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"I expect perfection from all my subjects, apprentice. It matters not if it’s unobtainable, it must still be strived for–and there must still be punishment when it isn’t achieved."

The Sorceress Morvanna


This Job Sucks

Ashton smelled of succubus. Absolutely stank of it, that heavy, cloying, cedar and ambergris musk clinging to his skin and seeping into his pores. When he had first been assigned to bathe the captive creatures, he had been delighted–the pair of them writhing around in their tight bondage made for a delectable sight and their moans were like warm velvet on his ears, transfixing and arousing. But Morvanna then did what she did best: she included a catch. Yes, Ashton would be responsible for bathing the twin succubi and for making sure every erotic nook and cranny was cared for in the appropriate manner–in this case with rich, earthy labdanum oil–but Morvanna had forbidden him from enjoying himself, no matter how the succubi might beg and plead.

And oh how they begged and pleaded.

They offered their mouths and hands and breasts and all the other parts of them as Ashton worked the viscous oil onto their bodies, his massaging strokes eliciting orgasmic cries from the twins. The more he “bathed” them, the hornier they got, until they were desperate for Ashton, looking at him with their wide, coal black eyes and their plump lips parted in supplication. When he continued to resist, they finally turned their attention to one another, complicating Ashton’s struggle to oil up every last inch of their bodies as he moved about their entwined bodies with such a raging erection that it gave him a headache. But Morvanna had been clear–if Ashton so much as touched himself while her enchantment still held, his cock would shrink by an inch and then by another inch for each subsequent touch, until there was nothing left.

Being a sorceress’s apprentice wasn’t what it was cracked up to be.

Still, it was an opportunity of cosmic proportions, a chance to learn the secrets of the dark arts and develop the skill to wield them for himself. Enchantment, illusion, transmutation, conjuration, evocation! Few would ever receive such raw, unfettered access to such magic, let alone Ashton’s people back home in the magic-dry desert that was New York City circa 2025. To think, that had been his home up until just six months ago, before he found that unmarked book in the bowels of the Bryant Park library…

“You reek of sex,” Morvanna said from her gilded, claw-footed throne. “I can smell you from here.”

“My apologies, Mistress. The succubi were… enthused with your choice of bathing oil.”

Morvanna quirked a coppery red eyebrow. “And you, my apprentice? Were you ‘enthused’ as well?”

“Not as ‘enthused’ as they were, no. They were so ‘enthused’ that their ‘enthusiasm’ got everywhere. Sprayed everywhere, actually. I didn't know they did that.”

“Oh yes,” said Morvanna with a curled smile. “It can be quite messy. Need I ask if you're feeling any …shorter… down below?”

“I resisted the urge, Mistress,” said Ashton, trying not to sound defiant.

“Wise. And impressive. You must be rather pent-up?”

“I'm harder than a 9th grade calculus test,” said Ashton with a sigh.

“What?” snapped Morvanna.

“Nothing, nothing. Just a saying from back home. I’m very pent-up, Mistress.”

“Excellent. Sexual energy is a key component of the dark magic you so wish to learn. If this magic were a beast, then such energy might be considered its ichor, what must flow and pulse for the beast to be animate. Today, I will give you a dual lesson: First in restraint and then in depletion.”

Restraint, depletion. At least it sounded like Ashton was going to get to blow his load before the day was over. He allowed himself a small smile.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said.

Morvanna snorted. “Wipe that look off your face, my apprentice. After you learn how depletion feels, you may very well beg for more restraint.”

The pale-skinned redhead in her sheer, gold-edged two-piece shifted on her throne, lazily opening up her knees so that Ashton could see her fiery bush through the gauzy white fabric. He tried not to look, though not out of courtesy–Morvanna was of this realm, and thus intensely comfortable with all things sexual–but because his own blue balls were really beginning to get to him and he suspected he had a long day ahead.

Morvanna snapped her fingers. “I have removed the Touching spell for your next task.” She waited a beat, trying to catch a misplaced “Thank you “ from Ashton, but he’d learned by now to hold his tongue; she looked a tad disappointed, yet also slightly proud. “Instead, for the next hour, your testicles will gradually begin to feel heavier and heavier, from how they are now, to feeling as if they are made of clay, then milled stone, then steel, then raw iron ore. Fear not, you will not be injured and if you ejaculate the weight will subside immediately… however, if you do, I will know. I promise you this, my apprentice. I will know.”

“Okay,” croaked Ashton, already feeling like his balls were a little heavier. “What is it you require of me, Mistress?”

“I have a new googirl that requires practice,” said Morvanna.

“Goo… girl?” asked Ashton. In some ways six months was a long time, in other ways no time at all. Ashton still had so, so much to learn about this land.

“Yes, googirl,” said Morvanna, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “They make quite fine concubines for my favored guests, much more acquiescent and predictable than succubi–although they do require far more training. I would like you, my dear apprentice, to assist in that training.”

“Assist in this case meaning…?” asked Ashton.

“Fuck her,” spat Morvanna with a flared gaze. “Dominate her. Leave her a puddle of quivering, adulating goo.”

“Okaaay… but I can't, uh, be too ‘enthused’?”

“I didn't say that. I just said that I'd know,” replied Morvanna.

Ashton suppressed a sigh. Back home, it was easy to read these kinds of situations–a begrudging yes was a no, a coy no was a yes, and on and on–but here nothing made sense, not through any lens but the most kinky and perverted. In his time under Morvanna, first as fish-out-of-water amusement jester and then, thanks to his continued quick thinking, her devotee, Ashton had become more comfortable strategically questioning the sorceress. Yet always in the back of his mind he knew that all it would take was one wrong act of transgression for her to turn him into a newt… or something much less savory.

“Mistress, may I assume you don't wish me to, uh, ejaculate?” he finally asked, well aware that the Sorceress Morvanna so often valued such directness.

Morvanna was indeed pleased by the question. “Just do your job, my apprentice. Teaching that googirl what it means to please should be your number one priority. Do we understand each other?”

“Gotcha, sure,” said Ashton, being neither sure nor feeling like he had a ‘gotcha’ hold on anything. His balls pulled on him a bit, or so he thought.

“She's in the West Tower, in the Chamber of Night, and she's waiting for you. I've told her you are an emissary from your land who is well-versed in the arts of pleasure.”

Ashton paled. He had never, ever said such a thing to Morvanna and she damn well knew it.

The sorceress grinned and said: “Don't let your people down now.”

It was a hike to the West Tower, but nothing Ashton couldn't handle. Along the way, he mulled over Morvanna’s taunt–she was the only person in the entire realm who knew his real story, the only one he had shared his strange journey with. Not that he had had any choice. After Ashton had arrived in the realm, it was all shock and fear and violence until he had found himself tattered and terrified in Morvanna's throne room, being forced to bargain for his very being.

He had told his story. Sycophants and guards alike laughed. Morvanna had not. She had dismissed all the doubters and asked to know more and Ashton, desperate and afraid, had told her all she wanted to know. Then came what he would've never expected: Her version of a truth serum, where she literally fucked the truth out of him, her pale pink pussy draining his balls dry while she rode him with professional fervor as if her very insides could read the spilled seed and know if he had been bullshitting her or not.

It was a very fine fuck, the finest Ashton had ever had–Morvanna’s taut-curvy frame and sensual jus had certainly helped–and after, Morvanna had all the convincing she needed. She had determined that yes, Ashton was from somewhere very, very far away and that was very, very interesting to her. So she made him a deal. He teaches her about his world, she teaches him about hers. For a man in Ashton's position, it was the best he was going to get.

And now he was off to get his cock sucked by some “googirl” or some nonsense, but hey, it was a lot better than the L train at rush hour!


Gooey

Ashton arrived at the Chamber of Night. The door was unguarded and he could still smell the stink of the succubi wreathed around his body. Shoot, maybe he should’ve washed before he came here. He pushed open the heavy oak door into the chamber, its slitted windows letting in mid-morning light to illuminate the speckled black stone of the circular, domed room. No one was there. Not just that, nothing was here, nothing except a silvery tub at the center of the chamber that was filled with inviting water and topped with rose petals.

Ashton paused. He had learned the rough layout of Morvanna’s castle some time ago, but it was sprawling and Ashton had little need to go into many parts of it. What was the Chamber of Night for again? Was it one of those rooms where wishes were granted or stolen away or something? Had he somehow conjured a bath in the chamber merely by thinking of it outside?

He shrugged. There was no point looking a gift bath in the mouth, not when he could desperately use one. Wherever the googirl had gone, she would be back soon enough he was sure and he could get on with his assignment. His balls ached. Yes, a nice, warm bath sounded like just the thing.

Stripping naked, Ashton approached the silvery tub and dipped a finger in. It was very warm and soothing to the touch, the rose petals lending a pleasant floral aroma that helped cut through the oily labdanum that he was practically covered in. Ashton climbed inside, sighing with relief as he settled into the deep tub, the water going all the way up to his shoulders. He wiggled his toes and rolled out his neck, hearing satisfying little pops and cracks as the tension released. Man, did he miss hot showers. Baths were nice–if a bit harder to come by–but he’d yet to find anything quite like a high-pressure shower here in this strange, horny realm. He leaned back, thinking about home. Six months. What had he missed? The start of football season. The mayoral election. Whether or not the new outpost of Corner Bistro ever opened.

Sure, life back home wasn’t nearly as interesting as this place with its sorceresses and spells and succubi and whatever the fuck googirls were, but it was his life and, when all was said and done, he wanted it back. Whether or not Morvanna’s dark arts offered a way home remained to be seen.

Ashton’s errant hand found his cock underwater. Morvanna said she’d know if he came, but she sure didn’t say anything about him touching himself, not this time. He began to idly stroke, out of boredom at first and then to feel the warmth of the water on him, grateful that his balls–now feeling like there was a firm tug on them–could rest on the bottom of the tub. He couldn’t believe how good this water felt. Tenderly warm and enveloping and pleasantly viscous.

Wait, viscous?

Ashton scooped up a handful of the aquamarine water and let it dribble back down into the tub, quite un-water-like. It was almost as if his hand had been full of soap or lube or… goo.

Just as Ashton’s realization hit, the “water” pulled away from him, pooling to one side of the tub slowly, as if it were waking up. In a dreamlike fit of pareidolia, a face took shape in the liquid, feminine and demure, with shocked eyes and a blue tint where the cheeks would be that up against the aquamarine hue seemed almost like embarrassment. Ashton shrieked. The liquid, turned half-naked woman and half–bathwater come to life, shrieked. He scrambled out of the tub, falling over its high edge and onto the chamber floor, his body dry yet moist despite having just gone for a soak for the last ten minutes.

He watched in disbelief as the rest of the liquid took on a full feminine form and boy was it feminine: Hourglass hips, thick thighs, perky breasts, an ass you could bounce a quarter off of… assuming the quarter didn’t sink right into the liquid goo. As it–she–covered her crotch and chest with shy arms, Ashton crawled backwards, chanting “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”

“W-who are you?” the googirl asked, batting her eyes to further wake herself up. “I was sleeping! Why did you…?”

“I didn’t know!” cried Ashton. “I just thought it was a tub!”

The embarrassment in the googirl’s cheeks turned to annoyance. “That’s my bed!” she said.

“Yeah, I figured that out…” Ashton said, trying not to think how he had started jerking himself off while he was inside her. Goddamn this realm. “Listen, I didn’t know, but I know now, and I’m sorry, okay?”

The googirl looked closer at him. “You’re… the traveler. The one the Mistress said would help train me.”

Ashton sat up straight and cleared his throat. Maybe he could still salvage this after all. “Yes. That’s right.”

The embarrassment was back and stronger than ever. The googirl looked away, arms tighter around her body. “I shouldn’t have dozed off. I should’ve… I should’ve been preparing. I’m sorry.”

Ashton relaxed. There was no point in getting into a duel of “I’m sorry”s. “It’s alright, I’m just… still figuring things out here. There’s no need to feel bad.” He extended  a hand. “I’m Ashton.”

The googirl looked at it, but didn’t know what to do with it. “I am Slimantha.” Ashton side-eyed no one in particular, wondering if he’d heard her right. “But I cannot call you by such a familiar name,” she said, looking chastised. “If the Mistress has sent you, then I must refer to you with respect.”

“No, really, it’s alright,” said Ashton.

“I must insist,” Slimantha countered. “I am Slimantha. You are Master.”

Master. Ashton wasn’t sure how much he liked the sound of that. Back home, he’d never been the big tough wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am type and he wasn’t sure he could be that now. Then again, Morvanna had given him a job, and he liked the idea of going to her and telling her he’d failed even less. Ashton stood up and put his hands on his hips, aware he was still completely naked. This entire realm might be deserving of a long stay in horny jail, dripping with perversions and bizarre fetishes he had never even dreamed of, but his world had its own form of sex magic: Porn. And Ashton had watched a shit ton of it.

He appraised Slimantha’s subdued, submissive vibe and rifled through his mental directory for which porn videos were the best match, letting his single young man instincts take over.

“That’s right,” he said a bit uneasily. “I am Master. And you are going to do everything Master says.”

Slimantha bit down on her gooey lower lip, light blue eyes seeming to twinkle.

