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Introduction

The concept of an arrogant woman being put in a situation where she has to pleasure goblins is certainly not a new one to my work. One of the most popular books in my Tantalizing Tomes series was entitled The Elf Must Pay! The Legendary Swordswoman Indentured to Serve the Goblin. This one feature an elf swordswoman who gets drunk, brawls with an entire tavern full of men, destroys the tavern, and ends up owing the town compensation. She is sold into slavery, and her slave contract is purchased by none other than a goblin who uses her skill to gain power for himself.

The Patron who inspired me to write the tale about the elf was also taken with the concept of an eromancer. They wanted to combine the two ideas to have an arrogant woman in debt and a sorceress who buffs her lovers with magic. Thus was born The Eromancer Serves. I thought it was fun to give it an Isekai angle as well, so that we are learning about the eromancer’s powers along with Brigitte.

This story also hearkens back to my very first Library of Forbidden Pleasures book, Willing Pleasure Slave to the Goblins, which depicted a beautiful apprentice witch obsessed with goblins sharing her power with them to help them conquer human lands. It was a similarly dark and kinky tale, although the heroine in that story was eager from the start to help the goblins.

Brigitte Windsor in this story takes quite a bit of convincing.

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover
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A New Beginning for the Eromancer

Brigitte Windsor lifted her face from the grass and wiped the little trickle of drool from her cheek. She sat up, looked around, and blinked several times. She wasn’t where she expected to be.

The last thing she remembered was traffic in Paris. She had been shouting at her chauffeur, Yarborough, to turn the limousine around and take her back to her boyfriend’s apartment. He had refused, saying something about orders from her father, and then when he looked back at her she had seen something – a truck perhaps – filling up the view in front of the limousine. And then a loud crash. So loud that the boom had seemed to come from inside her.

And then… rural England? Vermont? Where was this?

She was sitting in a soft, grassy field with wildflowers and bumblebees. A big cow was lazily chewing a mouthful of grass. There was an old stony farmhouse in one direction and in the other a town of old buildings with irregular roofs that looked all shaggy and strange. Like something out of the Middle Ages. The only building that seemed normal was a big church, but even this looked odd with a circular metal symbol atop its steeple rather than a cross.

“Wales maybe,” she said, remembering how her father had talked about the Welsh. Wherever she was, it was a far cry from traffic in Paris. No good shopping. No clubs. She would be lucky if there were any guys under 30 in this town.

Brigitte clambered to her feet and that was when she noticed something else odd.

Her blonde hair was still in pigtails, but everything else about her look had seemingly changed. She was dressed in some sort of raver outfit, with knee-high brown boots and an odd one-piece outfit that had the fit of a bathing suit with a short skirt over it. Her breasts were on prominent display with the tight cups and plunging neckline, and when she took a single step, the skirt bounced and revealed her bottom cradled in the tight, clinging seat of the suit. The material was something like leather, but more flexible and softer.

“It seems like a hot look… but I don’t remember picking up this outfit,” she said, running her hands over her tits and down to her hips.

She took another step and stubbed her toe on something hard. So hard, in fact, that she cursed in pain, she tripped over whatever it was and fell back into the grass.

“Oof,” said a small voice. “Watch it, Vixy.”

“What? What the hell?” She sat up and scrambled around and found a long staff of polished, golden wood with a headpiece that resembled the face of a big-nosed troll. She picked the staff up and felt a strange warmth spread through her hand. The eyes of the ugly face began to glow and it seemed to look at her.

“What’s wrong, Vixy?” it asked.

“What… who… how?” She sputtered, staring at the staff that had just talked to her.

“Wild night, huh?” The staff chuckled. “You must be a new Vixy. You have a lot of questions. I understand. First, I’m Bognard, your former mentor who retired from living to be your trusty staff. Sometimes I help you, sometimes I tease you, usually it’s a mix of both.”

“Bog… nard?”

“Oooooh, you’re listening,” said Bognard. “You’re an eromancer. Sounds good, but it often isn’t. You carry the blessing of the goddess of pleasure, and you can temporarily bestow magic from the aether on anyone you have any sort of sex with. The more pleasure, the more power.”

“You’re saying I’m sort of a… witch?”

“Oh, not really,” laughed Bognard. “For everyone else, your powers are a blessing. For you, it’s more of a curse. You see, Vixy, everybody can tell you’re an eromancer by your magenta eyes and those killer curves. They want the power you can give them. They also want to have sex with you because eromancers are exceptionally beautiful and lusty.”

Brigitte blushed at that last bit and looked down at herself again. She did look fabulous in this ridiculous, revealing costume. And she did feel a certain familiar heat gathering between her legs and reaching up into her core.

“But this can’t be real,” she said, and looked back at the face on the staff. “This is real life, not some Percy Jackson shit. And my name isn’t Vixy!”

“What is it then?” asked Bognard.

“Brigitte Windsor. My father is Grant Windsor. Owner of Windsor Petrochemical.”

“Very well, Brigitte it is,” said Bognard. “But I don’t know any of that other stuff. What’s a ‘petrochemical’?”

“Gasoline? Petrol? Oil?” Brigitte shook her head when the face on the staff just stared blankly at her. “Never mind. The point is, my father is a very rich and powerful man, and he is going to be very cross with whoever put me here in this costume with a ridiculous, ugly talking stick.”

“Well, there’s a town over there,” said Bognard. “I seem to recall that it is named Henwik. Not much of a town to speak of, but maybe they’ll know your father.”

Brigitte didn’t really believe all this eromancer nonsense, but she decided to give the talking stick the benefit of the doubt. She set off across the grassy field towards the town of Henwik. She was very annoyed by the entire situation and wanted to be rid of the oversized staff which reached up almost to the top of her head. Still, a talking staff seemed like it might be worth something. No point throwing it away no matter how ugly or annoying.

She staggered unsteadily out of the field, muttering to herself about walking through nature in high heeled boots and using the staff to support her weight. The cobblestone main street of Henwik was not much better than the grass. The grimy, pasty-faced townsfolk eyed her like she had just dropped out of the sky. Which she might’ve done, all things considered. They seemed to be preoccupied mostly with loading things in and out of carts and tending to horses. Their clothes appeared handmade, but not in a good way.

“Hello,” she said to one somewhat handsome fellow. “I’m looking for somebody who knows my father. He’s Grant Windsor. Do you know him?”

The man shook his head vehemently, seeming to struggle not to stare at Brigitte’s bountiful cleavage.

“Well, uh, I’m lost, and I’m looking for some way to get in touch with my father or with my chauffeur. Do you know anyone who could help?”

