’re here for a reason, and through a supreme force of will you manage to turn away from the opportunity. 
 
    “N-no,” you gasp, as if the word was torn from you by a hook. “I… my m-mistress is waiting…” 
 
    Miss Bova pouts, and oh, that trembling lip almost makes you give in despite everything. “Mmm. That’s a shame. But as you wish. Miss Bova wouldn’t want to deny a mistress such a pretty slave. Go to her, pretty thing. Miss Bova wishes you the best.” 
 
    “Y-yes. Thank you,” you say staggering back to your feet, head still spinning. “I’ll um… yes. G-goodbye.” 
 
    You stumble past the succubus, feeling her longing gaze upon your back. You hasten out the door and into the greater dungeon, the tremors of your curse mark already beginning to fade as you put distance between yourself and the busty succubus. 
 
    “That was a close one!” Givril says as he flaps beside you. “I thought you were really going to let her collar you!” 
 
    “Yes. And you’d have hated that,” you say caustically. 
 
    “Hey! I can be telling the truth.” 
 
    You give the imp’s twitching cock a pointed look, and he gives a cringing smile. 
 
    “Well,” he says defensively. “It would’ve been hot. You gotta admit that.” 
 
    “Shut up,” you growl, hurrying through the chambers of pleasures and tortures. You’ve got places to go, and things to do… 
 
      
 
    The Way Through the Dungeon 
 
    

  

 
   
    Accept Miss Bova’s Collar 
 
      
 
    Your head still spinning from the intoxicating pleasures you’ve felt at Miss Bova’s hands, there’s really only one answer. “Y-yes!” you gasp the word escaping you before you can think, blurted out with desperate honesty. 
 
    “Good slave,” Miss Bova coos, and slaps the collar around your throat. 
 
    She moves so fast there isn’t time to react, and as that leather band tightens snugly, resistance becomes the furthest thing from your mind. Instantly your body is flooded by the heat of desire and slavish love for the curvy succubus. A wave of potent domination that awakens your curse mark, sending a matching throb of lust through you. You moan, quivering, feeling all your resistance bleed away. Your eyes grow lidded, a brainless smile on your face as you look up at the gorgeous demoness before you. 
 
    “Mistressss,” you moan, throwing yourself against her, nuzzling her leg with a moan of pure bliss. 
 
    Miss Bova chuckles, stroking your hair, sending tingling delight rolling through you. “Mmm. What a good girl Miss Bova has found. So obedient. So pretty and lovely…” 
 
    Her praises make you blush and look up at her with adoring love. “Th-thank you, mistress,” you say. 
 
    “Of course, slave. Miss Bova loves her pets so much. And you love Miss Bova too, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes! More than anything,” you gasp, breast quivering with passion. “More than water! More than air! I love you! Love you, mistress. Love you so much!” 
 
    “Goodness! As much as all that! My my. Your old mistress has surely lost out! Because Miss Bova is going to train you to be the perfect slave for her. Won’t that be wonderful.” 
 
    “Yes,” you gasp, your mind already tumbling with thoughts on how to serve this gorgeous succubus. “Oh yes! Miss Bova… Please. Need… need to serve you. Need to love you. Miss Bova… mistress…” 
 
    You’re kissing her thigh, and you can’t stop. Every press of your lips further reinforces how much you love her. Adore her. Need to serve her. You want to spend every day at her feet. Every hour at her beck and call. Every moment consumed with thoughts of this lovely succubus and how much you adore her. 
 
    You feel her hand at the back of her head, and let her guide you under the silk loincloth and into her pussy. At once you’re kissing and gently lapping at her dripping folds, shivering in wanton degradation as you adore her. To think that you’d come so far in your quest to become the Overlord, only to become the pet slave girl of this curvy succubus. The humiliation only makes you want to please her more. To show her how much better life at the end of her leash is compared to ruling anything. 
 
    You moan as Miss Bova’s hand presses your harder against her groin, her ample hips rocking, riding your plunging tongue. “Ooooh! That’s it. That’s goooood. Kiss it, slave. Kiss Miss Bova’s lovely pussy. Mmmm! Such an eager tongue! Oh pit yessss. You might not… ah… might not even need much training before Miss Bova has you as a perfect plaything. Oh yes. Yes! Mnnn! There! Right there! Good girl! Good… Mnnnnn!” 
 
    When she cums, you’re in hog heaven, licking up every drop, your mouth tilted up to welcome the gushing of the succubi’s sweet juices. Your lashes flutter, your moan rising in slavish delight as you taste the essence of your new mistress. Your queen. Your goddess. 
 
    For it’s far better to serve in hell than rule it. 
 
    And you’ll love serving Miss Bova… 
 
      
 
    Succubi Slave 
 
    

  

 
   
    Succubi Slave 
 
      
 
    Mistress is having a party, and she always throws the best parties. 
 
    Fountains flow with wine. Naked servants gilded with gold and silver wander about the floor, their expressions blank and dim with ensorcelled pleasure, ready to be taken at any moment by any guest. Chandeliers gleam with smoky candles and the haze of pleasure wafts through the air like a thin, violet mist. 
 
    Miss Bova moves through it all, greeting, chatting, and playing the good host. You follow, crawling on hands and knees, staring with loving fixation at your mistress’s lovely ass. Your own ass is filled with the delightful tightness of the Royal Plug, whose ruby tip ever so slightly pushes out, while the other gemstones that decorate it rub your inner walls in wonderful ways. 
 
    All your jewelry is designed to do the same. Miss Bova believes that all things must provide multiple functions. The rings that pierce your nipples have just enough drag to pull on your tender nipples. The piercing in your clit is enchanted to forever vibrate, sending thrilling sensation thrumming through your pussy and into your core. Even your jewelled collar adjusts itself constantly, forever reminding you of its presence as you crawl obediently after your mistress like a good pet. 
 
    You’re so enthralled by the sway of her ass, you actually run into it as Miss Bova suddenly stops. Your start back, blinking, looking up to find your mistress has paused to speak to a particular succubus. 
 
    “Why Loria! Here you are. Miss Bova was so worried you’d miss the party!” 
 
    “Do I ever?” 
 
    Mistress giggles in answer. “Good point. Have you met my pet?” 
 
    The blue succubus who glances down at you through prim glasses looks vaguely familiar, but you can’t quite place her. It’s hard to remember faces these days, now that your mind is so busy thinking about mistress. About how lovely she is. How beautiful. How good it feels to bury your face in her ass and kiss and lick like a good, obedient slave. 
 
    “She seems distracted,” Loria observes. 
 
    “Does she? Poor thing. Miss Bova’s regimen is awfully trying on poor slaves, and she’s such an eager learner,” mistress coos, stroking your cheek. You tilt your head, nuzzling her palm with a moan of adoration. Miss Bova chuckles, patting your head. “But she learns quickly, and soon enough, Miss Bova will have her all trained up for her new mistress. Why? Are you in the market?” mistress asks with a sly look at the prim succubus. 
 
    Loria takes a lazy sip of wine, looking over you idly. “Hmm. No. Not like her. I fear she’s not my type.” 
 
    “Really? Oh dear. You always were hard to please. Of course, Miss Bova does like a challenge,” mistress giggles. “Why not take her for a spin? Miss Bova would be delighted if the Princess of Lust would try her out.” 
 
    Loria sighs. “Oh, very well. I suppose I may as well. Come, slave.” 
 
    “Woof!” you bark eagerly, crawling to the succubus. Mistress has trained you very well, and when Loria lifts her skirt to reveal the lush folds of her blue pussy, you waste no time in leaning up, pressing adoring kisses to the flesh of her mound, punctuated with delicate flicks f your tongue against her folds. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Loria hums, taking your leash. “She shows… Mmm… your training.” 
 
    “Naturally!” Miss Bova coos. “Miss Bova always trains her slaves well. No one does it better!” 
 
    “Very… ah… true…” 
 
    Their praises make the ring in your cunny buzz harder, your arousal dripping from your pussy shamelessly as you press your lips to Loria’s cunt, pushing your tongue into her tight cunny with ever greater eagerness, your ass wiggling in glee like a pleased puppy. 
 
    “Mmm. She is enjoying this,” Loria observes. 
 
    “Too true. Miss Bova should give her a reward…” 
 
    Your ears perk up. Reward? You like rewards. Yet it feels at first like punishment as Miss Bova grasps the plug in your rear and gently eases it out. You moan in disappointment as it vanishes, then gasp as you feel a different, bigger, blunted tip press against your asshole. 
 
    “That’s right, pretty girl. It’s time for Miss Bova to have her fun,” the succubus coos as her fingers grasp your hips, the tip of her enchanted prick rubbing your gaping bottom. 
 
    You’re panting in anticipation. Oh. Ohhhh! Mistress so rarely uses the big one on you! It’s only if you’ve been a very good slave! You redouble your efforts on Loria’s pussy, licking frantically, your eyes rolling back as you feel your backdoor stretching around Miss Bova’s enchanted dildo, the tool thrumming against your ass like a power drill, the heat of it making you whine in helpless pleasure. 
 
    Oh fuck. Oh fuck! It’s so big. So good! You groan, shaking as you’re stretched around her massive pseudocock, your voice rising in a keening whine of pure pleasure as you’re taken, feeling her fill you utterly. 
 
    You gasp when you feel her hilt it within you, your body shaking with unspeakable pleasure. Mistress’s hands stroke your hips, rubbing them tenderly. “Gooood girl. So good for Miss Bova. And good girls… ah… get a ride!” 
 
    A ride? Ooooooh, you love rides! You want it so bad! And Miss Bova is eager to deliver. Her hips draw back, thrust forward, burying her cock again in you. The sense of fullness is unspeakably good. Glorious! Every thrust seems to send shockwaves through your core. You groan, whimpering, gasping as she starts thoroughly reaming you, claiming your helpless ass with ever greater force. 
 
    You’re so caught up in the pleasure, you almost forget what’s in front of you until Loria yanks on the leash. “Back to work, slut,” the blue succubus commands. 
 
    Of course! Of course. You have to… have to serve. Good slave… good slave serves. Frantically you resume licking, panting, moaning in abject pleasure as you tease your tongue into Loria’s pussy, finding her clit. You want to make her feel as good as you. You need to. You have to! The need is as pressing as the blunted tip of Miss Bova’s cock in your ass. 
 
    And you’re so close. So close to cumming. Your pleasure aching through you. Your pussy drooling from the ring buzzing against your clit. Of pit. Oh fuck yes. Yes! Yesssss!’ 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan into Loria’s pussy as you cum, body jolting, hips bucking with every spike of orgasmic pleasure. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Loria groans, tilting her head back as she cums, pulling your collar so hard you’re yanked into her cunt. You moan as her juices wash over your face, your eyes lidded with obedient, mindless pleasure. 
 
    Loria sighs, stepping back, and mistress lazily pulls her hips, unsheathing her cock from you. You slump to the floor, gasping, whimpering, and conveniently offering up your ass for mistress to reinsert the Royal Plug. 
 
    “Not bad,” Loria says, letting her skirt drop as if nothing happened. 
 
    “You are too kind, my lady,” Miss Bova coos, bowing as she gives your plug a delightful little twist, sending another shock of whimpering pleasure arcing through you. 
 
    “I should let you get back to your party,” Loria says, handing the leash back to your mistress. 
 
    “Thank you, my lady. Miss Bova always holds the best parties, after all.” 
 
    “So I’ve heard…” 
 
    You feel Loria’s eyes linger on you as she leaves, but you instantly forget about her when mistress gives your leash a tug. You force yourself back up and shakily crawl after her, the plug shifting in your looser asshole, but soon the pleasure of obedience will have you tighten around it again. Like a good slave. 
 
    A good pet. 
 
    A good slut for wonderful, lovely, perfect Mistress Bova… 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Kiss Miss Bova’s Pussy 
 
      
 
    You’re leery of doing anything for this demonic slut, but given the options, her pussy seems like the safest bet. You’re too proud to kiss her plump ass, and you don’t trust those breasts of hers not to be loaded with rich, corruptive cream that will turn you into a drooling slave. 
 
    “May I kiss mistress’s pussy?” you say, trying to sound as meek and slave-in-training as you can. 
 
    Miss Bova giggles into her hand, her breasts wobbling on her chest. “Mmm. Alright, slave. You may. Now, on those knees of yours. Where you belong before Miss Bova.” 
 
    Your cheeks burn but you obey, going down to your knees before the succubus. Fuck, she’s so busty you actually can’t see her face from this angle. Just the immense orbs of her breasts swelling outward like two purple mountains. 
 
    “Crawl to Miss Bova, slave, and do your duty for your mistress.” 
 
    You shiver at the way those words make your core throb with desire, your curse mark thudding against your womb as you crawl before the busty succubus. She brushes aside the silk hanging that hid her pussy, revealing those glistening folds. You swallow hard, your pride rebelling, but your curse mark urging you on. 
 
    You tilt up your head, pressing your mouth to the demon’s lush gash. Her juices drip onto your tongue, and a shudder vibrates through you. Oh. Ohhhh… You almost forgot a succubi’s juices are intoxicating. That even a kiss can break the will of the strongest of mortals. 
 
    And you’re about to push your tongue deep into her dripping cunt. 
 
    Oh fuck. 
 
    But there’s no chance to pull back. No sooner are your lips against Miss Bova’s folds her hand touches the back of your head and pushes you in deeper. Your indignant cry is lost in a moan as your tongue is drawn up into her, lapping at her pussy, tasting the wonder of her juices. 
 
    “Yesssss,” Miss Bova moans, her shapely hips rocking as she rides your tongue. “Gooood slave. That’s it. Get nice and deep in there. Mmmm. Miss Bova loves it when slaves know their place.” 
 
    Your cheeks burn, but you can’t stop licking. There’s just something so wonderful about her pussy. So delicious. Your skin tingles and muscles twitch with shocks of pleasure. Your pussy tightens, already slick, moisture sliding down your inner thighs. You… you have to hold out. Have to resist. 
 
    You can’t… 
 
    Can’t… 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, your tongue seeking out the pearl of her clit. If you want any chance of saving your sanity, you’ve got to make this sadistic, shapely slut cum! It’s a strange thought, but no less compelling. Especially as her hand tightens against your hair, Miss Bova groaning as she grinds herself down on your face. 
 
    “Yessss! Oh pits yesss! Ah! Ooooh, such a good girl! Good slave! Good slave loves l-licking Miss Bova’s pussy. Ah… Ah! Yesss! There! Right there!” 
 
    Your tongue brushes against her clit, as big as the tip of your thumb and so very sensitive. As her juices flow into your mouth, you can barely comprehend your luck. This slut is just begging to cum, and you’ve almost gotten her there. Just need… need a little more. Little more flicks. Licks. Lap. Lashing her clit with your eager tongue until… until… 
 
    “Yesssssss!” Miss Bova wails, shuddering, arching, driving your face deep into her purple cunt, your nose pressed against her mons, your mouth flooded with her juices. 
 
    And fuck, it’s sooooo gooooood! 
 
    You’re slurping up her cum without hesitation, throat working as you drink it, letting it spurt and gush into your open mouth in a flood of juices. Your head spins, your body swaying with drunken pleasure as Miss Bova gives you a face full of girlcum. 
 
    Her hand releases your hair, and you fall back, gasping, your face slick with her juices and mind spinning with the fumes of her desire. Your curse mark throbs atop your mons in whorish submission. 
 
    “Mmm. Miss Bova is very impressed,” the plump demoness giggles. 
 
    You look up at her, looming above you. Soft. Lovely. Perfect. Her pussy still dripping, her immense breasts wobbling with her mirth as she looks down at you with smiling delight. 
 
    “It seems like the pretty girl is a cute slave. Only a good slave could be so wonderfully submissive. Your mistress must be delighted with such a silly bimbo.” 
 
    You swallow some of the juices you’ve been forced to drink. “Th-thank you,” you gasp. 
 
    “And,” Miss Bova croons, suddenly leaning in, her huge breasts bouncing at the sudden motion, and it’s a miracle their weight doesn’t topple her right there. “Miss Bova thinks that you have real potential to be one of the best slaves in all of Lust! But you won’t reach that by being trained by lesser mistresses. Miss Bova thinks you should accept her training. Miss Bova promises good slaves will just looooove it. So how about it, pretty thing?” she coos, and into her hand there’s suddenly a red leather collar, runes crackling along it. “Shall we make it official? Shall we make the pretty slave Miss Bova’s new pet slave?” 
 
    Your eyes are riveted by the collar, by the offer. Miss Bova’s cum warms your blood. Her nearness is as intoxicating as any wine. To submit to her. To serve her forever. You can feel the need throbbing in your core. 
 
      
 
    Accept Miss Bova’s Collar 
 
    Refuse and Carry On 
 
    

  

 
   
    Slime Toy 
 
      
 
    “Unh! Unh! Unh! Nnnnn!” 
 
    The sound echoes through the slimy passages of Lust’s greatest pyramid. 
 
    “MnnN! Mmmmoooooo!” 
 
    The slap of flesh cracks through the dark. The whimpers echoing down tunnels and ways. 
 
    “Grrrroooooooo!” 
 
    No one goes down into the sewers. No one wanders in these dark realms, where only the slits of light filter down from on high. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” 
 
    Givril is long gone, his journey taking him far to try and find someone to remove the ring from around his cock. He’ll never succeed, but neither will he ever speak of what he saw. Not until the day he dies, in a freak accident involving a wedge of cheese, sulphuric acid, and a clown. But even then, as the light fades from his eyes and custer drips from his mangled form, he’ll muse, at least it’s better than what happened to you. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” 
 
    You’ll know none of this. None of what will happen to hell. Nothing of the wars and breakdown. The return to mindless anarchy that once so defined the nether realms until your father crushed it under his rule. That would require thinking, curiosity, and that’s in very short supply down here. 
 
    “Nnnn! Nnnn! Nnnnnyessssss!” you cry as the tentacle in your mouth slips out temporarily, adhering itself to your plump, jiggling breast. You groan as it sucks greedily at your nipple, your sweet cream gushing into it, the same as your other breast does for its partner. 
 
    Your curvy body undulates, rocking atop the gelatinous mass of the slime monster. Two tentacles plunge into your ass and pussy in relentless tandem, rutting with your whorish form. Your eyes are dim, lost, insanity long ago claiming you in the darkness of this place. Slime drips from the grates above, splattering over your form, sliding over into the creature who has claimed you as its plaything. 
 
    “Oh! Ooooh! Ohhhhhhh!” you groan, shuddering as you cum again, your juices sucked up by the hungry tentacles, its form swelling a little more. Endless ecstasy rocks you. Blissful oblivion claims you. 
 
    You fuck and rut and moan without conscious thought or will. Only this matters. Only this existence as the thrall of the slime creature. 
 
    One day, you will die, but that will not be for a long time. Not until the slime has bred you a thousand times, your stomach swollen, wobbling with its gelatinous spawn. Your fate is sealed, your failure punished. 
 
    And your future a true hell. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Through the Party 
 
      
 
    “We’re going in,” you growl. 
 
    “I was afraid you’d say that,” Givril whimpers. 
 
    You ignore the mewling imp and slip through the doors and into the hall. Just by passing the threshold you feel like you’ve walked into a haze of unreality. The smoke from hookahs plume into the air. Demons laugh in orgiastic excesses, reclining among cushions and a bevy of busty sluts and slaves. Bodies move like waves around you as you slip among jagged pillars and curling spikes, some of which sport moaning thralls, their flesh impaled or torn, but their pain only spicing their pleasure. 
 
    Everywhere you look is a new excess of debauchery. Things are being done in this room that make even you blush. In one corner, a swarm of imps are fucking a woman hanging from her ankles while some incubi look on. In another, a man moans as he’s stretched on a wheel while demons ply his exposed chest and form with whips and knives. Not far, a woman without arms and legs is being stroked and massaged by some horror of tentacles and eyes. A serpentine succubi on a couch is picking out tiny people from a jar, then lazily swallowing the struggling figures whole. 
 
    You’re soon breathing hard. Fast. Every breath inhaling more of the pungent perfume of lust, sex, and intoxicants that stuff the room like a fog. The runes on your mons glow, almost breaching the makeup you wear to hide it. 
 
    “Well hello there!” 
 
    The throaty purr brings you to a halt. You turn slowly and find, looming behind you, an absolutely disgustingly fat demon. His skin is a pink so bright it’s blinding. A loincloth hangs between his thighs, his gut swelling over it and wobbling when he speaks. His head is like a peak of his mountain of flesh, his mouth sensuous and wide, his eyes beady and horns blackened. His legs are stunted and tiny, dangling from holes in his chair, which is carried on the bent backs of four lovely succubi, their wings burned stumps, their eyes blindfolded and lips parted in heaving, pleasured gasps. 
 
    “H-hi,” you say, repulsed, appalled, but unspeakably turned on by the fat thing’s presence. 
 
    The demon’s smile deepens, sending folds of fat rolling down his chins. “I haven’t seen you at the party before. My name is Aslesh, Keeper of the Lash. And you are?” 
 
    “Uh…” you stammer. 
 
    “Hmm, true. No need for names. It’s far more fun to… discover them…” 
 
    He runs his whip along the back of one of his bearers, the succubi arching subtly, gasping, whimpering in delight. Your eyes widen in horror, his name suddenly sparking recognition. Aslesh. The Tamer. Lustria’s personal master of ceremonies. It’s said a flick of his enchanted whip will break even the strongest of wills. Turn the defiant into helpless thralls of his pleasures. Broken, moaning submissive that would do anything for another taste of his torments. 
 
    You take a step back. “I uh… I have to go…” 
 
    “Go? Why the rush. Perhaps I shall give you a ride? My girls are quite strong. Surely strong enough to bear us both,” Aslesh hums, his hand suddenly jerking, whipping one of his bearers. The succubus arches, crying out, quivering with pathetic pleasure. 
 
    Your cheeks flame at the sight. But… but maybe this is a good opportunity. Maybe you can use this to get a ride across this pleasured hall… 
 
      
 
    Take a Ride 
 
    Run for it! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Take a Ride 
 
      
 
    Well, he is offering. And your will is surely strong enough to thwart any attempt to subjugate it. You think. How could you find anything appealing in this corpulent horror? 
 
    “A-alright,” you say. 
 
    “Uh, you sure about this, mistress?” Givril says. 
 
    You give the imp a glare, then turn back to Aslesh. The demon smiles broadly. “Mmm. How wonderful. Please, take my hand.” 
 
    He extends his arm to you, and though you cringe at his touch, you take it. The bearers of his throne dip down, and Aslesh pulls you suddenly up and onto his chair. You gasp, falling against the fat demon, then gag as the thickness of his perfume fills your nostrils. 
 
    The demon chortles and snaps his whip. “Onward!” 
 
    The tongues of the whip lick at the scarred backs of the slavegirls, and with whimpers of delight they rise, starting off, the swaying of the chair rocking you against the fat demon’s bulk. It’s a little awkward, but quite quickly you manage to find a spot against his folds of fat that press you comfortably against him. And even his scent isn’t so bad now. In fact, he smells kind of… 
 
    Good… 
 
    “I do hope you don’t mind, my dear,” Aslesh says as his throne sways through the chambers of debauchery. “My bearers have a tendency to move out of synch. It’s my own fault, really. I’m afraid I cannot offer them all the same pleasure at the same time.” 
 
    “I-it’s fine,” you say, shifting against the fat demon’s bulk, trying to ignore the way his arm loops around you, keeping you from toppling off the throne. Pressing you against his bright pink flesh. 
 
    “I do appreciate your understanding. So few do, these days. The current fashion, of course, is to enthrall their slaves in perfect unison. Little more than unthinking automata bound to the will of their masters and mistresses. A very dull existence, if I say so.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” you say, breathing hot. Heavy. His scent is so thick in the air. Perfume so potent. His body so warm and soft, like he was some massive heated cushion just begging for you to snuggle up against. 
 
    “Of course! A good slave should never be denied the taste of pleasure. To make them love the lash is a simple matter, after all. You must let them indulge in their ecstasies. Get drunk upon excesses of the flesh. It’s the only way to truly train them. To create eager, adoring, addicted sluts. Look at them,” Aslesh says, his whip flicking out, scoring a line down the back of one of his female bearers, the succubus jolting, crying out with bliss and causing the throne to sway again as she staggers. From your place you can see her thighs quiver, juices shining as they drool down her legs. She just came, you realize, your heartbeat quickening in awe. She came from just that touch… 
 
    “G-gods,” you gasp. 
 
    “Yes!” Aslesh cries excitedly, his fat wobbling against your cheek as he nods, his hand tightening on your rump, pulling you closer against his body. “Exactly, my dear. We must be as gods to our slaves. They are our worshippers, and we more than masters. Deities of delights! How well you put it. In fact, I have been one.” 
 
    “O-oh?” you say, tilting your head to look up at his face, his wide mouth oddly sensuous. His eyes glittering down at you with forbidden hunger. 
 
    “Indeed. During the reign of the previous Overlord, I was sent to the mortal realm to weaken their defences. Into a nunnery of the goddess Demetria I went, and from those chaste, devoted maidens I made a harem. For true worship comes not from denial and kowtowing to some emotionless stone, but from the stroke of flesh. The feel of passion. The embrace of love and lust and desperate, adoring rutting! 
 