“Yes, Master,” she obediently and with more than a little excitement.

But then Ashton froze, unable to decide what to do next. He was constantly aware of the weight in his testicles now and to both take his mind off that and to buy himself time, he started to stroke himself again, working himself up from half-mast.

Okay, he thought. Here goes nothing.

He pointed to the ground in front of him. “Over here. You’re going to practice being my… my cock… sheath. Yes, my, uh, cocksheath.”

As he spoke, Ashton had to fight back the blush in his own cheeks, but regardless he was surprised to see Slimantha shuffle over to him, aided by her viscous composition, and take a kneeling position in front of Ashton with her chin up, her mouth open, and her eyes downcast. And even though Ashton couldn’t feel the commanding power of his words, the sight of Slimantha nevertheless made his cock surge; she might look like a statue made of aquamarine gummy candy that someone had licked from head to toe, but damn if it wasn’t an obscenely attractive statue. Ashton steadied himself with a breath. Maybe he could do this after all.

“Hands behind your back,” Ashton said. “And eyes up. No breaking eye contact unless I say so.”

Slimantha was quick to comply. She tucked her hands into the small of her back, thrusting out her wet, dripping breasts and revealing that between her legs there was a facsimile of what Ashton would’ve expected. Her eyes looked up at his. They were wide and compliant, Slimantha’s mouth opening more and her blue-green tongue extending out, a fat jelly dollop dripping from the tip of it and onto her tits.

If Ashton ever made it back home, no one was going to believe the shit he had experienced.

He took a step forward, holding his cock by the base, and slid it into Slimantha’s waiting mouth. He groaned as he did, unable to believe how warm and wet and tight and grippy it was, yet none of that topped the most amazing part, that Ashton could see himself penetrating Slimantha’s mouth and then, as he slid in deeper, her throat, or where her throat would be if she were truly human. It was like putting his cock into a life-size see-through Fleshlight doll that someone had warmed and lubed up for him and as Slimantha’s button nose pressed against his crotch, Ashton could not help but let out a quiet, very pleased “Fuck, yes!” that hissed through the air.

And if you ejaculate the weight will subside immediately… however, if you do, I will know. I promise you this, my apprentice. I will know.

Morvanna’s words echoed in Ashton’s mind and he resisted the urge to throat fuck Slimantha then and there. He put his hands back on his hips and looked down at her, resuming his “Master” role.

“This is a proper position for you, oh yes,” he said, adding a little gruff to his voice that sounded silly to him but that seemed to have an effect on the googirl. “Making yourself useful. Sure, you can’t speak, but what have you got to say that’s more important than your Master’s pleasure anyway. Am I right?”

There was a smile in Slimantha’s eyes as she nodded; Ashton noticed then that the floor between her legs was getting wet, that delta between her legs positively leaking heavy drops of goo, though whether this was a natural reaction or intended to be a copy of human anatomy for his enjoyment, Ashton didn’t know. Hell, he didn’t want to know–existential questions about the morphology and anatomy of motherfucking slime women were far, far above his paygrade.

He snapped himself out of his thoughts, surprising himself with what he said next: “I’m only using your mouth. You still have a tongue, don’t you?”

Slimantha beamed in response to the sharp, degrading rhetorical question and a moment later he felt her jelly-cool tongue on the underside of his now cement-heavy balls, Ashton sighing with relief as the touch of the googirl acted almost like a topical analgesic on his sack. But Slimantha’s tongue didn’t stop there. It extended further, continuing to lick his balls while it lengthened and grew and slimed its way along Ashton’s taint and between his buttocks, the man stiffened as the googirl began to probe him back there. He tried not to let the surprise show on his face but it was too late–Slimantha’s unerring stare flared with acknowledgment and she probed him deeper, that jelly tongue of hers finding the right shape and momentum to wriggle its way up Ashton’s tightly puckered ass while her mouth and throat closed comfortingly around him to ease him to relax and let her in.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Ashton said, unable to help himself.

Shockingly, Ashton’s remark of surprise and unexpected delight did not deter the googirl. Instead, she took it as a sign to continue, like a jockey whip spurring a horse on even faster somehow, and soon Ashton was having his cock squeezed from all directions, his balls tongued, his taint tickled, and his prostate played with from the inside as Slimantha demonstrated the flexible, extendable advantage she and other googirls like her offered in their concubinage services. No wonder Morvanna kept them around. Naughty thoughts entered Ashton’s head. What would fucking Slimantha feel like? What would going balls deep while he grabbed onto those hourglass hips of hers be like? What would cumming inside her be like? He felt himself getting dangerously close to the edge and yet at the same time powerless to stop the googirl from tonguing him so salaciously. Fuck, fuck, fuck this felt good.

No. Ashton could not give in. Morvanna had not forbidden it, but in a way, hadn’t she? Weren’t her words just a veiled threat? And she was not a woman to be trifled with.

Summoning all the willpower he had, Ashton snapped his fingers at Slimantha and said, “That’s enough.”

With disappointment, Slimantha looked away as she slid her tongue out of Ashton’s ass and back along his taint and balls, retracting it back into her mouth. Ashton was disappointed too–more like frustrated, really, and he petulantly pulled his cock out of her wet, slimy mouth, realizing she had broken one of his silly improvised rules.

“You broke eye contact,” he said, pleased to have something to turn his frustration on.

Slimantha looked back up at him with worry. “Master, I’m sorry. I’m sorry!”

Something about her obsequiousness set Ashton off further. His pent-up sexual frustration turned into something else then, something he’d never possessed in his entire life.

Sadism.

“No, you’re not sorry,” he spat out in his best impression of Morvanna. “But you will be.”

He looked around the room. There was nothing to work with, nothing except for Slimantha’s silvery tub-bed. He pointed at it angrily.

“Get over there and lean over the edge. Maybe when I spank you to tears you’ll remember where to keep your eyes,” he growled.

Careful, Ash, he told himself. You might be enjoying this a little too much.

With a bowed and trembling posture, the googirl did as she was told, plodding over to the tub and laying herself over its edge. Even in those motions of fear, there seemed to be a bit of excitement and anticipation, something naturally servile in her behavior. If this was bringing out the sadist in Ashton, it was also heightening the masochist in Slimantha. He observed her from behind, admiring her perfect heart-shaped ass. Again he wondered if her form was natural or a deliberate choice, but eyeing that quivering, pleasantly bouncy bottom and feeling his cock throb in denial made him cast the thought aside in favor of another one: I can’t wait to spank the fuck out of that ass.

Ashton stalked towards her, cock bobbing every which way. Without warning, he gave her a smack, not knowing if his hand would go right through her or what. It didn’t. It was like smacking heavy water, even making a similar sound, and Slimantha let out a moaning cry that reverberated against the sides of her silvery tub-bed. Ashton smacked her again, harder this time to see if he could get her to moan even louder; just like belly-flopping onto the surface of a pool, the smack made his hand sting and he vaguely wondered what it felt like to Slimantha. If her second, warbling cry was any indication, her rough, jelly-like–and surprisingly taut–ass was also stinging.

“You made me do this,” he said, keenly aware of what an unfair thing it was to say. “All you had to do was keep your eyes on Master and we wouldn’t be here.”

Another smack. Ashton’s hand tingled in pain. How did kinky couples spank each other when it hurt this much?

“I’m sorry, Master!” called Slimantha, her ass jiggling with the aftershocks of Ashton's spanks. “I'll try harder!”

“Do or do not, there is no try!” replied Ashton. The possibility for endless plagiarism suddenly dawned on him–he could sound like the wisest, pithiest, coolest motherfucker and no one would ever know it was all lifted from somewhere else.

“Yes Master, you're right Master!” Slimantha said. The tears–or whatever she had–were starting to flow.

Ashton redoubled his efforts. Smack. Smack! SMACK! His hand screamed in pain and Slimantha screamed too before breaking into pliant sobs of disciplined resignation. Ashton couldn't believe how hard this made him and then, deciding his hand and Slimantha’s backside had had enough, he stepped behind her and pushed open her feet with his so he could slide his cock between her legs.

“Good girl,” he said, still affecting his faux growl and still feeling silly for doing so, even as Slimantha gushed her lubey slime in response.

The slit between her legs was even tighter and warmer and wetter than her mouth and as Ashton went balls deep into her, her gushing slathered the insides of his thighs. Incensed by just how good it felt, he gave her a surprise slap on the ass, drawing out a surprised, warbling cry. His balls pulsed with a pulling pain, like someone now had their hands wrapped around them and was trying to sink them to the ground. Ashton grunted in annoyance and thrust hard into Slimantha, taking it out on her. She squeezed herself all around Ashton’s cock to reward his aggressive dominance and he dug his fingers into her hips, barely able to keep from blowing his load in that moment.

“Thank you, Master!” she cried. “I’ll be a good girl for you, Master!”

Her words pushed Ashton dangerously close to the edge and, after letting himself stay buried in the googirl for another few moments, he pulled himself out, goo now dripping from the tip of his aquamarine-coated cock. He cradled his balls tenderly and took a step back. Slimantha rose, curious what had happened, and read the situation completely the wrong way.

“I should be serving you, Master,” she said, with a hint of shame as she turned and put a hand on Ashton’s chest. “Lie down. I’ll take care of you.”

Ashton should’ve stayed standing. But something about her gentle touch and soft words and that strange blue blush that still lingered in her cheeks made him all too accepting of her nudging him down to the floor and then onto his back so he could watch as Slimantha mounted his cock–and watch it deep inside her through the blue-green haze of her jellied, slime body. She squeezed around him and started to rock back and forth, like she was on a carnival ride.

Even with his balls touching the cool floor, they still felt like they were made of hot steel and were trying to burn their way down into the bowels of whatever this realm had deep underground, probably a literal Hell knowing his luck. He squirmed beneath Slimantha, pushing against her and spurring her to ride him harder, faster, her hands pressed to his chest for support as her teardrop tits bounced up and down, little droplets of warm goo raining down on Ashton’s body.

He threw his head back and let out a “Fuck!” as she ground herself down, making sure every last sliver of an inch of his cock–and then some–was deep inside her. She held herself there and then went back to rocking and then bouncing hard up and down on his shaft, going for ten, fifteen seconds before she grinded down again, working into a rock-rock-rock, pump-pump-pump-grind rhythm that was coupled with the most tantalizing squeezing, waves of warm, gooey gripping that massaged his head and then shaft and then base before going back up again, the exact pattern too complex and ever-present for Ashton to be able to pick apart but still being no less exquisite.

“Fuck, fuck,” he panted, realizing he was rushing towards the point of no return. “I need… I need you to slow down. I’m going to… I’m going to…

Slimantha’s eyes filled with lusty thrill and she rode even harder, ignoring his words. Her squeezing became tighter, her grinding even deeper somehow.

“Sliman… I’m… I need you to…”

“I want your goo, Master,” Slimantha said. “I want all of it. Won’t you please give it to me, Master?”

Ashton’s hands clawed at the ground. He was delirious with pleasure, unable to form words as Slimantha’s undulating insides worked to milk the cum right out of him. He breathed in, but it was a shallow breath, and as he tried to take a deeper one, he felt the googirl give one last big push all around the base of his cock that rolled throbbingly up to the tip, finally breaking Ashton’s resolve. He started to cum with a grunting moan that put a great, big smile on Slimantha’s face and he watched mystified as he saw his spurting seed fill her insides, spreading into a branching tree of milky white encased within her aquamarine body; it was as beautiful as it was totally fucking weird.

As soon as he came, his balls felt immediately lighter, and the freedom from pain was a pleasure all on its own, leading Ashton to thrust the rest of his heavy load deep, deep into Slimantha, his hands moving from clawed grip on the floor to her hips, where he pushed her down on him as he continued to spurt branching streams of milky seed into her, their further tendrils reaching surprising heights. He pumped until he was out of cum and out of breath and then fell back, realizing Morvanna was going to have a goddamn field day with him now. Great. Just great.

Slimantha continued to pulse around Ashton’s cock, but more lightly now as she greedily slurped the dregs out from Ashton’s eased sack. When she was satisfied, she gingerly pulled herself off of him and lied down next to Ashton, seeming to almost glow as the spilled cum inside her became harder and harder to differentiate from the rest of her body. She gave him a girl-next-door smile–well, as much as a googirl could, he supposed–and to his surprise, kissed him tenderly on the cheek.

“Thank you for your goo, Master,” she said.

Ashton was still trying to catch his breath. “Yeah… I mean… you earned it. That’s your… your… reward… for being a good… good slut,” he said, still trying to hold onto his role even as the exhaustion of a good fuck settled over him.

“But I’ve got you all messy, Master,” said Slimantha, tracing a slime-dripping finger down his chest. “May I bathe you before you report back to Mistress?”

Sure, thought Ashton. Why the fuck not? I’m already fucked as it is. “Yes, you may,” he said.

He didn't know what he expected, but he watched–mystified again–as Slimantha stood and sauntered over to the silvery tub to literally pour herself into it, filling it once more with an inviting aquamarine liquid that Ashton knew this time was not water. She waited, either not speaking or unable to, and Ashton stood with a small sigh, trying not to think about how batshit insane this was.