“Might be get a drink at Gulliver’s? Someone might know there.” The man ducked his head and started to walk away. “Sorry miss, me wife won’t like me talkin’ with you.”

“Well, how rude,” fumed Brigitte.

“You’ll run into that a lot,” chuckled Bognard. “Eromancers are not well liked by wives. Or certain husbands.”

At least Gulliver’s turned out to be nicer than the rest of the dreary, muddy town. It was a large shop and public house with a finely carved sign depicting a buxom wench serving two mugs of ale to a pop-eyed farmer. The brightly painted white and blue façade and the large, leaded windows were also at odds with the rest of the village.

Once she stepped inside, it was like being in one of those shops described in a Harry Potter book. Brigitte knew all those books were cancelled these days, but she fantasized as a little girl about going into the shops of Diagon Alley.

Seeing shelves stocked with all manners of strange and exotic and colorful items overwhelmed her. Little turtle-shaped chocolate cakes ambled around a tray. She couldn’t resist picking one up and biting it in half. It was delicious. Another shelf seemed to be selling varied bottles of perfume. She picked up a bottle and misted herself with the lovely, flowery fragrance. It took her a moment more to realize she had made her breasts slightly larger. Her lowcut bodice was barely containing her swollen tits.

“Excuse me, miss,” said a deep, rumbling voice behind her. “How might I be of service? Would you like something to drink to wash down that choco tortoise?”

She turned and found herself looking at a very large man wearing robes that barely seemed to cover the immensity of his gluttonous body. Despite his graying beard and excessive weight, there was something rather comforting and handsome about the old fellow. Like an uncle who always knew what you wanted even if he did stare a bit too long down your blouse.

“Ah, that would be nice,” said Brigitte. “You must be Gulliver.”

“Right in one, my dear,” said Gulliver, leading her through his store to a table near the back. He sat her down and served her a silver mug filled with frothy white liquid. “Succubus milk. Sweetest in all the land. Freshly milked from my very own succubus.”

“I wouldn’t drink that if I were you,” advised Bognard.

Gulliver did not seem to notice that Bognard had spoken and Brigitte was happy to ignore the staff. She picked up the mug and began to gulp down the warm, sweet, creamy milk. Each swallow was better than the last and she drained the mug and let out a satisfied, “Ahhhh!”

“A thirsty girl,” chortled Gulliver. “Shall I fetch you something else to eat?”

“Oh, yes, please,” said Brigitte, feeling a very pleasurable warmth spread through her body. “And more of this delicious milk!”

Gulliver clapped his hands and went waddling off to gather more delicacies and milk for Brigitte. She giggled at the sight of the portly old merchant bumping into things and excitedly wiggling his fat fingers.

“Be wary of that one,” said Bognard. “He seems like a fool, but anyone who keeps a succubus as a slave is dangerous.”

“I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” said Brigitte, her excitement growing as she watched Gulliver returning with a tray heaped high with treats and a fresh mug of milk dangling from two fingers.

“Ah, here we are, my lovely lady,” said the merchant, setting the tray of treats down in front of Brigitte. “Just for you, my dear! Enjoy!”

He sat down beside her, the chair nearly disappearing beneath his big bottom as he watched Brigitte begin to sample the delights he had provided. She was enchanted by the sweet honey pastries, the wiggling jelly worms, the savory hand pies, and more of that sweet, tummy-warming succubus milk. She ate and drank more than she ever thought possible, brushing crumbs from the tops of her breasts and not even minding the lecherous way that Gulliver observed her feast.

“Thank you ever so much for these delights,” said Brigitte.

“It was my pleasure, my dear,” said Gulliver. “Now then, for everything you have enjoyed, I ask only a pittance in repayment. Let us say… seventy gold traloons?”

“Seventy!?” shouted Bognard, though again Gulliver did not seem to hear him.

“That sounds like a very large sum,” said Brigitte. “My father will be happy to pay it. Can you let me use your telephone? I will give him a call.”

“I do not have a elephon, whatever that is. But I know just about everyone in town. What is your father’s name?”

“Oh, you’ll know him! My daddy is, like, totally famous. He goes on Bloomberg and CNBC and stuff to talk about oil futures.” She drew herself up proudly and declared, “My father is Grant Windsor.”

Gulliver stared at her. He blinked.

“Grant Windsor,” she repeated, her confidence slipping. “The oil baron. He’s got, like billions of dollars.”

Gulliver sighed. “I’ve never heard of him.”

“Well, ask around! When I find him, he’ll take care of all of this.” She gestured to the platter and empty cup.

“Alright, I think I see the game you are playing. Miss, this is a very grave matter,” said Gulliver, standing up and looming over Brigitte. “You have incurred a debt you cannot pay. I will take this matter before the town magistrate.”

“Good, he’ll know my daddy and set you straight,” said Brigitte.

“As I am also the town magistrate, I hereby find in my favor that you have criminally exploited my generosity and are sentenced to repay your debt by a contract of servitude of no less than one day per gold traloon.”

“Contract of servitude? What is this?” Brigitte stood up and prodded the man in his flabby chest. “You can’t do this to me. My father will—”

CLICK!

She felt something cold and metallic snap shut around her slender neck. Almost at once, her objections seemed insignificant. Her anger did not abate entirely, but it was muffled as though distracted by something more important.

“A debtor’s collar,” explained Gulliver, grinning in a way that showed off several gold teeth. “I shall take it off when your debt is repaid. Until then, my lovely eromancer, I will enjoy my new slave.”

He pressed a kiss to her that smothered any objection and pulled her forcefully against the soft pudding expanse of his belly as he thrust his tongue into her mouth. Her immediate urge was to bite his tongue as hard as possible, but instead she found the warmth of his tongue and the intensity of his kiss to be disarming. She began to kiss him back, forgetting herself momentarily and moaning softly against his lips.

Gulliver pulled back, red-faced and wheezing slightly with excitement.

“Oh, yes, my beautiful fair-haired harlot, we will have such fun together, and you will give me all the power of the heavens!” He dropped his big face to her chest, kissing at her cleavage as his fat fingers began to work the clasps of her bodice. For such a singular, complex garment, Brigitte’s one-piece of strange leather opened with ease. She let out a moan as her big, soft tits spilled free and were immediately set upon by the merchant. He smacked kisses against her jiggling tits, his breath hot, his beard scratching, and his tongue a warm, wet serpent.

Gulliver seemed intent on devouring her with his lust. He finished undressing her roughly right there at the back of his shop and pushed her back upon the table at which she had just eaten. He ran his tongue over her face, he tasted her neck and shoulder and licked under one arm. He breathed loudly, as if savoring her smell. He was disgusting. Her revulsion returned as his tongue roamed over her body. His beard scratched against her supple flesh as he licked her heaving breasts, sucked her stiff, pink nipples, and moved lower.