    “Ah,” Aslesh sighs. “What a wonder that was. Every morning the blessed maidens would come from their cloisters and to me feet. Then, with tongues and bodies they would worship me, while their mother (I kept her title as mother, you know. For their leader. It seemed so delightfully accurate) would bless herself, anointing herself with my cum by stroking my cock.” 
 
    “Uh… uh huh?” you pant, your eyes drawn to his loincloth as it shifts, bulging under the thickness of his monstrous shaft. The scent of it rises to you. A medley of his perfume and something thicker. Muskier. More masculine and sweetly enticing. Your head throbs with pressure, lust pushing your thoughts aside. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Aslesh hums, the vibrations thrumming through his bulk, through you, reverberating in your core and your aching curse mark. “She would stroke it on her knees, head raised to accept her baptism. My cock coating her in a wash of my thick cum, her hands rubbing it into herself in ecstasy. Then, her daughters (the younger sisters of the nunnery, another term I kept) would lick it from her flesh. 
 
    “By the end of it, we would be wrapped in an orgy of loveliest pleasures. Their vows forgotten. Their needs of the body put before all else. Under my hand and my whip, I taught them all the pleasures of the sublime. Little wonder they treated me as a god. Through me, they discovered the ecstasies of the flesh and their own bodies. Lovers to one another, worshippers to me.” 
 
    You can imagine it. See it like you were there. The once cold stone walls of a monastery wrapped in silk and haze of incense. Lithe, lovely bodies, once bound in habits and cloistered chastity now naked, moving against each other. Rutting. Stroking. 
 
    Gasping. 
 
    Moaning. 
 
    Pleasures unbound. Flesh heaving with sensuality. 
 
    You realize you’re panting. Something is stroking your thigh. Your ass. You look down and see Aslesh’s whip running along your flesh, not hard, but soft, teasing, stroking you like a tongue. 
 
    “You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    You look back to the demon’s face, but as you open your mouth, the whip suddenly flicks against your rump. You gasp, jolting, pleasure shooting through you like an electric shock, your body pressed against Aslesh’s bulk in a wanton curve of ecstasy. 
 
    “Oh dear, I do apologize. Sometimes, it seems to have a mind of its own,” the obese Lust demon sighs. 
 
    “I… I… Mnnn!” 
 
    Again the gasping cry escapes you as the whip licks across your ass, leaving a stripe of lovely red upon your rump. You quiver, moaning, every nerve alight with submissive bliss. 
 
    “My dear, perhaps this is the wrong time,” Aslesh hums as your arousal trickles down your thighs. “But we really must speak of recompense.” 
 
    “Re… reco… wha?” you gasp, then mewl as the whip flicks again across your rump, its stroke shooting straight to your core like a silver arrow of pure lust. 
 
    “Oh yes. Did I forget to mention? A taxi service must, simply must, be repaid its service. No? And I could think of no repayment finer than that lovely pussy of yours pleasuring my cock.” 
 
    Your eyes move, almost unbidden, to the fat monster’s lap. To the way his loincloth slips aside, revealing the throbbing length of his cock. Ridged, bulbous, it’s the cock of a creature that only the deepest realms of hell’s pleasure pits could birth. The sight of it fairly stops your heart. The sudden yearning it awakens in you vibrates through your every fiber as you sway atop the demon’s throne. 
 
    “I would be most grateful,” the fat monstrosity hum. 
 
    You have no doubt what saying yes will entail. What will result. Your spirit balks, your pride rebelling. 
 
    And perhaps that would have been enough, if his lash didn’t choose that moment to lay into you with a stinging blow. 
 
    Your groan, arching again, gasping as nefarious, demonic desire sends toe-curling pleasure racing through you. Your thoughts are scattered, lost. Only one thing remains. The instinct. The need. The physical want of cock. 
 
    Cock. 
 
    COCK! 
 
    You can’t look away from his. From that thick, virile shaft. His hands help you, guide you. In moments you’re pressed against his front, your plush breasts mashed against his chest, your eyes riveted to his in wanton passion as your pussy hovers above his inhuman cock and his whip tenderly strokes your rump. The demon lord smiles his thick lips. 
 
    Your hips go down. 
 
    And you rise into heaven. 
 
    No. More than heaven. The feel of his ridged cock stretching your pussy is beyond heaven. Beyond hell. It’s something more. Something better. Little wonder those poor nuns saw this monster as a god. You feel religious just taking his thick cock. Aslesh groans, his head tilting back, your curse mark burning above your mons as his throne sways, bouncing you atop him. 
 
    Up. 
 
    Your pussy tightens. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Loosens. 
 
    Up. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan. 
 
    Down. 
 
    “Hmmm,” he groans. 
 
    The whip suddenly cracks across your back. You cry out in helpless delight as pleasure spears through you. Your pace increases, riding his cock faster. Faster. Your mouth parted, moaning, your pussy clutching his cock, the ridges stroking your inner walls in ways that make your core pulse with lust. Your curse mark ablaze with anticipation. 
 
    “Yessss!” Aslesh moans. “Yesss! Ride me, my dear. Ride your master. Take his cock! Ah. Yesssss. Faster. Faster! Oh pit! Yes. Yes! Yessss!” 
 
    There’s no mercy. No pause. His whip strikes across your back, every blow only arousing you more. Adding to your pleasure. You can’t hold back. Can’t resist! You can only… only… 
 
    “C-cuuuuuumming!” you wail, your cry punctuated by another crack of the whip against your back. The sensation bursts through you like a star exploded in your core. You wail as you pussy tightens around Aslesh’s cock. As you squeeze him with your peak. As you cum like a fountain. 
 
    “Oh yesssss!” the demon groans, his gut wobbling under you as his cock swells within you and unloads his thick load. The moment his cum pumps into your pussy you’re done. Your mind blanks. Your curse mark flares with delight as it accepts your new master, burning into you. You can feel your womb take in his seed. Accept your master’s cum. 
 
    Your eyes roll back. Your jaw goes slack as you twitch and quiver with your mind-numbing peak. You fall against Aslesh’s bulk, panting, your head throbbing and aching with delight. 
 
    The fat demon chuckles, his hand stroking your wounded back tenderly, his touch making you moan and rub your cheek against his jiggling gut. 
 
    “Goood slave. Mmm. What a treasure has fallen into my lap. The Overlord herself. Ah, but her majesty might be cross I have claimed her prize.” 
 
    Your heart nearly stops. You raise your head, looking at your master. “W-will she take me, master?” you whimper. 
 
    Aslesh chuckles, the fat demon cupping your chin. “There there, my sweet. Don’t worry. Master has a clever plan for that. He knows just where to hide you.” 
 
    Euphoria fills you. Thank the gods! You won’t be separated from master. Handsome, brilliant, wonderful master. Bubbling with delight, you lean up and kiss him, your lips met with Aslash’s, his tongue pressing into your mouth, claiming you in a hungry kiss. You moan as his whip strokes your ass, then flicks it. 
 
    It will be so good to serve him… 
 
      
 
    Bearer 
 
    

  

 
   
    Bearer 
 
      
 
    The press of the pole digs into your shoulder, but knowing it’s your master’s weight that pushes it down makes it all worth it. 
 
    “Move, my lovelies!” 
 
    The whip kisses your back. You arch, gasping, crying out as ecstasy shoots through you at the blow. The welt from the whip heals quickly, another blessing of the master, every taste of his lash like the first. Every one as wonderful and pure in its pleasure. 
 
    You hasten into motion, your bare feet slapping on the floor, the moans of the other bearers singing in your ears as you lurch forward. The world is dark around you, blinded to you by the cloth which wraps around your eyes. You must put all of your faith into your master, but if he wanted to, you know he could force you to march into a wall. And you’d do it. You’d do it even if you could see. You’d march off the edge of a cliff for another caress of his whip. Another chance to adore his cock like the slave you are. 
 
    The darkness of the blindfold only makes your body more sensitive to the world around you. The heat of braziers you pass tingles against your skin. The scent of blessed incense tickles your nose and stuffs your head with bliss. Whenever the master’s whip strikes your ass or buttocks it thrums through you like a spear of purest pleasure, making you twitch and moan in wanton delight. 
 
    “Aslesh. I’m surprised to see you.” 
 
    The lick of the whip signals your halt and you stumble to a stop, the throne you’re carrying rocking subtly with the moment. 
 
    “Ah, Loria! How could I miss the crowning of the new Overlord?” 
 
    “Indeed?” Loria’s cool voice says. “A surprise for us all. It almost seemed that the Princess of Pride might succeed.” 
 
    “Mmm. So close, it’s true. A shame she failed. She would have proven a powerful ruler, I think.” 
 
    “I bet you do. Is this a new one?” 
 
    You whimper as a hand ghosts along your collarbone, your arm, sliding down and cupping your ample breast. 
 
    “Ah, admiring her, hm? Yes, fairly recent. Quite the specimen, isn’t she?” 
 
    “She is indeed. May I?” 
 
    “Of course! I would be honoured.” 
 
    Your hypersensitive skin senses Loria moving closer. Behind you. Her hands ghosting over your thighs and chest, shivers of delight snaking through you, coiling in your core in a molten glow. You moan, shivering as her palms gently rest on your hips. Glide up your stomach, cup your shapely breasts and give them a squeeze. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan whorishly, quivering in helpless pleasure as her fingers squeeze and massage your breasts. 
 
    “Hm. Quite sensitive.” 
 
    “She is quite remarkable. I fall to sleep each night to the chorus of her moans.” 
 
    “Her voice is lovely.” 
 
    Loria’s fingers glide down your breasts, across the slimness of your stomach. Her palms slide across your curse mark, hidden under paint, inert, but when her hands slip against your pussy you gasp, buck, whimpering in delighted pleasure. 
 
    “Hmm. She likes that.” 
 
    “She likes all things, my dear. Pleasure. Pain. The myriad of sensations open to all excite her in ways that cannot be spoken of. Under my tutelage, she has learned a thousand new sensations. A million new ways to reach the peaks of orgasmic delights. From my fingers she has supped on the pleasures that would amaze even a Gluttony Gourmand.” 
 
    “Fascinating,” Loria says, her lips so close to your ear you can feel them moving, her hands sliding over you, one stroking your pussy, the other returning to your breast. Squeezing. 
 
    Massaging. 
 
    Touching you in ways that make your knees weak and your master’s throne wobble upon your shoulders. 
 
    “To think,” Loria breathes. “You would come so far, only to fail at the finish line. I am so disappointed, mistress. But perhaps not surprised. Maybe you love to fail. Maybe this was what you really wanted all along. Did it excite you, my Princess of Pride? To come so far? Struggle so much? Only to give in at the very edge of success?” 
 
    Your cheeks are burning with the humiliation of Loria’s words, but you only redouble your efforts to rub yourself against her stroking fingers. Your breath pants and gasps from your parted lips, your whimpers escaping you fast and desperate. 
 
    “P-please. Please… oh f-fuck… please…” 
 
    “Pathetic,” Loria purrs into your ear. “So this is what you’ve become. A slave to a fat demon of Lust. His tool of sloth. Too lazy to walk so you carry him. All for a taste of his whip. Oh mistress. How the mighty do fall.” 
 
    You whine pathetically, head tilting back, jaw quivering as you try and deny the sensation of her finger plunging into your pussy. Try to hold back the flood of orgasmic pleasure peeking over the horizon. But you can’t. There’s no hope. Not a prayer. 
 
    And when you surrender, it feels sooooo goooood! 
 
    “Oooooooh!” you moan, thighs quaking as you cum, pussy spurting with your peak, juices dripping down your lovely thighs to splatter shamelessly on the floor in a puddle of your own humiliation. 
 
    You hear Loria chuckle. Feel her lips kiss your ear. “Farewell, mistress.” 
 
    And then she’s gone, her presence slipping away, leaving you standing in shaking pleasure and shame. For a moment the weight of your failure crashes down on you, bearing down your soul with all its implications. 
 
    Then Aslesh’s whip again kisses your back in a painful lash, and pleasure shoots through you in another mind-numbing surge. 
 
    “Back to work, my darlings. We’re nearly there.” 
 
    On shaking but eager legs you push forward, bearing your bloated master with your sisters, walking forward. Your shame is forgotten once more, your mind wholly focused on pleasing your master. 
 
    For you are his slave. His thrall. His obedient servant. 
 
    And you’ll do anything to taste his whip anew. 
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    Puppet Queen 
 
      
 
    The throne of the Overlord feels wrong beneath your bum, but that’s because it’s not your throne. 
 
    But you sit in it, masking your feelings, expression stony and strong as the lords of hell’s realms argue about the table below. You work hard not to stare at Lustria. You wouldn’t have the strength not to if she hadn’t specifically commanded you to ignore her. Treat her like any other demon lord at these meetings. 
 
    It’s that, and that alone, that keeps you still as the masters of hell argue about strategy. At last, you raise your hand. 
 
    “I have made my decision!” 
 
    Your proclamation rings among the banners of the chamber and quiets the other lords at once. They look to you expectantly as you rise. 
 
    “The invasion of the mortal realm will go ahead as scheduled. We shall focus on corruption. My father’s effort failed because he pushed into the upper realms without a thought to divide them first. Weaken them with decadence and pleasure. 
 
    “But this time, we will rot them from the inside,” you say, raising your hands. “Before we even step one hoof upon a realm, every maiden will be a whore. Every male a glutton. Their soldiers will flee before us to be hunted down and dragged back in chains. Their daughters will sate the lusts of the pleasure pits for centuries! Their wombs breeding more of our kind to further the expansion. 
 
    “This is my decree!” you say. “Dismissed!” 
 
    Your words annoy several of the demon lords, particularly Ira, but he departs all the same, for he was sworn his armies to you. The others follow, filing out of the room, heading back to their realms to prepare for the beginning of your new invasion. 
 
    All but one. 
 
    You wait, breathing growing deeper as you hear the soft click of heels from the hidden passage behind the throne. Mistress’s perfume wafts to you, tickling your senses, making you arch, gently gasp. 
 
    “Wonderfully done,” Lustria purrs, her hands gently moving onto your shoulders. Massaging them. 
 
    Her mere touch turns your legs to jelly. Your eyes roll back in slavish bliss as her hands run down your arms, tugging down your gown, stripping it away and leaving you naked. 
 
    “Ah,” she says, her hand sliding across the curse mark burned into your flesh, sending a thumping of pure lust echoing through your core. “There it is. The thing that made you mine. Though, you would have given in long before, wouldn’t you? If I had only come to you. Made you kneel. And submit.” 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan, knowing it’s true. A mere word from this unholy beauty would have turned you into her obedient plaything. 
 
    Your mistress chuckles, easing back. “Turn around,” she commands. 
 
    You do, and find her sitting on your throne. But it’s hers, really. She fits it so much better than you ever did. Her skin shimmers with hues of red and pink, her eyes lidded with amusement, her gown already melting away, leaving her lap clear to demonstrate the thick, demonic phallus which juts up from it. Your eyes are riveted to that pulsing cock, shifting before your eyes. Thickening to a flared bull’s. Curving to a hound’s. Wedged like a lizard’s. 
 
    Your heart is pounding. Your core throbbing. Lust rushes through your veins hot and fast. You drop to your knees, cushioned by your own cast off clothes, your gaze riveted to her ever-changing shaft. 
 
    “Mmm. Do you like?” the succubus queen coos, grasping her cock, every stroke of her hand changing its form once more. “Does my precious slave like mistress’s big cock?” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant. 
 
    “Of course you do. My dear Overlord surrendered her womb and her freedom just for a taste of it. And what a taste it was. Why, one would almost think she’s become an addict. Have you?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you gasp. 
 
    She laughs, the sound vibrating through you, echoing in your core. “Mmm. I had a sneaking suspicion you were. Such a lovely girl, yet so obedient to me. Well, it’s time for your fix.” She lewdly thrusts her hips towards you. “Come and get it.” 
 
    You crawl to her, moving between her legs, entranced by the throbbing length of her cock. You’re already drooling for it, yet even as you lean forward it keeps shifting. What will it be when you first kiss it? What? What? 
 
    The answer will elude you for a moment more, because before you can kiss it, Lustria’s ass lifts her up, and you find yourself burying your face between her heavy, musky balls. 
 
    “Oops,” the succubus queen giggles. “Oh dear. Well, you don’t mind starting there, do you?” 
 
    You’re already moaning, the thick, pungent scent of her balls overwhelming your senses. Your lips press adoring kisses to her heavy testes, fairly tasting the cum churning in them. Your head drifts, mind gone as you kiss each sack, gently tilt your head, taking one in your mouth and lovingly sucking on it. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Lustria moans. “Oooooh, you little teeeease. Ah… that’s it. Ooooh, just like that. Naughty little slut. Mmm. Taste it. Taste my balls. Can you feel the cum that’s just waiting for you, sweet thing?” 
 
    You can. You can feel it thump and throb, eager to unload inside you. Just the thought tightens your thighs, your arousal dripping down them and onto the floor. At last, Lustria grabs your head, yanking you from the pillows of her balls, and shoves your face onto her cock. 
 
    Her shaft sinks deep into your parted lips. It’s the wolf cock! Your heart soars with excitement as that curving tip plunges deep into your throat, your gag reflex long ago overcome with the urgency of being throat-fucked by this sadistic succubus. Your groan, lashes fluttering as you bob, taking her as deep as you can, sucking her eagerly. 
 
    “Ooooooh yessssss,” Lustria moans, her head tilting back as she thrusts up into your mouth and throat. “Fuck yesssss! Take it, slave! Take it my puppet bitch! Show mistress how much you adore her fat cock!” 
 
    You’re choking on her hot wolf cock, your nostrils flaring with the effort of breathing even as your lips slide up and down her shaft. A moan is building in your throat as she uses you like a living cock sleeve.  
 
    Her legs suddenly twine around your head, moving like two twining snakes, tightening, squeezing your skull. You groan, eyes rolling back in hedonistic delight as you’re pulled deeper by those twisting limbs. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! There, my Overlord. Right there! Fuck! Yes! Yesssss!” 
 
    Her legs pull you down, bottoming you on her thick wolf dick. You feel it swell, cum! Her thick seed pulsing down your throat, pouring her potent cum into your belly. 
 
    You groan as your mouth stretches around her swelling knot, nearly cracking your jaw with the effort of accommodating her massive shaft. 
 
    For a time, Lustria simply relaxes there, eased upon your family’s throne, her cock buried to the hilt in your wanton mouth. You look at her, relaxing atop the jagged iron, the picture of royal excess, and know she is where she belongs. As are you, of course. For where else should the breeding slut of the demon queen reside than at her feet, choking on her four-foot wolf cock? 
 
    At last, Lustria deigns to retract her shaft, letting it deflate and pull out of your mouth. You gasp, coughing, eyes watering from the thoroughness of your throat fucking. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that, slave?” mistress asks sweetly. 
 
    “Y-yes m-mistress,” you gasp, swallowing convulsively, feeling the heaviness of her seed within your belly. 
 
    “Good girl. Then, it is time for your daily breeding. Shall we go for a prince this time? A princess? Or perhaps something else? Ah, why bother guessing! This is far more fun.” 
 
    Your head squeezed between her lovely thighs, you can’t even nod in agreement. You’ve had several children for your queen already, but all have been taken almost at once to the realm of Lust to be trained in their royal duties. You dismay at this, but it is only proper. Hell cannot know you are the breeding slave of the mistress of Lust. 
 
    But the thought of being stuffed again with your mistress’s young excites you like nothing else. Your voice hoarse from the cock you’ve been swallowing, you moan, “P-please, mistress. Stuff your slaaave. Breed me!” 
 
    “I will, my darling,” Lustria coos, stroking your cheek, even as her limbs lift you up off the floor like snaking tentacles, her skin shimmering with its innumerable hues. “I will. And now, it’s time for your proper fucking.” 
 
    You cry out as you’re lowered onto her throbbing cock, filled with her shaft. You moan, breasts bouncing as you begin to ride her, her cock stretching you, pushing deep into you, swelling with your every downward thrust. You pant and moan and whimper as her cock claims you. Fucks you. Breeds you. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you moan, your head lolling back, eyelashes fluttering as you take her length deep inside you. “P-pit yessssss!” 
 
    “Do you love it, slave?” Lustria cackles. “Do you love being mistress’s breeding slut?” 
 
    “Yes mistress! Love it! Love you! Love! Love! Loooooooove!” 
 
    Lustria hums happily as she feels you tighten around her, cumming already, drunk on pleasure and your own submission to the lovely demoness. Feeling the slavish delight of your breeding. She’ll take you a dozen ways on that throne. Drive home the truth. That for all your achievements, you were never going to be the Overlord. This is your rightful place: sheathed on the cock of your betters. A breeding slut for your goddess. This is your true place. Your true purpose. 
 
    In the battle between Overlord and breeding slave, you have made your choice. 
 
    And you couldn’t be happier. 
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    Run for It 
 
      
 
    You stare at the obese creature that is the demon with a sort of grotesque fascination, but when his smile widens and his hand tightens on his whip, you know better than to linger. 
 
    “Um, yeah. Um… Bye!” 
 
    You turn and run into the hedonistic realm of horrors that is the party. 
 
    “After her, my darlings!” comes the crowing cry of Aslash, accompanied by the snap of a whip and the moans of his bearers. Just the sound makes you blush hot, but you have no time to tarry! 
 
    Your headlong flight is noticed by few, but those who do merely laugh with revelry, some even toasting the amusing sight of you fleeing from the fat slaver. Neither help nor hindrance, but that’s no comfort right now. Your eyes flash hither and thither through the fog of incense and flutter of silks for some means of escape. 
 
    There! 
 
    A pool of bubbling black ooze stretches across one part of the room, led down to by a series of cascading steps. In another, thick curtains waft with perfume and the soft sighs and moans of decadent pleasures. And down another is an arch made of twining metal, clutching in the grasp of sprawling rosebushes whose thorns drip with blood. 
 
    “Come back, my sweet! Let my lash taste your lovely flesh!” Aslesh calls, his warbling voice sending a shudder coursing down your spine. No time left to hesitate! 
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    Through the Curtains 
 
      
 
    That pool of ooze and those plants can hold nothing good. Better the devils you know in hedonistic harems. With barely a moment more of hesitation, you duck through the curtains and into the chamber beyond. 
 
    The perfume was thick in the main rooms, but here it’s like a mist! You gasp, stumbling as the haze claims your senses. Shadowy figures move on the floor and furnishings. Moans and whimpers of delight echo as shapely forms and powerful frames move against one another, locked in pleasured embrace. 
 
    Already you can feel your cheeks warm and your head spin, intoxicated. Confused. You stumble suddenly, tripping over a rug and fall heavily to the floor. 
 
    “Well well! Here’s a familiar face…” 
 
    You freeze. You know that voice. Slowly, you lift up your head. 
 
    A silk gown teases the sultry curves of her figure. Horns bow from dark hair, her red skin lush and her smile teasing. Slaves throng around her in delicate red silks, panting as they inhale her perfume and presence, wafted to them with lazy beats of her dark wings. One of her thralls is locked between her thighs, an androgynous young man, his eyes filled with adoration as he laps at the delicate folds of the succubi’s pussy. The succubi’s lovely right hand holds him in place, pressing him deeper. Her left is a massive, monstrous claw, a fact that fails to detract from her unspeakable loveliness. 
 
    “D-Desiree?” you gasp, recalling the succubus from Envy’s palace. 
 
    The succubus giggles lightly, her hips rising lazily against the tongue lavishing her pussy. “Mmm. So I was right. It is dear Lillian. But darling, whatever are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be in the Citadel, scheming?” 
 
    You flush hotly, but hurriedly rise to your feet. “I-“ 
 
    “Are you in here, my sweet?” 
 
    The syrupy croon of Aslesh is punctuated by the snap of his whip, the sound making you twitch. 
 
    Desiree cocks her head towards the sound, smiling lazily. “Oh dear, sounds like you’re in a pickle, darling.” 
 
    “I-I can handle it,” you say quickly. 
 
    “I’m sure,” the succubus croons. “But if you like, I could lend a hand. If you’ll lend a… tongue…” 
 
    Her hips twitch, arresting your attention. You swallow hard, but hear the approaching tramp of Aslesh’s approach. 
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    Lick Her Pussy 
 
      
 
    “F-fine,” you say hotly. 
 
    “Mmm, good girl,” Desiree coos, pulling the slender young man from between her legs and pushing him back among her gaggle of slaves, the man’s whine of disappointment soon changing to gasps of pleasure as another slave begins to suck his cock and a third kisses him lovingly. 
 
    The sight doesn’t help your inflamed libido. But neither does the curse mark absolutely glowing under the paint you’d put on to hide it. You blush hotly, your eyes riveted to the pink gash of the succubi’s pussy as she lazily lifts her hips. 
 
    “Come, darling. Taste my nectar.” 
 
    “Please don’t call it that,” you say, even as you move towards her. 
 