He stepped into the tub. It was warm and pleasant and far less gooey or slimy than Slimantha had been just minutes ago. And, though it might've just been his imagination, he thought he could feel the “water” cuddling right up against his body as he went through the motions of washing himself up.


Flowers, Flowers, Flowers

At least he was fresh and clean when he arrived back at Morvanna's throne room. Surprisingly clean, in fact, this time not feeling the horny stink of the succubi but having a slight floral smell, like he had just spritzed on a light perfume by mistake. Morvanna was waiting for him, this time with muscled men with long locks of hair and skimpy loincloths, who were lying prostrate at her feet, their total attention on the redhead sorceress’s pale, splayed toes as they sucked and kissed them reverently.

“Mistress,” Ashton said, nodding to greet Morvanna.

“Apprentice,” replied Morvanna. She seemed oblivious to the men who were worshipping her feet. “How was your time with the googirl?”

“Slimantha, yes,” said Ashton, wondering if even Morvanna was going to ignore the ridiculousness of the googirl’s name. “It was… instructive, I believe. By the time we were done, she was very, uh, eager to please.”

“How eager?” asked Morvanna.

Ashton sighed. There was no getting around it, he supposed. “As I’m sure you know… eager enough that I, uh… that I couldn’t help myself. I tried, I really, really did, but in the end, I just… well…” He hung his head low and braced himself for his punishment. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Morvanna burst into cackling laughter. The laughs went on and on until Ashton finally lifted his head to see if she could possibly be laughing at something else.

“Mistress…?” he asked.

“I told you I’d know if you lapsed, but I didn’t tell you how I’d know,” Morvanna said proudly. “Would you like to know, my apprentice?”

Now Ashton was just confused. He shrugged and said, “Yes?”

“Because you just told me,” said Morvanna with a devilish grin.

It took a moment for that to sink in. “Wait… there was no spell?” asked Ashton. “No enchantment, no… cantrip or something?”
 

Morvanna shook her head. “Just your naive honesty,” she admitted.

Ashton sighed and said, “I’m so fucking stupid.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, my apprentice,” Morvanna said. “You were not the only one with instructions. I made it clear to the googirl that if she did not make you cum, she was going to ship her out to the Frostlands for a month so she could see how she liked life as a living ice cube. Looks like she’s spared.”

Ashton furrowed his brow. “But… I was supposed to, uh… ‘train’ her, right? But if she knew the stakes all along, then… wait, was that all an act?”

Morvanna’s grin grew. “Succubi are exquisite creatures, primed for sex. But they offer little in the way of psychological seduction. The googirls though… they are quite skilled at finding weaknesses and exploiting them to get their way.”

“Just like liquid…” mused Ashton.

But Morvanna’s wrinkled nose stare told him that’s not what she meant at all. “So, what was your weakness, dear apprentice? Did she appeal to your manhood, make you feel like a big, tough brute? Perhaps cast as you as some erotic god that she could not resist?”

Ashton recalled the hard spanking he’d given Slimantha and blushed.

“No matter, I’ll have her tell me later,” said Morvanna. “I quite look forward to hearing all about what makes you tick. But for now, we must discuss your punishment.”

“Wait, wait, wait… punishment? For me? It was either her or me and you said I could cum. Or rather, you didn’t say I couldn’t cum?” Ashton was getting lost in his own double negatives.

“I expect perfection from all my subjects, apprentice. It matters not if it’s unobtainable, it must still be strived for–and there must still be punishment when it isn’t achieved. But relax. I’ve already doled out your punishment.”

Ashton looked around. What did that mean?

“Your cock, my apprentice.”

Oh no. Ashton reached down, terrifying he would be missing something–maybe everything–and was confused when he touched something hard and unyielding that seemed to be wrapped around his cock. He pulled his pants down, aware such casual nudity was of no concern in this realm, and saw it: A fortified metal prison encased around his cock. He tapped the metal nub cautiously.

“You’ll be wearing that until the afternoon,” said Morvanna.

That’s not so bad, thought Ashton.

“For your sake, I suggest you exercise a bit more restraint on your next task however–the inside walls of your chastisement are lined with prickly studs that are sure to keep you in check should you fail to be up to the task.”

“...what?” asked Ashton dumbly.

“It’s a spike-lined chastity cage,” Morvanna replied, a loud suck coming from one of the studs at her feet as he worked on her big toe.

“Great,” sighed Ashton.

Morvanna ignored him. “As for your next task, you’re to go to the greenhouse and refresh the soil there in the center planting. You’ll know it when you see it. Just mix in the bags of fresh soil into what’s there and report back.”

“That’s it? No… I don’t know, dryads to finger or pixies to tease?”

“Would you like such a task, my apprentice?” asked Morvanna.

Ashton shut up and shook his head.

“Then be a good servant and refresh the greenhouse soil. Good luck.”

Ashton plodded away, aware of the device around his cock but thankfully unable to feel its spikes. Good luck. Why would he need luck changing out some soil?

Like the Chamber of Night, the greenhouse–located in the southern gardens of the castle grounds–was not a place Ashton frequented. He'd passed by it a few times but to him it always just looked like a great big glass house that was stuffed with wild, jungly vegetation, which is exactly what he found when he entered it properly through its iron-wrought gatehouse. The humidity was immediate and astounding and he already knew he was going to have to take another bath when this was all over. He navigated through the narrow lanes between huge, hulking jungle plants, wondering where the soil Morvanna had spoken of was until he came to a clearing that had a circle plot partitioned from the rest of the greenhouse. There were three massive bags of soil waiting for him there and no tools to till them with.

“Fantastic,” he muttered.

As he approached the soil, he looked at the center circular plot more closely. Inside was a tremendous pink flower nestled on top of a knot of curled, leafy vines. The petals were closed together to form almost what looked like a carriage and it gave off an intense pheromonal aroma that was both very sweet and slightly nauseating. Ashton felt his cock twitch. Great. Just great. So this was Morvanna’s punishment for him. He tried to ignore how that sickly-sweet smell got under his skin–literally–and opened up the first bag of fresh soil, its fertilizer funk joining the other cloying smells in the humid greenhouse.

Then he heard a rustling noise.

Ashton stopped. He looked around, but every plant in the greenhouse was absolutely still, just as still as it had been a moment before. He looked at the giant pink flower. It too was unmoving… but had one of the petals shifted? Was its carriage shape just a teeny, tiny bit different?

Keeping his eyes locked on the flower, he reached clumsily into the bag of soil and started tossing handfuls onto the plot. Such work would take forever though, so he was forced to look away to grab the bag by its base so he could pour the whole thing in, and again he heard a strange rustling noise.

Immediately, Ashton looked up. Yes, the petals had moved. The top of the “carriage” had lowered and he could see then that one of the petals–the one nearest to him–was beginning to pull away, like peeling wallpaper.

“Hello?” he asked, in no mood for games. “If someone’s in there, you might as well come out. I’ve got three big bags of soil to dump out and it’s going to take a while.”

With sickening slowness, the petal in front of Ashton opened, lolling itself out to him like a giant tongue. The pistil’s scent grew, feeling now like it was a cloud of vapor that Ashton was forced to inhale, and in the center of the flower he saw then that he was indeed not alone–inside was a woman, or what looked like a woman anyway, who was just waking up from a nap. She was covered below the waist by a blanket of large green overlapping leaves and naked everywhere else, her hair a rich pink that matched the hard nipples of her bare breasts, her limbs long and graceful. She smiled sleepily at Ashton.

“Hello,” she said. Her voice was strange, like three women of different pitches speaking at once. It sent a chill down Ashton’s spine even as it made his skull pleasantly buzz. “Who are you?”

So, more of these games. Just dandy.

“The gardener,” Ashton said, using the opportunity to dump the first bag of soil into the plot. “And let me guess, your name is something like… Petalina? Flora? No, let me guess, Petunia?”

But the flower-woman merely looked at him calmly and the sickly-sweet smell became even thicker, making Ashton dizzy. It was like he had just taken the biggest hit of the biggest blunt ever and everything around him seemed to swim with vibrancy.

“Come closer,” the flower-woman whispered in her unnerving triple-voice.

Ashton took a zombie step towards her, stepping up onto the lower brick wall that separated the circular plot from the rest of the greenhouse. Then another. The overlapping green leaves over the bottom half of her body slowly began to open, though his vision was swimming too much for him to make out anything beyond her smiling, beckoning face…

…and then there was a sharp pain in Ashton’s crotch.

“Damnit,” he growled, snapping out of his daze. His cock was trying to get rock hard in its prison, but the spikes fought back, making him dance in sudden pain. His vision cleared and he realized he was just a foot away from the flower-woman. What the fuck? Had he really gotten so close to her? He looked down at the lower half of her body but the leaves covered her right back up and Ashton shuffled away, beelining for the second bag of soil to get this work done as soon as fucking possible. Something was wrong here, very wrong, and Ashton did not intend to find out what it was.

He opened the second bag with a held breath and started dumping it out.

“Don’t you like me?” the flower-woman asked. “Don’t you want to be with me?”

Ashton shook his head, aware he wouldn’t be able to hold his breath for that long. His cock, poked and prickled, began to shrivel and he kept his eyes on the soil, trying to think of nothing but the work he had come here to do.

“I’m so lonely,” the flower-woman said. Her hands roamed her body, and out of the corner of his eye Ashton could see her tweezing her nipples and smoothing out her flat belly, daring him to come join her. “She keeps me here, all alone, without anyone to play with. Without anyone to please. I so want a man to please… will you let me please you?”

Ashton was out of air. He let out a huffing exhalation and went to take a deep breath just as the flower-woman released another heavy cloud of her scent, making Ashton feel like he was drinking the vapor. The effect was instantaneous. His soil work all of a sudden seemed like the stupidest thing in the world and he hopped right back up on the plot’s brick wall, stepping towards the pink-haired creature. Why was he walking so slow? He had to get there, NOW. The green leaves parted and this time Ashton could see the flower-woman below the waist–or at least her creamy thighs and her amber-dripping pussy that was crowned with a little tuft of pink hair. Her wetness moved like honey and had its own smell that mingled in with the sickly-sweet vapor, a dark, jungle smell, an arousing smell that caused Ashton’s cock to give it another go at getting hard.

He felt the spikes again, but they were far more distant this time, like someone was trying to poke him awake from a deep sleep. He didn’t care. Let his cock hurt. He wanted this creature to take care of him–to please him, as she said–and he would sacrifice anything to be with her. He moved closer and closer, the flower-woman reaching out her long-nailed hands for him. He looked at those hands curiously. No, those weren’t nails. They were thorns. Thorns that dripped out something dark and green and venomous-looking. Ashton brought his attention to the distant pain in his crotch, trying to make it grow. He squeezed his hips, trying to fill his cock up with blood, and the pain soared, bringing him back to sanity. He stopped breathing and backed away, walking far, far from the flower-woman and the plot completely until his senses returned.

Holy shit. That thing is narcotic, he thought, waving what he hoped were fresh gulps of clean air towards himself. He thought of Venus flytraps feasting on bugs, digesting them with its enzymes while they were still alive. Fuck that.

“Oh, come closer!” the thing said with its horrid yet seductive voice. But it wasn’t speaking to Ashton, he realized, it was speaking to someone else, someone who had just arrived. “Yes, closer. Just like that…”

Ashton looked and saw some hapless castle guard had somehow wandered into the greenhouse and was walking towards the flower-room in an open mouth trance. The pink petals shifted and moved to extend out a carpet for the man and, without any spiked chastity device to knock him out of his trance, he moved towards the creature’s outstretched, thorn-tipped hands. Ashton felt like he should say something to warn the man and he was just about to when the trap sprang into action.

It was fast. Dear God was it fast. Once the man was close enough, the knot of vines underneath the flower-woman sprung out like tentacles, pulling the man in so that the opened petals could close around him and the flower-woman both. There was struggling and then moaning and then the most awful groaning sound from the man, one that was a mix of immense pleasure and despair that lasted for a minute straight, until the flower-woman let out a climaxing cry and all of the petals of the flower carriage fell at once, revealing the sight of the guard being held close to the flower-woman’s body, his cock buried in her amber-dripping wetness and his face buried in her tits, with her arms and vines around him to keep him from escaping as he continued to struggle. The aromatic vapor cloud had eased and Ashton used the opportunity to go for the third bag of soil, dumping it out while the flower-woman savored her prey.

Thankfully, she seemed disinterested in him as he spread the soil with his bare hands, his cock going through cycles of trying to get hard before the chastity did its job while she moaned with nonstop lust. Every two or three minutes, the man made another groaning noise and his ass–his clothes now dissolved away by some plant enzyme or another–bobbed up and down as he helplessly blew another load into the flower-woman. She was milking him completely dry, Ashton determined, and he dreadfully wondered when–if ever–she would release him.

He decided he wasn’t going to find out. Giving the soil a few more kicks to spread it around, he started back up towards the greenhouse’s gate. The flower-woman called out to him with new malice in her voice.

“This could’ve been you,” she crooned. Ashton turned to see the man’s ass bob again as he came uncontrollably for what had to be the fifth or sixth time. “This could’ve been you!”