He spread her creamy thighs and tongued Brigitte’s damp, young twat. He sucked at her folds and drove pleasure into her depths. Then, as she squirmed and gasped, he turned her over and licked between her cheeks. His fat tongue roaming the length of her crack before twirling, hot and wet, against the soft clench of her arsehole.

“Licking me there!? Ohhhh, you’re so vile,” she moaned, disgusted by the man even as her hips jerked with pleasure.

“You have no idea, my dear,” chuckled Gulliver, giving her ass a last lick and seeming to relish her hot clench. “But you will learn. Now, my little eromancer slave, raise those hips. Yes, good, that’s it. Prepare yourself for your new master’s cock!”

“My master’s… oh my god!” She looked back over her shoulder as Gulliver drew aside the front of his robe and gripped the base of a massive, reddened bludgeon of a cock sticking out from under his big belly. From its narrowed tip to its thick root, it was huge, and it was matched by a pair of massive bollocks swinging beneath the shaft. He stroked it slowly, a smirk of knowing satisfaction on his face as he notched his cockhead against the slick seam of Brigitte’s cunt.

“So hot and juicy,” rumbled the merchant’s deep voice. “You had better hope it eases the way for my cock. I wouldn’t want to injure my new slave.”

He fed his huge cock into her tight young cunt, stretching her folds wide around him as he thrust all the way to Brigitte’s silky backwalls. She let out a whine of shock and pain, her cunt feeling as if it might rip wide open.

“Ooooohhhh! It’s too big! Slow down you brute!” She wailed and grabbed at the edge of the table as his big belly smacked against her ass and his hips spanked lower against her bottom.

“You’ll get over it,” grunted Gulliver, leaning heavily into her and grabbing her by her pigtails.

She wanted to curse at him and insult him, but his thrusts stirred something within her with every stroke. The pain was battered away, the discomfort receding, pleasure blossoming within her as she felt each throbbing thrust deep in her tight young cunt.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck,” she moaned, bent back by Gulliver yanking her pigtails. “Oh, fuck I’m going to cum!”

“So am I, you tight little cock sleeve!” laughed the fat old merchant. “Take it! Take the scepter of your new master! Take his seed!”

He bellowed his pleasure and unleashed a great flood of hot spunk into Brigitte’s clutching cunt. She was caught in the explosion of her own ecstasy an instant later, as though the first gush of his seed into her depths set off that powerful climax. Each spasm of her cunt sent something from within her into the fat merchant, as though she was spurting into him as he was spurting into her. Pulse after pulse of magical aether flowing through the conduit of her body and into him.

He finally slowed and then stopped, breathing heavily and dripping sweat on Brigitte’s back and shoulders. He released her pigtails, and she turned her head to look back at him over her shoulder.

Seeing the red-faced old fatso did not fill her with the revulsion it had only moments before. He seemed bigger, more powerful, more handsome. And his cock, easing out of her creamy depths, looked magnificent instead of intimidating. Oh, she wanted it back inside her!

“Master,” she gasped.

“Mmmmhmmm,” he agreed, stepping back, his cock leaving her with a final slurp and drooping over his big bollocks. He held up his hand, magenta light swirling around his fingers. “It worked. You really are an eromancer!”

With a wave of his hand, every table and chair in the back of the shop began to float off the ground. The furniture hovered in the air, including the table that Brigitte was still bent over, and Gulliver began to laugh as he wiggled his fingers and made the tables and chairs spin.

“Heeeeyyyyyyy,” cried Brigitte, starting to get dizzy. “Put me dowwwwn!”

With a last wave of his hand, all the tables and chairs dropped heavily back to the floor. Gulliver walked over and picked Brigitte up to her feet.

“My sweet little eromancer,” he said, tilting her face towards his. “I’m so glad I treated you to that feast. This is going to be a very profitable arrangement.”

“Yes, master,” she said, smiling up at him for some reason she couldn’t quite explain.

“Here we go again,” groaned Bognard.
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Not the Only Servant

It was the damned stupid collar, the “debtor’s collar” as Bognard called it, that was making Brigitte crazy. At least that was the excuse she found to explain why she was so readily obeying whatever that fat pig Gulliver wanted. If being dressed in a fluffy, low-cut maid’s costume wasn’t humiliating enough, he had her walking around his huge mansion dusting, sweeping, and wiping things down like some common cleaning woman.

She was terrible at cleaning work. When she spilled a flower vase, she earned a paddling on her bare bottom. When she dropped half of Gulliver’s supper on the floor, she was made to clean it up with a towel while he fingered her cunny. She whimpered and gasped right there beside the table as his fat fingers brought her to a quivering climax.

Why did she like it so much? The stupid collar! Some sort of magic. It had to be that!

The worst punishment was when she tried to sweep the dust from the floor under a large carpet. Master Gulliver caught her doing it and pulled down her apron and the front of her uniform to expose her breasts. He glowered at her as he roughly squeezed her tits and pinched and twisted her nipples so hard that she was left teary-eyed.

“Those red nubs of yours should be hurting for a while,” he chuckled, tucking her plump breasts back into her uniform. “They can serve as a reminder to do your work properly. I have guests coming tonight and you’re the main attraction. My very own eromancer. But I’ll not have a clumsy, lazy oaf, even if she is a very beautiful oaf.”

He stroked her face tenderly and Brigitte found herself smiling up at the fat pig even though he had nearly brought her to tears and she hated him. It was that damned collar. It made everything less important than serving Gulliver. He expected her to do this for 70 days to pay back what she owed him. The idea of spending two more days in his company was horrifying.

She wanted to ask her stupid talking staff what to do, but Bognard, the troll-headed staff of golden wood that was supposedly her former mentor, had been placed in Gulliver’s vault. Her new “master” had said he would have kept the staff and subtracted its value from what she owed, but the troll head was too ugly, so he was only “temporarily impounding” the staff.

After hours of sweaty, exhausting work cleaning Gulliver’s gaudy mansion, she was ready to collapse. But her disgusting boss had one more job for her to do before she got a break.

“On your knees,” he commanded, and she obeyed. Her nose wrinkled in disgust as the sight of his thick, flaccid cock flopping out of his trousers. She hated him, he disgusted her, and yet the sight of his cock began to heat her core and made her body pulse with desire. Her feelings were because of the stupid magical collar. That’s what she told herself as he stroked his length and began rubbing his musty tip against her lips and chin.

“That’s right, taste it,” rumbled Gulliver, watching down the slope of his belly with delight as she stroked him and brushed his cockhead back and forth against her lips.