    Desiree giggles. “Mmm. I’ll take that under advisement. Now, if you would…” 
 
    She crooks a finger, and to your annoyance, you obey. Your curse mark throbs atop your mons, spurring you to slowly get down on your knees, her thighs parting further to provide you easy access, only to close slightly as you move between. You can feel the warmth of your burning cheeks glowing against her flesh, eddies of smoke drifting around the succubi’s pussy like tendrils guiding you on. Her perfume is overwhelming. Or maybe that’s just her scent? Either way, it’s making your head throb almost as much as your womb as your curse mark aches for satisfaction. 
 
    “Go on, darling. Show me what the tongue of the Overlord can do…” 
 
    Ooooh, this bitch. If you weren’t about to drive your tongue into her whorish pussy, you’d give her a piece of your mind. You gently run your tongue up along her dripping cunny, still slick from her earlier slave’s attentions. The succubus moans softly, her head tilting back as you get to work. 
 
    “Mmm, there we are. Yessss. That’s nice, darling. Very… hmmm… modest.” 
 
    Modest! You’ll show her modest. Without further ado you press your face between her legs, cupping her cunny with your mouth as your tongue pushes into her slick pussy. Desiree gasps at the sudden aggressive treatment, then coos, wiggling atop you, her thighs tightening around your head. 
 
    “Oh yes. There we are. Good girl. Ohhhh gooooood girrrrrrrl…” 
 
    You hum, preening at her praise even as her intoxicating juices coat your tongue. It’s a challenge not to let them consume you. Sink into her pussy like an obedient slave girl. Adore her until you can’t think anymore… 
 
    “Yes. Yessss, that’s a good girl, darling. Doing mmmm… so well…” 
 
    Her praise makes you blush and heats you even more. The throbbing of your curse mark is so distracting! You can barely think while it beats against your womb, your tongue delving deep into her clutching pussy, your breath coming short and fast. Panting. 
 
    Gasping. 
 
    Moaning. 
 
    “Ah, Desiree. So good to see you…” 
 
    You freeze at the sound of Aslesh’s voice. 
 
    “Mmm. Aslesh, a pleasure, darling. Have you been keeping busy?” the succubus asks, delicately touching your head, easing you against her pussy. You take the hint, and resume your work, your ears straining to hear. 
 
    “I have. You know how it is. So many poor souls needing to be saved. And every cycle it seems I need another bearer to carry this throne.” 
 
    “A trial, I’m sure, darling.” 
 
    “Hmm. Speaking of which, I spotted a most delectable one earlier. Have you happened to see her?” 
 
    Desiree laughs musically, her pelvis rocking, riding herself atop your face. “You’ll have to be far more specific, darling. There’s so many delightful slaves wandering around here.” 
 
    “Quite so. Quite so. Such as the one between your legs. What a pretty little creature she is. In fact, that delectable rump looks quite familiar.” 
 
    Your heart is racing, thumping, your body tensing in fear and anticipation. 
 
    “This? No doubt, darling. She’s one of my favorite pussy lickers.” 
 
    “Is she now?” Aslesh muses. 
 
    “Oh yesssss,” Desiree moans as your tongue finds the bead of her clit, flicking it, stroking it. “Mmm. She cannot get enough of being under me. Why, sometimes, I swear, I need to chain the little tart just to keep her from crawling under my lovely bottom. She just can’t help it, you see. This darling adores being the most eager pussy slave you’ve ever seen.” 
 
    Humiliation sears you. You’re red from your face to your pert bottom, which frustratingly, can’t seem to stop wiggling in shameful delight at Desiree’s praise. 
 
    “Hmm. So I see. I simply must borrow her one of these days, if she is as delectable as you claim…” 
 
    “I’ll send my people to talk to your people, darling,” Desiree coos. 
 
    “Hmm… Onward, girls! We have a slave to catch.” 
 
    Your ass twitches at the sound of his whip and the moans of his slaves. You hear them leave, the soft pad of footsteps soon lost amid the debauched halls of smoke and silks. 
 
    Desiree hums, her legs loosening about your head, allowing you to look up at her lovely face. “Mmm. Not bad, darling. If I didn’t know better, I’d have thought you liked being my pussy licker.” 
 
    “Y-you wish,” you gasp, your tongue tingling with her taste. 
 
    “So very much, darling.” 
 
    Givril peeks out from behind her throne, the imp looking around warily. “Is he gone?” 
 
    “Get out here,” you snap at the imp. 
 
    “Leaving so soon?” Desiree hums. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I…” 
 
    “Am off to see Lustria, yes?” 
 
    “Er, well, yeah,” you say. 
 
    “But don’t know the way, do you?” 
 
    “Er…” 
 
    “Hmm.” Desiree hums, her monstrous fingers lazily twirling the platinum blonde hair of a nearby slave. “Well, Lustria and I are hardly on the most… friendly terms. And if you gain her allegiance, it is only to my gain. And if you fail and her majesty enslaves you, I will still only benefit from bringing you to her. Ah,” she sighs, stretching lazily, rising to tower over you. “Politics is such a bore at times. But we can make the most of it, can’t we?” 
 
    You fail to answer her at first, your head tilted back, gazing at the unspeakable beauty towering before you. But you snap out of it quick enough, slamming shut your mouth and giving yourself a shake. “Th-then you’ll help me?” you say. 
 
    “That is what I said, yes. Now, come, darling. Let’s see you to the stairs…” 
 
    You push yourself to your feet, wobbling a little until Desiree catches your arm. You lean against her, your startled breath taking in another lungful of her sweet perfume. Your sigh, head whirling from her intoxicating nearness as she guides you through the chamber. It’s so hard to focus on where you’re going. The mists of perfume and silks wave and flutter all around you. Your legs feel weak and boneless. Your mind drifting on clouds of pleasure. Perfumed delight... 
 
    “Here we are.” 
 
    You start with recognition as you find yourself before a flight of stairs going up. You tilt your head back, looking up into the darkness waiting beyond. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “This is the way to the mistress’s chambers. Just pass through the dungeons, hang a left, and up the stairs. You can’t miss it. Of course,” she adds, “the way isn’t entirely clear, my Overlord,” Desiree purrs, her tongue flicking your ear, the sensation like a lash of pleasure through you. 
 
    “A-ah. Th-thanks,” you gasp, swallowing hard. “I… I mean, your Overlord will not forget this.” 
 
    “Mmm. Let’s hope not,” she purrs, releasing you, spurring you on your way with a playful spank on your bum. 
 
    You jump with a yelp. You glance back, giving the succubus a glare, but Desiree merely giggles and turns away, vanishing among the cloying smoke of the chamber with a swinging stride. You rub your bottom with a pout of annoyance, but turn away once more. You can’t dally here. There are greater things awaiting you. You press forward, passing through the cloying smoke and into the dark halls beyond. 
 
    Almost there… 
 
      
 
    The Way Through the Dungeon 
 
    

  

 
   
    Take Your Chances 
 
      
 
    You may be in a spot, but you still have your pride, dammit! 
 
    “I’ll take my chances,” you growl. 
 
    “Mmm. I suspect you will,” Desiree purrs, already grabbing another of her quivering slaves and pushing the lucky soul between her lovely thighs, her head tilting back among the cushions as the lithe plaything gets to work with gusto. 
 
    You don’t have any more time to waste on her. Turning on your heel, you race deeper into the perfumed smog of the party, Givril belatedly following, the imp tearing himself reluctantly eyes from the carnal scene. 
 
    You don’t regret your decision, but it’s increasingly untenable. As you duck and weave through the rooms and festivities, you’re soon hopelessly lost. You have no idea where the fuck you are. 
 
    You duck through a doorway and start to slow. The air is different here. Cooler. You’re clear of the party, but far from safe. These halls are cold. Dark stone surrounds you, and every step takes you deeper. Sounds of highest pleasures have made way for something very different. Chains hang low like iron vines, and the crack of whips and screams of pain echo around you. Cages dangle like overripe fruit, some still holding bodies who moan and rattle in their prisons. 
 
    You’re in the dungeons. 
 
    Not good. 
 
    “My dear! Where are you!” 
 
    Shit! Aslesh’s cry echoes from behind. You look about frantically, finally locking onto a heavy door. You fling it open and duck inside, slamming it shut behind you, nearly crushing Givril as the imp scrambles through. 
 
    You hear the pattering footsteps of the fat demon’s bearers and you quickly retreat from the door. Your heart beats fast, but the sound of Aslesh’s passage soon fades away into the distance. You let out a breath and finally look about to see where you are. 
 
    Lights burn furtively in braziers where the handle of brands poke out, the metal sizzling in the red heat. Every wall is filled with implements of agony and delight. Chains rattle. Barbed machines whose purposes you can only guess at swell from walls. Prisons of steel and wire dangle from the ceiling. Several pale forms are strapped to racks or writhing in the grasp of strange, shadowy tentacles growing from the walls. It’s a sight to turn the stomach and send your curse mark pulsing with desire. 
 
    “Woah,” Givril breathes from beside you. 
 
    You have to agree with the imp. Wherever you are, it’s a place of pains and pleasure you’ve not even dreamed of. You feel mildly jealous at that thought.  
 
    The creak of hinges sends your heart into your throat, but it’s too late to look for cover. You jump back from the door as it opens, but fortunately it’s not Aslesh. Instead, a succubus of ample proportions steps into the room. She’s not fat, but she’s big, specifically in the hips and breasts. A silver chain rides her hips, supporting a thin strip of silken cloth that flutters between her thighs. The curled horns of a ram work from under her dark hair and her breasts are positively pendulous, no doubt requiring some antigravity magic to keep them so firm and high. She steps inside, her feet narrowing into delicate hooves, only to pause in surprise at the sight of you. 
 
    “Well well!” she purrs, her voice a throaty hum as her admiring eyes run over you. “What’s this little treat doing in Miss Bova’s dungeon? A new plaything wandered in?” 
 
    “Uh,” you say. 
 
    “Now now,” the succubus coos, her hip knocking the door shut behind her, her breasts jiggling with the motion as she smiles warmly towards you. “Miss Bova isn’t one to take what doesn’t belong to her. Miss Bova is a good mistress and lovely trainer of pretty slaves.” 
 
    “Y-yes. Right,” you say quickly. “I just got ah… lost. My t-trainer,” you say, nearly having to spit out the word, “was showing me around and I uh… wandered off.” 
 
    Bova giggles, and pit below the way her breasts jiggle with her mirth is enthralling. “Oooh, silly dumb dumb! Naughty naughty. Well, Miss Bova knows how silly slaves can be. That’s why Miss Bova is in charge of helping the naughtiest slaves get trained for lovely new owners. Isn’t that right?” she says, raising her voice sweetly. 
 
    “Mmmyesssss,” moans the figures around the room in a perfect chorus of submissive joy. 
 
    The sound sends ice water down your veins, but only heat radiates from your core. You swallow hard, eying the buxom succubus as she looks again at you, smiling warmly. 
 
    “And Miss Bova would be happy to let sweet subby find her owner again,” Miss Bova coos. “But pretty slaves need to show Miss Bova she’s a good sub first. Otherwise, Miss Bova might think she didn’t have an owner, and Miss Bova would hate to see such a pretty girl go to waste.” 
 
    “Sh-show you? How would I do that?” you ask. 
 
    “Silly slave!” Bova giggles again. “She just needs to show Miss Bova she knows how to be a good subby girl.” 
 
      
 
    Refuse Bova’s Offer 
 
    Kiss Bova’s Ass 
 
    Lick Bova’s Pussy 
 
    Suck Bova’s Breasts 
 
    

  

 
   
    Into the Pool 
 
      
 
    You turn towards the pool of ooze. Fairly dancing down the marble steps, you hesitate near the edge of the bubbling pit, for the moment hesitating. 
 
    “You sure about this, mistress?” Givril says uneasily. 
 
    “Come back my darling! Such pleasures I will show you!” 
 
    You shiver again at the voice of Aslesh rings down the smoky halls No. Anything would be better than him. “Meet me at the other side!” you snarl at Givril as you steel yourself, run towards the edge of the pool and dive in! 
 
    Thick, oily darkness welcomes you. You plunge beneath the surface, and it rushes in behind you. You feel it tighten against you as you swim towards where the opposite end lies, though you can’t see. The stuff is as opaque as tar! 
 
    And as… as sticky as it too. 
 
    You can feel the thick darkness cling to you as you swim, pressing on you like a second skin. It feels warm and oddly… pleasant. Especially when it slips between your thighs, against the seam of your bum. Fitting you like a glove. 
 
    The feel of the oily substance grows more appealing with each passing moment. The way it adheres to you feels so perfect. So right. Every stroke of your arms, every kick of your legs, helps it seep deeper into your every nook and cranny. Tighten around you. 
 
    And oh it feels soooo goooood! 
 
    You’re moaning, you suddenly realize. Moaning as the dark substance rubs against your pussy with your movements. Grinding against the tight star of your asshole. You can’t see. Can’t hear. Can’t even smell. But oh pit can you ever feel. 
 
    “Yes. Yes. Yes,” you pant, or at least, you try to. The way the black rubber sucks against your mouth makes every sound from you a moan or a whimper. How can this all feel so wonderful? 
 
    “Mmmm,” you groan, no longer straining to swim through the darkness. Little kicks are more than enough to send surges of orgasmic pleasure curling through you. You doubt even your curse mark would show through this dark coating. Not that it matters. You can feel it. Feel it thump with every pulse of the rubber against your pussy, its tendrils reaching inside you. Pressing a hard buge against the bead of your clit. 
 
    “Mmmmmph,” you groan, edged, your hips swaying in the viscous darkness as you try and masturbate yourself against that delightful core of hot pleasure. And yet, you can’t seem to get past it. Every time you seem close the bulge teases back, just out of reach, and no matter how hard you undulate you can’t rub against it. 
 
    A whine of despair escapes you. It’s so cruel! Yet so tantalizing. You keep swimming, but now the only aim of your movements is masturbatory. You need it. Want it! Gotta have it. Gotta fuck it. Gotta cum with it. 
 
    Rut it. 
 
    Stroke it. 
 
    Fuck it. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    You can’ think. Every thought is wrapped around getting over your orgasmic peak. Your head is swimming in a haze of desire. Of need. Of teasing edge. The phallus against your tight rear is pressing so wonderfully against your asshole it feels like it’s rubbing up against your core. But nothing can satisfy. Nothing can push you over the edge! 
 
    You suddenly feel the hard stone of the steps. You cling to it, crawling up and out of the ooze, dripping oily darkness, a shining coat of the latex remaining on your skin. Perfect. Flawless. Featureless but for your curves. 
 
    You stop at the top of the stairs, even just crawling driving you mad with need. Without further ado, you drive your hand against the rubbery seam that coats your pussy, moaning as you frantically masturbate yourself. Yet the rubber only hardens, denying you anything other than the ability to tease the phallus, which in turn teases you. 
 
    “Uh, mistress?” 
 
    You raise your head, seeing Givril before you. The name occurs to you, but you cannot understand what connection he has to you. Who you are no longer matters. Only the need burning in your veins. 
 
    “Oooh, got a good one!” 
 
    Givril jumps and spins around. An incubi stands near, the demon looking down at you, his body pierced and scarred with the efforts of his own sadistic pleasure. 
 
    “You put her in there?” he says to the imp, nodding at you. 
 
    “Er, I… yeah,” Givril says, eying you. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Good choice,” the incubus says, grinning. “The Flesh Oil makes even the most resistant souls absolute sluts. Course, they’re useless for anything but fucking.” 
 
    “That right,” the imp says, giving you a closer look. 
 
    “Sure is! Here. Let me show you.” He grins down at you, his hand ringed with barbed metal as he tugs down a tight banana hammock, letting his thick, ridged cock bounce into the open. 
 
    “Get to it, drone,” he growls. 
 
    The rubber knows what needs doing. It parts around your mouth, revealing your soft lips and the hot tunnel of your throat. Without further ado the incubus shoves his cock into your mouth. 
 
    As that foul phallus fills you, the bead against your clit suddenly pushes in. You moan, mind blasted anew with pleasure, your head desperately bobbing as the phallus rubs against your pussy with sadistic eagerness. 
 
    “Mnnn! This one may be a keeper. Oh fuck yes! She’s a natural!” 
 
    Givril licks his lips as your mouth is claimed by the incubus. “Yeah,” he says hotly, his own randy red prick hard as steel. “And she’ll obey anything I say?” 
 
    “Course,” the incubus fucking your face scoffs. “She’ll be plenty eager. These things are cum hungrier than a Gluttony cowgirl!” 
 
    “That right,” Givril growls, eying you with a different light now. The imp moves around you, and you jolt as he suddenly smacks his hand against your soft bottom. “Ass up, slut! I want a taste.” 
 
    His words barely register in your poor, addled mind. The woman you were now feels so far away. You’re not even sure who it is who raises your hips, putting you down on all fours so Givril can grab your shining ass, push open your cheeks to reveal the slick, dark sheathe of your asshole. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” the imp breathes as he takes in the offering before him, his tongue moving across his lips. “That’s what daddy likes.” 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” the incubus grunts. “Don’t worry! These things… hrrr… self-lubricate!” 
 
    Givril doesn’t waste another moment. As if afraid that this gift will be lost to him, he grabs your shining, rubber ass and thrusts his demonic prick in with all his might! 
 
    When his cock plunges into you, it’s like nothing you’ve felt before. You’ve taken many things up your ass, but none equalled the cock plundering you. Every thrust sends shockwaves vibrating through you, as if his shaft were hammering your very core. Your moans rise in throaty, guttural cries as you rock back against his dick. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuck!” Givril moans. “She’s soooo tight!” 
 
    “Don’t… ah… have to tell me!” the incubus pants. 
 
    Their praise sings through you. Their pleasure urges you to suck harder. Bob faster. Your fingers continue to delve into your pussy with feverish excitement. Oh pit. Oh pit they’re getting closer. Closer. 
 
    Oh yes. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Yesssss! 
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” the incubus groans 
 
    “Oh fucking pit!” Givril wails. “Your ring, slut! Stroke that fucking riiiiing!” 
 
    You obey at once, stroking the ring on your finger, loosening the second ring that wraps around Givril’s shank. The imp howls with delight as his long-denied release comes. As he throws back his head, burying his cock into your tight asshole, and cums like a fountain! 
 
    Imp and incubus groan, hilting in you, cumming in you, the sudden flood of their seed euphoric. Your head spins in drunken pleasure. Your moan rises in whorish delight, muffled by the cock shoved into your mouth. 
 
    At last you cum, and it hits you stronger than any before. Your world seems to sink under waves of darkness. Your body twitches, tightens, the rubber greedily drinking every gush of your juices. Your moan vibrates through you, your limbs nearly fail you. 
 
    The incubi sighs in satisfaction, unsheathing his cock from your mouth. No sooner has it departed than the rubber seals your mouth once more, returning your face to perfect, shining anonymity. 
 
    “Fuck! You chose a real keeper.” 
 
    Givril cackles, unsheathing his cock, admiring the way the rubber dilates your asshole almost instantly, as if he’d never reamed you like his personal sleeve. “I’ll say! C’mon slut.” 
 
    A stinging slap sends another pulse of pleasure rocking through you and you stumble to your feet, swaying drunkenly. Laughing, Givril shoves you forward, and you obediently start walking. Your future is unknown, as are you. But as the imp’s rubber drone, it will be filled with such pleasures you cannot even dream. 
 
    Your new bodysuit will make sure of it… 
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    Into the Rosewood 
 
      
 
    “Quick! This way!” you order Givril, bolting for the rosebushes. 
 
    “H-hey! Wait for me!” Givril yelps, wings flapping frantically as he follows you. 
 
    You shove through the brambles, bursting through the floral barrier and beyond. You look back, and see Aslesh’s throne halt at the very threshold of the gardens as surely as if blocked by a wall of blades. You smirk in triumph. 
 
    Then think to wonder what’s in here that keeps him out. 
 
    You slow down at that, suddenly paying closer attention to your surroundings. Columns rise around you, so thickly embraced by wild rosebushes you can barely see the stone. Trees arch and curve about you and fields of flowers bulge from mounds on the floor, whose suggestive shapes make you a bit nervous. 
 
    “Hoo! That was close,” Givril breathes as he lands like an ugly red crow on one of the trees. 
 
    “Mmmm…” 
 
    The imp squeals in surprise, jumping off the branch. As he does so, the tree shifts, raining down petals, and you reel back in shock. What you took for just an odd shape in the bark is a woman! Though the wood has largely consumed her, fusing her into the trunk, her naked breasts swell from her chest, dripping a thick, sweet-smelling sap that fills the air with its potent aroma. A particular knot of wood presses between her thighs, her eyes shut and her lips parted in a soft moan of pleasure. 
 
    “Ooooooh fuck,” Givril whimpers, looking around. The movement seems to have awoken the other trees, and they creak and groan. Now that you know where to look, you can see the dozens of women trapped in them. Some are so fused they’re hard to make out, but others still possess their flesh, the clutch of the wood only half claiming them, while thick, green bulbs press against their helpless pussies, gently twisting against the gasping women. 
 
    “Who dares disturb my garden?” 
 
    With a creak, twining brush part, and a woman of unholy loveliness walks out. A succubus, her horns are curved gnarled branches, her skin the paleness of willow trees. Slender yet beautiful, she carries a pitcher in her hands, cradling it as she gives you an imperious glare. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Givril moans, gnawing in his nails as he looks at the beauty. He raises a shaky hand and points at her. “Th-that’s Delicia!” 
 
    The name shoots through you like a gunshot. Everyone had heard the rumors that Lustria had once seduced one of Ghula’s daughters from him. Entrancing her with promises of pleasures that would sate even her insatiable appetite, only to enslave the girl as her plaything, keeping her as a chef of unholy delicacies for her table.  
 
    And it appears the rumors are true. 
 
    Delicia’s eyes flash. Her head tilts, horns swaying as she appraises you and Givril. “So, you have heard of me,” she muses. “Interesting. None who have dare venture into my garden anymore. And those who do are of such… poor material for my work.” 
 
    You glance again at the trees sprouting around you, and gulp. This might be a delicate matter… 
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    Command Delicia 
 
      
 
    “A slave?” you bark, taking a step forward, turning up your nose at the princess of Gluttony. “I am Lillian! The Overlord of hell!” 
 
    She cocks her head curiously. “I thought the Overlord was Lorrick.” 
 
    You grit your teeth at your father’s name. “No,” you spit. “He died.” 
 
    “And you are his daughter?” 
 
    “I am!” 
 
    “Interesting,” she muses, giving you a closer look. “Such royal presence is most impressive.” 
 
    “Well!” you say, preening a little. “So glad you can see that.” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Delicia says, her eyes glowing hot. “You’ll make an excellent resource.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    The ground suddenly heaves beneath your feet. You look down in shock as the path you stood upon suddenly explodes! Roots and vines wrap about you in a sudden tangle. You scream and try to pull away, but it’s far too late for that. Within seconds your arms are held out helplessly, your thighs wrapped up and your body perched atop a crawling mass of roots. 
 
    Givril screams and attempts to escape, but a vine grabs him out of the air and slams him against the back of your tree. You can feel the imp wriggle as the roots tighten around him. 
 
    “You dare!” you cry. “Release me at once!” 
 
    “No. I don’t think I will,” Delicia muses. 
 
    “H-hey! I’m not with her! I-I’m just a victim of circumstance!” Givril yelps. “I’m uh, actually a huge fan of yours! Yeah!” 
 
    “You treacherous little shit!” you snap at the imp, twisting your head in a vain attempt to see him. “I’ll wring your… your…” 
 
    The roots shift beneath you. You look down, and horror drops your stomach as you see a phallic green bulb rise from the tangle. 
 
    “W-wait!” you gasp as the bulb pushes towards your helpless pussy. “Wait! Don’t! We can talk about thiiiiiiiiiis!” 
 
    Your head snaps back with unspeakable pleasure as the bulb pushes up between your legs. As teasing, stroking tendrils run along the lips of your lovely cunny. You groan, head falling, thighs quivering as the bulb eases into you, oozing thick sap to make its entrance easier. 
 
    “H-hey? What’s happening?” Givril says, wriggling to try and get a glimpse. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuuck!” you moan as you’re stuffed with the bulb. “What… ah… Mnnnn! What is… Oooooh!” 
 
    You tremble in the hold of the roots, your weak struggles losing any force as the bulb swells, pulsing in your pussy. Your curse mark glows hot, effacing the makeup that once hid it, revealing the spiral of marks as they pulse and beat in time to the plant. 
 
    And that was before the bulb started squirting. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you groan as thick sap is pumped into your pussy, the stickiness of it coating your inner walls as the bulb slides in and out of you, fucking you. A warmth tingles from your pussy. It’s not cum, so your mark does not brand you. But you can feel it seep into you. Spread through you. Coiling up through you like tendrils. Seeping into your chest. Your breasts. 
 
    “Oh. Oh! Oooooooh!” you groan as your breasts begin to swell, growing in size, in heft. Throbbing as they’re changed, turned into massive, whorish orbs. A tension aches through them. A fullness that makes your thighs tremble around the bulb still fucking you, every breath escaping you in frantic pants as it goes from pleasurable to painful. You’re just so stuffed! 
 
    “Hmm. Very nice. You take to the sap better than even the most willing of Gluttony’s cows,” Delicia muses as she walks up to you. 
 