Ashton ran out of the greenhouse and through the gardens, not stopping until he was inside the castle walls proper. He collapsed to the ground, heaving in fresh breaths, not even caring how much his cock ached from the spiky torture device locked around him. He was merely grateful to have made it out of there before he became a desiccated, cum-less husk just like that poor bastard back there.

This time, when Ashton returned to the throne room, it was empty. On its seat was a folded note with Morvanna’s blood wax seal on it. It was addressed to Ashton. Standing on the steps leading to her regal chair, he opened up the note. It read:

Apprentice, if you’re reading this, congratulations. There may be hope for you yet. Come find me in my dressing chambers for a special lunch. Be aware that upon reading the end of this note, the device I’ve entrapped you in shall be no more. You’re welcome.

And just like that, the chastity was gone. Ashton took a peek down his pants. His cock looked intact too!

His joy was short-lived though. Congratulations. Morvanna had taken the chance that Ashton wouldn’t come back at all, that he would’ve wound up as prey for the flower-woman as easily as the guard did. Sure, she’d given him the device to help him keep his senses but would’ve it really have been enough? It almost hadn’t been.

Without warning, the note burst into quick, painless flame in Ashton’s hands, catching him by surprise.

“This fucking place,” he grumbled, wiping the leftover ash away as he headed off to the washroom to clean his hands before whatever fresh hell Morvanna had in store for him with his “special” lunch.

Morvanna’s dressing chambers were drenched in silks and velvets and satins, a large space that was made to seem smaller due to the rich fabrics and intimate lighting. Morvanna herself was seated in front of her vanity on a curved, wooden stool, busying herself with studying her expression in the mirror. She was also completely naked except for a necklace made of golden discs that sat between her cleavage. Morvanna spied him in the mirror.

“Apprentice, there you are,” she said with a smile.

“Here I am,” he said, coming to her side with a bow.

She waved him away. “Have a seat,” she said, gesturing to one of the other stools. “So, you met my alarune. What did you think?”

“A tad lethal, but I’m sure she’s nice once you get to know her,” Ashton said. He always tried to use humor when he was feeling shaken up; it never worked.

“She has quite the appetite, that’s for sure,” Morvanna said. “It takes a man a week just to keep her fed. Though I’ve heard there are worse ways to go–one of them escaped one time, don’t ask me how, and he was begging to go back. Evidently, it felt like he was ejaculating nonstop for what seemed to him to be an eternity. After that, life as a castle prisoner just didn’t suit him anymore.”

“Did you grant his request?” asked Ashton with morbid curiosity.

Morvanna made a kissing face in the mirror. “Eventually. After he’d begged for it long enough. The alarune was quite happy to get him back, though with the enchantment I put on him, he wasn’t able to feel a single lick of pleasure, only the grim knowledge that I had just fed him to a sentient plant seductress.” Her reflection looked at Ashton. “If you ever decide you’ve had enough of your time here, I can grant you a similar fate–sans enchantment, of course.”

“Of course,” said Ashton, not believing the sorceress one bit. “But I’m rather happy serving under you, Mistress.”

“Well, isn’t that nice to hear,” said Morvanna. “Tell me, what lessons have you learned from this morning’s activities?”

Ashton considered the question for a moment, aware these were often opportunities to impress the mercurial sorceress. An idea came to him. A strange one, to be sure, but those were often the best he found. “That here, in this world, cum is currency,” he said.

Morvanna laughed, genuinely surprised. She turned towards him, the golden discs nestled between her breasts tinkling softly. “Tell me more.”

“Well… you said it yourself, right? Sex is the… what was it? The fluid of magic?”

“The ichor,” Morvanna said, correcting him. “If magic were a beast, sexual energy would be its ichor.”

“Yeah, right. That. Well… cum is kind of like… the closest metaphor to straight up sex fluid, you know? And, based on this morning, every creature and being and sentient plant-whatever out there is hard up for it, looking to get it in any way they can. Like, don’t take this the wrong way, but everything in this realm is jonesing for some cum. And where I’m from, I’m pretty mid.”

“Mid…?” asked Morvanna.

“Uh, average,” Ashton said, correcting himself. “All I’m saying is there seems to be some connection between how often I’m getting propositions–life-threatening or otherwise–and how sexuality seems to underpin everything here. That makes cum seem like currency in my book.”

Morvanna leaned forward, putting her elbows on her knees so she could cradle her head in her hands and look closely at Ashton. “Dear apprentice, perhaps you’re right. Or perhaps it is precisely in how you’re different from the natives of this world that make you so… interesting.” Morvanna sat back up and laughed. “Cum is currency. I like that. I’m going to use that–and I’m not going to give you credit.”

“As is your right, Mistress,” Ashton said, happy to bank the good will with Morvanna in exchange for some plagiarism; after all, he was far from sin in that regard.

“What is it like in your world?” asked Morvanna. “You’ve said the attitude towards sex is different. Would cum ever be ‘currency’ in your world?”

Now Ashton got his chance to laugh. “Hell no,” he said. “Where I’m from, pussy is the most prized asset around.”

“Really.”

“Yep. Wars are fought over it, bridges built, new branches of science invented. Back home, pussy makes the world go ‘round,” said Ashton.

“So women are in charge of your world…?” asked Morvanna with uncharacteristic caution. Maybe more than anything, the sorceress liked being right, and when there was something she didn’t know, she was exceedingly careful not to look wrong.

“Ah… no,” Ashton said, his laughter deflating. “Quite the opposite, actually.”

“So the ones with the pussies–the ones with the most valuable resource–aren’t in control.” Morvanna sounded confused, bordering on dumbfounded.

“No magic,” said Ashton, hoping to not belabor the discussion more than necessary. “So power is all about size. Who has the biggest muscles, the biggest stick, the biggest weapons… and those have generally been men.”

“That’s disappointing.” Morvanna’s tone was like she’d just eaten spoiled food. “Are you sure you want to go back to such a place, apprentice?”

“Home is home,” Ashton said with an exhaled sigh. “You know?”

Morvanna pursed her lips at him and her eyes glittered with secret thought. “I think it’s time for lunch,” she said after a beat of quiet. She reached down to her necklace and plucked off one of the golden discs. It was smaller than the others, about the size of a quarter, and she handed it to him. “Eat.”

He studied it in the palm of his hand and then looked back at her. “No tricks?” he asked with a half-smile.

“Don’t be ungrateful, apprentice,” warned Morvanna.

Trick or not, this disc was his to eat. He popped it in his mouth. It reminded him of taking Communion, only with even less flavor as it dissolved on his tongue. He waited for a few moments, expecting something–anything–to happen, but it didn’t. Not wanting to offend the sorceress, Ashton cleared his throat and said:

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Morvanna rolled her eyes. Then she shifted her hips forward on her vanity stool, pushing out the fiery-red bush of her pussy. Its soft pink lips called to Ashton and he was suddenly very, very hungry, downright insane with hunger. He seemed to watch himself from afar as he slipped his knees to worship at Morvanna’s sensual altar. Before he brought his mouth and tongue to her–still feeling like he was a doll being played with and not a man with his own agency–he glanced up at her, seeking permission.

“Yes, you may,” Morvanna said, annoyed yet smiling, fully aware of the effect her necklace’s disc was having on Ashton. “Enjoy, my apprentice.”

It was the most marvelous thing he had ever put his lips on, full of sweet, lush flavor that Ashton couldn’t get enough of, no matter how deep he buried his face in Morvanna’s slit or how far he was able to stretch his tongue up into her. He didn’t know how long this went on for–minutes, hours, maybe even days, that’s how entranced he was as he ate her out with zeal, abandoning all pretense of politeness or civility and instead reverting to something base and animal that wanted nothing more than to lick and suck and swallow and kiss and nuzzle. There was a satiating quality to it as well, something that enriched him more than food or drink or air, Ashton growing more and more content right up until the moment he brought Morvanna to a thigh-quivering, deep-throated climax and was left with his face drenched by her juices.

Then the spell faded and Ashton found himself on his knees, sticky-faced and tongue-tired; the deep pink in Morvanna’s cheeks told him she had enjoyed herself as well, though what she said next left him with lingering unease.

“I don’t know, apprentice,” she purred, dabbing a bit of wetness on his nose. “I think you may have found your place here, in this realm. Though if you do insist on returning to where you came from, perhaps I may need to come with you. Who knows, maybe there will be an opportunity to expand my rule, with you at my side–or between my legs.”


One Good Deed

Morvanna allowed Ashton an hour of respite, allowing him to relax and eat some real food–not that he was the slightest bit hungry, the aftermath of the sorceress’s edible little trinket making it so that he felt as if he’d just had a 12-course meal and not a face full of pussy. Though he had to admit, it was some damn fine pussy, spell or no spell.

The morning had been for “restraint”, Morvanna had said, and now it was time for Ashton to experience “depletion”. He should've been more excited, but he knew Morvanna too well by now, and even without her warning this morning there was no way she was going to just give him an afternoon of fun and games. No chance. He only hoped that whatever she had in store for him, it wouldn't be too grueling…

…though the fact that she had summoned him to the underchambers of the castle, well below ground level, did not fill him with confidence. To get there, Ashton had to descend a vertigo-inducing spiral staircase with no railings on its outside, the air steadily growing cooler the deeper down he got. Though the stairs eventually ended after what felt like it would’ve been ten or fifteen stories back home, the dark hollow in the middle of them did not, continuing on for who knew how far. Blue flame torches powered by spell craft illuminated the landing where Morvanna awaited Ashton, seated on a servant’s back with hewn muscles and a collar around his neck who would no doubt have the “honor” of carrying the sorceress back up the stairs when she was done.

Morvanna stood up and commanded Ashton to follow with a double snap of her fingers. They passed through a stone archway and into a narrow corridor.

“Cum is currency,” she said to herself with fresh laughter. “You are a funny one, my apprentice. I suppose you could say your next duty is a bit of a fundraising one then.” Morvanna held out her hand as she walked, just as if she were carrying an invisible tray of food, and suddenly a wide-bottomed Erlenmeyer flask appeared on it, making Ashton wonder if this world had an Erlenmeyer before Ashton realized he himself had no idea who that actually was. “You are going to fill this.”

She handed the flask to Ashton and he looked at it with dismay.

“I… this is like 40 ounces,” he said, knowing that unit of measurement likely made no sense to Morvanna but not knowing what to say instead. “That’s, you know, a lot. I don’t think I can fill this whole thing up…”

Morvanna snorted just as they came to a stop in front of a beat-up wooden door, its once-red paint now reduced to an aged blood-brown that was scuffed and marred. “Oh, I’m certain you can. Not from what you’re equipped with, however.”

Producing a key from thin air, Morvanna unlocked the beat-up wooden door and pulled it open, its unoiled hinges creaking loudly. It opened onto a darkened expanse that seemed much, much larger than a mere prison cell based on the flood of cool air that Ashton felt. He nervously stepped inside.

“Mistress…?” he asked in hopes she would tell him more. Instead, Morvanna took a blue flame torch off the wall and handed it to Ashton; despite the large plume of flame, it was cool to the touch.

“You’ll figure it out, dear apprentice,” she said with a smirk. “Or maybe you won’t. We’ll see.”

And with that she slammed the door in Ashton’s face, leaving him in the cool, seemingly endless dark expanse that was lit only by his blue flame torch and scattered beams of light that seemed to come from far away and which seemed like they originated from some sickly source. Ashton took slow steps with the torch held out as he tried to assess where he was. He came to a wall and placed his hand on it, following along as he traced the expanse’s edges. The stone was cold to the touch and smooth too and rather than a corner, Ashton found that the wall curved its way as if it were part of a great circle… until the circle inflected and turned, becoming straight and leading Ashton into the maw of yawning darkness. With the torch, he could see there was a similar wall not far away on the other side of him and that he had to be walking down another corridor of some sort.

Then he came to an intersection. Two paths, one forward, one to the left, which is where he would go if he kept his hand on the wall. It occurred to him then that he was in a maze.

“I don’t think this is a scavenger hunt,” he said to himself, words swallowed up by the cloying darkness. There was a deep, husky moan from somewhere far off. “Or at least if it is, I think I might be the prize to find…”

He continued on, eyes locked on the path ahead. Why did this feel familiar? A movie he had once seen or maybe a book? He thought about that one Harry Potter movie and The Shining, then about The Secret Garden, of all things. No, no, definitely no. This familiarity was deeper. More obvious, even if he couldn’t place it. What stories were about some guy lost in a maze?

“Fucking A,” mumbled Ashton.

There was another moan, closer now. Definitely feminine in its husky growl, but also punctuated by a distinctive snort, like a cow or a bull…

…or a minotaur.

I have the worst fucking luck, Ashton thought to himself, no longer risking speaking aloud. He looked down at the empty flask, big enough to pour a liter of Coke into and then some. No. It couldn’t be. Did Morvanna really expect Ashton to have this husky, weirdly feminine-sounding minotaur-thing stalking him fill this flask up? How was that going to work?

Wipe that look off your face, my apprentice. After you learn how depletion feels, you may very well beg for more restraint.

Perfect. Just perfect.