She felt a shudder of compulsion, which was definitely from the collar, and she parted her lips and stuck out her tongue to taste the musty sourness of his cock. Her eyes watered as she wrapped her lips around him and began to suck.

“At least you’ve learned to do one thing well,” he groaned, cradling her head as she began to bob and slurp like a slut.

“Mmmmhmmmm,” she objected, her eyes welling with tears of effort as she began to deepthroat his fat cock.

“That’s right, you’re going to be a good slut for my party,” he groaned, thrusting into her mouth and beginning to slap his hairy, heavy balls against her chin. “After you’re hnnnnnn… done… here, I want you to go upstairs with Lucia and Melora. They will get you cleaned up and dressed for the… for the party. Ahhhhhh!”

He hilted his cock in Brigitte’s eager mouth, and she felt his hardness pulsating against her throat muscles. She was rewarded for her obedient cocksucking with a hot flood of the fat merchant’s spunk. Waves of his strong-tasting seed gushed down her throat and flooded back into her mouth as she struggled to swallow it all. Even as she sucked and swallowed his seed, she felt the pleasurable rush of her magic transferring to him. She was left gasping and still gulping the remnants of his load as he pulled back and tucked his cock away.

Gulliver held up one hand and admired the magical power that jumped from finger to finger. He began to float off the ground and spun slowly around in midair.

“Ah, such a delight you are, eromancer,” he laughed, smiling down at her with satisfaction. “Go on now, Brigitte. My servants will make you ready for your role at the festivities. I must get ready as well!”

“Y-yes, master,” she said, still breathless and with cum and saliva smeared on her chin and into her cleavage.

Gulliver floated up the stairs without his feet touching the ground. A pair of beautiful, collared maids stepped forward. One was redheaded and very busty, the other had blue skin, white hair and long, pointed ears.

“You’re… you’re not human,” said Brigitte as the two women helped her to her feet.

“I am a deep elf,” said the blue-skinned woman. “You may call me Melora. This is Lucia.”

“Hiya,” said Lucia, smiling in a friendly way as both women helped Brigitte up the stairs of the palatial house.

They took her to a tiled bathroom that almost looked modern except the copper pipes required Lucia to hand pump the water. It gushed into a large tub, steaming hot as Melora, the one with the pointed ears, undressed Brigitte. The elf certainly wasn’t shy about it, stripping off every scrap of clothing Brigitte was wearing and then running her nimble fingers all over Brigitte’s body.

“W-what are you doing to me?” gasped Brigitte, feeling the elf caress her bottom and then slide her fingers between Brigitte’s legs.

“You’re filthy,” she said. “Been stewing in your lust all day. We need to clean you up before we make you ready for the party.”

They unceremoniously dunked Brigitte into the tub. She struggled with them at first, slipping and sliding and splashing as she tried to take control of the situation, but gradually the warm waters and their lathering, stroking fingers relaxed her. She slid deeper into the steamy water as they bathed her and probed her and methodically scrubbed her clean.

“Are you… slaves to Gulliver like me?” wondered Brigitte. “Are you from another world?”

“We are servants of the master,” said Lucia, leaning her apron-straining breasts against Brigitte as she washed Brigitte’s own ample bust. “We are obedient. You should be obedient too, Brigitte. It is much more rewarding than resisting him.”

Lucia dunked Brigitte’s head beneath the water and the eromancer came up sputtering and spitting the soapy water out of her mouth.

“W-what do you think I’ve been doing?” She complained, wiping the soap from her eyes.

“The collar will teach her,” said Melora, brushing Brigitte’s damp hair. “It will break her completely.”

“Break me?”

But they only giggled at her question. Brigitte became afraid of what they intended after they got her out of the tub, dried her off, and escorted her to a room with a large stone slab with an iron ring in each corner.

“Lie down on your back,” commanded Melora.

Brigitte hesitated, feeling a tingle of fear as she stared at the slab and realized Lucia was holding lengths of red silk rope draped over one arm.

“Oh no,” said Brigitte, taking a step away from the slab. “I once dated an older guy who was into this stuff. Clive. What a freak. He kept me tied up until I peed myself one time and it turned him on.”

“We’re not interested in that,” said Melora. “You must be prepared for the party. Now lie down, or I will tell master you are being disobedient.”

“He won’t be happy,” warned Lucia.

The threat of telling Gulliver about her resistance sent a cold ripple of discomfort through her body. The sensation was more than fear manifesting. The collar banded around her slender neck was warning her not to disobey.

“Alright, no need for snitching,” said Brigitte and she climbed awkwardly onto the stone slab and rolled onto her back. Melora and Lucia worked quickly to bind her wrists and ankles to the iron ring in each corner of the slab. This spread her limbs wide and exposed her cunt in a helpless way. She tried to remain calm, but it wasn’t working. Her soft breasts jiggled with shocks of tension and rose and fell with the growing heaviness of her breathing. “Why… why do you need to do this?”

“Shhhh, it’s all part of the process, sweetie,” said Lucia.

“The body must be made to suffer before it can know pleasure,” added Melora, giving Brigitte a tight, cruel smile.

“Suffer? I don’t like the sound of thaaAAAHHHH!”

She was interrupted by tickling on the arch of one foot. Then the other. Then both at the same time. She lifted her head to see Melora and Lucia each wielding a long white feather and tickling the arches of her feet. The sensation was excruciating, first making her laugh, then cry, then struggle wildly against the restraints.

“No more, please,” she gasped, bucking her hips and making her soft tits bounce and splash with her violent motion. “Noooo! It’s too much!”

“We’re just getting started, sweetie,” giggled Lucia.

It was torture, just not the kind she had been expecting. They moved up her body, teasing her with the feathers, with their fingers, and even with their tongues. They licked and kissed and sucked at her naked flesh, eliciting cries of desire and tickled shock and pleasure. The feathers teased at her cunt. At her clit. Her nipples. Lucia kissed her as Melora flicked her feather against Brigitte’s nipples and then circled her areolas slowly.

A few minutes of this might have been an exciting prelude to something more, but it carried on for seemingly hours. They knew exactly how to slowly coax her to the brink of an orgasm and then, just as she was bucking her hips and straining at the ropes, withdraw their hot tongues, stroking fingers, and teasing feathers to move to another part of her body.

When they untied her, she thought she was finally being set free, but they only turned her over to inflict similar teasing on her back, her bottom, and her cunny from behind. She began to sweat from the exertion of fighting against the ropes and trying to find some friction that would allow her to cum. She never found it. Even after hours of sweat-drenched pleading.

At last, with candles burning low and Brigitte’s shuddering body gleaming with a coating of sweat, they untied her and helped her off the slab.

“What are you going to do with me now?” she moaned. “Please… can I cum?”