    “P-pleeeease! F-fulllll!” you moan, even escape paling in importance to the aching, sloshing, tender heaviness of your tits. 
 
    “Mmm. Never fear, oh Overlord. We shall fix that…” 
 
    You gasp as she presses the urn to your breast. You whine as she cups your massive teat, just the touch enough to make you convulse, your thighs tighten as you cum around the bulb still thrusting into you. 
 
    “Ooooh!” you groan. 
 
    “Good girl. Here. Let’s begin.” 
 
    Delicia’s deft fingers give your immense teat a teasing squeeze, and it’s like the floodgates were opened. Your head whipsaws back at the sudden pleasure as your breast gushes your cream into the waiting container, pumping thick, warm milk into her urn with sudden spurts, squeezed by her masterful hand. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Mnnnnnn!” 
 
    You can’t stop cumming! Your thighs wriggle around the plunging bulb as you soak it in your juices, as plentiful as your breast is in its bounty. It just won’t stop! You can’t help but cum again and again. Bucking and moaning and sagging in helpless pleasure as you’re drained of your wonderful cream. 
 
    By the time Delicia has drained both your ample tits of their gushing cream, you’re so spent you can only sag in the clutch of the roots. Delicia takes her overflowing pitcher away, cradling it as she might her firstborn. 
 
    “Lovely,” she breathes. “Mistress will adore this one. I can’t wait to show her!” 
 
    Gushing over her prize, the succubus hurries away into the garden. 
 
    “H-hey? Mistress?” Givril says from behind you. 
 
    “Mmmnnn…” you groan. 
 
    “You’re uh… you can get us out of this, right?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you groan, her eyelids drooping like they were weighed with lead. “Just… just gonna… gonna rest a… a bit…” 
 
    “M-mistress?” Givril says. “Uh… o-okay. But um, can we make it a short one?” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say, your eyes fluttering short. “Just… five minutes. I’ll get us… get us outta here in… five…” 
 
    You trail off, head drooping, exhaustion claiming you. Yet even as you sag there, you feel the bulb begin to pump anew. Your breasts begin to grow heavy with milk. The bark begin to grow along your thighs. And you know, deep down, escape will never come. 
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    Almond Milked 
 
      
 
    You’re not sure when the bark grew over Givril’s face, finally shutting up the vile little imp. 
 
    You can’t remember when the tree grew up around your arms and legs either, leaving only your naked curves from the waist up. 
 
    You only know the feel of the bulb within you, fused to your pussy, still pulsing and stroking, but as a part of you as the branches of the tree. 
 
    You’ve long ago forgotten about trying to escape. About being the Overlord. About Loria or the Citadel or your father’s plot. You can only remember this. The garden. 
 
    And the heavy fullness of your breasts. 
 
    It consumes your every moment. Your every awareness. The feeling of your breasts as they grow heavier by the hour. Bigger. Fuller. Stuffed with your wonderful cream. A delicacy, it is known, and a favorite of the new Overlord. 
 
    Though you know none of this. Your existence is bound here. Consumed here. Wrapped in the pleasures of utter servitude as you lie against the tree that binds you, your breasts milked endlessly by Delicia whenever she comes. The only relief from your agony of pleasure. 
 
    Your end is not the thing of songs and ballads. In fact, no one ever learns of how you met your final fate. But your cream is used to make soaps, perfumes, and a hundred of the highest quality items, used by the succubus queen herself in her daily ablations. 
 
    And what could be better than that? 
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    Flatter Delicia 
 
      
 
    If flattery got Delicia into this mess, then flattery will get you out of it. You suddenly flash her your most winning smile. 
 
    “Of course! Delicia. I’m a huge fan of your work!” 
 
    The plantgirl gives you a curious look. “You are?” 
 
    “Naturally. I only ever use the highest quality perfumes on my skin. And the soaps that come from you leave me feeling refreshed after even the most gruelling hours in the torture chamber.” 
 
    Delicia tilts her head slowly, eying you. “Is that so?” she muses slowly. “And… who did you say you were again?” 
 
    “Lillian. Princess of Pride. Daughter of… of the Overlord,” you say, almost choking on your own bile at having to admit any connection to your father. You rally quickly before she can suspect anything. “So as you can imagine, only the highest quality of materials can be used on me.” 
 
    Delicia nods her horned head slowly. “I have heard that the Overlord’s daughter used only the best ingredients…” 
 
    “Only those are worthy of me,” you say smoothly. “Why, not even the tears of a virgin nun are as restorative on my skin as the cream of Delicia’s garden.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know if I’d go that far…” Delicia says, but her blush and the way she smiles betrays her pleasure at your words. 
 
    You go for the kill, waving off her protests. “Please! If the Princess of Pride says it’s so, it must be. Why, I tell Lustria all the time what a brilliant catch you are.” 
 
    “You know mistress?” 
 
    “Know her?” You trill with laughter. “I’m here to see her! She invited me by for an evening of delights. Some of which, no doubt, would involve your charming foods.” 
 
    “She did ask for more than usual,” Delicia muses. 
 
    You bet she did. Bitch was probably getting herself all sorted out for a party to celebrate your defeat. “Of course. I would only have the best. But on arrival, I’m afraid I got a bit turned around and ended up here. I don’t suppose you know a way to get to her chambers quickly? I am in a bit of a bind.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “It really would mean so much to Lustria,” you say with meaning. 
 
    Delicia nibbles on her lower lip uncertainly, but finally nods. “Alright. Actually, mistress has a passage directly into my chambers. She says it’s convenient.” 
 
    “How lovely of her,” you say sweetly. “Would you mind?” 
 
    Now that she’s made a decision, Delicia seems content. She beckons you to follow and you hurry after the lovely succubus. You follow her through a forest of trees, their barks twisted with the faces of the Gluttony demon’s victims, their frozen features and heavy figures sending prickles of fear crawling down your spine, their fate very nearly yours. 
 
    You don’t even consider relaxing until Delicia brings you to a far wall, an arch littered with lovely, blooming flowers and jagged rosebushes. The cavernous mouth of the passage is black as sin, but you’ll take any escape from this hellish garden. 
 
    “Very much obliged,” you tell Delicia as you step through the doorway. “I’ll tell Lustria what a pleasure it was to see you.” 
 
    “Give her my best!” the green woman calls, waving farewell. 
 
    “Oh, I will,” you say, your voice dropping to a growl as you venture up the stairs. “That’s a promise…” 
 
    Givril flaps after you, looking back nervously. Once you’re safely out of hearing, the imp gasps in relief. “Holy hell! That was close. Remind me never to play cards with you, mistress!” 
 
    “No worries about that,” you say as you make your way up the dark stairs, your curse mark subtly throbbing upon your mons, reacting to the growing nearness of another lord of sin. You see a dim glow ahead and slow your pace. “Now keep quiet! We’re almost there…” 
 
    Givril shuts up, and you reach the top of the stairs. A barred gate blocks the way through, but it’s unlocked. You open it and slip through, finding yourself in a dark realm of smoke and stone. Gloom hangs heavily, and the sounds of whips and cries of pleasure echo through the dark. Lust’s dungeons. Perfect. 
 
    You focus on your curse mark, and feel it throb again, pulling you towards Lustria. With a glance about, you hurry down the halls of agonies, hastening on. The mistress of Lust awaits. 
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    Lie to Delicia 
 
      
 
    “Actually, I’m here to see you,” you tell her. 
 
    Delicia raises a sceptical brow. “Oh are you?” 
 
    “Of course!” you say, trying to put as much fawning respect as you can. “Lustria asked me to fetch some of your er, milk for her new party. Do you have it?” 
 
    Delicia cocks her head at you. “She sent you?” 
 
    “Yep!” you say. “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Ah,” Delicia says, smiling back. “Of course.” 
 
    You relax a fraction. 
 
    And the ground beneath your feet explodes. 
 
    You shriek in surprise as roots and vines burst from the loamy soil, wrapping around you like a mass of tentacles. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” Givril squeals, the imp caught up in the sudden burst of writhing vines. 
 
    You ignore the imp, trying to struggle free, but it quickly becomes apparent that’s not happening. Within moments your arms are wrenched behind your back, your legs wrapped up in a prison of foliage, parted to reveal the lush folds of your pussy. You pull against your bindings, but save the softest creak of wood, you get nowhere. 
 
    “That would be something,” Delicia says, stepping closer, her eyes slits of anger, “if mistress didn’t always collect her goods herself. She would never send a slave to gather such vital ingredients for her pleasure. You are a liar. And not a very good one.” 
 
    “I-I’m not lying! Mistress will be furious if you do anything to me!” 
 
    Delicia shrugs. “Well, so be it. But I think she’ll be understanding if your product is of sufficient quality.” 
 
    “Product?” 
 
    You freeze as the plants between your legs part. Your jaw drops as a green bulb pushes out of the tangle, throbbing with an ill green light. 
 
    “H-hey. What… what’s that for?” you say shakily, having a terrible suspicion you already know. A suspicion confirmed as it pushes up between your parted thighs, rubbing against your pussy. You gasp, biting your lower lip as it slickens itself on your folds, just the feel of it sending desire pulsing from your curse mark. 
 
    “O-oh. Oh p-pit nooooooo!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a cry of pure pleasure as the bulb pushes up and into you, parting your lower lips, filling your pussy with its mass. It squirms into your clutching cunny, filling you up, swelling within you before contracting, spurting a mass of thick, warm sap inside you. 
 
    “Oh f-fuuuuuuck!” you moan as you feel the sap seep through you. Every pulse soaking into you through your ripping pussy. Squeezed through your body. Past your stomach. Your core. Gathering in your chest.  
 
    “Ooooooh,” you moan as your breasts swell, expanding. Every spurt of the bulb filling you further with a wonderful sense of fullness. A feeling of heavy pleasure. 
 
    You groan, the weight of your tits dragging you forward, even as the vines hold you back. “Wh… what’s ha-happening?” 
 
    “The harvest,” Delicia says as she steps up to you and presses the gourd to your plump teat. “How else do you expect me to make the soaps and creams for my mistress?” 
 
    “Y-you… mnnnn!” 
 
    You’re again silenced by a moan as the roots twine about your chest, wrapping tight around your plump teats. The tendrils begin to squeeze, pulsing in time to the bulb in your pussy. Milking your fat breasts with almost mechanical insistence. 
 
    You try and resist the sensations throbbing through you. The aching, oozing, wonderful pleasure that makes you tingle and moan. That works your body like its personal pump. But despite all your efforts, you can feel the cream that stuffs your breasts be forced to the top. That pressure growing. That pleasure consuming. So much. So much. You… you can’t… you must… You… You… 
 
    “Yesssssss!” you wail as your nipples spray their thick cream into the gourd. You throw back your head, the sensation like nothing you’ve experienced before. You shudder, moaning in heady pleasure as your inner walls clamp down, squeezing the pulsing bulb in your pussy. As molten pleasure consumes you in waves of mindless bliss. 
 
    “There we are,” Delicia coos. “Good girl. Let’s get you nice and drained for mistress. Mmm. You’re quite productive.” 
 
    “F-fuck y-yoooooou,” you groan as another orgasm sweeps through you, spurred on by a sudden tightening of the roots. 
 
    “Yes, yes. Fuck me.  I’m sure you’ll get right on that,” Delicia muses as your breasts continue to pump your milk into the gourd. 
 
    You don’t answer. You can’t. The afterglow of your pleasure has sent your mind whirling off into space. You sag in the grasp of the vines, every spurt of your whorish nipples sinking you deeper into mindless exhaustion. Your pussy twitches around the pulsing of the bulb. Your breasts jiggle as the vines and roots continue to lazily milk you. Your jaw slack, drooling, you can only hang in the succubi’s trap as she milks the last gushes from your tits. 
 
    Delicia takes away her gourd, milk nearly spilling over the rim. Dipping a finger in it, she sucks it clean, humming with thought. 
 
    “Mmm. Quite good. Mistress will enjoy this.” 
 
    “Oooooh…” you groan as the bulb in your pussy gives another pulse. 
 
    “Don’t go anywhere,” Delicia says, chuckling to herself as she departs, her hips swinging as the thick brush swallows her among its thorns and brambles. 
 
    You pant, blinking slowly as you hang limply from your prison of vines, already feeling the bark beginning to grow against your feet. Climbing up your thighs. Even as the bulb continues to pulse and throb in your helpless pussy. Weak. Drained. But already you can feel your breasts begin to grow heavy again. Filled with wonderful richest cream. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you groan in helpless pleasure, wondering how long your sanity will hold out, and knowing it will be far, far too late… 
 
      
 
    Almond Milked 
 
    

  

 
   
    Seduce 
 
      
 
    “Siria,” you say. “Surely we can come to some… other arrangement.” 
 
    As you speak you tilt your body, pushing out your chest and advertising your lovely form. 
 
    The spider’s eyes gleam ruby red, her tongue stroking her fangs thoughtfully. “Mmm. Perhaps…” 
 
    “It must be lonely done here. All alone. No one to… entertain you.” 
 
    “And you think you can?” Siria hums. 
 
    You smirk, sauntering towards her, your hips swinging side to side, your eyes lidded, smoky with heated promise. The drider smiles as you draw nearer, stopping before her. “Guarantee.” 
 
    Siria’s legs lower her body, putting her human half level with you. You shiver, feeling the thrill surge up from your curse mark as her hand strokes your cheek, runs down to your neck, tilts up your head. She leans in, her lips meeting yours, the kiss making you moan, tilt your head back as she deepens it, her tongue moving against yours. 
 
    Something drips into your mouth. 
 
    Your eyes open. Numbness spreads from your jaw. 
 
    Drip. 
 
    Drip. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you groan as staticky numbness moves through you in a wave. Your thighs tremble, trying to hold you up, but only Siria’s touch keeps you on your feet. You swoon into her arms, head lolling as the spider breaks the kiss, licking her fangs of their remaining venom. She chuckles at your wide eyes. 
 
    “Surprised? Foolish girl. I have no need of a lover. But, I could always use a mannequin.” 
 
    You try and speak, reason with her, but the venom numbs your mouth, leaving you helpless beneath the spider’s touch, but not immune. In fact, your numbness seems to make you only more sensitive. You shiver, moaning softly as her touch strokes your skin, running along your breasts and tweaking your nipples. Your body twitches weakly, pleasure arching from your breast at her touch. 
 
    “Sensitive! Delightful. And you are a fine specimen. Hmm. A little wide in the hips, but you’ll do.” 
 
    Your cheeks redden with humiliation. Did this bitch just call you fat? You’d give her a piece of your mind if your tongue wasn’t dead weight in your mouth. 
 
    Siria suddenly lowers you, her arachnid lower legs catching you. Web spits from her spinneret, her legs spinning you about, wrapping you up in the silky strands. Your head whirls as you’re turned and turned, the silks pressing your body into a slim cocoon, so sheer your skin is still nearly visible, but the tension of the strands reminds you pointedly of your paralyzed position. 
 
    Among other things. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan as the final threads tighten, pressing a devilish knot woven into the cocoon against your pussy. Your cunny is so sensitive, this tortuous touch makes your eyes roll and pussy suck at the intruder hungrily. 
 
    “There we are. Now, up we go!” 
 
    You’re suddenly hoisted into the air, which drives the knot harder against your cunt. Your eyes threaten to roll back at the sudden pleasure aching from your pussy, spurred on by the nefarious knot as your whole weight pushes down on it. 
 
    You hang there, moaning, paralyzed, helpless and aroused. Your body spins slowly with inertia, your nerves singing with pleasure, yet denied your orgasm. Teased it, but just a hair too far. You can’t move. Can’t hump. Can’t rut. 
 
    It threatens to drive you mad. 
 
    And maybe, that’s the point…  
 
      
 
    Mannequin 
 
    

  

 
   
    Attack 
 
      
 
    You conjure into your hand the Staff of Domination, the weapon heavy but comforting in this place of madness. You sincerely doubt the mistress of Lust is going to have much in the way of physical prowess, which suits you just fine! 
 
    You shout and charge her, bare feet slapping off the floor. Lustria watches you approach, a lazy smile upon her lips. You swing for her, staff imbued with arcane might. 
 
    Only for the succubus queen to slip aside, dodging your attack with all the boneless litheness of a snake. 
 
    You stumble a step past her, then yelp as her stinger stabs your rump. You swipe at it, but it simply pulls free, snaking behind her insidiously. “Oooh, so close,” Lustria giggles. 
 
    You stagger where you stand, already feeling the toxin spread from your lovely derriere, seeping into your veins like fire. You gasp, panting. 
 
    “Try again?” Lustria coos. 
 
    You… you have to finish this. Fast! Before her poison claims you! With a shaky howl you rush her, swinging for the succubus queen again. But it soon become obvious your first blow was your only chance. She easily evades you, her stinger lashing your back like a whip. 
 
    You cry out, falling to your knees as a wave of insidious pleasure pulses through you. 
 
    “Did you like that?” Lustria cackles from behind you. “Then have another!” 
 
    Again her stinger whips your back, lacing in another surge of hot pleasure. You moan, whimpering, hands planted on the floor as your body bends beneath the blow. Agony. Ecstasy. They beat through you like waves with every crack of her tail across your back. Your buttocks. Your thighs. 
 
    You kneel there, panting, head swimming. The Staff of Domination dissolves near your hand, but you barely notice. It’s all you can do to struggle against the need to submit. The urge to yield. Surrender. To fuck. Fuck. Fuck! 
 
    You hear the click of heels. Raise your head. Lustria is before you, her face wicked with amusement, one hand lazily stroking the full heft of her infernal cock. 
 
    “Let’s see that pussy, slut,” she purrs. 
 
    Her tail prods your bottom. You whimper, but your flesh betrays you, your body turning about, raising your rump, pussy dripping your arousal down your thighs. There’s no fight left in you. Burned by the fire of her venom pulsing through your veins, you can do nothing but try and sate the emptiness of your cunt. You feel the succubus move in behind you. You gasp as her hands grasp your lovely rump. Squeeze it. 
 
    “Ah,” she breathes, her finger sliding between your legs, running along your cunny. “There it is. Just what I was hoping for. So needy. Look at you. Your pussy is practically sucking at my finger.” 
 
    You whine in desperate lust, biting your lower lip in a desperate bid to deny your own need. But it’s useless. Anyone with eyes could see how you tremble for her cock. Her palm pats your bottom, each impact sending shockwaves against your core, battering your resistance and demolishing what remained of your defiance. You feel her demonic cock tease against your pussy, your curse mark glowing hot as a brand. 
 
    “Mine,” Lustria says. 
 
    She thrusts, her ridged cock impaling you, feeding into you, claiming you in a sudden swell of virile pleasure. You scream in abject lust, quivering as her cock claims you. Your pussy clamps down on her cock in terrible pleasure. 
 
    Lustria cackles with glee, drawing back, and thrusts home again. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you groan, face pressed to the floor, fairly weeping in pleasure as her cock pounds into you, battering your womb, your body melting under the kiss of the venom and the pleasure of her cock. “Ah. Ah! Yes! Yesssss!” 
 
    “Oooooh! Take iiiiiit!” Lustria howls. 
 
    You do. Sweet pit you do! Your pussy sucks at her cock, your inner walls stroked by her ridged shaft. You pant, gasping, moaning, surrendering to her thrusts. Her lusts. Her terrible, intoxicating desires. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you wail. “Yessss! Fuck meeeeeee!” 
 
    You cum, uncaring of how pathetic it is. You cum like a fountain around her plunging cock. You cum like a slut. A bitch. Her bitch. Her breeding bitch. To think you wanted to be Overlord! To think you had it in you! When all you really wanted was a cock. To be fucked. To be claimed. 
 
    “Mistressssss!” you cry, a scream of final surrender. Of pathetic submission. 
 
    Lustria laughs, and finally gives you what you need. 
 
    You feel her cock pulse in you. Unload in you. Feel the sudden gush of hot, intoxicating seed pour into your sucking pussy. Your eyes roll back. The curse mark flashes. Your womb filled with the demon queen’s cum. 
 
    The old you is wiped away in an instant. A flash. Your cry of orgiastic pleasure rings in the perfumed chamber as your stomach bloats from the sheer amount of her cum that fills you. You sag onto the carpet, groaning, twitching. Weak. Conquered. 
 
    Claimed. 
 
    Lustria sighs in satisfaction, unsheathes her cock from your pussy. She takes a moment to admire your conquered form, kneeling on the carpet, cum oozing from your pussy. 
 
    “Mmm. A very good look for you,” the succubus giggles. “But we really must clean you up. Can’t have our new Overlord leaking cum all over the floor before her subjects. That would give away the game, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Mmmmyessss,” you moan, face planted in the rug. 
 
    “Good girl. Don’t worry,” Lustria coos, stroking your twitching derriere. “Mistress will make it all better. Promise…” 
 
      
 
    Puppet Queen 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Overlord 
 
      
 
    The time has come. 
 
    Drums beat from the balconies of the Citadel. Thrum to the very roots of Pride. 
 
    Through the gates pour hordes of demons. Many have frozen to death waiting on the icy plains outside. Others were trampled or crushed by the press of the crowds. A few were shanked, killed, or eaten, because this is hell, after all. 
 
    And still they come. 
 
    Energy crackles through you as you make your way through the cold halls of your home. Spikes of black iron glitter from the walls. Tapestries stir like you carry a wind of magic. Black armoured figures stiffen, salute as you pass them. New guards for the Citadel, loyal only to you. Slaves and servants scuttle from your path, bowing, their eyes watching you go. Fearing you. Adoring you. 
 
    In awe of you. 
 
    You halt before the doors of the throne room, and look upon the faces etched in the steel. Leering guises of demons. You take a deep breath, let it out, listening to the rumble of conversation in the next room. You smile, step forward, and the doors swing wide open. 
 
    The Citadel’s throne room is so similar to what it was that day the portal opened, spat out Givril, and he informed you your life had been turned upside down. The ceiling arches high above like monstrous ribs, dangling lanterns of crackling green witch fire, while the walls are filled with the inert arches of portals. In the middle of the room, the gateway to the mortal world stands, a ring of darkness, empty for the moment. 
 
    At the far end of the room rise steps, climbing, flanked by the six thrones of the lords of sin. At the top is the seat of the Overlord in all its spiky glory, carved as if made of the bones of some huge, fanged beast. 
 
    But things have changed since that day you were cursed. Changed in ways more fundamental than mere stone and steel. 
 
    At your entrance, banners not of the red hand, but of a silver crown flutter throughout the room. A hush falls as you stride in, garbed in silver spider silk, clinging to your figure like a second skin. A crown of black steel molds away from your horns, earrings of gold gleaming, rings flashing from your fingers. The Staff of Domination taps at your side, the skull tipped weapon a reminder of your power. Slaves and servants have prepared you, their very lives depending on making you beautiful. And they have succeeded. 
 
    The room is filled with demons. The greatest of nobility and power. Hundreds stuff the room. Barons and dukes and sorcerers. Creatures of every shape and size. Unspeakable horrors, unbearable beauties, and everything in between. A few days ago, they would be fighting to breed you, make you theirs. Now, in a wave of obeisance, they bow as you pass them, horned heads lowered in deference, filling you with a giddiness you don’t show. Enchanted mirrors carried by swarms of imp hover around you, projecting your image across every ring of hell. Even those beyond the Citadel will see this moment. Will see you take your rightful place. 
 
    As you near the steps, the lords of sin rise to greet you. 
 
    Ira, his cloak of flame crackling, his fist banging off his black steel armour. His horned head lowers and his muzzle grins with lust for the wars you shall surely bring. 
 
    Somna, soft as a cloud in his robe, face framed by woolly fluff and curving horns, smiling like a delighted uncle seeing his favorite niece graduate. 
 
    Avarick, his scales glittering with gold, his teeth grinning around a cigar as he admires the fortune on your body, fur jacket rustling around him. 
 
    Invidia, swathed in shadows, bone mask tilting, figure dipping in deference. Eyes agleam with jealousy and hunger and swirling with unholy sorcery. 
 
    Ghula, a mirror projecting his ancient wooden face, weathered bark creaking faintly through the glass with his motion of acknowledgement. 
 
    And at the top, waiting not in her throne of power, but beside yours, officious robes tight around her figure, skin once more blue, as pert and composed as ever, Loria bows deeply, bending nearly double in her worship of you. 
 
    You stop before the throne. Your father’s throne. Your father’s realm. From here he planned his conquests. From here he ruled. From here, he set out to conquer worlds, and from here, you learned of his death, and of his final curse. 
 
    And now, it’s yours. 
 
    You turn to face all the sycophants and mighty of hell’s realms. Look out upon a wave of infernal faces lifted towards you. You feel their bated breath. Hanging on your every act. Your every word. 
 
    Slowly, you sit, reclining in your father’s throne. 
 
    Your throne. 
 
    A held breath escapes hundreds of throats. Loria raises her hand, her voice projecting throughout the vast chamber, ringing among the spikes and banners. Echoed through the mirrors and to realms beyond this room. “All hail Lillian! Overlord of Hell!” 
 