Maybe Ashton could make a deal with this minotauress? “Hey, if you fill up this jar with your jizz, I promise to…” To what? Give her a back massage? Tell her how nice her non-existent makeup was? Assuming it was a she in the first place, or as much of a she as it could be.

Ashton kept tracing the outlines of the maze, thinking about the futility of it all. He wasn’t trying to escape–he would have to find the minotauress, eventually. And this way would get him there sooner or later.

Another thought occurred to Ashton. If she–again, assuming it was a she–that meant that part of her had to be decidedly non-she, at least if he was right in thinking what Morvanna wanted. He imagined what those parts might look like: Big, oh yes. Thick. Hanging heavily between legs that bent at unnatural angles. There was a third moan that sounded like it was just a few corridors over. Fuck. How was she homing in on him?

Of course–the torch! It no doubt cast a glow above Ashton that might as well have been a big blue arrow pointing where he was. But that gave him an idea, a way to get at least a tiny advantage on the minotauress before he figured out how to deal with her properly. At the next intersection, he set the torch down in the center of it and took shelter in the darkest alcove he could that still allowed him to see the intersection and waited. There were moans and hoofed steps and the beating of Ashton’s heart in his ears as the minotauress made her way closer. He heard another snort, then one that was loud enough to tell Ashton that there was a clear line of sight between the two, with only darkness obscuring it.

That made him wonder if bulls had any form of night vision. He didn’t think so, but this was a magical bull–a bull-woman made but who the fuck knew kind of magic–and maybe those operated differently. Fuck if he knew, but he sure hoped not.

It was like something out of a dream to see the minotauress step into the glowing blue light of the torch. She was tall and muscled, with two huge horns protruding from her long, black hair that was tied back in a ponytail and two bovine ears, each with multiple piercings. Her face was almost entirely human otherwise–maybe a slightly more pronounced nose, but that could’ve also been the thick golden piercing through her septum–and Ashton’s eyes were drawn down to her bust, which was barely kept in place by fur bikini top of sorts, and then her strong haunches and massive thighs and–visible under the fur-trim loincloth–an absolute beast of a cock with balls to match.

Ashton's eyes darted back up to the minotauress’s face. Her mouth was covered by a muzzle that was locked on the sides and in the back, and the more Ashton looked at her expression, the more he saw sadness in her glittering brown eyes.

Really, Ashton? he thought. You're feeling pity for the 6’7” minotaur lady?

But he was. It was hard to tell in the dim blue light, but the straps of her muzzle seemed to dig roughly into her skin, suggesting the muzzle had been there for a long time. He wondered how she ate–and what she ate, for that matter, trying to consider if he might be on the menu if he was stupid enough to help her, just like with the alarune.

Ashton sighed. If Morvanna sent him down here to be devoured for being fucking helpful to someone who looks like they're in need, so be it. Get him out of this realm and off this mortal coil as soon as possible.

Ashton approached and when he emerged from the darkness, the minotauress froze. Her eyes flitted up to him and her posture tightened. It was an aggressive posture, a defensive one, and it said to stay the hell back. Ashton held up his free hand.

“Hey… uh… that muzzle looks uncomfortable.” His voice was shaking. “Can I… may I help take it off? I mean you no harm, I promise.”

The minotauress's eyes flared with rage. Then her brows calmed and her shoulders sank and she got down on one knee, tilting her chin forward, either in a request for aid or as the start of a trap that would be Ashton's end. His legs like wet noodles, he strode forward, suddenly aware he had no way to actually remove the minotauress's muzzle locks until he remembered the flame. It burned bright but wasn't hot, at least not to flesh. Could he use it here too?

He picked up the torch and as he moved it towards the creature, she pulled back.

“Hey, it's alright. Watch,” Ashton said. He held his hand over the flame, not entirely sure it wouldn't burn him but relieved when it didn't. “See? It won't hurt.”

But the minotauress didn't seem convinced. She eyed him suspiciously, and her suspicion convinced Ashton that she was either no threat at all or one so talented at deception that maybe she deserved to eat him alive if he could manage to remove her muzzle.

“Let's go slow, okay? And if you don't like it, well… you're a lot bigger than me, right?”

That seemed to calm the minotauress and she cautiously tilted her head towards Ashton, allowing him to move the blue flame closer. He held it to one of the locks on the side of her muzzle and watched with a bit of amazement himself as the metal began to glow. Using the butt of the torch, he knocked it against the lock, catching the minotauress by surprise. She looked infuriated for a second, but then the warmed lock slipped off its hasp with the force of the torch blow and fell to the ground.

“See? Not so bad,” said Ashton. He did the same with the other two locks, the minotauress much calmer for those. They fell to the ground with dull thuds and then he reached up to peel the muzzle off her face, seeing her wince slightly as he did; sure enough, there were abrasion lines on her cheeks that looked like they had worsened over some time. “Ah shit. I'm sorry.”

“It's okay,” the minotauress said. Her voice was soft and high and did not match her body–or her husky moans–at all. “Thank you. Thank you!”

Ashton braced himself. If she was going to turn on him, now was the moment…

…but instead she threw her arms around him and held him close, smothering him against her breasts, which were warm and smelled of bright hay and patchouli and tuberose. He thrashed as he struggled to breathe and then the minotauress let go of him with an embarrassed look, staring at him with concern.

“I'm sorry! Are you okay?” she asked.

Ashton coughed. “Yeah, I… I'm alright. I'm glad to get you out of that thing. I'm Ashton.”

“Ven,” the minotauress said with a beaming smile. Despite her size, she was overwhelmingly cute and Ashton felt all kinds of confusion.

“So, uh… have you been here long?” He knew it was a stupid thing to say the second he said it and tried to find his conversational footing: “Are you okay? You know, down here. I'm, well… kind on staff with the castle, but I don't really know the ins and outs of things. I hope I didn't just release the apocalypse?” Ashton laughed awkwardly.

But the minotauress Ven didn't get it. She tilted her head to the side, like a confused dog.

“Why are you here?” asked Ashton, deciding to keep things simple.

“Because I was put here,” Ven said.

Not the brightest bulb in the box, this one. Ashton mulled over his next words. “Are you happy here?” he ventured.

“It's very nice,” Ven said with surprising cheer. “Lots of room to roam. Not too hot. A little dark. But really, I am very hungry.”

Ut oh. Maybe Ashton had made a mistake asking his question.

“What do you usually eat?” Ashton wondered how fast the minotauress could run; certainly faster than him, but he was for sure smarter. Would that be enough?

“Milk,” said Ven, hungrily.

Okaaay. Fair enough. “I… can see about getting you some milk, maybe,” he said.

“You have milk,” said Ven. “I can smell it.”

“Uh… I don't think so?”

“You do!” cried Ven with sudden petulance, followed by aggressive sniffing. Her eyes dropped to Ashton's crotch. “Milk.”

Ashton resisted the urge to groan. He should've made Morvanna promise to give him credit for “cum is currency” after all.

“You want… my, er, milk?” asked Ashton.

Ven nodded vigorously.

Alright, Ashton could work with this. She wanted “milk”, he needed “milk”. Wasn't that what they called a “value exchange” in the business world? He held up the flask.

“I'll trade you,” he said. “Yours for, uh, mine?”

“Yes! Yes, yes, yes!” exclaimed Ven with a frightening amount of excitement.

“Cool. Great.” He tilted the mouth of the flask towards Ven. “Should you go first and then me…?”

Ven looked as if she was drooling as she looked at Ashton. “I go first?” she asked.

“Alllllright,” said Ashton. “Do you want me to just take myself out or–”

At least Ashton had the clarity of mind to put the flask down before Ven lunged at him, easily picking him up like a doll and placing him up atop one of the maze walls. She greedily yanked his trousers down–tearing them a bit–and then engulfed Ashton's cock and balls in her rather petite mouth all things considered, slapping a sloppy tongue against him to try to get him hard.

For Ashton, he was focused on clinging to the top of the maze wall and trying to ignore the fact that while the act of service from Ven was enthusiastic, it was as messy and amateur as a first-year college blowjob. He felt the puffs of hot air from her nostrils on his crotch and her big hands digging into his hips as she desperately tried to inhale the “milk” from Ashton. After a few minutes, he was hard in her mouth and she was sucking like her life depended on it–and maybe it did, who knew–but Ashton allowed his eyes to close, thinking the best thing he could do for the minotauress was to blow his load right into her belly.

Her nose ring stroked the top of his shaft as she worked it aggressively and clumsily, and something about her earnestness appealed to Ashton, making it easier and easier to enjoy getting sucked off by this cum-desperate half-bull, half-woman.

Maybe Slimantha was right, he considered. Maybe my thing is feeling in charge.

Trying to act out his earlier self with the googirl, he said: “Suck that cock, cow!”

But Ven’s furrowed brow and the angry look in her eyes made Ashton consider he had crossed a line. His own eyes widened in surprise and fear.

“Um… sorry,” said Ashton.

With renewed vigor, Ven went back to sucking him off, but it wasn't so sloppy anymore–this was a determined, driven blowjob, one where Ven had decided she was going to pull the cum out of Ashton's balls whether he liked it or not. Her grip on him tightened and she stared at him with her light brown eyes unblinking, right up until the moment Ashton came with a loud, exasperated gasp. With him still in her mouth, Ven gulped Ashton down, her toned belly undulating as she made sure not to waste a single drop of his sucked-out seed.

Then she released him, licking her lips and letting out a satisfied sigh as she savored what seemed to be a long overdue meal. Ashton teetered on the top of the maze, almost falling without Ven's grip on him, and once he had recovered, he managed to pull his pants up and dropped himself back down even as Ven continued to run her tongue around her lips.

“Well… I hope that was, um, good for you?” asked Ashton.

“Very,” said Ven with newfound confidence and fortitude.

“Good, good,” said Ashton. He glanced at the flask. “Would you mind…?”

Ven pulled up the hem of her loincloth, exposing her imposing shaft. It was mocha dark and with a big, swelled head and thick veins running down its length. Her pendulous sack hung behind it like two large oranges and Ashton could smell the stink of cum radiating off her. She looked at Ashton, waiting.

“Uh… yes?” asked Ashton.

“Go on,” Ven said. “Milk me.”

“M-me? You want me to, er, uh… to ‘milk’ you?”

Ven nodded like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“You can't… milk yourself?” Ashton asked.

Ven turned away, blushing. “Not in front of someone,” she said.

Naturally, thought Ashton. The one minotauress I meet and she has to have stage fright.

“I can just go over there or something and give you privacy,” offered Ashton.

“But I'll know you're there!” whined Ven. “I won't be able to finish if I know you're there.”

Ashton sighed. “Alright, alright. I'll ‘milk’ you, I guess. Can you at least hold the flask? I think this is going to be tricky.”

Ven nodded and took the flask from Ashton, still turning slightly away with disarming shyness. Ashton took a few steps to the right and then the left as he tried to figure out the best position before he settled on kneeling in front of the minotauress, the tawny python of her cock pointed right at his face. Hopefully he could get her to the edge this way and have her hold the flask out just before she popped. If not…

He wrapped his hand around her, his fingers unable to touch. She was warm and soft and pulsing and she let out a pleased little snort. As Ashton stroked, Ven grew harder and fuller, a deep blush filling her cheeks as the apprentice pumped the minotauress’s cock right in his face. The already swollen head swelled further, turning deep red as blood rushed into the hefty member. Ashton noted how Ven’s thighs tensed up and how her sack pulled close to her haunches, the wrinkled skin smoothing across her big balls.

Along with Ven’s little huffing snorts of pleasure, her pierced ears twitched, the metal gently jingling. Ashton’s arm was beginning to get sore and he wondered how long he was going to have to do this for–as well as if there was any way for him to speed things up. He thought about what he liked and suppressed a sigh as an idea came to him.

With his free hand, Ashton reached out towards Ven’s balls, lightly tickling them. She let out a loud, sudden grunt and it took Ashton a moment to decipher it was a happy one. Her cock throbbed in his hand. He tickled her some more, touching the backside of her sack and finding that her grunts grew louder, as if she was trying to guide him on.

I can’t believe I’m going to do this, Ashton thought.

He walked his fingers further back, up the backside of her balls and to her warm, damp taint, the minotauress biting down on her lower lip as she snorted out a long puff of air. But Ashton wasn’t done. His fingers continued on further, seeking out her nethers, until he finally found her puckered hole. Ven’s eyes were tightly shut now, her cheeks crimson. Having to stretch one arm out and his neck back at the same time not to bump right into Ven’s cockhead, Ashton snaked his finger into her, wiggling it about in a crooked “come hither” motion. He pulled his finger back towards himself, seeking out her prostate, and Ven’s entire body stiffened before she let out a deep groan of ecstasy.

There was no time to even try to reach for the flask as Ven blew a thunderous load right in Ashton’s face, slathering him with a torrent of her “milk”. It was enough to blind him and then gloop his mouth and nose, leaving him struggling to breathe. He stumbled backwards, trying to clear the seed away, but it kept coming, ropey spurt after ropey spurt. Finally, he managed to speak through the spunk: “The flask! The fl–“

A spurt of Ven’s seed went right between his lips, filling his mouth. It was sweet–almost almondy–and maybe in another setting he could’ve mistaken it for thick, warm frosting. Not today though. Ashton was well aware that he was choking down gooey minotauress cum, having no choice but to swallow it thanks to hard it splattered at the back of his throat. He crumpled to the ground, feeling another splatter rain down on the back of his head, and focused on doing everything he could to get his senses back.