“Very soon,” said Melora. “We need to get you dressed in your uniform and then you may entertain the guests.”

“What… do you mean by entertain them?” asked Brigitte, still in a daze after the hours of pleasurable torture.

She received her answer as she arrived at Gulliver’s party. Numerous men and a few women were in attendance, most of them well-dressed and older. They admired Brigitte in her revealing maid costume as she moved among them with a tray of drinks and then hors d’oeuvres. She heard them talking about her like some piece of meat or an animal. Talking about her “prime rump” and her “well-formed flanks” on display beneath her tiny skirt and her “plentiful breasts” that Melora had insured where fairly overflowing the cups of her bodice.

Though she felt she should be offended, the comments excited her and made her flush with desire. She found herself standing close to them and encouraging them with her movements to reach out and touch her. Some took her up on the unspoken offer, running their hand up her leg to her hip, reaching around to squeeze her bottom, or even groping her breasts. She thrust her cunny at them, hoping someone would take her up on that offer and finally help her to cum. None groped between her legs.

One woman, plump and in middle age, but still quite beautiful in her corseted dress, grasped Brigitte firmly and smothered her lips in a deep tongue kiss. The older woman smelled strongly of perfume and her hot, thick tongue tasted of the wine.

“Mmmmmm, you’re different,” declared the woman. “Maybe you really are an eromancer like I heard rumored. Is it so?”

“I don’t… I don’t know, miss,” said Brigitte, breathless after the kiss. “I have some weird power. I guess it’s—”

Before she could fully explain, a loud bell began to toll and quieted down the party guests. The murmur of conversation died away and all attention fell upon Gulliver as the host finally descended the stairs to greet his guests. He was no longer floating but had dressed himself in a ridiculous bit of fur-lined finery. It reminded Brigitte of a cross between a classical depiction of a wizard and a Siberian in a giant fur hat.

“Welcome, everyone! I know you are all anxious for the evening’s entertainment, and I do not want to disappoint.” He surveyed the guests and maids, and his gaze finally fell upon Brigitte. “Would you join me, my dear?”

“Um, yes, master,” she said, setting down her serving tray and hastening to his side.

“This is Brigitte,” said Gulliver. He put an arm around her and pulled her close as he continued to address his guests. “She became very indebted to me recently and has joined my house staff. It was only after she began working for me that I learned Brigitte here is none other than one of those most precious and rare commodities: an eromancer!”

Gasps and even a scattering of applause went up from the guests. Brigitte’s face grew hot as she realized he was telling his guests that when she had sex with someone they gained magical powers. It all seemed so ridiculous and stupid to Brigitte, but she had seen enough to know it was true.

“I would like to demonstrate her powers for you now,” said Gulliver.

“I volunteer!” shouted one man. Several others, laughing and shouting, volunteered as well until Gulliver held up his hand to quiet them.

“She is indebted to me,” said Gulliver. “Witness the power she gives to me!”

He grabbed hold of Brigitte’s apron and roughly stripped it down, completely exposing her soft, heavy breasts and stiff pink nipples. She was still on the edge of cumming from her long torture and the occasional caresses of the guests. He yanked again and tore her skirt from her hips, leaving her in stockings and sheer panties. Another rip and the panties were gone too, the fleeting pressure of the fabric against her clit nearly enough to make her cum.

She collapsed, falling forward onto her hands and knees and presenting her round ass to Gulliver with desperate lust. She was panting, face hot with need, unable to look at the crowd watching her. She could hear them though. Hear them calling her a slut and a well-trained whore.

Gulliver gloated as he freed his cock from his costume and pressed the fat head to her slit. She whimpered with need, “Please, master, fuck me!” She was already twitching her hips and rubbing her slick seam against his tip and the underside of his cock.

“She is so eager to serve,” said Gulliver. “Thanks to her need and this lovely body, I will hold the eromancer’s power whenever I wish.”

He steadied her with one fat, extravagantly ringed hand on her lower back. It stopped her hips wagging. His cock pressed at her entrance and then past her folds. She gasped, surrendering to being fucked by this fat old merchant in front of dozens of party guests. Offering her ripe young body to him with breathless eagerness. Her hips rocking back. Her ass colliding with him. Her cunt, so tight and slick, gripping around his throbbing girth.

“Ohhhhhh masssstterrrr!” cried Brigitte, unable to hold back. She bucked wildly, her tits swinging and flopping beneath her as she thrust onto Gulliver’s fat cock. “I’m cummmmming!”

This sudden, rapid orgasm prompted delighted laughter from the crowd. They had no idea that she had been primed for hours by Melora and Lucia. They thought that Gulliver was some incredible lover who managed to make his beautiful servant climax in twenty strokes.

She didn’t care what they thought. She howled with ecstasy, bucking hard back against him. Throttled with the intensity of her pleasure. Waves of orgasm crashing through her as she at last experienced some relief.

The collar only heightened her ecstasy, seeming to sense that her pleasure came in service to her master. Her obedient cunt fluttered and flexed around Gulliver’s thrusting cock.

The beefy merchant cried out exultantly, his bollocks tight, his cock tensed, and his hands gripping Brigitte’s hips tightly as he slammed into her. With a final roar, he unloaded his seed into her cunt. Pump after hot pump of his warm sperm spurted into her eager, clutching cunt. Her orgasm, still at a peak, soared even higher, and she felt the power flowing from her body into her master.

Gulliver emptied his bollocks into Brigitte and then unsheathed his cock. She fell forward, face down and dripping with his spunk. He staggered back, laughing, spreading his arms and causing lightning to shoot from his fingers. The bolt struck the candelabrum hanging overhead and instantly ignited all the candles except the last to be struck, which simply exploded into a spatter of hot wax. He began to float above Brigitte, his cock still dripping, laughing with the power he had just absorbed.

His show of the eromancer’s gift dazzled the guests and the hall of his mansion filled with their applause. Brigitte remained beneath him, face down and bottom raised, her cunt still twitching with need as she felt the warm trickle of his spunk from her freshly fucked folds. The aristocrats and nobles were awestruck by Gulliver’s new power. Even coming from another world, Brigitte knew she had just elevated her master into the stratosphere of this strange society.
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The Cream of the Crop

The morning sun had barely begun to threaten the horizon when Brigitte Windsor was shaken awake. She groaned, burrowing her face into the pillow, forgetting who and where she was. A heavy hand smacked her bottom through the thin sheets, startling her into a sitting position.

“Up, girl! Your new morning chores await you,” Gulliver barked.

Brigitte rubbed the sleep from her eyes, her blonde pigtails a mess. She was still wearing the stockings and garters and nothing else that she had passed out in after the party, though one stocking had rolled down to her ankle during the night.