    The cheer is thunderous. It crashes down on you in a wave of worship. You feel it fill you. Power suffuses you. You inhale, ample chest swelling with pleasure. With pride! You exhale, smile darkly as you sink into your throne, feeling the adoration of the hordes below. 
 
    You gesture, nodding. “Dismissed,” you purr. 
 
    Instantly, hulking guards in black armour move, ushering the assembled lesser lords of hell out the doors. The mirrors hovering above flicker off and the imps carry them away. Within moment, you are alone in the throne room but for the lords of sin, the room strangely empty after so many. 
 
    You sigh in pleasure, easing back into your throne, wriggling atop the new cushions. Mmm. A perfect fit. You tilt your head towards Loria, the prim succubus bowing at your side, right where she should be. “Well, Loria,” you say, cupping your chin in your palm. “What is my first business as the Overlord?” 
 
    Loria adjusts her glasses and unrolls a scroll. “Hmm. Yes, mistress. First order of business is that the Citadel has been infiltrated.” 
 
    You stare at her, expression frozen on your face. “…What?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress. It appears the heroes who defeated your father have found their way into the Citadel.” 
 
    You sit up sharply. “Why was I not informed!” 
 
    She glances at you from over her glasses. “You ordered nothing to disturb your coronation, mistress.” 
 
    You scowl at her. Seems some things haven’t changed. Pertinent slut. She’s going to get a belting after all this. And by the slight blush on her face, she probably has the whip already picked out. 
 
    Thoughts of punishing Loria are derailed by a burst of laughter from Ira. The fiery bull demon slams a fist onto the arm of his throne, cracking it. “Amazing!” he says. “The perfect capper to this! We’ll crush them, my Overlord!” 
 
    “No, no!” Avarick says, waving his beringed hand, grinning around his cigar. “Spare them, mistress. We could make a fortune! Everyone will want to buy some of them as slaves. Imagine, the chance to break in a mortal who slew the former Overlord!” 
 
    “Oh, we’ll break them alright,” Somna seethes, the pudgy, woolly dreamer glowering, air crackling around him like thunderclouds. “They slew Lorrick! They must pay. An eternity of nightmares for them all!” 
 
    You listen to the masters of hell’s realms bicker below you. You smile to yourself, your initial shock fading. You don’t know how those heroes broke into the Citadel, but this could be fun. Hard to think of a way to better reinforce the fact you are the Overlord than to kill or enslave the people who bested your father. 
 
    Your smile grows, evil tingling through you as you steeple your fingers. 
 
    Oh yes. 
 
    You’re going to enjoy this… 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Overlord 
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    Revenge of the Overlord 
 
      
 
    You rise from your throne in a flutter of silks and gesture grandly. “To your stations, my lords of hell!” you cry, your voice ringing through the chamber with imperious authority. “It’s time we show these petty mortals it’s not my idiot father they’re dealing with anymore.” 
 
    “Too right!” Avarick cackles, pushing himself up from his throne, smoke pluming about his face as he gives you a bow. “My mistress, give them to me! We’ll make a fortune with them.” 
 
    “No! Me!” Somna cries, jolting upright, woolly robe stirring around him like tumultuous clouds, his soft face pinched with rage. “I will show them nightmares never-ending!” 
 
    “Enough!” you shout before your other demon lords can butt in. “I’m the Overlord! I’ll decide who damns who! Clear?” 
 
    “As crystal, my mistress,” Invidia says, voices purring like a room full of vipers, the lord of envy rising with a hush of midnight robes. “And we are eager to obey. Let us be off, my friends, and serve the pleasure of our mistress, as we are meant to.” 
 
    As one the others rise, departing, speaking eagerly amongst each other as they leave the room through the grand doors at the end. 
 
    “Mistress?” Loria says once they’re gone. “Shall I go as well?” 
 
    “No. You’re with me,” you say, sweeping your gown around you in properly grandiose fashion. “Now come! To the Chamber of the Heart!” 
 
    Loria dips a bow, following you down the backway behind your throne. The tunnel is layered with ice, the blue glow of the frozen pits glistening over you as you hurry down the treacherous steps, excitement bubbling in your breast. At last! A chance to torture more heroes! Ooooh, you do love these opportunities. Twists and turns guide your way through the hidden passages that run through your nefarious palace. A hidden entrance opens at the press of your hand, delivering you before the massive door of the Chamber of the Heart. 
 
    Blackest iron has been worked into a vast, leering demonic face. Jagged teeth lift in a manic smile, the face jutting from the icy walls like it were the head of some trapped horror from a primeval past. Which isn’t wrong, exactly. But whatever it once was, it’s nothing but your door now. As you near the eyes open, burning a cold blue light. 
 
    “Who Dares Come Before the Chamber of the Heart?” it calls. 
 
    “Your master, Lazir! Now open up,” you say. 
 
    “I Heed the Words of the Daughter of the Overlord,” the face says. 
 
    You scowl. Stupid thing. You’ll have to get someone to look into fixing that. But no time for that now. The face stills, splitting down the middle and swinging wide like two massive doors. 
 
    The room beyond is dominated by a large, round table centered around a crystal whose facets glow softly in the snowy light raining down. The black walls crowd in the chamber, carved with seven howling demonic faces, but you ignore them, striding to the crystal. Without a moment to waste you plant your hands on the table, filling it with your magic. The facets of the crystal flicker like television screens, changing, showing you the various rooms of your evil lair. 
 
    It’s simple to find where the so-called heroes are. You just have to follow the dead bodies. And there are a lot of them! You wince at the sight of the corpses littering the floor. Maybe stuffing the Citadel with minions for your coronation wasn’t the best idea. Ugh. It’s going to take weeks for slaves to scrub all the blood out of the walls. 
 
    “Let’s see here…” you murmur, fingers brushing across the crystal. Ah! You’ve found one. A priestess, her flowing white robes rippling around her, her face lovely in that oh-so-chaste way of the followers of the goddesses of good. Honey blonde hair streams out behind her as she raises her staff, her robes whipping about her, outlining her fertile curves in the sudden wind of the goddess’s wrath, the golden staff she wields flaring with light as it incinerates a few hapless demons. 
 
    “That would be Amelia, the Priestess,” Loria observes. “The healer of the party. A lovely one, who has promised her chastity to her goddess, Beata.” 
 
    “That right? Well, you know what they say,” you smirk. “Promises are made to be broken.” 
 
    “I believe that’s rules, mistress.” 
 
    “Do not correct me when I’m plotting the defilement of my enemies by demon dick, Loria!” 
 
    “As you say, mistress,” Loria says with a bow. 
 
    You give her a suspicious glare, then turn back to the crystals. It would be so easy to damn the slut. But to whom… 
 
      
 
    Greed 
 
    Envy 
 
    Sloth 
 
    Wrath 
 
    Gluttony 
 
    

  

 
   
    Greed 
 
      
 
    Avarick has really been by your side since the beginning of this affair. True, he did it for entirely self-serving reasons, but he is a demon, and he deserves the pick of the sluts. You smirk and tap the table, the halls of the Citadel shifting subtly, redirecting the lovely priestess as she moves down the passages. 
 
    “Closer,” you purr as she walks warily down a frozen hall. “Closer… Now!” 
 
    With considerable satisfaction you activate the pit trap. Her skirts suddenly envelop the buxom Amelia, the priestess giving a startled shriek as the floor opens up under her, swallowing her in an instant. 
 
    Down a slide of frozen stone she goes, screaming as she finally gets her gown under control, pulling it down to reveal her terrified face. The tunnel ends suddenly, dumping her into a large room of volcanic red. She skids across on her prim bottom, only to slam into something hard. 
 
    Amelia groans where she lies and pushes up her wimple, looking up. 
 
    She lies at the feet of the Dragon of Greed, Avarick standing over her, his reptilian muzzle chomping on a cigar, eyes agleam with cruelty. His thick, fur coat drapes him and his golden scales gleam with gold. On every finger shines a ring set with precious stones. 
 
    “Well hello there,” he says, breathing out a cloud of smoke. 
 
    Amelia stares in horror at the glittering demon lord. She bolts to her feet, struggling with her gown as she takes a quick step back, her eyes flashing about the room. Cages of every shape and size dangle all around her. Worked of blackest steel, their bars jut with spikes and reek of suffering and subjugation. 
 
    “Yeah,” Avarick says, dragging her eyes back to the demon as his eyes run up and down her lovely form. “Yeah, this is good. Reaaaaaal good. You’re a pretty one, girl. Nice and buxom in all the right places. Probably a prim little virgin too. Do you have any idea how much your tears are worth? Your blood? Your eyes? I could make a fortune selling you piece by piece.” 
 
    Amelia clutches her staff to her, but the presence of the weapon seems to give her courage. Her face setting, she thrusts her weapon towards him. “Demon!” she cries. “I banish-“ 
 
    “Oooh! That’s nice,” Avarick says. He snatches the holy item from her grasp, Amelia gaping as the demon examines the rod, ignoring how it smokes in his hand. “Hmm. Genuine holy rod. Very good! We could melt it down and forge it into a buttplug for you. Your new owner would love it.” 
 
    “H-hey! Give that back!” 
 
    “Nah,” Avarick says, tossing the staff over his shoulder, leering at her as he approaches, fur coat whispering across the stones as his hand delves into a pocket. “But I got something else for you.” 
 
    Amelia retreats, her eyes wide. She hits the wall before she realizes it and her mouth opens. “B-by the goddess I-“ 
 
    Avarick reaches up and snaps a golden collar around her throat. Amelia cries out, arching as black sorcery snaps across her skin like lightning. She falls to her knees, grabbing her throat, moaning as infernal compulsion surges through her in a rush. 
 
    Avarick takes a lazy drag of his cigar, eying the holy woman on her knees. “That,” he says, taking the cigar out with a smirk, “is a slave collar. Highest quality. Not even your goddess would be able to resist that thing. We’ll be adding it to your final selling price.” 
 
    “S-selling price?” she gasps, still coming to grips with what has happened. 
 
    “Sure!” Avarick leers, his scaled fingers squeaking as he rubs them together. “You’ll be worth a mint! Tears and blood are petty shit when compared to your body. The chance to own a priestess of the goddess? A virgin no less? Ha! I’ll have customers lining up to the Flaming Sea! Every demon in hell will be looking forward to breeding that virgin womb of yours.” 
 
    Amelia’s jaw drops in horror. She grabs the collar, frantically trying to pull it off, but it doesn’t budge, the ruby set in the front glowing like a red eye. 
 
    “N-no! I won’t!” she wails. 
 
    “Oh? Doubt my product?” Avarick says. “Then maybe some proof is needed.” 
 
    The demon lazily opens his jacket and slides open the front of his pants. For a moment Amelia forgets the collar as the lord of greed’s reptilian cock slides into view. Embossed in gold, wrapped in rings, his lurid, wedged cock bobs tantalizingly before her stunned face. The heat of it shimmers in the air as Avarick smirks down at her. 
 
    “Suck,” he commands. 
 
    The ruby in the collar flares. Infernal compulsion races through the veins of the young priestess. She moans in a futile effort of resistance, even as her hands come up, stroking his demonic dick, her body shuddering as she feels the heat of his virile cock throb against her palms. 
 
    Tears prick her eyes as her face moves forward. She shakes in the effort to turn away, but there’s no resisting the collar she now wears. Her lips part, take the tip of Avarick’s reptilian cock between them. She moans in futile pleasure, already beginning to bob, choking a bit as she tries to suck him off deeper. 
 
    Avarick laughs, tapping his cigar, ashes raining down on Amelia. When they touch her pure white robe, the fabric ignites. She yelps around his cock as her clothes flare with flame, turned to ash in a moment, but leaving her pale flesh unmarred. 
 
    “There we are. Much better. Hmm. A bit crude with the sucking. Bu don’t worry. We’ll find you some proper trainers. Can’t be sending out a defective product. Hmmm. That’s it. There you go. Really find your rhythm. Don’t you worry, slut. By the time you’re ready for the auction block, you’ll be a trained whore for whichever demon pays your price. Ha ha ha!” 
 
    Amelia moans in despair, but she cannot voice her displeasure. That chance was lost the moment the collar went onto her. Instead she drives herself to suck the demon’s cock, bobbing faster, her ample breasts swaying, her pussy tensing with slavish pleasure as Avarick’s hand lands on her head, urging her on. Her training will be long, brutal, and unspeakably pleasurable. Her prayers to her goddess will go unheeded. 
 
    For she is damned. 
 
    Doomed. 
 
    Much to your amusement. 
 
      
 
    The Sorceress 
 
    

  

 
   
    Sloth 
 
      
 
    Somna really did love your father, who absolutely didn’t deserve it, but the Dreamer still deserves his revenge for what the heroes took from him. And who better to offer the sleep demon than the priestess whose goddess compelled your father’s destruction? 
 
    “Closer,” you purr as Amelia walks warily down a frozen hall. “Closer… Now!” 
 
    With considerable satisfaction you activate the pit trap. Her skirts suddenly envelop the buxom Amelia, the priestess giving a startled shriek as the floor opens up under her, swallowing her in an instant. 
 
    Down a slide of frozen stone she goes, screaming as she finally gets her gown under control, pulling it down to reveal her terrified face. She slides through an opening, skidding across the ground, plunging through eddies of mist until she finally skids to a stop. 
 
    Struggling to her feet, Amelia looks in wonder at the thick fog that surround her. She clutches her staff close to her chest, squinting to make anything out. Her fear makes her breathing fast, inhaling the thick mist, her lungs aching with their heaviness. She blinks, her vision starting to swim, but she shakes herself. “Hello?” she calls. 
 
    “…melia…” 
 
    “Who’s there?” she demands, holding her staff before her. Turning this way and that, mist eddying around her, teasing against her like ghostly fingers groping for her body. “Reveal yourself!” 
 
    A light flashes through the gloom. Amelia cries out, raising an arm to shield her eyes. 
 
    “Do not look away from me, my daughter…” 
 
    Amelia drops her arm, gaping in wonder. 
 
    Haloed by brilliant golden light stands a woman of unspeakable beauty. Standing twice as tall as the young priestess, her hair is long and golden, stirred in an invisible wind. A long white robe garbs her, a sash hovering about her. Feathery wings frame her, and her face is as soft and lovely as a mother’s looking upon her favorite child. 
 
    “My goddess!” Amelia gasps, dropping to her knees. Confusion claims her. Her mind struggles with the dream-like haze that clouds her thoughts. “What… how…” 
 
    “Oh Amelia,” Beata says, her voice as soft as feather down. “What have you done?” 
 
    “M-my goddess?” Amelia says, looking up again. “I don’t understand?” 
 
    “Why have you come here, my daughter? Why have you done such evil in my name? Such suffering?” 
 
    “S-suffering?” Amelia says. “Goddess… what…” 
 
    “My daughter, so many you have killed in this place. On your quests. You have done so much in my name. Used my blessings for your own advancement. Did you think I did not know of the pride in your heart? The belief in your own greatness? Did you think I didn’t know you believed yourself better than me?” 
 
    Amelia goes ghostly pale. “M-my goddess, I never… I didn’t…” 
 
    “You came to this realm not in my name, but your own. To build yourself a temple to your own glory. So your name would be sung, but not mine. Your own radiance to eclipse my own. Amelia. You have shamed me.” 
 
    Amelia cries out, flinging herself forward in abasement upon the floor. “My goddess!” she says. “Forgive me! I didn’t… I wasn’t…” 
 
    The goddess smiles tenderly, resting a hand on the back of Amelia’s head. “I know, my daughter. You have erred. And I will forgive you. But first, penance must be shown.” 
 
    Amelia lifts her head as she feels the air around them shift and stir. Her breath catches as figures form out of the mists. Dark things. Demons whose skin is black as the night, the red glow of their eyes the only light upon them. Large and powerful, their burning eyes look upon the lovely priestess with infernal lusts, and from their groins jut huge, dark cocks. 
 
    Amelia touches her breast in horror. “M-my goddess. What…” 
 
    “Penance, Amelia. You would pride yourself above me? Then you must serve the lowest of all. This is my command. Remove your raiment, my daughter, if my daughter you still wish to be. You will not need it for this.” 
 
    “Yes, my goddess.” 
 
    Trembling with fear, yet obedient to her goddess, Amelia stands, and undoes her robe. Her head is bowed, shamed, yet resolved in accepting her punishment for her pride. The cloth falls away, and soon after follows her bra and panties. Her skin pinks with embarrassment, but she raises her eyes and looks at the shadowy demons as they close around her. 
 
    She gasps as their dark hands move over her, stroking her pale flesh. From behind one wraps his arms around her, cupping her large breasts, molding the soft flesh in ways that makes her whine softly and bite her lip. Another cups her pussy, a finger stroking her slit, making her gasp and moan. 
 
    “Do not resist it,” Beata says, watching as the shadow creatures close around the priestess. “Open yourself to the sensations. Your shame pleases me, my daughter.” 
 
    “G-goddess,” Amelia cries, tilting back her head. “All for you! Only for youuuuu!” 
 
    Her cry is cut off as one of the shadow demons tilts her head, forcefully kissing her. Amelia moans, surrendering utterly to the touch of the monsters, her body nothing but a plaything for their lusts. Their grasp grows harder. She’s pulled back against the shadow demon behind her, his dark cock pushing against her tight backdoor, rubbing it, lubing it with oily pre. Her body instinctively tenses at the feel of the intruder. 
 
    “Let it happen, my daughter. Relax,” Beata says. “Let your punishment come.” 
 
    “Mmmm!” Amelia moans, forcing herself to relax as the shadowy cock pushes into her tight backdoor. Filling her ass, a place where she had never dared dream she might know pleasure. Yet the sense of fullness in this forbidden place, a sense of rough manhood within her, trilled through her with a shock of pure pleasure. 
 
    No sooner was her back claimed, so was her front. Another shadowy demon pushes forward, burying his cock within her pussy. Amelia cries out with pain as her innocent flower is defiled, then groans as sinful pleasure bleeds through her. 
 
    She gasps, pants, breath hitching as the two shadow demons thrust into her, rutting her lovely curves, fucking her faster and faster. Urged on to mate the pure maiden. To defile her. To welcome her to the pleasures of the flesh. 
 
    You can see the moment Amelia learns to love her debasement. Learns to love pleasure. How her teeth bite her lower lip, her eyes growing lidded, hot, dazed as sensations she never dreamed possible radiate from her helpless pussy and ass. As two more shadow demons crowd her, taking her breasts, sucking on the nipples while hands ghost over her flesh. 
 
    “Is it good, my daughter?” Beata asks. 
 
    “Y-yes, goddesssssss!” the priestess moans. 
 
    “Do you love it? Do you love being the pleasure slave to a bunch of demons? Oh, how shameless, my daughter.” 
 
    Amelia’s cheeks redden with humiliation, but nothing stops her hips from working, riding the cocks with ever greater urgency as the shadowy demons claim her. Her pleasure building. Her lips parted in helpless, needy whines. “My g-goddess! For you! M-my body for youuuuuu!” 
 
    She cums, shuddering, trapped between the shadowy demons who have claimed her. Her voice rises louder as the dark creatures stiffen, as their cocks pulse, swell, unload in her their vile spunk. It spurts from her ass and pussy, leaking down her thighs and ass. 
 
    Amelia’s head falls back, her chest heaving with the exertion. But even as she’s lowered to the floor, relief isn’t found. Two more demons press forward. One sits down and pulls her back onto his lap, thrusting his cock into her overstuffed pussy until cum oozes onto the floor. The other grabs her head, pushing his dark shaft into her parted lips. 
 
    Like a trained whore Amelia gets to work. Her lips run up and down the dark cock fucking her face. Her hips ride the shadowy demon behind her, his hands bouncing her on his lap. Two more push forward, and her hands rise, grasping their cocks, stroking them, pleasuring four of the dark creatures with whimpering, muffled gasps. 
 
    Her eyes grow lidded. The mists growing thicker. Stronger. They seep into her nose, sinking her deeper into the dream-like haze of pleasure. Her goddess fades away like smoke, but she doesn’t notice. Her nightmare has become her dream come true. Her body has lost itself to the pleasures of itself, sinking her deeper and deeper into debauchery. 
 
    For she has a new god now. 
 
    And its name is Cock. 
 
      
 
    The Sorceress 
 
    

  

 
   
    Envy 
 
      
 
    Invidia might be a creep, but the corruptive powers of an envy demon are second to none, and this little tart of a priestess absolutely deserves the most sadistic of corruptions. There’s nothing like turning a faithful, chaste little prig into a cock hungry slut. 
 
    “Closer,” you purr as Amelia walks warily down a frozen hall. “Closer… Now!” 
 
    With considerable satisfaction you activate the pit trap. Her skirts suddenly envelop the buxom Amelia, the priestess giving a startled shriek as the floor opens up under her, swallowing her in an instant. 
 
    Down a slide of frozen stone she goes, screaming as she finally gets her gown under control, pulling it down to reveal her terrified face. She slides through an opening, skidding across the ground, rolling to a halt in a room as black as pitch. The walls are curiously curved, bulging, vaguely reminiscent of an insect’s hive. Obsidian coats the room in glistening darkness, yet a pale green glow permeates the air. 
 
    Amelia pulls herself to her feet, her staff at the ready as she turns about, her downy white robe fluttering like dove wings around her. “Wh-who’s there?” she calls. 
 
    The walls shimmer. She turns sharply, then gasps as the facets seem to shine. Glisten as they grow sleek and reflective like mirrors. Clutching her staff, pointing it warily towards the mirror, she approaches one. 
 
    Amelia is lovely, of that there is no doubt. Her skin pale and flawless as fresh poured cream. Her body as beautiful and buxom as if a gift from the goddess herself to the world. Her full breasts press against the gold trim of her top, her hips and bottom curving out her skirt in a perfect hourglass of beauty. Her small nose, bright eyes, pink cheeks and honey blonde hair frame a face of such striking loveliness, it was only a pity that it was forever turned towards her goddess. 
 
    Amelia turns slowly this way and that, admiring herself in the mirror. She was not prone to vanity, for that was a sin, but still, she had to admit she was quite attractive. Perhaps even sexy. To be sure, many a demon had lewdly remarked on it when she faced them. Naturally she had incinerated them moments later, but there was no denying they spoke the truth. Likewise, how they’d wished to fuck her. Bend her over. Plunder her pussy with rough, thrusting fucks. Breeding her like some holy sow. 
 
    She discovers her cheeks warming at the thought. To think they would imagine such… such crude things about her. She licks her lips, glancing around the room, but only the mirrors were there. And… and why not? What was the harm? Who could harm her? She was protected by the goddess. Her faith and its might were legend. 
 
    Her fingers, uncertain but growing bolder, unlace the back of her gown and shyly let it fall around her feet, leaving her in her modest panties and bra. Oh yes. She was quite buxom indeed. Amelia turns in place, admiring how her figure shows in the mirror, the pallid green light seeming to strike her in the finest hues. She cups her breasts, blushing a little. Mmm. They were quite large, weren’t they? Large and soft. Buxom and bouncy… 
 
    She’s now aware of the source of the light in the room. Green candles glow in the mirror’s surface. Amelia watches them dance, idly fondling her breasts. Yes. Yes, why not take off her bra? It had been so long since she’d really taken stock of her loveliness. Why not… 
 
    Her fingers unbuckle the back, and with a sigh she lets it fall away, revealing the fullness of her chest. She cups her breasts, gasping, blushing at the sensation that sparks through her as she squeezes. She had never thought of her body so… lewdly before. But the hero, Lancel, had often admired them. Even complimented her. And the monsters and demons had lusted after them so. As if dreaming of using them. Fondling them. 
 
    Squeezing them. 
 
    Fucking them. 
 
    Amelia realizes she’s breathing hot. Fast. Her hands fondle her breasts as the green flames dance in the mirror. Her face grows slowly slack. Yes. Panties. Take them off. Take them off… 
 
    Her hand slides from her breast, hooks in the band of her panties. Without looking away from the dancing light she bends forward, pulling down her panties and off her curvy hips. She kicks them away and straightens, staring into the mirror, her lips parting, her eyes reflecting the dancing flames as they whirl in slow circles. 
 
    So pretty. 
 
    So lovely. 
 
    So buxom. 
 
    So fertile. 
 
    Sexy. 
 
    Breedable. 
 
    How she was envied by so many. 
 
    Envied by her allies. 
 
    Envied by her enemies. 
 
    Those she travelled with yearning to have her beauty and curves. 
 
    Those she fought desiring to possess her. Fuck her. Breed her. 
 
    She was lovely. 
 
    So lovely. 
 
    Beauty untarnished. 
 
    Beauty pure. 
 
    Beauty need not think. 
 
    Need not resist. 
 
    She was beautiful. 
 
    All that mattered. 
 
    All she was. 
 
    A beautiful doll. 
 
    Pretty. 
 
    Empty. 
 
    She moans, her voice warbling as the lights in the mirror coalesce into two, their growing glow illuminating the monstrous bone mask on the other side of the mirror. The immense black cloak. The long, hooked hands. 
 
    Hands that reach through the mirror like it were the surface of water and grasp her shoulders, the mask pushing through next, the eyes holding hers, their glow consuming her. 
 