“I’m sorry, I’m so so SO sorry!” cried Ven. “Are you okay??”

“The flask,” coughed Ashton. “...the flask, did you…?”

He pulled himself up, only to find himself face to face with the empty flask. All around him was Ven’s milky, almondy spunk, and Ashton started doing the only thing he could think to do–he took the flask from Ven and started scooping up handfuls of the still-warm cum to spoon it into the flask. She had spilled far more than the forty or so ounces the flask required, but it was nevertheless a thankless task to scoop the cum off the ground and off his face and his hair, eventually filling the flask to its tippy-top as Ven continued to apologize.

“I really didn’t… I didn’t mean to do that, I just… I.. I…”

“It’s okay,” said Ashton, the taste of Ven still thick on his tongue. “It, uh… it happens.” Ashton picked up the torch. “I’m… I’m going to go now. It was lovely to meet you, Ven.”

“Will you come back to visit?” the minotauress asked coyly,

Despite having received a surprise facial from the creature, Ashton felt pity in the way she asked her question. Just more batshit insanity in the realm of the kinky and perverted.

“It’s not really up to me. Like everyone here, I take my orders from Morvanna,” Ashton said, “But hey, I’ll try.”

“Who is Morvanna?” Ven asked with a dull look in her eyes.

“Wait… for real? You don’t know that name? Who put you here?”

“They did. The dark ones,” said Ven, a hint of fear in her voice. “Elves.”

“Dark elves? Do you mean Drow?”

“I do not know that name.”

Ashton hmmed. He knew Drow from his world, but maybe the concept didn’t translate here. “Silver-white hair, light purple skin, really mean?”

Ven nodded.

Those were Drow alright. “Did they put that thing on your mouth too?”

“Yes,” Ven said. “They made me so hungry and then they… they did what you did.”

“They, uh, milked you?” asked Ashton, confused. “Why?”

Ven shrugged.

“Well.. I’ll put in a word with my boss, okay? Ask her if there’s a way you don’t have to be so hungry.”

“Really? Thank you!”

Ven wrapped her arms around Ashton to give him another great big hug, smothering him into her chest as she’d done before. He allowed her the intimacy, still pitying the minotauress, and only when he was really light on air did he call to her from between her cleavage to be put down. He gave her an honest smile.

“Take care of yourself, okay?” he said.

Then he waved and traced his way back out of the maze and back to Morvanna.


A Little Respect

Morvanna was waiting for him back by the spiral staircase, making use of her servant once again, only this time it was to use for spell practice as she performed transformations on his body. The poor bastard’s tongue was stretched out down to his chest and his cock had been shrunk to an itty-bitty size, with the balls untouched.

“Just a little longer and you’ll be able to lick your own balls,” she said with sadistic glee. She saw Ashton arrive with flask in hand. “Huh. That took you less time than I expected.”

“What can I say, I have a way with minotaurian women,” said Ashton.

Morvanna sniffed. “You’re not doing so well in the smell department today, my apprentice.”

“As long as I get the job done, right?” he asked back.

There was a flat stare from Morvanna. She snapped her fingers and Ashton felt brand new, like he had just had his body scrubbed clean. That was curiously nice of the sorceress.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Ashton quietly.

“I can’t have you stinking when you deliver that flask,” said Morvanna. “You’re going to have a hard enough time as it is.”

“Let me guess… dark elves?”

Morvanna paused, surprised. Then she grinned. “You’re so clever, dear apprentice. Did you coax the beast into telling you that?”

“Her name is Ven and she’s actually pretty nice,” said Ashton. His pity for the minotauress was still weighing on him. “And I don’t know if you know, but those dark elves have been starving her.”

“Would you like the job of tending to her appetite?” countered Morvanna.

“Come on. You have like a thousand servants. Make it a reward or something, getting sucked off by the friendly, hug-happy bull-woman when they appropriately please you.”

Morvanna narrowed her eyes and worked her fingers in the air; the servant next to her moaned as his tongue grew longer, stretching all the way down past his cock and balls. Without looking his way, she said: “Tongue your asshole, slave.”

The servant let out a dismayed noise but he did not disobey, his tongue snaking between his legs to that most sordid place. Ashton watched with mild disgust.

“Don’t get soft, apprentice,” Morvanna warned. “Lest you make yourself comfortable for others to walk on.”

“Fine. I’ll ‘tend’ to her appetite then,” said Ashton. He punctuated his declaration with an overenunciated “Mistress”, daring Morvanna to take issue with him.

Instead, she huffed a laugh. “No, no. I have other things I need you for. We’ll find someone else.”

Huh. Ashton had won their little confrontation. He was reminded of how fine a line it was between offending the sorceress and impressing her and thankfully he had managed to do the latter. He decided to change the topic before she changed her mind: “So… the dark elves. Am I to deliver the flask to them?”

“No, not to them. But they guard the way that you must go,” Morvanna said. “You are to tell them I’ve sent you, that the flask is not for them, and that you have been instructed to deliver it to Lolita.”

“Hmm… you guys haven’t heard of Nabokov, have you?” asked Ashton.

“Is this another one of your stupid jokes from home?”

“Nevermind,” said Ashton. “Alright, go to the dark elves, make sure they don’t take the flask, go see Lolita… should I even ask who or what Lolita is?”

“She’s a human hybrid descendant of the Spider Goddess Yxyowl who resides at the center of the world,” Morvanna said matter of factly.

“A spider… human hybrid…” Ashton said back, making sure he understood her correctly. “Which half is which?”

Morvanna ignored the question. “In exchange for the flask, she’ll give you something to bring back to me. You are not to refuse her.”

Ashton was about to ask, “Why would I refuse her?” but knew it didn’t matter; if Morvanna wanted him to know, she would’ve already told him. All in all, with how the afternoon was shaping up, he was beginning to feel like a glorified Amazon delivery guy.

“How do I get to the dark elves?” he asked.

“Like this,” said Morvanna, taking in a deep breath and blowing it out Ashton’s way. Only what came out of her wasn’t just her breath, but a fierce gust of wind that lifted Ashton right off his feet and towards the hollow at the center of the circular staircase that lined the massive chamber. He felt himself falling, spying the look of amusement on Morvanna’s face as he careened into darkness, his blue flame torch flying out of his hand and the meager light above becoming a distant pinprick.

He fell for what had to be a minute straight before landing on something springy and sticky that he immediately tore through, his descent slowing as he barreled through the net-like catches. When he finally came to a stop, he realized what they were–not nets, but webs, not so sticky that Ashton couldn’t move but enough to cling to his skin. His eyes adjusted to a sickly green light below and looking down he saw he was some fifteen feet above ground-level, or at least whatever counted for ground down here. He tore the webbing away, trying to put his feet first but failing as the web broke and he plummeted the rest of the way to land hard on his ass.

“Fuck!” he grunted. Why did Morvanna have to be like this?

Ashton was alone, but not for long.

Two dark elves–Drow, he really couldn’t see them as anything but Drow–rushed in, dressed in what looked like a cross between leather bondage harnesses and sheer black negligees. One had short-cropped hair and yellow eyes and was the taller of the two and the other had her long hair braided back, her eyes green and her arms covered in runic tattoos.

“Intruder!” the taller Drow barked. “How dare you trespass here!”

“Let us take him to the Pit of Suffering!” the other Drow said with a gleeful grin.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa… just hold on, okay?” said Ashton, holding up his hands in his own defense.

The shorter Drow saw the flask. Her green eyes glittered. “Is that… silk-milk?”

“Uh… I don’t… know. Maybe. But regardless, Morvanna sent me down here to bring this to Lolita,” explained Ashton.

The taller Drow sneered. “Do you hear that, Yazolin? The infidel thinks he can use Morvanna’s name to protect him.”

“Fool,” spat Yazolin. “Forget the Pit of Suffering. Let’s add him to our collection, Zarce. We can make him and the woodland bitch compete for dinner scraps.”

“As fun as that sounds, I don’t think Morvanna will appreciate not getting her apprentice back,” Ashton said. He picked himself up and peeled away the webbing that stuck to his arms and hands. He held up the flask. “And you’re not getting this, either. Not after what I had to do for it.”

Yazolin glared at Ashton. “That’s our sow to milk, infidel.”

It took everything Ashton had not to tell the Drow what he really thought of them and the way they treated Ven. “Are you going to direct me to Lolita, or will I have to tell my Mistress that it was–what were your names again? Yazolin? Zarce?–who were uncooperative. I’m fine with that.”

“This creature can’t even speak our names properly,” Zarce snarled, even as her defiant energy seemed to wane slightly at Ashton’s threat.

“I’m sure it’ll be close enough,” said Ashton.

The Drow looked at each other with twin annoyance.

“Very well. If you want to see Lolita, we will take you to see Lolita,” said Zarce. “Once you’ve earned it. Now come. Or we will leave you to the darkthings and your ‘Mistress’ will just have to learn to live without you.”

Zarce directed Yazolin to follow her, leaving Ashton to trail behind the Drow as they weaved their way through the warren of curving underground tunnels that were studded with the strange gems and curious mold that created the phosphorescent green glow that lit the way. Even though they were a pair of right bitches, seeing them from behind–with the thong strap of their leather harness up their taut asses and the rhythmic sway of their narrow hips–was a nice little treat for Ashton. He didn’t know all that much about Drow–or how similar these dark elves were to them–but from what he recalled, they were essentially female supremacist religious zealots into hardcore sadism and domination. Based on the way they had treated Ven and shown some sliver of respect for Morvanna, Ashton suspected that was more or less true for them as well.

After a long, quick-paced trek, they came to an antechamber with metal chairs, a table, and some basic furnishings, all intricately carved and very old-looking. It seemed to be some kind of a rest spot, maybe even whatever passed for a Drow tavern, and Ashton’s attention was drawn to a curiously out of place box in the corner that was made of wood and sealed with a heavy metal latch.

Trying to retain some semblance of control over the situation, Ashton asked: “Alright, what constitutes ‘earning’ passage to see Lolita?”

Zarce took a seat and Yazolin followed her lead. “You lack respect, infidel,” Zarce said. “Until you show that, you will have no passage.”

Ashton waited to see what she meant by that, neither wanting to overplay his hand nor give the duo more reason to put up resistance.

“Yazolin, what is a proper show of respect to you?” Zarce asked her companion.

“I feel the need to relieve myself,” Yazolin said. “I think the surface creature being my receptacle would be quite respectful.”

Ashton had to laugh at that. He shook his head. “Nuh uh. Try again.”

Zarce sighed through her nose. “Use the woodland bitch, so the infidel understands the seriousness of his predicament.”

Yazolin stood up and bumped past Ashton as she went to the wooden box in the corner, throwing open the heavy metal latch. She reached inside and pulled on a thick chain, which was attached to a metal collar around the neck of a pale elf fitted in serious bondage: The collar forced her chin perpetually up and a heavy blindfold removed all sight; her wrists were bound in front of her and her knees kept wide with a metal spreader bar, showing that her labia had been given twin sets of ring piercings that were now interlocked and threaded closed by a ball-topped metal rod. Her hair had been shaved away, leaving only fuzz, and there was a phallic gag shoved in her mouth that–much like with Ven’s muzzle–was locked in place so the pale elf was forced to breathe through her nose while she remained constantly filled.

Yazolin yanked the chain hard and the pale elf shuffled forward on her knees. Then the Drow undid the turnscrew locks of the gag and brusquely pulled the gag out of the pale elf’s mouth. Immediately, the pale elf lifted her head and opened her mouth obediently, and in return she received a nasty wad of spit from Yazolin that landed on the corner of her lips. Even so, the pale elf licked it up and swallowed it eagerly, almost greedily.

“Watch and learn, infidel,” Zarce said to Ashton. “Then you can understand the order of things.”

Unsnapping the seat of her leather harness, Yazolin pulled up her sheer garment to reveal a lavender-hued pussy adorned with silvery pubic hair. She positioned it over the pale elf’s mouth and Ashton’s eyes looked away before he heard a familiar gushing sound followed by struggling swallows; he was already missing Ven’s company.

When Yazolin was done, back in went the gag and the Drow reached down to roughly twist the pale elf’s nipples, causing her to squirm and cry. Then Yazolin returned and took her seat.

“You guys really hate the pale elves, huh?” said Ashton.

“They’re wood elves, you imbecile,” hissed Zarce. “And their proper place is at the feet of their Masters. Us.”

“Right. Cool.” Ashton glanced over at the pale wood elf, trying to keep himself from caring about yet another lost cause. This one was beyond even Morvanna’s intervention. “How about this? Speaking of feet, I give a pretty alright foot massage that I think will come across as respectful. How’s that sound?”

Zarce did not look impressed. “Take off your clothes,” she said.

Ashton mulled over the command and placed the flask on a shelf behind him before he complied, neatly piling his clothes on a nearby stool. He stood before them, resisting the urge to crack a joke about breeding slaves or some such. The Drow eyed him unabashedly.