“Master?” she mumbled, the debtor’s collar at her throat humming with a low vibration that forced her to pay attention to the fat merchant looming over her bed.

“My stock is low,” Gulliver declared, pacing the small servant’s quarters with a ledger in his hand. “The party wiped me out. Gluttonous nobles drank nearly four gallons of the vintage reserve. I have orders to fill for the capital, and the cellar is dry.”

“The cellar?” Brigitte yawned. “You want me to fetch wine?”

“Wine? Bah! Any peasant can stomp grapes,” Gulliver scoffed. “I’m talking about my most lucrative product. The Succubus Milk. You remember it, don’t you? You guzzled enough of it at the tavern before you became my property.”

Brigitte flushed. She did remember. The warm, frothy, impossibly sweet liquid that had made her body hum with heat.

“I need you to put on a uniform and go down to the sub-basement and restock the supply,” Gulliver said, tossing a ring of heavy iron keys onto the mattress. “Fyssera is her name. She’s... temperamental. And she’s clever, so she’ll smell an eromancer a mile away. She’ll yield more for you than she does for my stable boys.”

He leaned in close, his sour breath washing over her face. His expression hardened, the jovial fat uncle facade dropping to reveal the greedy miser beneath.

“And listen to me closely, Brigitte. That milk is worth fifty gold traloons a pint. It is my liquid fortune. You are to milk her, collect every drop, and bring it to the cooling larder. If I find even a drop missing... if I smell it on your breath... the consequences will be severe. Your debt is already astronomical. Do not add to it by eating the inventory.”

Brigitte nodded quickly. “Yes, Master. I won’t drink it. I promise.”

“See that you don’t.” He swatted her ass one last time for good measure. “Get to it.”

The sub-basement was nothing like the wine cellar. As Brigitte descended the spiraling stone stairs, the air grew thick and humid, clinging to her exposed skin like a damp sheet. The smell hit her next. Not the musty cellar smell, but a heavy, cloying scent of musk, blooming flowers, and something very raunchy, like the smell of sex hanging in a bedroom with the windows closed.

The room was lit by low-burning red lanterns. In the center, shackled to a padded wooden frame that looked disturbingly like a torture device, was the source of Gulliver’s fortune.

Fyssera was almost terrifying in her beauty. Her skin was the color of a deeply ripe strawberry, so red that it seemed almost to darken to purple, and her hair was a cascade of midnight silk that fell over her shoulders. Curving horns swept back from her forehead, and her eyes burned with a predatory yellow luminescence. She was naked, her curvaceous body glistening with sweat, her heavy breasts straining against the gravity of her position bent forward over the frame.

She lifted her head as Brigitte stepped into the light, her nostrils flaring.

“Mmmm,” Fyssera purred, her voice a sultry rasp that seemed to vibrate in Brigitte’s chest. “Fresh meat. Gulliver usually sends me the pimply stable boys with their cold hands and their spurting cocks. Today I get a slave. But you... you smell different.”

Brigitte set the two large silver buckets down on the stone floor, trying to ignore the way the succubus was looking at her.

“I’m just here to do a job,” Brigitte said, her voice wavering.

“Mmmmm, it’s magic I smell on you,” Fyssera continued, ignoring her. She strained against her chains, the metal clinking softly. “And you smell like Gulliver’s lust. He’s been using you, hasn’t he? Breeding you? No, you’re not bred yet. I can smell his old, musty spunk all over you though, little cow.”

“I’m not a cow,” Brigitte snapped, though the insult stung because she felt exactly like livestock in this house. “You’re the cow! I’m an eromancer.”

“An eromancer?” Fyssera threw her head back and laughed, a sound that was half-moan. “And yet here you are, carrying buckets for an intolerable pig like Gulliver! What a waste of potential. Well, come on then, eromancer. My tits are aching. Unless you just came down here to stare?”

Brigitte swallowed hard and approached the demon. Up close, the heat radiating from Fyssera was intense. Brigitte positioned the first bucket beneath the succubus’s chest and reached out with trembling hands.

Fyssera’s skin was impossibly soft, hot to the touch. As soon as Brigitte’s fingers brushed against the heavy, swollen flesh of the succubus’s breast, Fyssera let out a sharp hiss of pleasure.

“That’s it,” Fyssera whispered. “Don’t be gentle. Squeeze them. You’ll have to be rough on me to get every drop.”

Brigitte averted her gaze from the glowing stare of the succubus and began to knead the soft flesh, working her thumbs into the glands as she had seen dairy maids do with cows in movies. A stream of thick, pearlescent white liquid shot from the succubus’s nipple, pinging loudly against the bottom of the silver bucket.

The scent exploded into the air instantly. Vanilla, honey, and raw, unfiltered arousal.

“Does it make your own tits ache, eromancer?” Fyssera taunted as Brigitte fell into a rhythm. “Knowing you’re just a servant milking a monster? Look at you, drooling over it. You remember the taste, don’t you?”

Brigitte’s mouth watered. The collar around her neck pulsed, confusing her brain. The magic in the milk called to the magic in her blood. She wanted to dip her finger in the stream, just for a taste, but Gulliver’s threat rang in her ears.

“I’m not going to drink it,” Brigitte muttered, more to herself than the demon.

“Pity,” Fyssera sighed, watching Brigitte with half-lidded eyes. “It’s the best batch I’ve made in months. Sweet as sin.”

It took nearly twenty minutes to fill the first bucket. Squeezing and tugging and stretching. Massaging taut flesh until it slackened. Brigitte’s forearms burned from the effort, and the humid air had plastered her maid uniform to her body. She stood up to cap the bucket, wiping sweat from her brow.

“Alright,” Brigitte said, breathless. “I think that’s it.”

“Not quite,” Fyssera purred.

Brigitte looked up. “The bucket is full.”

“The top tap is dry, perhaps,” Fyssera said, a wicked grin spreading across her face, showing off sharp, white fangs. “But the reserve is overflowing. And Gulliver always demands the premium blend.”

Before Brigitte could ask what she meant, Fyssera shifted her feet wider and worked her hips back so that something beneath her abdomen slid off the bench. Something as big as Brigitte’s forearm angled downward between the red thighs of the succubus.

Brigitte gasped and took a step back.

Between the succubus’s legs, forced downward by the bench from a nest of dark fur, was a thick, throbbing cock. It was substantial, nearly as thick as Brigitte’s wrist, with fat crown that flattened abruptly almost like a beast’s cock. That flattened tip was gleaming with moisture, and visibly twitching with need.

“You... you have a...”