    Invidia steps through the mirror fully, robe parting. Tentacles formed from the twisting shadows within wrap about the helpless maiden, writhing around her in oily curiosity. Amelia moans, the sound growing muffled as one of the dark limbs push into her mouth, her body trapped in the grasp of the pleasuring tentacles, their touch swarming over her body, squeezing her naked breasts, gliding along her naked pussy. 
 
    “Surrender, my dear,” Invidia’s legions whispers. “Surrender to the void. Surrender to nothing. We will shape you. We will unmake you. We will create in you the perfect slave.” 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Amelia moans glassy eyes rolling back as the tentacles feed into her pussy, her ass, their oily lengths stuffing her helpless body with their vile appendages. Her hips rock in adoring pleasure, her grunts and gasps lost, her faith forgotten, her power useless in the face of the mirrors and the pleasures. 
 
    When she climaxes, shuddering, whimpering, groaning as her pussy clamps down on the invading tentacle, her juices sliding down the oily thing to drop down her thighs, the last of who she was blinks out, and she sags in mindless surrender. 
 
    A victim of vanity’s sin. 
 
      
 
    Sorceress 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wrath 
 
      
 
    You’ve heard that priestesses of the goddess Beata have a number of healing and fortitude spells. That with their goddess’s blessing, they can enchant others and themselves to be nearly unbreakable. And that kind of woman sounds like exactly who might be able to take a certain wrath demon’s enormous cock. 
 
    You grin evilly as Amelia walks warily down a frozen hall. “Closer. Closer… Now!” 
 
    With considerable satisfaction you activate the pit trap. Her skirts suddenly envelop the buxom Amelia, the priestess giving a startled shriek as the floor opens up under her, swallowing her in an instant. 
 
    Down a slide of frozen stone she goes, screaming as she finally gets her gown under control, pulling it down to reveal her terrified face. She slides through an opening, skidding across the red sands of an arena floor. 
 
    “Welcome, mortal, to the arena!” 
 
    The booming voice thunders, shocking Amelia. She scrambles up to her feet, looking about wildly. She only receives a vague impression of dark stone walls, stands rising around them and filled with jeering demons. Fluttering banners and molten lava bubbling in a ring. Then, her eyes are drawn to the brute standing before her, and all other considerations are forgotten. 
 
    Ira looms before her like a statue carved of flesh. The bull headed demon grins down at her, his armour cast aside, leaving him in nothing but a large loincloth, his densely muscled hide on full display, bristling fur standing along his arms and back, his crown of flame crackling above his head. Huge hands lazily flex at his sides as he looks down on the priestess in white. 
 
    Amelia clutches her staff before herself, drawing herself up before the immensity of the demonic warrior. Her jaw is set, her knuckles white on her staff. “Demon!” she snaps. “Release me at once!” 
 
    “Certainly. On one condition.” 
 
    “And that is?” Amelia demanded, tensing. 
 
    Ira grins and touches his chest. “If you can force me to one knee.” 
 
    Amelia’s brows knit with confusion. “What?” 
 
    “Simply that,” the wrathful demon chuckles. “Force me to a knee, little human, and I will release you. Use any power you wish, and I will show you how your goddess compares to me!” 
 
    Amelia’s face reddens with fury. “Monster!” she snaps. “The goddess is a thousand times more wonderful than you!” 
 
    “Then her power must be able to defeat me,” Ira says. “And if not, well, I suppose we’ll know who is stronger, won’t we?” 
 
    Amelia hesitates, but as she looks about the crowded arena, she realizes she has no choice. Her eyes again go to the looming demon lord, and her jaw sets. “Then take this!” 
 
    She directs her staff towards the bull demon, a cry of a prayer upon her lips. A beam of blinding light bursts from the tip of the staff and shrieks through the air, slamming into Ira like a bolt of holy wrath. An explosion consumes the demon lord in a burst of light. 
 
    Amelia smiles, but her expression falls when the smoke clears, leaving nothing but some ash upon Ira’s chest. The demon lord laughs, brushing it away. “Was that supposed to tickle?” he demands. 
 
    Amelia’s face flushes hotter. She grips her staff in both hands and slams the heel into the ground. A runic circle of light flashes into existence around the bull demon. Ira glances about idly as the signs within the light coil, lurching up, becoming chains of golden power. Around his wrists, ankles, and throat they wrap, growing taut. 
 
    Ira laughs, striding forward. The chains creak, shivering, stretched to the limits, then beyond. Amelia’s mouth drops in shock as the chains shatter into shards of light, dissolving before they even hit the ground, torn from Ira’s form as he strides towards her. 
 
    “Was that the best you had?” the Lord of War laughs. “Your goddess is no match for me, girl!” 
 
    Amelia retreats. She casts her staff forward, a flash of light searing the space between them, not even slowing down Ira’s advance. The bull demon roars with laughter, grabs her arm. “No need for this!” he says, tearing her robe off her. 
 
    Amelia’s cheeks flame with humiliation. “R-release me!” she cries. 
 
    “And why should I do that? Will your goddess make me? I think we’ve proven who is stronger. If anything, you should worship me!” 
 
    He releases her, Amelia dropping to her hands and knees among the tattered ruins of her gown. She raises her head and freezes in shock. 
 
    Ira has torn away the loincloth, baring the full girth of his manhood. His bull cock swells into view, its shadow falling over the lovely priestess. Her jaw drops in shock at the sight of it, her eyes growing wide. The scent hits her. Thick. Musky. Almost bestial in its haze. 
 
    Something throbs deep within the priestess. A feeling she hasn’t known in so long. 
 
    Desire. 
 
    The recognition hits her, but she doesn’t know what to do. She can’t know that Ira’s aura is pushing down on her. Dominating her. For he is the lord of conquest, and in his presence, weakness only magnifies. The moment doubt entered Amelia’s mind, she was falling under his sway. Her eyes riveted to his massive cock. Her womb aching to take on the mighty male’s seed. 
 
    Ira smirks down at the pale blonde before him, her shapely body chaste for the goddess she adores, but his nostrils flare, scenting the arousal that already dampens her panties and stiffens her nipples. “You still want to bring me to my knees, girl?” Ira says, his voice rumbling. “Strength has failed you. Your goddess has failed you. But if you can make me cum, that may bring your triumph still.” 
 
    Amelia swallows, her mind a haze of confusion and desire. Her pulse thumps. Yes. Yes, it’s her only hope. Her holy powers didn’t scratch him, and she has no weapons beyond her staff. Only one way to best him now. Only one… 
 
    Her hands rise, touch his scalding manhood. She gasps at the heat of his girthy shaft, but once she touches it, it’s as if her fingers were glued to it. With awe she runs her hands along him, stroking Ira’s cock, from the flaring tip to the massive stones that hang below. 
 
    “Like that?” Ira grunts. 
 
    “N-no,” Amelia says, a sound that carries little of her earlier conviction. 
 
    “That’s because you haven’t fully appreciated it,” Ira chuckles, grasping her head, pushing her face against his balls. 
 
    Amelia gasps, but that was the worst thing she could have done. The scent of the conqueror’s musk rushes into her nose and obliterates her thoughts. She’s suddenly kissing his massive balls, her soft lips adoring him, her tongue licking him, soaking herself in the taste of his manhood. The priestess moans, her hands cradling his testes, gently palming them, her core throbbing with slavish, needy pleasure as she does so. 
 
    Ira groans in pleasure, his cock throbbing, his muscles twitching at the earnest efforts of the priestess beneath him. His hand presses the back of her head deeper, her face nestling between his balls, her kisses and tongue sending throbbing desire aching through him. He grows impatient. With a sudden sweep of his hand he lifts the stunned priestess up. Amelia gasps as she finds herself turned around, pressed against Ira’s furry chest, the flaring tip of his cock rubbing the delicate folds of her pussy. 
 
    “A-ah! I-it won’t f-fit!” Amelia cries. 
 
    “Then pray to your goddess it does, slut. Or better yet, pray to your new master!” 
 
    Amelia’s eyes shoot wide open as he begins to lower her onto his cock. Her lips part, tremble, a prayer on them. 
 
    But when the tip spreads her, pushes into her, it’s not her goddess she cries out for. 
 
    “L-let me take your f-fucking coooooock!” she wails. 
 
    Ira bellows with laughter. “Good slut!” 
 
    Heat surges from the tip of his cock through her. Amelia’s eyes roll back as she feels him push into her. As her body seems to grow deeper. More spacious. More capable. She feels the strain, the tightness, but not the pain. 
 
    Only the pleasure. 
 
    She’s never dreamed of such a cock. Never imagined such pleasure as he feeds his impossible girth into her. Her hands touch her cheeks, stroke them, her mouth babbling whimpered prayers of joy as she takes him. The bliss of his cock cannot be compared to the joy of the goddess. It’s so much more. More potent. More real. 
 
    More wonderful. 
 
    “Yessssss!” Amelia cries as Ira begins to bounce her on his cock, her stomach distending with the sheer amount of his manhood, her eyes hot, lost, maddened with the pleasure of his shaft. Her inner walls squeezing, throbbing, feeling every beat of his cock against the barrier of her womb, every thump of his black heart in the veins against her pussy. “Yesssss!” 
 
    “Do you love it?” 
 
    “Yessss!” 
 
    “Do you need it?” 
 
    “Yessss!” 
 
    “Then praise your god!” 
 
    “Yesssss masterrrrrr!” Amelia wails. “Master! Master! Give me your coooock! W-want it! Need it! Worship your cooooock!” 
 
    Ira bellows with laughter as he rides the maiden atop him, pounding deep into her. From the stands the demons cheer and laugh, jeering at the priestess who had come so far, and fallen so low. Amelia can’t hear them. All she can hear was the roaring of her pulse as she takes the demon lord’s cock. As he fucks her. 
 
    Mates her. 
 
    Breeds her. 
 
    She shudders, cumming, her orgasm sneaking up on her without warning. But it’s only the first of many. Again and again she cums, tightening, her head spinning with the pleasure of the demon’s cock as he fucks her atop him. But she feels his orgasm coming. When Ira’s hands tighten their grip on her pale thighs, when he pounds her atop his cock faster. Faster. Then holds her, shakes, groans. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    Only his grip on her keeps Amelia from popping off his cock like a cork from a bottle. As his shaft tightens, swells, stuffs her in great bursts of his inhuman seed. It spurts from her pussy, down Ira’s cock to drench the sands beneath them. Her mind goes white. Lost in the ecstasy of the moment. Of her pleasure. 
 
    Of her breeding. 
 
    With a throaty grunt, Ira sighs in satisfaction and lifts Amelia off his shaft. It slides from her with a slick, wet sound, and he dumps her whimpering, moaning form onto the sands. Her shaky arms prop her up. She lifts her head, and her vision is filled with the enormity of the bull demon’s flaring cock. 
 
    “Worship, slave,” he commands. 
 
    With shaking hands and parted lips, Amelia crawls up onto her knees, stroking and licking his cock, tasting the thick, pungency of his cum and her mingled juices. Her gaping pussy twitches with pleasure, recalling that manhood within her. Her eyes grow lidded, her whimpers becoming moans as she does as he commanded. For she was broken. 
 
    And her new god called for her worship. 
 
      
 
    The Sorceress 
 
    

  

 
   
    Gluttony 
 
      
 
    This cow of a priestess is awfully busty. Not as gloriously curvy as you of course, but you feel certain Porca will be able to put those tits of hers to good use. 
 
    You grin evilly as Amelia walks warily down a frozen hall. “Closer. Closer… Now!” 
 
    With considerable satisfaction you activate the pit trap. Her skirts suddenly envelop the buxom Amelia, the priestess giving a startled shriek as the floor opens up under her, swallowing her in an instant. 
 
    Down a slide of frozen stone she goes, screaming as she finally gets her gown under control, pulling it down to reveal her terrified face. The slide ends suddenly, dumping the priestess into a pool of pink water. 
 
    The impact stuns the lovely priestess. Reflexively she swallows some of the water as her head goes under. A taste like strawberries and liquor bursts onto her tongue and down her throat. Within moments she’s splashing, trying to swim up even as her gown seeks to drag her back down. She finally breaks the surface, gasping, drinking in another gulp of the waters as she tries to swim towards shore. 
 
    “Oh the poor thing!” 
 
    “We must help.” 
 
    “Here, beloved dear. Let us get you out of there.” 
 
    Amelia feels gentle yet odd hands take her shoulders, pulling her forward. At last she finds a ledge and with gasping relief she pulls herself ashore. She kneels among the soft grass, panting, head spinning as she tries to process what happened, her clothes heavy and clinging to her skin. 
 
    Her brain pounds with a terrible throbbing, her body aches as if she’d swum a mile rather than a few feet. She raises her head at last and beholds her saviours. 
 
    The two satyrs crouch before her, their knobby hands folded on their hairy knees, their goat-like faces looking down at her, smiling. Behind them, a vast garden blooms, the floor a carpet of flowers whose scent wafts in the air like a haze. Massive trees dip under the weight of their leaves like veils of green. Strange birdsong flitters among the eaves, but the birds themselves are nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Amelia blinks dully. Something niggles at her mind. Like… like something about this was wrong. But her head just aches too terribly to process it. She groans, touching her brow. 
 
    “Oh no! She seems in pain, brother,” a satyr says. 
 
    “Such a shame! Here, darling dear, come. Let us help make you comfortable.” 
 
    “I… I’m f-fine,” Amelia says weakly. 
 
    “Nonsense!” the satyrs chime, their knobby hands lifting her by the shoulders, walking her towards the trees. 
 
    “We know when a lovely damsel is feeling poorly.” 
 
    “And such a shame! Such a lovely dear.” 
 
    “So beautiful.” 
 
    “So darling.” 
 
    “So bountiful!” 
 
    Amelia looks between them in confusion. What was happening? Before she could figure it out she was easing down into a hollow of one of the trees, the moss like the softest pillow she had ever known. Tilting her head, she discovers flowers bouncing above her, lotuses whose pollen drifts down like pink stars of light onto her face. 
 
    Her lashes flutter as she inhales, the pungent perfume that fills her making her body tingle and ache pleasantly. 
 
    “Her clothes are so wet, brother.” 
 
    “So true! We must help her out of them. She might catch a cold!” 
 
    “Mustn’t have that.” 
 
    “No no! Not so blessed a beauty as this.” 
 
    Yes. Yes, her clothes were… were so wet. Amelia wriggles as the two satyrs help her strip, her clothes pulled off with barely any trouble. A blush pinks her skin as she finds herself in nothing but her bra and panties, but somehow she didn’t find it so strange. It felt good, in fact, to be so bared. It felt right. 
 
    And yet she was still uncomfortable. 
 
    “Mmmm…” Amelia groans. 
 
    “My goodness! Is she still in pain?” 
 
    “Oh brother! What a tragedy! Tell us, dear sweet thing, where does it hurt? We will aid you.” 
 
    “Help you.” 
 
    “Cure you of your pains.” 
 
    Looking between their worried faces, Amelia relaxes. They were so full of compassion. Of earnestness. They’d help. They’d know what to do. “It’s… I… m-my b-breasts,” she gasps, cupping her plump orbs. 
 
    The two satyrs exchange a look. “Ah,” they said. 
 
    “Wh-what… oooooh…” Amelia groans as another throb radiates from her ample teats. 
 
    “It’s simple, lovely thing.” 
 
    “So simple, poor dear.” 
 
    “I’m afraid you’ve been neglected for too long.” 
 
    “So awfully long.” 
 
    “You must be milked, dear one.” 
 
    “Milked like a good cow.” 
 
    Amelia looks between them, confused, growing frightened. “M-milked? But… but I… I’m not… not…” 
 
    “And yet your bra cannot contain your breasts, dear one,” a satyr says, smiling indulgently. 
 
    “Poor thing,” his brother adds.  
 
    Amelia squirms. Her bra did… did feel a bit tight. With a look down she gapes at how her breasts strain the fabric. Before her eyes she was growing even larger! Her chest stretching the tight bra that bound her tits. How could she have been so foolish as to wear something like this? 
 
    “Do not worry, beatific one,” a satyr says sweetly. “We will help you.” 
 
    “We know how to help good cows,” the other adds, leaning in. 
 
    Amelia felt herself relax. Yes. Yes, they… they clearly knew what they were doing. She should just trust them. In fact, once she decided to, her head felt strangely… lighter. As if it had been too crammed full of thoughts, but was now freed of that. And when the two satyrs free her breasts, tugging off her bra, she moans as her buxom titflesh bounces free and easy, wobbling with their heft. Sloshing with their bounty. 
 
    “There. Is that not better?” 
 
    “So much better.” 
 
    “So much easier…” 
 
    “Mmmnnn…” Amelia moans as each satyr cups and cradles an engorged boob in their knobby hands, their gnarled fingers feeling strangely pleasant on her overstuffed titflesh. 
 
    “But she is still so full, brother.” 
 
    “Poor dear one. We mustn’t have that. Cows need to be milked. How silly of her to go so long without it.” 
 
    “Such a shame.” 
 
    “A tragedy.” 
 
    “We must aid her, brother.” 
 
    “Of course. We must.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Amelia gasps, wriggling in the bed of moss, looking between the satyrs with bovine idiocy. “Yes. O-okay. M-milk b-breasts. Sounds… sounds good.” 
 
    “So glad we agree,” one satyr says, smiling indulgently down at her before dipping his head, hefting her teat, and capturing a nubby nipple between his lips. 
 
    “Ah!” Amelia gasps. 
 
    “So smart of our lovely cow,” the other satyr croons as he follows suit, and took her second teat in his mouth. 
 
    Amelia trembles as hot pleasure surges through her. Their lips suckling tenderly at her fat nipples. She moans heavily as their hands massaged and hefted her massive teats, stroking, teasing, pumping her with impossible skill. Her thighs tremble. Strength flees her. Her head empties with the pure, bovine pleasure of the milking. 
 
    “Y-yesssss,” she groans, her shaking hands wrapping around their heads, tugging them deeper into her ample chest as they suckle at her breasts. “Yes! M-milk moooooo!” 
 
    She could feel it. Feel it surge up to her breasts. Aching through her chest. That pressure. That tightness! Her head tilts back, her moans stirring the flowers above her as cream spurts from her whorish nipples, eagerly suckled down by the two satyr’s cradling her teats in their hands. 
 
    “Ah,” she gasps as she felt the two demons move in tandem, drawing a hand from her breast, hooking a finger in the band of her panties. “Y-yessss,” she moans, wriggling her bottom to help them tug her undergarments off. “M-moooooore! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    She groans as their fingers push into her tight cunny. Begin to thrust. Pump. Stroking her with gentle insistence. Her pussy aches with glorious pleasure. Her hips rock atop their plunging fingers. Whimpers and moans escape her lovely lips as she rides to their hands, submitting to their touch. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! M-milk me! Milk my b-big breasts. Ah… ah… N-need you to… to m-milk me more. More! Mooooooore!” 
 
    Her body quivers. Sensations she had never dreamed were possible assault her. Her mind sinks under the waves of decadent delights. The feel of her immense, wobbly breasts being milked. Her pussy plundered. Her voice rises with a whine of desperate pleasure as she bucks atop their fingers. As she cums! Her pussy tightening, pulsing, drooling her juices in hot pleasure, her milk spurting wantonly into the mouths of the satyrs. 
 
    She offers no resistance as they remove their hands. As the fuzzy goat legs of one move between her thighs, tickling her sensitive skin as his cock aligns with her pussy. She merely lows like a needy cow as his cock sinks to the hilt in her, beginning to lovingly rut her, even as they milk her. Her goddess forgotten. Her faith subsumed. Her purpose in the palace of the Overlord inconsequential compared to the need of her pussy and her jiggly, milky tits. 
 
    For she was the cow of Gluttony. 
 
    And she would love every minute of her servitude. 
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    The Sorceress 
 
      
 
    You cackle in gleeful malice as you watch Amelia’s fate play out in the crystal facets. “Haha!” you crow. “That’s what you get for invading the lair of the Overlord!” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There is also another. Should you not be focusing on her damnation as well? Otherwise, she might manage to make it to the Chamber of the Heart.” 
 
    Your choke on your own cackles, covering it up with a cough. “I-I know that! You think I hadn’t thought of that? I was just about to get on it!” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Loria says. 
 
    You frown at her, but Loria is right, much to your annoyance. Fortunately, you can take out your anger on another errant heroine. You cast your hand across the panel, and the crystal facets shimmer with colours as they pan out across your nefarious frozen lair. 
 
    It’s not hard to find victim number two. The bitch is making a merry mess of your home. She’s dressed in a gown that leaves absolutely nothing to the imagination. A short skirt and lowcut top stitched with sorcerous signs don her, pressing against modest breasts and slender hips. A pointed hat crooked at the top sits on her head, and in her hands is a hooked staff with a crystal suspended within. Long black hair falls to her shoulders, and around her crackles a visible aura of power. From her open palm fireballs blast apart guards and spears of ice impale imps in the air. She laughs musically, relishing in her arcane powers as she strides through your lair, spellwork whirling around her, lashing out with lightning at anything that dares get close. 
 
    “The sorceress, Lumia,” Loria explains. “She’s a potent wizard, mistress. They say a genius like her is born only once a century in the mortal realm.” 
 
    “That right? Well, that’s a shame. Hope those mortal fools are ready to wait another hundred years for the next one,” you say, spreading your hands on the surface of the control panel, feeding your magic into it in a steady stream. 
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    So this bitch thinks she knows magic? Well, you’ve got a certain someone who’d do a wonderful job disabusing her of that notion. 
 
    With a malicious grin you press your hands against the crystal. The corridor the sorceress strides down twists subtly beneath her feet, leading her astray. She only slows when she walks into a large room of obsidian black stone. The walls are smooth and grooved, almost organic, like she walked in the petrified black guts of some primeval horror. The crystal in her staff flashes to life, but even that glow does little to dispel the gloom, as if it were a miasma rather than a natural darkness. 
 
     Lumia looks about herself uncertainly, her lips puckered. “Wrong way,” she mutters to herself, turning about, only to find the door she came through gone, blocked by a solid black wall. 
 
    “What the…” Her confusion lasts only a moment, and in the next she scowls and points her staff at the wall, magic humming at the tip. “Think a bit of stone is gonna stop me?” 
 
    “No. That’s for me to do.” 
 
    To her credit, Lumia doesn’t hesitate. She whirls around, the spell she was casting discharging, a bolt of violet light crackling through the darkness towards the voice. For the briefest instant Invidia is illuminated like some nightmare, bone mask perched atop pitch-black robes, green eyes burning deep within sockets. The spell strikes, only to break, parting, and vanishing into the dark. 
 
    Lumia sucks in a breath, and all around them lights suddenly kindle. Emerald flames gleam in the mouths of skulls carved from the walls, their toxic glow weak but enough to reveal Invidia. The bone mask tilts as the sorcerous demon appraises the witch. 
 
    “Not bad,” the voice of legions whisper from the mask. “A skillful spell, but it won’t be enough.” 
 
    “I have more than that,” Lumia snaps. 
 
    “I have no doubt,” Invidia breathes, beginning to drift forward. “But I can feel your anger that it didn’t. Poor little sorceress. So strong, yet so weak. You tried to overcome all others with your power, but it was all because you couldn’t bear to be looked down on.” 
 
    Lumia’s face grows pale. “Sh-shut up!” she snarls, jabbing her staff towards the demon, a flash of fire ballooning from her staff. It strikes the barrier around Invidia, the explosion of flames parting around, and on comes the demonic sorcerer. 
 
    “How well I know you,” Invidia continues, the whispering chorus of voices growing, the eyes in the mask burning. “How I can taste it. Your fear of weakness. Of lack of knowledge. You thought you claimed the strongest magic, but lacked so many other things. You didn’t have the figure of Amelia. Couldn’t catch the desire of the hero, Lancel. The one thing you wanted. And yet, you weren’t enough. You reek of self-doubt.” 
 
    “Shut up!” Lumia screams. 
 
    Tears prick the corners of her eyes. Frustration. Fury. She raises her staff. The air hums and whines with power. Magic crackles and swirls about the tip of her staff. The crystal trapped within spins as power gathers to her. Her lips part, her head goes back, chanting. More power. More. 
 
    The flames within the skulls pulse, and on Invidia comes, unhurried, unimpeded, robes never stirring despite the wind that howls in the chamber. At last, with a final cry, Lumia swings her staff towards the demon. 
 
    Rings of runes spin into existence around her. Fireballs roar through the air and into Invidia. Lightning snaps, crackles, and spits as it spears into the demon. Explosions wreathe the demon lord. Lances of violet magic fire with sounds like cannon shots. 
 
    An onslaught of power. Destruction. The walls melt in the heat of flames, crack in the freezing cold, shatter in the crackle of lightning and echo with deafening thunder. The space before Lumia is consumed in chaos. Her magic potency erupting with wrath. 
 
    At last, her staff droops. The runes of magic fade. She pants, legs buckling under her gown, propping herself up but barely. 
 
    And through the smoke Invidia glides. Unharmed. Unmarred. Unhurried. 
 
    Lumia’s face falls. Her legs give out, sending her crumbling to the floor. The robed demon drifts before her, coming to a stop. Despair paints its cruel brush across the sorceress’s face. 
 