“Hmm, he’s as pale as the woodland bitch,” Yazolin offered. “They would go nicely together. We could use one when we need relief, and the other when we need to be cleaned.”

Ashton’s expression tightened. He was regretting getting naked in front of two of them.

“Get on your hands and knees, infidel,” Zarce said as she stood up.

Cautiously, Ashton lowered himself to all fours, keeping his eyes on the Drow, not liking where this was going. Zarce turned around and undid the clasps of her harness, pulling its thong strap from between her pale purple cheeks.

“Come show your respect,” she said, not elaborating any more than that.

Why must everything be so hard here?

Ashton crawled forward slowly, letting time lapse in hopes that Zarce would provide a more specific command. He reached the backs of her calves and looked up at her ass. It definitely was nice, there was no denying that, and right on cue, Ashton’s treacherous cock began to stiffen.

“Look!” exclaimed Yazolin with mirth. “The infidel is getting excited! Just like the woodland bitch, he can’t control himself!”

Zarce smiled smugly. She parted her cheeks, exposing the dark purple ring of her nethers. “Show your respect with a kiss, mongrel,” she said.

As Ashton got up on his knees, his cock grew harder, now bobbing ludicrously in front of him as he inhaled the Drow’s aroma. It was expectedly earthy, mixed with something mossy, smoky, and resinous. Whatever it was, it got through to Ashton’s human central nervous system because his cock surged in desire while Yazolin shrieked with laughter. He kissed Zarce’s hole, pushing his lips to her dark purple ring, now tasting her aroma on his tongue. Yazolin then stood up to join Zarce, turning her back on Ashton as well and undoing her harness so she could display her ass. Her coloring was lighter than Zarce’s and her aroma was woodier with an essence of undergrowth to it. Ashton kissed her too, feeling his heartbeat in his pulsing cock.

“Pathetic,” Zarce said, though from her tone she was clearly enjoying herself. “Is this what your Mistress makes you do as well, be her servile dog that puts its tongue in the most foul of places?”

That was not a taunt, Ashton realized–Zarce really wanted to know. He thought of the Drow from back home and their female supremacist slant, feeling more certain than ever that these dark elves shared such a predilection, and finally Ashton saw a way through this humiliation that would both satiate the elves and allow him to get on with his work.

“Yes,” he said, trying to sound humbled. “I obey my Mistress, no matter the command.”

Yazolin scoffed. “You’re a worm. A piece of filth.”

“If my Mistress wishes it, then I am,” said Ashton.

“At least the infidel knows his place,” said Zarce. “If you wish to obey your Mistress, put that wretched tongue of yours deep inside me!”

Hard as a rock and feeling a little smug himself for baiting the Drow into taking his Mistress’s side, Ashton stuck his tongue up Zarce’s asshole. Emboldened by how horny he was feeling, he moved his tongue in and out, tongue-fucking the Drow. She let out a growling moan.

“I want to try,” said Yazolin, sounding a little jealous.

Ashton slid his tongue out of Zarce and then put it up Yazolin and soon the Drow were taking turns getting tongue-fucked by Ashton, peppering their pleasure with all sorts of insults which got worse and worse the better they seemed to feel until finally Zarce had had enough, getting a little too close to the edge in front of the so-called “infidel” and putting a stop to the whole thing.

“Enough!” she barked. “Lower your head to the ground, mongrel!”

Ashton obeyed, and pulled his tongue out of her twitching asshole so he could press his forehead into the floor. A moment later he felt someone’s foot pressing on the back of his head. Zarce let out an exasperated breath.

“We will put the woodland bitch to work like that later,” she told Yazolin. “I will not show this creature what our pleasure looks like, not when he still resides on the surface.”

Yazolin tried to pitch her idea one last time: “But if he didn’t return, then we could use him now for that…”

Zarce grumbled. “If he were the lover or the confidant of the sorceress, maybe. But he is already property spoken for. She does not interfere with our trinkets, does she?”

There was a sad noise of agreement–or rather more like non-argument–from Yazolin. “Very well. Shall we take him to Lolita then?”

Just as Ashton was smiling into the ground, feeling victorious, Zarce said: “Not yet. Let’s use him to punish the woodland bitch, first.”

“Oh yes, I like the sound of that,” said Yazolin. “What did you have in mind?”

“He will tease her,” said Zarce. “Is the Denial Rune still embedded in her collar?”

“Yes,” Yazolin said proudly.

The foot lifted off Ashton’s head and there was then movement–the clank of the chain attached to the wood elf’s collar, the shuffle of knees on the stone floor, the slide of metal–then Ashton felt his ass behind prodded by the toe of a boot and he was being pushed forwards the wood elf’s crotch, the rod keeping her labia piercings threaded together now removed. She had an impossibly pink slit that carried a pleasant scent of honey and flowers and fresh morning air. The toe of the boot pushed into the backside of his balls, threatening to crush them underneath.

“Lick, mongrel,” Zarce said.

Sure, Ashton felt bad for the wood elf–who knew what other torments she was subjected to by these hard-ass Drow–but he sure didn’t mind being made to eat out her fresh, pink pussy, accidentally running his tongue up and down the piercing rings in ways that made the wood elf shudder with ecstasy. The boot behind him wedged itself under his cock and balls.

“Show us the kind of animal you are,” said Zarce.

Whether or not that was an explicit command to hump the boot, Ashton didn’t know–but it’s what he was soon doing, humping the supple leather as he teased the wood elf mercilessly, able to put two and two together to figure that this “Denial Rune” meant that no matter how much he licked her, she wasn’t getting off. That didn’t stop her from moaning through her phallic gag or trembling uncontrollably as Ashton found the spots that delighted her the most, all while his own climax steadily neared.

And what of the Drow? Those serious-faced sadists had to be enjoying the show on some level, perhaps indulging in something their brethren would have forbidden. The boot remained in place and as Ashton’s ass bobbed up and down against it, their sadistic side showed itself once more when a hot snapping crop struck his backside.

“Lick faster!” Yazolin demanded.

Ashton was already licking as fast as he could and all the crop did was cause his tongue to get sloppier and his humps to get harder, the wood elf’s entire body now shaking so hard that Ashton could feel it against the sides of his face. She moaned desperately–pleadingly–but there was nothing to be done, no relief to be granted, at least not to her. He zigged and zagged his tongue, getting his face slick with her wetness, and grunted against the landing blows of the crop as they bit into one cheek and then the other, over and over.

Finally, unable to hold himself back anymore, he came with a long, warbling groan. There were two more crop slaps and then the wood elf was pulled away, replaced with Zarce’s cum-streaked boot. He knew what was expected of him without even being told and he licked the mess up, much to the Drow’s satisfaction.

“A dog indeed,” Zarce said with impunity. “Put the woodland bitch away and let’s take him to see Lolita.”


Spider Senses

While Yazolin shoved the wood elf back in her confining box, teased and denied, Ashton sheepishly got dressed while Zarce sneered at him. He took up the flask of Ven’s seed–the silk-milk, the Drow had called it–and followed them into the next series of tunnels, their sense of superiority almost as thick as the heavy underground air. It was a slightly uphill walk to get to the mouth of the cave with its sickly greenish archway made of the same bizarrely-cut gemstones that provided light down here. Zarce pointed at the cave.

“In there, infidel,” she said. “That’s where you’ll find Lolita.”

Ashton nodded. “Okay. Uh, thank you, I think.”

Yazolin curled her upper lip at him. “Watch your tone.”

“Yes, or else we’ll make you show us more ‘respect’,” added Zarce with a stinging little laugh.

Ashton decided not to push his luck any further. He headed towards the mouth of the cave, hearing the Drow’s snickering laughter as they went back to being total fucking hot-as-hell assholes. He hoped Lolita had a nicer temperament than they did.

The cave was humid and quiet, save for an unsettling scratching sound from somewhere deep inside. Ashton ventured inside, noting how the gemstones gave way to proper torches with seemingly natural flame that gave off a relaxing warmth. He saw an opening ahead that led to a cavern decorated with floor-to-ceiling lily white drapes that hung in every which direction.

No, no drapes. Webbing.

The scratching was much louder as Ashton reached the opening and he braced himself for a horrific, stomach-churning sight… only to see what looked like a gigantic spinning wheel set into the far wall of the cavern that was moving swiftly. It took his brain a moment to process who–or what–was working it and the initial primal instinct he had was to run screaming for his life.

There was the body of a ten-foot-long spider standing there, its legs six feet tall even when bent and its carapace an inky, jet black color.

WRONG WRONG WRONG THIS IS WRONG, his brain screamed at him.

Then he looked up to see the human half of the spider being. It was a pale, slender woman’s body from the waist up, with dainty, pleasantly pert tits and petite shoulders, the face above framed by a sharp jawline and short white-blonde hair. The eyes were red and almond-shaped and there was a peaceful smile on its face as it worked.

“Uh… excuse me?” asked Ashton, unable to keep his voice from trembling.

The wheel stopped. The spider being looked at Ashton, its smile remaining. Then she saw the flask in his hand.

“Silk-milk…” she said, voice chipper and cheery.

“Yes,” agreed Ashton. “I brought it for you. It’s from Morvanna.”

The being–Lolita–scuttled forward and even though she moved slowly, the motion freaked Ashton the fuck out. He forced himself to stay where he was, holding the flask out in front of him like it was a loaded gun. He tried to focus on the youthful, attractive upper half of her as she came close and bent forward, taking the flask from him; shamelessly, he eyed her gravity-defying breasts.

Is it wrong that I kind of want to know what they feel like? he thought.

“It is silk-milk!” Lolita said as she sniffed the flask. “And so much of it too! The elves can never get this much. Did you procure it yourself?”

“As a matter of fact I did,” said Ashton, calming down the more he heard Lolita’s saccharine speech.

“Huh. Did the beast not attack you…?”

“I’m going to go out on a limb and guess you haven’t met this beast, have you?” asked Ashton.

Lolita shook her head, her short-cropped white-blonde hair whipping back and forth. “Oh no, no no no. Only the elves are capable of dealing with it.”

I should just shut my fucking mouth, Ashton thought to himself. And yet…

“Alright, I’m not trying to cause any problems, but that ‘beast’ is actually pretty nice. Her name’s Ven and she was pretty darn happy to let me have all this, uh, silk-milk.”

“Really?” asked an astounded Lolita. “Why would the elves say otherwise?”

Ashton looked around the cavern, at nothing in particular. “They don’t exactly strike me as the nicest people out there,” he said, trying to be as diplomatic as possible. “Maybe you should just go meet Ven for yourself one day… I mean, if that’s possible. Anyway, enjoy the silk-milk.”

Lolita was already one step ahead of him. She raised the flask to her lips and tilted it back, guzzling the creamy contents whose origin was perhaps–of the two of them–only known to Ashton.

“It’s so fresh! So rich! This is much better than what the elves bring me!” said Lolita excitedly. She drank the last few drops. “I must thank Morvanna for it.”

“I’m sure that would make her happy,” said Ashton. “Do you have some words you’d like me to pass along or something I should bring to her…?’

Mischief shone in Lolita’s red eyes. “You will make a fine courier,” she said, reaching into her mouth to pull out a long, thick strand of silk that she seemed to be making in real time.

“Uh… as long as I can carry it with two hands, I should be good,” said Ashton nervously.

“Oh you’ll need more than two hands, but fear not–I know just what you can use.”

Lolita extended out a long, black spider leg to pull Ashton close and even before he could yelp in terror, she was spinning silk from her mouth and backside at the same time, weaving it around him in intricate patterns before threading her silk through webbing than hung from the ceiling. She hoisted him up and he found himself with his arms spread wide, his legs bent back, and his knees parted as much as possible and turned slightly inward through the amazingly complex series of spidersilk ties and bindings. Lolita lifted herself up so that she was face to face with Ashton, almost seeming drunk off the silk-milk.

“Hey, c-c-c-an we t-t-t-alk about this for a m-moment?” asked Ashton, stuttering out of fear. The spider-woman’s legs tore into his exposed clothing, shearing away the fabric; he felt a warm breeze on his thighs and ass. “Please. Lolita. I don’t know what this is but–”

She kissed him deeply, pressing her chest against his. He tasted the familiar almondy tang of Ven’s seed along with something that reminded him of licorice and bitter melon. It was Lolita’s silk, he figured out, as it slowly went down his throat, causing him to struggle to swallow at first before his body adjusted. It was soothing and induced a slightly dreamy feeling, not unlike the alarune’s vapor cloud from earlier. Lolita released their kiss, though there was still silk joining their mouths and lips together. She bit off her end and stared into Ashton’s eyes.

“Just try to breathe deeply, okay?” she said.

“What do you…”

Then he felt it. In fact, he had felt it before, but was so numbed and relaxed by the silk that it didn’t even register to him and it was only when he looked down to see Lolita’s arachnid body curled underneath him so that her phallic-shaped spinneret could reach behind that he realized what was happening: She had penetrated him and was slowly pumping something into Ashton’s ass. He looked at her with wide, fearful eyes.

“It’s okay,” she assured him. “Just breathe.”