“A cock?” Fyssera laughed. “Best of both worlds, darling. Now, bring that other bucket closer. This cream doesn’t come out with just a squeeze. You really have to, mmmmm, work for it.”

Brigitte stared at the member. It was beautiful in a bizarre way, sleek and red, with a flared head that was already leaking clear, sticky fluid that gathered with gravity. Brigitte knelt beside the curve of Fyssera’s shapely hip and stared down at the massive cock.

“I... I can’t,” Brigitte stammered.

“Gulliver will be very disappointed if you come back with half the order,” Fyssera warned, her voice dropping an octave. “He might even send you back down here to stay. I’d like that. I could use a toy.”

Brigitte grabbed the empty pail with a shaking hand. She pulled it between the feet of the succubus as she tried not to stare at that obscenely, beautifully massive organ between Fyssera’s thighs.

“I can usually persuade the stable boys to use their mouths, but use your hand if you must, Fyssera sneered, looking down at her. “But be careful. It’s sensitive.”

Brigitte reached out and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. It was extremely warm, much hotter than a human body, and somehow both soft on its surface and steely hard at its core. She gasped with effort and gave a hesitant tug.

“Harder!” Fyssera groaned, bucking her hips. “Gods, you’re useless with your hands. Is this how you service your master? No wonder he’s always so cranky.”

Brigitte frowned and pumped her hand faster, the friction making a wet, slapping sound.

“Useless,” Fyssera hissed. “My cock needs warmth, you stupid slut. It needs suction.”

“No,” Brigitte said, panting as the pheromones coming off the demon clouded her mind. “I have to catch the... the milk.”

“So you spit it out of your mouth into the pail. I’m sure a little eromancer drool won’t bother Gulliver’s customers.” Fyssera stomped a foot impatiently, leaning to the side as far as the chains would allow to get a better view of Brigitte. “Open up. Let me see how deep an Eromancer can take it.”

“I can’t... I’m not allowed...”

“It tastes like pure magic, pretty little piglet,” Fyssera cooed. “Better than the breast milk. It’s concentrated demonic power. One taste... just one taste, and you’ll feel like a queen.”

Brigitte’s resolve shattered. The smell was overpowering, a sweet, musky ambrosia that short-circuited her brain. Her eromancer blood screamed for the magical essence.

She bent low and leaned her head between the pail and the dangling head of Fyssera’s huge, red cock.

“Yes,” Fyssera hissed triumphantly as Brigitte leaned closer.

Brigitte couldn’t stop herself. She parted her lips and with a moan engulfed the red head of the succubus’s cock. The flat, spongy tip hit her tongue, along with the flavor, instantly soaking her tastebuds with a sugary, fizzing slime. She closed her lips and sucked, her surprised moan growing louder and her eyes rolling back in her head.

“That’s it,” Fyssera groaned, her hips rolling to push herself deep in Brigitte’s mouth. “Suck it, you greedy little eromancer slut. Drain my cock milk. Ohhhh…”

Brigitte bobbed her head, losing herself in the sensation. It was unlike any man she had ever been with. The texture was smoother, the pulses of energy radiating from the shaft making her whole body tingle. For several minutes, the sinful room filled with the wanton slurping of the eromancer. She even began to rub a hand between her legs as she slurped and moaned and drooled while sucking the huge cock hanging between the thighs of the succubus.

“Keep going!” Fyssera groaned, straining against the rack. “My special milk is coming. You want it all, don’t you? That’s right! Keep sucking!”

Fyssera’s hips shook the rack and bench violently, her bollocks throbbed, and a torrent of hot, thick succubus cum erupted into Brigitte’s mouth. It was heavier and sweeter than human semen, spurting like warmed condensed milk down Brigitte’s eager throat. She gulped each spurt, sucking and moaning around the pumping cock and drinking ever gush of the succubus’s load.

But the flow didn’t stop.

“More!” Fyssera cried. “I’m not done! Keep sucking!”

Usually, a man went soft after he came. Fyssera only seemed to get harder. The succubus kept pumping, and Brigitte kept swallowing, trapped in a gluttonous trance. Rubbing at her cunt and feeling the slick folds of her pussy quiver with pleasure.

“Drink it down,” Fyssera laughed, watching Brigitte’s throat work. “Be a good little piggy. Make room for more!”

Time lost its meaning. Brigitte was vaguely aware that her stomach was becoming distended, sloshing with the sheer volume of fluid she was consuming. How could so much be coming from those bollocks? She didn’t know, but she knew she couldn’t stop. She felt drunk, high on the aether, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glazed.

“Again!” Fyssera commanded. “Drain me dry! I’ve been saving this for weeks!”

Brigitte couldn’t have stopped if she wanted to. She was drowning in pleasure and cream, her belly tight and full, her mind completely blank save for the need to swallow. She was not sure how long she pleasured Fyssera and drank the forbidden milk of her cock.

The sound of the heavy iron door slamming open broke the spell.

“What is taking so long?” Gulliver’s voice boomed through the cellar. “I expected that milk an hour ago!”

He stopped dead in his tracks.

Brigitte was slumped against Fyssera’s thighs, her maid’s skirt hiked up around her waist, one hand still idly moving in her panties. She looked dazed, a line of white fluid trailing from the corner of her mouth down to her chin. Her stomach pressed visibly against the fabric of her apron, bloated and round.

The pail for the special milk lay on its side, bone dry.

Gulliver’s face turned a shade of purple that matched the succubus’s skin. He looked from the empty jar to Fyssera’s satisfied, panting form, and then to Brigitte’s distended belly.

“Where...” Gulliver sputtered, his voice trembling with rage. “Where is my inventory?”

Fyssera let out a low, throaty laugh. “Your little pet was thirsty, merchant. She swallowed every drop. Five rounds, wasn’t it, darling? Or did we get to six?”

Brigitte hiccuped. A small bubble of white fluid escaped her lips. She looked up at Gulliver, her eyes swimming.

“I...” She tried to speak, but a wet burp interrupted her, tasting of sweet cream. “I’m sorry, Master. It... it just happened.”

“It just happened?” Gulliver roared. He marched over and grabbed Brigitte by the arm, hauling her to her feet. She swayed, clutching her heavy stomach. “That was five hundred traloons worth of product! You drank a small fortune!”

“It was... really good,” Brigitte mumbled stupidly, the magic making her bold.

“I don’t care if it tasted like the nectar of the gods!” Gulliver shouted. He looked at her stomach, and the rage in his eyes shifted. It didn’t disappear, but it was joined by a dark, hungry gleam.

“Look at you,” he sneered, poking her bloated belly with a fat finger. “Full to the brim with my profits. You gluttonous little thief.”