    A hand black and scaled slips from among the cloth of Invidia’s robe, touches the sorceress’s chin, compelling her to look up into the bone mask. The eyes burn with power. 
 
    “You’ve fought for so long, but no more,” Invidia whispers, voices growing soft, feminine, crooning. 
 
    Lumia’s face slowly glows slack. Her eyes go glassy, reflecting the green glow of Invidia’s gaze. 
 
    Another of the demon lord’s hands cup her face, tilting it up. “Give up all your pride. Your anger. Feel the surrender,” Invidia whispers, robes parting as dark, oily tentacles writhe from beneath, Lumia’s body shuddering under their vile touch. “No need to fight. No need to resist. Just… give… in…” 
 
    Lumia moans, and her parted lips are filled with one of the oily tentacles. Her body trembles as more spill forth, stroking over her lovely flesh, teasing her clothes from her, soon leaving her naked. Moaning. Gasping. 
 
    Helpless. 
 
    Needy. 
 
    Wanting more. 
 
    “Yesssss,” Invidia whispers, the bone mask pushing forward, the demon’s eyes consuming Lumia’s with their infernal glow. “Do not resist me. I will show you such powers you never dreamed. You are mine, slave.” 
 
    Lumia tries answer, but only a moaning, “Mmmmm,” escapes her lips. Her body suddenly bucks as the tentacles find her pussy, stroking her fluttering folds, feeding into her with a lazy dominance, pressing deep inside her. Her lashes flutter, her eyes only opening fully again when a second, thicker tentacle pushes into her ass, stuffing her with its oily length. 
 
    Her eyes grow lidded once more, glassy, reflecting the hypnotic flame of the lord of envy. A helpless whine escapes her as she rocks against the tentacles. As more squeeze her breasts, torturous in their pleasure. Corrupting in her surrender. 
 
    “That’s it,” Invidia whispers. “Give in. Surrender. All your power is nothing compared to me. You thought yourself my equal? Poor fool,” the demon lord’s voices croon, a tentacle mockingly stroking Lumia’s slack cheek. “You are nothing compared to me. Nothing but another slave for my collection. Now cum for me, slut. And surrender yourself to me.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Lumia moans, rocking, riding the tentacles that plunge into her. Her mouth claimed. Her pussy squeezing the writhing limb. Her ass tightening in helpless desire. Her mind drifted, gone, but into the void came sensations. Pleasures of the flesh. Tight, wonderful pleasure. Her breathing grows ragged. Her body tightened. 
 
    “Mmmm!” 
 
    With a moan she cums, arching, bucking as her orgasm pumps through her in hot waves. Her mind blanks, going white with orgasm. 
 
    And the green fires of the demon burn into her mind. 
 
    Lumia’s mouth grows slack around the black tentacle, her power, her magic, her mind useless before the pleasure. Invidia chuckles, sensing her surrender, coiling limbs tightening hungrily around her. Squeezing her possessively. A new prize. 
 
    A new slave. 
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    With satisfaction you lift your hands off the panel, nodding to yourself. “There we are,” you say. “That’ll make them think twice before invading my home!” 
 
    “You dispatched them with commendable speed, mistress,” Loria says. “But…” 
 
    “What?” you say, looking towards her, piqued at her doubt. “You think I could have been more sadistic?” 
 
    “Oh no, mistress. Your wickedness is a work of art. Only…” the blue skinned beauty says, pushing up her glasses, a vague frown on her face. 
 
    “Only?” 
 
    “Why were they separated?” 
 
    You stare. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Mistress,” Loria says. “Why were they alone in battling our forces? Would it not make sense for them to have remained together? Why did they split up? The heroes came against your father as a group. Surely they couldn’t have thought invading hell itself would have been easier. And where is the hero? Did he not slay your father as well? Where is he?” 
 
    Realization trickles in. “Hey,” you say in dawning understanding. “That’s right! We’re missing something here…” 
 
    “The Master of the Citadel Has Come! The Doors Will Open!” 
 
    You and Loria turn sharply as the doors to the chamber grind open, swinging wide. You gape as a human steps inside. He looks like hell, and you should know. A tattered cape drapes his shoulders, his armour sooty, but of obvious quality, inlaid with gold filigree. Handsome, though his features seem a bit sunken, his short hair swept back, his eyes are curiously hooded and his grin a bit too sharp for you. 
 
    “What the fuck?” you say. 
 
    The man looks about the chamber, inhaling deeply. “Ah,” he says, his voice strange. Echoing. “It has been a long time.” His eyes land on you, and you stiffen at the green light that burns in them, as if his face were a mask, and something more looked out from behind his skin. “And daughter, how well you look.” 
 
    Ice colder than the deepest depths of Pride grips you. You stiffen, shaking. “F-father?” 
 
    “He’s the hero, mistress,” Loria says, instantly at your side. “Lancel. The one who slew your father.” 
 
    The man roars with laughter, a sound horrifyingly familiar in its mocking. How many times did you hear it while some victim was being lowered into a pit of acid? How many times did it ring throughout the halls of the Citadel while treasure and slaves were presented before the throne? 
 
    “Slain! Oh yes,” the man says, his face stretched queerly across his skull. “I was that. The bastards came right into my lair and killed me! This one,” he says, holding up his hand, looking at it with amusement. “With this very hand he struck the blade into my dark heart. Idiot that he was! He thought he had won. And like all heroes, to the victor, go the spoils.” 
 
    He draws the sword at his side, and you suck in a breath. The blade is of blackest obsidian, the core red stone burning with living runes. A weapon made to torture and damn. To rip and tear. Excessively jagged to the point of uselessness, but you know that sword. The finest treasure in your father’s vault. 
 
    “Souldrinker,” you say. 
 
    “Heroes can never resist looting their fallen foe,” the man chuckles, admiring the blade. “And when he did, I had my in. I stretched my tendrils through the wounds I cut in him until he was nothing more than a memory. His friends never even suspected I had done it. That their companion was gone. Lost. And their enemy walked in his flesh. 
 
    “And so I got to work,” he continues with an errant flip of the blade, like it were a showman’s cane, an easy smile painting his face. “First, I sent his friend the thief and the ranger to the Citadel to gauge its defences, I claimed, and eliminated them both. Then, when they were gone, I convinced the sorceress and the priestess to join me in crushing the forces of hell once and for all. Poor fools. I imagine they’ve been made the cock slaves of some demon by now? Ah, pity. I’d have liked to keep them as my pets. But no matter.” 
 
    In a flash you recall the two who dared infiltrate the Citadel before you ventured to Wrath. The priestess and sorceress you’d just disposed of. You gape. “Th-that was your plan?” 
 
    “A most cunning one,” he says, chuckling, the sound rolling through the room. The sound of doom. The sound of suffering and evil incarnate. “Pride always lives on, my dear daughter. And with the heroes who came against me gone, nothing will stop my second invasion. The mortals have thrown away their greatest champions. In the end, I win! 
 
    “And now,” he says, stepping into the room, his skin stretching tauter across his skull, the eyes burning away, leaving nothing but sockets of light. “Now, at last, I have returned to take up my throne again.” 
 
    His words shock you. You jolt back to the present, narrowing your eyes. Oh yes. This is your father. Only Lorrick the Black, the former Overlord, the King of Pride, could be this arrogant. This crude. This much of a… a… a dick! “The hell you will,” you growl. “This is my throne now! I claimed it!” 
 
    “Oh yes. It’s all yours,” you father says, stroking his chin, taking off some flesh with it.  
 
    “It is?” you say warily. 
 
    Lorrick looks at his finger and flicks the parchment-like flesh away. Gross. “Yes, my daughter. It is your throne. Well done in taking it! I knew you had it in you. Well, not entirely. But if you’d failed, I’d have found another vessel readily enough in here.” 
 
    “What are you taking about?” you demand. “Speak plainly you rotting bastard!” 
 
    “Rotting I am. This poor mortal’s flesh cannot sustain me anymore. My presence is far too great for him. But you, my daughter. You, with all the power of the Overlord, can. So come, my dear. Father needs your skin.” 
 
    “What!” you yelp, lurching back. 
 
    “Yes!” he cackles. “I will possess your body instead of this rotting cadaver, and return as the new Overlord! No one will ever need to know. And I will resume my war upon the mortal realm! But this time, with some amazing tits! Ah ha ha ha ha!” 
 
    Your face twists with horror and disgust. Just when you thought your father couldn’t be more of an asshole to you, he exceeds your expectations. “The fuck you will!” you snarl, hands bunching into fists at your sides, ice crackling across the floor around you. “You cursed me, made me go through hell itself, all so you could steal my body? Well, you’re not getting it, your rotting fuck!” 
 
    “Such language! I thought I raised you better than that,” Lorrick says, a mad grin on his face. 
 
    “Mistress!” 
 
    Loria is suddenly at your side, her hand drawing a whip. Lorrick gestures with his blade, and a blast of blackness explodes from the tip. It slams into Loria, sending the succubus skidding across the floor to slam into the corner, the sticky darkness wrapping around her, binding her to the wall. 
 
    “Loria!” you cry. 
 
    Loria groans, her head lolling as the shadow magic crawling across her like a mass of webbing. 
 
    “Always too loyal, that one,” Lorrick says, his skin sloughing off to show the skull as he tilts his head back towards you. “Now don’t be difficult, daughter dear. This body won’t last much longer, and I need that pretty face of yours now. Be a good girl and surrender.” 
 
    “Fuck you!” you snarl, conjuring the Staff of Domination into your free hand. 
 
    “Hmph. Always so difficult,” he says. 
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    A sorceress like Lumia is invaluable, and not just because of her arcane power. Breeding such a slut would produce some truly potent spell casters, or just using her as a pet spell slinger. And those are just your initial ideas. Someone with a real mind for business could doubtless think of dozens of ways to turn this bitch into a profit. 
 
    With a malicious grin you press your hands against the crystal. The corridor the witch strides down twists subtly beneath her feet, leading her astray. She only slows when she walks into a large room of golden walls. Cyclopean pillars rise all around her, rivers of molten fire like a foundry steaming the air as she enters, her hat drooping with the sheer heat, her face flushing. 
 
    “There you are.” 
 
    She looks up suddenly. The steam parts as Avarick steps through, the golden demon grinning around his smoking cigar. His coat stirs in the hot air, his golden scales gleaming and rings bejeweling his fingers, flashing as he stops at the foot of the steps. A thin stone bridge straddles the molten river, the sorceress on one end, the demon on the other. 
 
    Avarick lazily takes the cigar out, tapping its end, ash drifting to the floor. “The sorceress herself! I’ve had my eye on you.” 
 
    Lumia lowers her staff, smirking despite the heat. “Have you?” 
 
    “Are you kidding?” Avarick chortles. “Have you any idea how valuable you are? I could get a fortune for you! Not only are you a powerful sorceress, a genius in your time, but you’re a human female! Envy demons would delight in using you to breed more of their infernal kind. Gluttony demons would milk those lovely tits of yours for their arcane infused cream. Demons of wrath… well, they’d just fuck you, but who care! So long as they pay.” 
 
    Lumia looks appalled. “Ugh! You’re disgusting.” 
 
    “Really? And here I was listing the good ones. There’s far worse down here awaiting those lovely curves. For the right price.” 
 
    “Not if I kill you,” Lumia says, the tip of her staff glowing with gathering magic. 
 
    Avarick hums, flicking his thumb, a flame crackling into being that he uses to light his cigar. He gives a lazy puff. “Hmm. Could be. But you might find that difficult, all tied up as you are.” 
 
    “Tied up?” 
 
    Lumia hears the hiss of scales on stone, but it’s far too late for her by then. She looks down in surprise as a massive serpent of copper suddenly twists from where it had been hiding beneath the bridge. Lumia tries to swing her staff towards it, but the demonic python has already begun wrapping itself around her. The sorceress squeals as her arms are pinned to her sides, her staff pressed uselessly against her cheek. She tries to open her mouth to cast a spell, but the serpent merely tightens its coils, driving the air from her long in a gasp. 
 
    “There we are,” Avarick says as he lazily crosses the bridge. “Much better.” 
 
    “B-bastard!” Lumia wheezes. “F-fight me!” 
 
    “Oh no. I’m much too rich to fight,” Avarick says with a swish of his absurdly expensive coat. “And I might damage the merchandise. Mustn’t have that. Now, where did I put that…” 
 
    Metal clinks as Avarick digs in his pockets. His face lights up and he pulls free a golden choker, worked like a spider with its many legs wide open, the head a ruby etched with eyes. 
 
    Lumia’s eyes widen. Even from afar she can sense the nefarious magic in it, and it’s not hard to guess its purpose. She tries to pull away, but her serpentine captor merely tightens its coils around her. Avarick grins, holding the choker out, and presses it around her neck. 
 
    “N-noooooo!” Lumia moans as she feels the legs tighten around her throat, the ruby head flaring with malefic light. Instantly she feels the power of the sorcery ache through her. Weakness spreads through her, as if her connection to her body were suddenly loosened, no longer under her control. 
 
    “Let her go.” 
 
    The serpent around her slithers away, and Lumia slumps weakly to the floor. She tries to grasp the collar, but her hands seem to slip away from it, as if repelled. She chokes out a sob, looking up at Avarick as the demon towers above her, sharp teeth grinning. He lazily reaches down, brushing aside his coat, and opening the front of his pants. 
 
    The sight of his ridged cock makes Lumia gape with shock. Heat shimmers around his shaft, segmented like it was made of steel, wedged like that of a lizard. It twitches teasingly in the open air, Avarick looming above like some brazen statue of conquest and avarice. 
 
    “That mouth of yours could use a bit of training. And it’s the one hole we don’t have to worry about ruining. So come, slave. Show me you know your new role.” 
 
    It’s not a question of whether to obey or not. Even as Lumia feels a flash of prideful resistance, it’s washed away under a trembling of anticipated pleasure. The sensation radiates from the collar, stirring her, the red stone glowing hot against her throat. Her arms tremble as she crawls forward, her cheeks burning bright with shame as she finds herself before the demon’s manhood. Her head tilts up, her eyes squeezing shut as her tongue pushes from her mouth and runs along the heated metal of Avarick’s demonic shaft. 
 
    She expects pain, but his cock, though hot, was only so warm that it tingles against her tongue. 
 
    What she didn’t expect was the pleasure. 
 
    A reward for obedience throbs from the collar. Her eyes grow lidded, a moan escaping her lovely lips as the sensation aches through her like a warm bath after being out in the freezing cold. Her thighs tremble as her pussy twitches, tightening in slavish desire. Her ass bucks like a switch had suddenly cracked across her bottom. Her breasts tingle, nipples stiffening. 
 
    “A-ah…” Lumia gasps. 
 
    “Keep going,” Avarick says, blowing a cloud of smoke down into her face. 
 
    Lumia moans as the acrid smoke engulfs her, humiliating, tantalizing. Her tongue comes out again, running along his cock, and again that sweet ache of pleasure radiates from the collar around her neck. Her resistance begins to fade, her tongue stroking his shaft. After all, the collar compels her. And it felt so good. She has no choice but to lick his cock. Wrap her lips around the wedged tip. 
 
    Give a suck. 
 
    No choice. 
 
    No need to resist. 
 
    So, why not enjoy it? 
 
    Just a little. 
 
    No choice. 
 
    Avarick smirks as he sees the fight die in the sorceress’s eye. He takes the cigar from his mouth, tapping it over her. The ashes fall onto her, and when they touch her clothes, flames consume them in a sudden flash. Lumia jolts as she feels the heat, but Avarick’s other hand merely grasps her head, and urges her deeper onto his cock. 
 
    Lumia moans, obeying, sucking at his golden shaft like it were some graven idol, and she an eager acolyte. The heat of the room bakes her skin, pinkening it with warmth and pleasure. Her efforts grow more eager, her lips running up and down Avarick’s cock, her cheeks hollowing with adoring suction. The pleasure pulsing from her collar egging her on and on. 
 
    She suddenly groans as she feels something stroke her pussy. She manages a quick glance down, and see the tail of the copper serpent rubbing her folds, the tip just big enough to teasingly push into her. 
 
    “Mmmm!” Lumia moans as that member stuffs her. Her inner walls clamp down, the joy of servitude heightened even further as she at last feels her cunny taken. She rocks, sucking, fucking, uncaring of her humiliation, her degradation, her failure. She can only focus on the pleasure. On how good it feels to serve. To obey. To rock and ride and enjoy the compulsion of the collar. 
 
    “Fuck yesssss,” Avarick groans as he thrusts into her mouth with growing urgency. “There it is. Ah. Hrrrr. Know your place, slut. Know your… hrmph… fucking… plaaaaaace!” 
 
    His head tilts back, a hiss of orgasmic bliss escaping him. His golden hand tightens in her hair, his rings flashing as he forces her down, almost choking her on his cock as he cums. 
 
    Lumia moans as his seed floods her mouth, the faint metallic taste exciting beyond belief. And the reward from the collar is even more. Her pussy tightens, an orgasm stronger than any she had known before burns through her in a flash. She moans, swallowing, lashes fluttering as her pussy tightens, spurts, her juices drooling down the tail that stuffs her cunny. 
 
    Avarick grunts, withdrawing his cock from the mouth of the sorceress. He takes a moment to admire his handiwork, Lumia kneeling, her eyes dim, lost, panting with pleasure, the collar around her throat pulsing with light. 
 
    “There we go,” the demon lord chuckles. “Might just have to keep you for myself. Mouth like that is worth a lot of money.” 
 
    Lumia pants, her mouth still thick with the metallic taste of his cum. But it moves all the same, and she says, “Th-thank you, master.” 
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    A sorceress like her is a potent foe for any demon, and even a demon lord might have trouble against Lumia head to head. But there are far subtler weapons in your arsenal, and Somna surely deserves to take this arrogant bitch down a peg or two. 
 
    With a malicious grin you press your hands against the crystal. The corridor the witch strides down shifts beneath her feet, leading her astray. The mist rises so subtly around her, she only slows by the time it surrounds her in a cloudy haze. 
 
    Lumia stops in her tracks, looking around in sudden wariness. Her nose twitches, nostrils flare, pupils dilate as she breathes in the fog. A scent assails her. Something strange and yet familiar, like the memory of a place. 
 
    Soft sounds began to filter through the silence. Lumia lifts her staff, the tip gleaming with light as she gathered a spell. “Who’s there?” she demanded. 
 
    “Lumia?” 
 
    Her staff drops an inch at that voice. A figure moves among the mists, just out of sight. “L-Lancel?” 
 
    A man steps into the open, the mists seeping off him like steam. He’s handsome, with short blonde hair and warm eyes. He wears breeches and a leggings that do nothing to mask his muscled form, a smile on his face as he walks up to her. 
 
    “Lumia.” 
 
    “Wh-what are you doing here?” Lumia asks shakily. “We were supposed to meet up outside the Overlord’s chambers.” 
 
    “That was just an excuse to get rid of Amelia for a bit,” he says. 
 
    Lumia is breathing quickly, excitement making the staff shake in her hands, the mist tickling her senses. “Wh-why? I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I think you do,” Lancel says. “I think you’ve always known.” 
 
    Lumia wets her lips as he comes up to her, his arms moving around her. “B-but I thought… you and Amelia were… were…” 
 
    “I care for Amelia, Lumia. But not like I care for you.” 
 
    Her mouth parts, trembling, as if she were searching for words to answer him. But his answer comes in a moment as he dips his head, and kisses her. 
 
    Lumia stiffens, then submits. A soft moan escapes her as she reaches up, clinging to his back as the kiss deepens, his tongue pushing into her mouth. Conquering hers in a moment. She presses her breasts against his front, letting him tilt her back, their lips moving in a dance that she’d always dreamed of. 
 
    Dream… 
 
    Lumia’s eyes flutter a little open, looking up at him. She gently pushes him back, breaking the kiss. “L-Lancel, wait. I…” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he says, gently taking one of her breasts in hand, squeezing it tenderly. “Isn’t this what you wanted?” 
 
    “Y-yes! Of course. But…” 
 
    “I love you, Lumia.” 
 
    Her heart flutters. “I…” 
 
    “I love you,” he breathes, kissing her again. “I love you. I want you. Please, Lumia. Please. Love me too.” 
 
    Lumia trembles, her face burning, her mind whirling. Was it a dream? Did it matter? It was what she always wanted. Every word was what she’d longed to hear for so long. Why not accept it? Give in to it? Just stop questioning it? Did she want to ruin it? Lose it? 
 
    No. 
 
    No no no. 
 
    “Yes!” Lumia gasps. “I love you too! Oh gods… Lancel…” 
 
    He smiles, and begins to kiss her again. 
 
    Lumia moans, sinking into the arms of her lover. Feeling his bare skin under her hands, his muscled back flexing as he eases her down onto the bed below. 
 
    Hadn’t he been wearing clothes? 
 
    Don’t think about it. 
 
    Where had the bed come from? 
 
    It didn’t matter. 
 
    The sorceress sighs as his hands shed her of her clothes, exposing her naked curves to the cool air of the room. She felt her skin tingle, bump with sensitivity as Lancel began to kiss down her neck, gently lick her breasts, capturing one of her tight nipples in his lips. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” she cries out, shifting beneath him as he tenderly sucks at her nipple, his hands molding and squeezing her breasts. She’d always known he’d be wonderful. Would be able to find every one of her sensitive spots at once. 
 
    A sudden gasp escapes her as she feels his cock nudge her folds. His manhood rub against her cunny, teasing her until she’s whimpering in need. “Ah!” she cries. “Ohhhh! Lancel! Please… ah… please! G-give me your c-coooock!” 
 
    “With pleasure,” he pants. 
 
    Pushes into her. 
 
    And fills her like a dream. 
 
    Lumia moans, rocking beneath him, riding his cock as he thrusts into her. The pleasure was so perfect. So much better than she’d ever imagined being fucked like him would be. Her hips rise, taking his cock, his lips kissing her throat, his hands moving over her skin. 
 
    Her head empties. Thoughts flutter away. The mists seep into her mouth, her nose, filling her with a weightlessness like helium. She gasps and moans, whimpering in delight as she takes his cock. Every thrust claiming her. Fucking her. So tender. So sensitive. His hands locked on her wrists, held her down, his lips kissing her again. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” she moans as she arches beneath him, her orgasm aching through her, surging through her. She shudders in perfect pleasure, surrendering to the experience. 
 
    And the mists crowd closer. 
 
    Closer. 
 
    Swallowing her and her dreamy lover in a haze of nothingness. 
 
    Of perfect, endless bliss. 
 
    Happily… ever… 
 
    After… 
 
      
 
    The Hero 
 
    

  

 
   
    Gluttony 
 
      
 
    Sure, Lumia is pretty, but she lacks the curves that certain heroines typically possess. Poor thing looks so thin. But you know someone who can fix that… 
 
    With a malicious grin you press your hands against the crystal. The corridor the witch strides down twist subtly beneath her feet, leading her astray. She only slows when she reaches an arching doorway overgrown with ivy. Sounds and snuffling come from beyond, and Lumia pauses in her approach. She slips along to the corner and peers through the tangled foliage. 
 
    A large room awaits. A domed roof filters down a warm light, while great tangles of blooming ivy carpet the walls. A mound rises from the center of the room, climbing to a small shrine whose white pillars are further engulfed in lush greenery and budding black flowers, and in the center of this lies a podium with a golden goblet. 
 
    Two demons stand guard within the room. Wretched satyrs, their horns curling, their faces twisted parodies between a man’s and a goat’s. Their furry lower halves shift, hooves clicking on the marble steps while they clutch their sickle blades. 
 
    “Where are the others?” one bleats to his companion. “We can’t leave the Everliving Wine so unguarded!” 
 
    Lumia gasps in shock. The Everliving Wine? That fabled treasure? She’d read of it often. Said to have been made from the golden apples of the gods, it was claimed to confer untold knowledge and power to the drinker. A treasure only rumoured. 
 
    And yet, where better than in the Citadel of the Overlord to keep such a prize? A treasure? Everyone knew all the best loot was held in such dungeons. And she seemed to have come at the perfect time. The guards were changing. Not that more paltry demons would be enough to stop her. 
 
    Her smile grows. Lumia steps past the doorway, arrogantly strutting across the floor and towards the two satyrs. It takes them a moment to spot her, but when one does, he barely has time to bleat a warning before she gestures at them. 
 
    Spears of ice shoot from her staff, impaling the two demons before they can move. The force of the impact pins one to the steps, the other to a pillar, their death throes short, twitching things. They’ve stopped moving by the time Lumia passes them, stepping over them and into the shrine. 
 
    The goblet is filled with richest golden ambrosia. The scent wafts to her, sweeter than anything she has ever known. Lumia inhales deeply, a soft sigh escaping her as she delicately picks up the goblet. Such power! She could already feel it tingle in her hands. She tilts it back. Takes a sip. 
 
    Liquid gold pours into her mouth, down her throat. She moans at the infernally good taste. Just a few drops, and she could already feel a heaviness within her. Power crackling through her. 
 
    She takes another sip. 
 
    Another. 
 