Lolita moaned softly and a few moments later, Ashton felt something big and round and bulbous pushing its way into his ass. Even with the dreamy haze of the silk, he could feel himself stretching to obscene limits and he instinctively struggled against the webbing bondage that held him aloft. But there was no use–the round object was not deterred and he continued to have his ass stretched out, the sweat running down his forehead as he groaned in discomfort. He thought for a moment the thing would tear him in two and just when he was sure he could take no more, he felt it pass into him, his asshole suddenly able to relax. Lolita moaned again and gave him a contented smile.

Then the whole uncomfortable process of being stretched out happened all over again.

“Please!” begged Ashton. “I can’t… I can’t do this!”

Lolita silenced him with another kiss–and more silk–and he distantly felt the second round object work its way into him, the weight of the two of them beginning to settle below his belly and cause him to hang more heavily against the webbing. She pulled her face away and lifted her breasts to his lips, offering a pale pink nipple… from which Ashton saw there was the tiniest bit of silk beginning to leak out. Desperate for more of that narcotic, he wrapped his mouth around Lolita’s tit and started sucking, and in response Lolita gave herself over to her soft moans, each round of them signaling a fresh intrusion into Ashton’s penetrated ass.

There were not two, not three, not four, but ten of the things in total before Lolita was done, Ashton having sucked so hard on her that he left a hickey mark on her breast. He felt like he had just gained twenty pounds in a matter of twenty minutes and was agonizingly full.

“What are they?” he managed to ask her, already thinking the worst.

“Calm yourself. I only breed with females,” Lolita said, like that was supposed to settle things once and for all. “You are carrying silk eggs now.”

“Silk… eggs?” Ashton thought he was going to be sick.

“Yes. For Morvanna, as a thank you,” said Lolita. “Or do you think she requires more?”

“No, no, no, that’s plenty,” Ashton said. It dawned on him that to give them to Morvanna, they were going to have to come out the way they went in–and without any of Lolita’s soothing silk to help the process along. Wonderful.

“Do you require thank you as well?” Lolita asked Ashton.

On the one hand, Ashton had been the one to get the silk-milk and to have to deal with the Drow and have his ass filled up with gigantic silk “eggs”... but on the other, he had never been a selfish person and as bizarre as Lolita was–in many ways–he didn’t much like the idea of double-dipping on her gratitude.

Then a thought came to him.

“Not for me, no, but… maybe go say hi to Ven–the ‘beast’ we were talking about–some time. Maybe see for yourself she’s not so bad. You don’t have to, but, you know… I think she could use a friend anyway.”

Lolita bit on her lower lip and gave Ashton a flirtatious smile. “You are very different from the elves,” she said. “I think you do deserve a thank you.”

Please Christ, not more eggs, he thought.

She lowered herself to Ashton’s crotch and snipped open the front of his trousers with one spider leg.

Oh, that. That’ll do.

Lolita opened her mouth wide and swirled her tongue around Ashton’s cock, slathering it with her relaxing silk which, when applied down there, made it feel like he had taken Viagra, Molly, and an edible all at once. His eyes rolled to the back of his head as Lolita serviced him, taking her sweet, sweet time to get Ashton nice and hard and then to lavish his cock with attention. It was almost enough to make him forget about the eggs weighing him down. She brought him to the edge several times, until Ashton thought he was just about to cum, and then she eased, edging him along until he was a pliant, sighing toy in her literal web.

When he came, he came so hard it made his balls ache and Lolita did not disappoint–she swallowed every last drop of him with a smile, her red eyes on his climactic expression the entire time. Somewhere in the back of his mind, he wondered if his “milk” would be used to make silk as well and, if so, how it might compare to Ven’s almondy seed. Who knew–maybe it was even more potent and this could become a regular habit of his…

…but maybe without getting eggs up the ass though.

After Ashton had recovered, Lolita lowered him to the floor of the cavern. The lead feeling in his belly made it hard for him to even stand up. How the hell was he going to get past the Drow again, now without even clothes?

“Um… could you do me a favor?” Ashton asked.

“Would you like another thank you?” asked Lolita, without a hint of irony.

It was tempting, but Ashton wasn’t sure how long he could put up with these eggs. “If only I had time,” he said, meaning it. “Is there any other way out of here than those tunnels? I don’t think those elves are going to be happy to see me again…”

Lolita thought. “There’s the Nesting Atrium,” she said. “Past that leads to the staircase.”

“The big spiral staircase? The one that goes up to the castle?”

Lolita nodded. “Yes, that one.”

“That would be perfect. Thank you, thank you, thank you,” he said.

There was a cheery expression on Lolita’s face. “Come on, I’ll take you there.”

Webbed tight to her chest–with those wonderful breasts of hers nestling the back of Ashton’s head–she exited the cave and climbed upwards, crawling through some narrow, jagged passes that he would’ve never been able to ascend on his own. They came to the base of the same hollow Morvanna had thrown Ashton into, only this time with his eyes adjusted to the dark–and the subtle glow of Lolita’s silk–he saw it wasn’t just layer after layer after layer of webbing. There were forms here too, humanoid forms wrapped from head to toe… save for their crotches and backsides, all of which were exclusively female. Ashton noted glumly that there appeared to be silk leaking from those crotches and that though the bodies didn’t move often or much, there were certainly signs of life underneath the webbing.

He really didn’t want to know any more than that, even if the name “Nesting Atrium” told him everything he needed to know.

But Lolita explained anyway: “Very few from each clutch survive. One in a thousand, maybe.”

“And these… people… where do they come from?” Ashton asked, unable to help himself.

“Morvanna brings them here. Leaves them for me. For us.”

Of course she does, thought Ashton. Wait… did she say us?

“There are others like you?” he asked.

“Oh yes. Not that many, but yes.”

“And these people, whether the, uh, clutch is good or not. What happens to them after?”

Lolita didn’t seem to understand the question. “If they produce an offspring, they become a Revered. If not, they keep trying.”

“Right… a Revered,” replied Ashton. At least they didn’t become spider food. Or maybe they did. How the fuck would he know?

They went quiet after that until they reached the base of the staircase. Morvanna was nowhere to be found.

“Thanks for the ride,” Ashton said, not quite sure what to make of Lolita. “Get home safely?”

“Farewell. I would not mind seeing you again. You carry silk eggs inside you well.”

Figuring that was as close to he was going to get from a genuine compliment from a half-woman, half-spider descendent of an arachnid god, Ashton waved goodbye and started the miserably long ascent up the stairs with his twenty extra pounds of silk eggs in his ass. He had to rest a dozen times before he reached the top, and up there he sat for as long as it took for him to feel halfway normal again. This place, this goddamn fucking place. He needed to get home already. Somehow. He looked down into the “Nesting Atrium”, wondering how many of those women had gone by choice and how many Morvanna had doomed to live out the rest of their lives breeding to create more Lolitas. If he did get home–an increasingly big if, he was beginning to feel–there was no way in hell he could let Morvanna come with him.

Morvanna was back in her throne room, still toying around with her transformation magic. This time, she had changed the studs who had been worshipping her feet earlier, swapping their mouths with their cocks and balls and watching as they wrestled, each trying to fuck the other.

“Stop, stop,” she said when she saw Ashton. “We’ll pick this up again later. Until then, you can stay that way.” She dismissed them with a wave. “Apprentice. You’re looking… fat.”

“I have the eggs for you, Mistress,” Ashton said, exhausted. “There are ten in total.”

“Ten! What a yield! Good job, my apprentice. You’ve pleased your Mistress.” She clapped her hands together tauntingly. “You may deposit them right there.”

“Now?” Ashton asked.

“When else?” Morvanna shot back.

“To get them out, I’m going to have to… you know, ‘release’ them,” he said shyly.

“I’m aware,” said Morvanna. “I think it will be fun to watch.”

Ashton was too tired and too full to put up a fight. He got to work. It was a sweaty, groaning, moaning ordeal to get the eggs out of him, and though he started shy and embarrassed, by egg three or four, he just wanted the damn things out, no matter how humiliating he looked to Morvanna. She made all the requisite moves–mock disgust, wrinkled nose, jeering banter–and after all ten of the goose-sized eggs were out of Ashton, she made him collect them in a bin and thoroughly wash them before delivering them back to her, naked with his hair matted with sweat and his ass gaping open.

Morvanna appraised the eggs. “Very, very nice,” she said as she studied them. “High quality too. I can finally stop dealing with those miserable dark elves now.”

“You… orchestrated this?” Ashton asked, piecing things together. “You–somehow–guessed I would bring back better silk eggs than what you were getting. How? Did you know about Ven? The Drow–I mean, the dark elves? What they’re like?”

Morvanna looked at Ashton coolly. “It wasn’t some grand conspiracy, dear apprentice. I knew I had a shoddy deal going with the dark elves, knew you had a penchant for making friends and being clever, and figured that you would stumble your way into doing a better job than the elves. And you did. Congratulations.”

“Why not just tell me that’s what you wanted, Mistress?” Ashton was trying not to get upset. His ass hurt. His belly hurt. His ego was smashed. He couldn’t remember the last time he had been this tired.

“What did I tell you about not getting soft?” Morvanna asked back.

“But me being soft is what allowed me to get these eggs you like so much,” said Ashton.

“Careful. You’re pushing it,” warned Morvanna.

“I’m just saying… my softness was useful today.”

“Yes, and I was the one who used it. Wasn’t I? Had it not been there, you wouldn’t have had the afternoon you did.”

As much as Ashton hated to admit it, she had a point. He held his forehead. At least he had–maybe–done Ven a favor in all this. Assuming the Drow left her alone, of course.

“Don’t feel too bad, apprentice. You did a good job. I bet you feel rather… depleted now, don’t you?”

Ashton nodded. “You could say that.”

“Still think it’s better than handling restraint?” asked Morvanna.

“I suppose they both have their ups and downs…”

“You deserve a little extra something for your work today,” Morvanna said. “Let me ask you apprentice, which would you rather experience: Having your mouth turn into a pussy or having a pussy be turned into your mouth?”

“...Mistress?” Ashton asked, not wanting to pick either of the choices. So that’s what all the transformation practice had been about today.

“I’m going to allow you to experience one of them with me, I just can’t decide which,” Morvanna said, a wicked gleam in her eye. “Won’t it be nice to be so close to your Mistress?”

“Uh… may I ask a follow-up question?”

“Go ahead,” said Morvanna.

“Who is going to do the, uh… the other half of things? The fucking?” he asked.

“Ah. Might that make a difference for you?” asked Morvanna. “Well, if I turn your mouth into my pussy, I’m going to fuck you… but with your own cock. If it’s the other way around and you become my pussy, there is quite the fetching ogre I acquired that I was thinking of trying out. Of course I wouldn’t want to put my precious parts through that…”

They bantered for a few more minutes before Morvanna finally cornered Ashton into making a decision. He chose the first one, where Morvanna would turn his mouth into her pussy, steal his cock away, and fuck him with it. Which is exactly what she did. In one of the many Pleasure Chambers of the castle, Morvanna rode Ashton’s face with his own cock, Ashton simultaneously feeling like he was fucking and being fucked at the same time, all the way to having to swallow his own salty load when Morvanna finally reached climax.

It was confusingly intimate and Morvanna allowed the spell to linger for some time after she’d come, playing with Ashton’s pussy-mouth as if she were playing with her own soft, pink folds.

“I know you don’t approve of how I rule, apprentice,” she told him after toying with his nose-clit long enough to make him sneeze.

“Things are just very different back home,” said Ashton, trying to make excuses so they wouldn’t have to have a confrontation about this.

“Somehow I doubt that. At least not in this manner. Power is power. To obtain it, you must be ruthless. To hold on to it, you must be hard.”

Ashton closed his eyes. Twisted as the spell was, Morvanna’s teasing felt exquisite. “I did a good thing today. Now those dark elves won’t have a reason to abuse Ven,” he said. “I don’t know what that is in relation to power, but I’m happy being that way.”

“Those dark elves will find another reason for abuse, whether it’s that creature or something else,” said Morvanna. “It’s in their nature. Who knows, maybe your ‘good thing’ will make them even colder, more heartless. Maybe they’ll abuse your little bull girlfriend just for the hell of it now. And I notice you aren’t saying much about that missing guard who was found in the alarune greenhouse. Was that one of your ‘good things’ too? This realm is eat or be eaten, fuck or be fucked. You can’t have it both ways, my apprentice. Speaking of… I think I’m ready to go again.”

Morvanna sat back on the bed, thrusting Ashton’s own cock at his pussy-mouth. It was bigger than it was on him, enhanced through transformation magic to add an inch here or there. She snorted to herself.

“Well, maybe you can have it both ways because you’re about to fuck and be fucked,” she said with a smirking grin. “Enjoy.”

And then Ashton felt his own cock sliding into himself, filling and stretching him as Morvanna pushed her trim hips forward and rode him with wild abandon.

No, being a sorceress’s apprentice wasn’t what it was cracked up to be one damn bit.

THE END
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Witches, vampires, and monstergirls, oh my! This bundle of 10 erotic fantasy femdom stories will take you on a tittilating, suspenseful journey through occult city hideaways, ominous wilderlands, and places where no man dares to tread… unless he’s ready to submit to feminine power beyond his wildest imagination.


—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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