    Soon she’s tilted back the goblet and is guzzling the sweet brew. Her body trembles as the wine’s power flows into her, spreading from her stomach, swelling within her. She groans in the euphoria of the drink, tilting back the goblet, feeling the precious brew pour down her chin, soak her gown. She didn’t care. It seemed bottomless. Wonderful. 
 
    Every gulp is another heady pulse within her. She can feel it sparkle through her in an electric surge of pleasure. Her moans echoed in the room. It was so good. She couldn’t stop drinking it. She had to have more. 
 
    More. 
 
    More! 
 
    Something new was happening. Her felt like it was growing. As if unable to hold so much power. Groaning in pleasure, her clothes began to feel unbearably tight. The bubbling potency of the drink swelling in her. In her ass. In her head. 
 
    In her breasts. 
 
    A groan escapes her as the pain of her clothes digging into her skin finally becomes too much to ignore. Reluctantly, she places the goblet back on the plinth, rattling it as she takes away her hands to fumble with her top. The fabric creaks under her curves, stretched across her massive chest. With a final, whimpering cry she gives up. A word of power and fire engulfs her clothes, turning it to ash. Freed, her massive breasts bounce into the open, their weight nearly dragging her down to her knees. 
 
    And would have, if a pair of hands didn’t helpfully cup them. 
 
    Lumia gasp, moans, her lips parting whorishly as heady pleasure radiates from her ample tits. Her thighs tighten, a surge of desire aching from her pussy. She turns her head shakily, and finds the porcine face of a massive pigman behind her. 
 
    The demon snorts at her, grinning lewdly. His huge form is saggy with fat, his upturned nose twitching as he inhales her sweet scent. His gut presses against her back, and his cock rubs her plump bottom. 
 
    Lumia was confused. Where had he come from? But the question was forgotten as she felt his cock rub against her ass, a twinge of emptiness radiating from her spankable rear, her breasts jiggling in the demon’s meaty fingers. 
 
    More snorts join the first, and she looks around herself. A veritable crowd of the porcine demons were around her, closing in. Grinning, their eyes on her plush form. Lumia didn’t know what to do. Her thoughts are slippery. Her mind throbbing with a heat like a fever as her breasts are mauled by the pig demon’s hands. 
 
    One of them comes closer and lifts her breast. His slobbering lips lock onto her nipple and give a greedy suck. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Lumia moans, shuddering as his thick lips suckle at her plump nipple. As the pressure in her impressive teats swells and grows. As she trembles, gasping, bucking, rubbing her ass against the corkscrew cock at her tight backdoor as the other pigman kisses her neck. As a third pushes forward, his cock rubbing her pussy. Spells slip from her as if carried by a tide of golden pleasure. Of sweet ambrosia. She cries out as the pigmen’s cocks push inside her. 
 
    “Yessssss!” she wails, shuddering as sweet milk spurts from her whorish teats, eagerly drunk by the squealing pigman. 
 
    More crowd around. Her other breast is caught, suckled by porcine lips. Grunts and squeals surround her. Meaty flesh slaps as they fuck her ass and pussy. One grabs her face in sausage-like fingers and presses a sloppy kiss to her lips. 
 
    Her quest, the potion, the Citadel, all of it is forgotten as Lumia is fucked by the pigmen. As she moans, milked, taken, claimed by the snorting horde. The pleasure builds in her. Gathering as her milk spurts and her ass and pussy are claimed. “Ah! Ah! Mooooooore!” she wails, pushed beyond the brink of resistance, her thighs trembling as she cums! 
 
    The sudden tightening of her body does it for the two porcine demons fucking her. One squeals with heavy delight, hilting her atop him as he cums, pumping her full of his vile seed. The other joins him, snorting, bathing her pussy in his thick batter. 
 
    But there’s more. 
 
    So much more. 
 
    Lumia finds herself suddenly forced to the floor. Another of the pigmen spanks her ass, causing her to yelp and ass rise. The moment her mouth is open, a new corkscrewed dick is pushed inside lips that once spoke spells of power, and now adoringly begin to suck. She moans as her pussy is suddenly filled with another cock, cum and her arousal spurting from her, coating her thighs as the new pigmen ruts her. 
 
    Her hands are pulled up, and she finds herself stroking two more pigmen cocks. Wanton pleasure she’s never known pours through her, her immense breasts swaying beneath her as she’s taken. Fucked. Used. 
 
    And she loves it. 
 
    She can’t get enough. Her mind sinks deeper and deeper into her debasement. Her moans trill and her holes are claimed. Her milky tits seem so full already, and her milking will be long and wonderful. 
 
    When the pigmen in her hands cum, bathing her in their battery seed, she doesn’t worry. For there are plenty more where that came from. 
 
    And she’ll be very busy indeed… 
 
      
 
    The Hero 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    No one knows your father better than you, so talking him down shouldn’t be too much of a problem. You glare at the rotting cadaver as he shambles towards you. 
 
    “Father, listen, you can’t win this,” you say. “I’ll give you a chance. Perhaps I can find a place for you in my realm.” 
 
    “Wonderful, my dear! I know just the one.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes,” he says, lunging suddenly. “As you!” 
 
    You hastily bring up your staff, parrying his blade. Metal shrieks as Souldrinker clashes with the Staff of Domination, but your father pushes forward more, the blade singing along the metal. You jerk your head aside as it skids by you, nicking your cheek. 
 
    The rictus of the skull grows. “Gotcha!” he hisses. 
 
    You watch in horror as tendrils of green magic seep from his blade and into your open wound. You scream, swinging the staff viciously, smashing it into your father’s chest. The power of your staff blasts away his entire lower body, but he’s laughing as what remains of his corpse falls to the ground. 
 
    And the laughter is building. 
 
    The green glow of the skull’s sockets fade as the emerald magic seeps up like groping tendrils for your wound. You drop the staff, trying to shove it away, but it pours into you no matter what you do. A numbness begins to spread through the right side of your body. A cold like the deepest pits of pride. No. Colder. 
 
    The chill of death. 
 
    Your right hand suddenly grabs your left’s wrist. 
 
    The right side of your mouth lifts in a grin. 
 
    “No more of that,” your voice says. 
 
    “G-get out of me!” you scream. 
 
    “Now now, daughter dear,” your voice laughs as the numbness spreads across your chest, as more of your father’s essence pours into your cheek. “You should be delighted! You’ll get to be the Overlord after all. The realms will remember your name for eternity.” 
 
    “You are the worst father ever!” 
 
    “How hurtful,” what you can no longer call your voice says. “And here I am, trying to make it painless.” 
 
    It is painless. But your fear is not. You try and claw at the side of your face, as if to rip off the flesh you can no longer feel, but to no avail. The strength flees your limbs, and suddenly they’re no longer obeying you. You can feel yourself crowded into a terrified eye as your entire mouth grins in cruel mirth. Your head tilts back. Mad, maniacal laughter rises from your throat. 
 
    It’s the last thing you hear before your existence is finally snuffed out. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Attack 
 
      
 
    Hot fury takes hold of you. How dare he! How dare he come back after what he did to you? How dare he use you to reclaim hell’s throne? How dare he hurt your servant? How dare he diminish all you’ve accomplished? 
 
    Blood roars in your ears. You scream in fury, raising the staff, charging the smirking corpse that is your father. You swing the Staff of Domination and bring it down! 
 
    For Loria! 
 
    For hell! 
 
    For everything you’ve fought and struggled for! 
 
    But you’d forgotten one thing. 
 
    In addition to being a world class asshole, your father was also a master swordsman. 
 
    Even as his flesh rots off his bones, he sidesteps your blow. The impact of your staff buckles the very stones of the floor, cratering it like a meteor strike. As you recover, you see your father slash Souldrinker at you. You turn away, but the blade nicks your forearm. 
 
    You take a quick step back, staff raised, breathing hard. “Well?” you growl. “Come at me!” 
 
    “Now why would I do that?” Lorrick asks. 
 
    You cock your head in confusion, then notice the eldritch glow around him is different. It has grown into a ribbon, stretching across the room like some ghostly tendril, and is feeding into the cut on your arm. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Your arm begins to grow numb, as if the chill of the grave were touching it. Your fingers loosen on your staff, then your hand rises towards you, cups your ample breast. You gasp in shock as your numbing hand fondles you. 
 
    “Wh-what the fuck!” 
 
    “Mmm. Such bountiful tits will take some getting used to,” your father says. “But it should be a change of pace. I’m quite progressive you know.” 
 
    You look at him, and realize something is wrong. Not that he’s a talking, rotting skeleton. That’s pretty common in hell. But that he looks… worse. If that were possible. His corpse seems to be slumping, like a puppet whose strings are growing slack. Realization hits you like a punch in the gut, but by then the coolness has spread across your arm and into your shoulder. 
 
    The Staff of Domination clatters to the floor as you frantically try and rub your arm, as if to push out his creeping domination. “G-get off of me!” you yelp. “Father!” 
 
    “Have no fear, my darling. This was always intended. I made sure it wouldn’t be in the least painful,” his corpse says, even as the jaw falls off with a clatter. 
 
    “You bastard!” 
 
    “Dear me. Perhaps I should wash that mouth out with soap once it’s mine.” 
 
    You start to panic. No. You were panicking before. Now you’re in hysterics! The numbness is building. His rotting corpse finally crumbles, the last of his ghostly essence seeping across the room and into your arm. You look around wildly, spot a shard of obsidian from the fractured stone of your first attack. You grab it, the edges biting into your fingers, but the sensation is already numb. 
 
    “Ow,” your voice says, but it wasn’t you who said it. “Daughter dear, be reasonable,” your mouth says. 
 
    Your eyes widen in unutterable horror. You bring up the shard to your neck. Death before this! 
 
    But even as you press the stone to your flesh, the last feeling fades from your fingers. Your mouth chuckles as your hand takes away the stone, tossing it up and down carelessly. 
 
    “Too late, daughter dear,” your voice says as the last of your body grows numb. As you feel your existence squeezed into a corner. “Far, far too late.” 
 
    Mad, maniacal laughter rises from your throat. 
 
    It’s the last thing you hear before your existence is finally snuffed out. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You look at the shambling… thing that is your father with contempt. “Well?” you say, raising your staff. “You want me? Come get me?” 
 
    “You always were lazy,” he says, greenish smoke seeping from the corners of his mouth. 
 
    He charges you, his bones rattling in his armour as his flesh falls off bit by bit. You wait, tense, and when he slashes with his sword, you block the slash. 
 
    Metal rings on metal as his blade meets your staff. You wince at the force in his blow, but as he pulls back his sword to take another swing, you smash your staff into his skull. 
 
    You’re treated to the agreeable sight of his rotting head disintegrating as it’s smeared across the far wall from the impact. You smirk in triumph. 
 
    Right up until his arm finishes its swing and leaves a long slice along your shoulder. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp. “Bastard!” With another furious swing of your staff, you pulp his chest, sending the hero’s remains all across the floor in a mess of rotting bone and flesh. You hiss, looking at the cut. It doesn’t look too bad. 
 
    Although it… is feeling a little numb. 
 
    You banish the staff, rubbing your arm ruefully. Hopefully Loria will have some balm or something. You can already feel the numbness starting to spread. Was Souldrinker poisoned? 
 
    Wait. 
 
    What did your father say about how he possessed the hero’s body? 
 
    Your eyes widen in horrified memory. Your numb arm suddenly reaches up, grabs your other arm by the wrist. 
 
    “What?” you gasp. “What the fuck!” 
 
    You try and struggle against its grip, but worse is the feeling of numbness that continues to spread. Your legs suddenly try and go in different directions and you fall on your rear. Your heels scrape the stones of the floor as you kick yourself back in a panic, pressing yourself against the podium of the room’s controls. 
 
    “No,” you whimper as you feel the chill spread up through you. As more and more of your father’s essence seeps into your wound. “No no no no no yes yes yes yes yes!” 
 
    Your eyes widen in horror as your throat goes numb, as your voice changes, rising in mad, triumphant glee. You feel your sense of self being squeezed away, your father laughing through your voice as your body is consumed by his will. 
 
    You’re still begging for him to stop when the last bit of you is snuffed out. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
  
   Wrath 
 
      
 
    You know wizards well. Prideful, powerful, convinced of their own brilliance and the stupidity of all others. So you can’t think of a better fate for this bitch than to be the plaything of a bunch of meatheads. 
 
    With a malicious grin you press your hands against the crystal. The corridor the witch strides down twists subtly beneath her feet, leading her astray. She only slows when she reaches a dead end. Lumia looks around, seemingly perplexed, but at last her eyes alight on a grate above her head. 
 
    Lumia frowns, but the grate looks large enough for her to squeeze through. Smirking to herself, she casts her hand upward, a blast of violet magic destroying the grate with a metallic clang! With a wry chuckle, Lumia swirls her staff above her, raining down stars of magic, and she begins to float up towards the hole. 
 
    As she draws near, she pulls her staff tight against her chest, just fitting through the hole. 
 
    Whereupon a massive, leathery hand grabs her. 
 
    Lumia jolts in surprise, suddenly finding herself face to face with the massive muzzle of Ira. The bull demon crouches before the hole, in nothing but a rude loincloth, his full immensity revealed. The crown of flame burns between his massive horns. Muscles cord his thick hide. Wiry fur seems to crackle with bestial vigour. His eyes glow with amusement, and his muzzle lifts in a grin. 
 
    “Well well! Look who has come to play.” 
 
    Lumia’s shock gives way to fury.  “Release me right now!” 
 
    “Or what?” Ira says. 
 
    Lumia quivers in indignant rage. Her mouth opens, the words of a spell forming from her lips. Magic crackles around her, bursting from her body in an explosion of force! 
 
    Is what should have happened, but she doesn’t even budge the massive fingers of the demon. 
 
    Ira laughs riotously, much to Lumia’s indignation. She flushes and tries again, but gets no further than before. 
 
    “My my! Is that the best the spellcaster can do? And here I thought she had real power.” 
 
    Lumia’s cheeks grow even redder. “I… I have more power in my pinky that you do in your entire bulk hide, you… you… brute!” 
 
    “I do admit, I tend towards the physical,” Ira hums, giving himself a lazy flex. “But it takes great effort to make such gains. And this is far from the mightiest of me.” 
 
    “What are you… talking… about…” 
 
    Lumia trails off as Ira brushes aside his loincloth, baring the thickness of his bull shaft. The flared meat of his cock is near as tall as Lumia, his balls heavy, their musky scent rising to her even as she is held before him. 
 
    Her jaw drops at the sight, and Ira gives a low chuckle. “Need a closer look?” 
 
    “D-don’t you mmmmph!” 
 
    Laughing, Ira pushes the indignant sorceress against the heaviness of his balls. Lumia’s senses are at once assaulted by his musk. She groans, turning her head away. 
 
    And yet it… doesn’t repel her as much as she first thought. 
 
    Her nostrils flare, inhaling the pungency of his manhood. She shivers, feeling something new in her. Something that aches in the hollow space beneath her stomach. Something that throbs with a need she cannot express or understand. 
 
    She groans, still turning way, yet drawn nonetheless to his impossible member. The sheer size of it makes her feel small. Vulnerable. She cannot guess that this is a part of Ira’s power. The dominance she is feeling is his will exerting itself over her. Her every waver emboldening him. Pushing her deeper under his control. The conqueror taking his prize. 
 
    Ira at last lifts her from his groin, his chuckle thundering as he presses the sorceress against his manhood. Lumia moans as she feels the heat of his throbbing shaft, her breasts pressing around it despite her gown. His musky pre seeps into her shirt, staining it, soaking it. Her head whirls with confusion. Uncertainty. Spells slip from her mind with every pant. Realizing what must be happening, she tries to hold her breath, but that only makes her head throb, and she’s forced to take a sharp gasp of air. 
 
    The humiliation burns almost as hot as the heat of the demon’s cock. She finds herself being rubbed along him, stroking his cock with her own body, used as an aide to masturbate his colossal cock. 
 
    Lumia gasps, trying to move, but only succeeding in rubbing herself further against the massive demon lord. Ira laughs, grinning down at her. “Enjoying that?” he asks, his voice rumbling as he eases back atop a throne of cyclopean stone, lazily eying her as he rubs her against his dick. 
 
    “N-no!” Lumia moans. 
 
    “Quite right. Not with those clothes.” 
 
    Lumia yelps as he casually tears her gown from her body. Laughing boldly, Ira resumes using the sorceress, rubbing her naked body against his massive cock, his veiny girth throbbing with arousal as her curves stroke against his steely rod. 
 
    “Yes,” Ira groans. “Yesssss! There we are. Just like that. Mmm. Seems we’ve found your true place, slut.” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” Lumia moans, and yet, she cannot escape him. She’s stopped resisting, in fact. As her pussy rubs against the underside of his massive cock, she began to shyly rock her hips, pleasuring herself against him. 
 
    In a flash she realizes what she’s doing, and yet she can’t stop herself. The feel of his massive cock, the scent, the sensation of being so debased, so used, aches through her with every moment. She whimpers, pants, every breath taking in more of the bull demon’s thick musk. She moans in wanton pleasure, her arms wrapping around his cock, no longer caring. Lips that once formed the mightiest enchantments now adoringly kiss his underside. Hands that spun unspeakable power now run along the throbbing veins of Ira’s manhood. 
 
    The demon lord laughs, his voice rough with pleasure. “Like that, eh? Just a plaything, hm? All your magic… hrrrr… all for naught! Welll… ha… I hope you enjoy… ha… your priiiiiiize!” 
 
    She feels the throbbing of his cock. The twitching, need of his climax. His pace increases, rubbing her against his massive manhood. “Oooooh f-fuuuuuck!” Lumia moans as he works her against his shaft. As her pussy frots against his massive dick. When she feels his orgasm surge upward, the throbbing bulge stroking against her pussy, she raises her head towards the peak of his cock. 
 
    Ira groans as he cums, his hand tightening around her, squeezing her. From the flaring tip of his shaft his seed bursts, flowing down, coating the sorceress in his virile cum. The heat overwhelms her. The sensation is too much. Lumia cries out, shuddering as she cums with him. 
 
    Ira grunts in satisfaction, still stroking her against his cock, coating her with his seed, lubricating his shaft. The lord of Wrath chuckles as he feels the woman in his grip surrender, give in to the baseness of the experience. No more than a plaything for his lusts. 
 
    Lost to his cock. 
 
      
 
    The Hero 
 
    

  

 
   
    Magic 
 
      
 
    You look at the rotting thing that holds your father’s essence, your eyes wandering to his sword. 
 
    You smirk, and gesture. 
 
    Icy magic sweeps across the floor from you in a wave. Your father looks up in surprise as a wall of ice manifests between you and him. He scoffs. 
 
    “Really? Daughter dear, you know I can break through this easily enough.” 
 
    “I know,” you say, pushing your ass onto the control panel, arms crossed beneath your glorious tits. “But how long will it take you to chip through the ice? A minute? Two? And,” you add with a mocking look, “how long is that body going to last.” 
 
    All mirth vanishes from his face. He looks down in alarm as she realizes his body is already falling to shambles, flesh corroding, falling off in chunks. He lifts his sword in a sudden panic, Souldrinker hacking at the ice between you and him. 
 
    “Oooh, better hurry, daddy,” you coo. “I think I saw your nose fall off there.” 
 
    Your father claps a hand across his face, shoots you a furious look. He draws back his sword, oily dark magic gathering around the blade, seeping from its jagged form. With a shout, he thrusts, the darkness crashing forward, smashing into the wall of ice. 
 
    Fractures build across the icy wall. Eldritch green magic washes from your father, seeping away like steam. He gives a howl, and with a crash, the wall of ice shatters. Grinning savagely, flesh plopping wetly off his bones, your father climbs through the hole in the ice. 
 
    You gesture, and a rush of cold suddenly freezes his feet against the wall. 
 
    Your father snarls, yanking at his legs. “Little brat!” he snaps, raising his blade towards you. 
 
    “How strong will that blast be?” you ask mildly. “How strong can it afford to be?” 
 
    You father hesitates. Then, with a sudden sweep of his blade, he slices his feet clean off. 
 
    He hits the floor with a bang, on his knees, and starts crawling towards you, teeth clenched in fury, his useless legs dragging behind, leaving in its wake piece of flesh and clothes. 
 
    “Ooooh, you’re so close, father,” you say, teasingly kicking your legs. “I can see you really want this body of mine.” 
 
    “Arrogant little brat!” Lorrick snaps. “I should put you over my knee for this!” 
 
    “Maybe you should have thought of that before cursing me. But too late!” you say, raising a hand, pointing at him. A flash of blue arches from your finger, freezing his empty hand to the floor. He jerks his arm with a snarl, and with a sudden snap, his wrist breaks off. 
 
    “Oops! You probably needed that,” you say. 
 
    Your father grits his teeth, which is about all he’s got left of his jaw, and tries to pull himself forward, but you gesture again. A wave of cold sweeps another layer of ice across the floor. Your father jerks his sword arm out of the way, but there’s no way to defend his legs. With a crackle of ice, he’s stuck from the knees down in a frozen block. 
 
    “Ooooh, that looks like a problem,” you say. 
 
    “Bitch!” your father snaps, swinging his sword wildly at you, Souldrinker leaving trails of greenish light in its wake. “Get over here!” 
 
    “Oh, well, if you insist,” you say sweetly, rising, tapping the skull tip of the Staff of Domination into your open palm. “After all, I’d hate to see you simply waste away. Burning through that corpse after all you’ve done for me. Raised me. Cared for me. Given me anything I could desire.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, exactly,” your father says, probably smiling, but the flesh is nearly all gone from his face. “Exactly!” 
 
    “You gave me jewels. Slaves. Treasures. Monsters.” 
 
    He looks less sure as you come before him, towering over him. “Um…” 
 
    “Power. Loria. A letter. A curse.” 
 
    The air crackles with frost. The ice begins to climb up his knees, reaching his waist. “D-daughter dear…” 
 
    “Made me go to Greed and pretend to be a slave. Pass through Gluttony and its fetid jungles. Sloth and its sickening swamps.” 
 
    “Ah…” your father gasps as the ice reaches his chest, spreading across his arms. “L-Lillian!” 
 
    “Envy and its damned mirrors and pretenders! Wrath and its stinking, bloody arena!” 
 
    Your father stares in horror as the head of your staff bangs into your palm as loudly as a drum. The ice crackles across his body, his throat, along his chin, his jaw freezing open. “’elp!” he manages. 
 
    “Left me to be dragged into Lust! And always with the risk, father, the bloody risk, of becoming some mewling, pathetic, corrupted breeding slut to any fucking cock! Well here, father!” you snarl, swinging your staff over your head, power throbbing off you in waves. “Here’s my thanks!” 
 
    You bring down the staff, grinning savagely as it smashes into his skull. You catch sight of the horrified pinpricks of light that are his eyes before his head implodes. Your staff keeps going down, smashing through the entirety of his body. His torso crumbling. His pelvis shattered. Frozen fragments of him are sent skittering across the room into every corner. 
 
    Breathing hard, you raise your staff, looking down at the shattered remains of the man who killed your father, and the father who came to claim your body. 
 
    “Hmph,” you say, kicking a shard of his skull. “That’s that.” 
 
    “Mmmm…” 
 
    You look over to Loria as the coiling black magic fades from around her, the succubus pushing herself shakily to her feet. “M-mistress?” she says, holding her head. 
 
    “Loria,” you say, glancing about the floor. Ah, there it is. Your eyes lock on Souldrinker, the malefic blade still throbbing with infernal power. “So glad you could join me.” 
 
    Loria draws herself up, which takes some doing, but if anyone can it’s her. The prim blue succubus looks around the room quickly, frowning. “Is it over, mistress?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” you say, bringing up your staff, slamming the heel into Souldrinker. The force of the blow shatters the sword into shards, the essence clinging to it fading with a sound like a wail. “It’s over.” 
 
    “Then, my congratulations, mistress,” Loria says, curtsying obediently. “You have won.” 
 
    “Yes. I have, haven’t I?” you say. 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    A smile begins to steal over your face as you remember your father’s words. You stroke your staff, feeling the cool metal, the arcane might worked within it. “Loria, it occurs to me that my father, though obviously a colossal dick, did occasionally have good ideas.” 
 
    “It was known to happen,” she says. 
 
    “Yes,” you say, stroking your chin. Had you a fluffy white cat, you’d be petting it. “For instance, he quite cunningly disposing of the heroes of the mortal realm in the Citadel, and leaving the world defenceless against a second demonic invasion.” 
 
    Loria lifts a brow. “An interesting point, mistress,” she says, pushing her glasses back up. “And accurate.” 
 
    “Very.” You smile, brushing your hair back and beckoning your servant. “Come, Loria,” you purr. “Summon the lords of sin once more. We have an invasion to plan!” 
 
    Loria slips dutifully to your side, bowing. “With the greatest of pleasure, mistress.” 
 
    You smirk darkly, baring your teeth. Yes, all hell now kneels before your throne. But there are other realms beyond this one. Realms awaiting your conquest. Your rule! Kingdoms to grind under your lovely heel. Heroes to crush. Princesses to enslave. Monarchs to do morally dubious but probably deserved things to. 
 
    And with Loria and the other lords of hell at your side, far more adventures await you ahead. But your quest to become the Overlord is at an end. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
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