“I think I’m going to be sick,” Brigitte groaned. The richness of the succubus cum was starting to settle, turning from a magical high into a heavy, churning nausea. It was too much. Too rich.

“Oh no you don’t,” Gulliver snarled. He dragged her toward the door. “You aren’t going to spill a single drop of that expensive meal on the floor. If you like sucking cock so much that you’ll steal from me, you can finish the job properly.”

“Master, please,” Brigitte whined, stumbling after him as he pulled her up the stairs to his private study. “My stomach... it hurts. I’m full.”

“I don’t care,” Gulliver grunted, shoving her into the room and slamming the door. He waddled over to his desk and leaned back against it, unbuckling his belt with frantic haste. “You owe me, Brigitte. And since you have no money, you pay in trade.”

He dropped his trousers, revealing his thick, hairy thighs and his semi-hard cock. It was a stark, horrible contrast to the beautiful member Brigitte had just been servicing. Gulliver smelled of old sweat and cheese.

“On your knees,” he commanded.

Brigitte hesitated, clutching her stomach. “I... I really might be sick. It’s sloshing around in there.”

“If you dare vomit up my profits, I will make you lick it back up off the rug,” Gulliver threatened, grabbing the back of her head. “Now open that thieving mouth.”

Brigitte squeezed her eyes shut and opened her mouth. Gulliver didn’t wait. He thrust his hips forward, burying his fat cock in her mouth.

It was awful. The taste of him clashed violently with the lingering sweetness of the succubus milk. He tasted sour and salty. Brigitte gagged, her stomach contracting violently, threatening to purge the seeming gallons of fluid she had ingested.

“Keep it down!” Gulliver shouted, slapping the top of her head. “Suck! Work for it!”

Brigitte forced herself to swallow around his girth, tears streaming down her face. Every thrust of his hips jostled her full stomach, sending waves of nausea rolling through her. She had to fight every instinct to retch, terrified of what he would do if she made a mess.

Gulliver groaned, watching her face turn a sickly shade of green as she worked him. The sight of her suffering, bloated with the milk he had been denied, aroused him more than the act itself.

“That’s it,” he panted, his hands tightening in her pigtails. “You hold it in. You keep my property inside you where it belongs.”

He began to fuck her face in earnest, showing no mercy for her discomfort. Brigitte whimpered around his cock, her hands resting on her distended belly, feeling the heavy liquid churn with every impact.

“I’m gonna... Ah! I’m gonna fill you up too!” Gulliver bellowed.

He slammed his hips against her face one last time, holding her there as he erupted. His cum was bitter and hot, coating the back of her throat. Brigitte gagged violently, her eyes bulging, but Gulliver held her mouth shut, forcing her to swallow his load on top of the succubus’s donation.

He finally pulled back, leaving her gasping and coughing on the floor. She curled into a ball, clutching her stomach, miserable and sticky and incredibly full.

Gulliver waved a hand and his trousers buttoned themselves back up with a lazy flourish of secondhand magic. He gazed down at Brigitte with a satisfied smirk.

“Let that be a lesson to you, eromancer,” he said, catching his breath. “The next time you get hungry, you ask permission. Now, get out of my sight and let that potent succubus cum digest. I expect you to have absorbed enough magic from that feast to be useful for my trip to Thurn.”

Brigitte groaned, too sick to answer, as the magical energy of the milk began to seep into her veins, promising power she would inevitably be forced to give back to him.
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An Unexpected Destination

Brigitte Windsor was starting to doubt she would ever be able to call her father. Not from the town of Henwik and certainly not from Gulliver’s manor.

It had taken two weeks with the fat old merchant Gulliver for Bridgitte to realize that she was not going to be set free. The stupid world or video game or wherever it was she was trapped had made her an eromancer and as an eromancer Gulliver coveted the power she could give him as much as he lusted after her luscious body. Worse than his constant kissing, fondling, and fucking was that she had no escape to modesty.

She was forced to wear all sorts of revealing costumes, but most often the fluffy maid’s uniform that left her large breasts prominently exposed and had a frilly skirt so short that she might as well have been wearing nothing but stockings below the waist. Her eromancer’s costume she had been given when she showed up in this stupid video game reality would have been like loose-fitting pajamas compared to what Gulliver liked her to wear when he paraded her around to his friends.

She wanted to break free or maybe even get revenge on her fat master, but every time she thought too much about escaping, the stupid collar on her neck made her feel the desire to please and obey him. She wished she could talk to Bognard, her magical talking staff, to get some advice. At least he seemed to be on her side. Even if he was a wooden stick with an ugly troll head on top.

“There you are,” rumbled Gulliver, waddling into the bath chamber where Brigitte was trying to take a bath. “Get out of that tub and dry yourself off. I have a meeting with Lord Pislov of Kodovek and I need my magic powers to make a good impression. He’s going to let me push out one of the merchant combines and take over their tower in the capital. Thanks to you, my pretty pet, my wealth has quadrupled in the past weeks.”

Brigitte had developed complicated feelings about Gulliver. He disgusted her and made her pleasure him in all sorts of demeaning ways. Most demeaning of all was when he took her somewhere to show off to someone he wanted to impress. He would make her wear some humiliating costume, usually her open-cupped maid’s uniform, and then command her to have sex with him so that he could gain magical powers.

He then used these powers to intimidate his rivals or win over his friends. Brigitte, usually dripping with the nasty old merchant’s cum, was relegated to serving as his prop. Yes, he disgusted her, but she also experienced intense pleasure and a bizarre thrill every time she gave him magical powers. She couldn’t explain why. Gulliver was about a two out of ten on the hotness scale. But every time she gave up her power, she had this intense, profound orgasmic experience that left her craving more.

That, plus the collar, plus all the spanking and other forms of discipline, kept her obedient to Gulliver no matter how much he disgusted her. He smirked at her and ogled her shapely young body as she toweled off and began to dress in the clothes he had picked out for her to wear. As she had expected, it was a variation on her maid’s uniform. This version with a sheer bra and panty combo to wear with her open-cupped bodice and frilly skirt and providing her with the slightest hint of modesty.

“Hurry and fix your hair,” he said, palming her breast and giving her a hot, disgusting tongue-kiss. “The carriage will be waiting.”

Lord Pislov turned out to be another old pig that Gulliver wanted to impress. He dressed in finery, his barrel chest festooned with medals and his big, bushy mustache reminding Brigitte of a walrus. He was the sort of man she would have ruthlessly mocked in her former life. But in this life, she stood holding a serving tray, her pink nipples stiff and her skirt tilting whenever she offered a drink to give a view of her bottom to anyone behind her.

“With an eromancer in my employ, my business cannot fail,” boasted Gulliver. “I can use my powers to ward off competitors, even dangerous ones, and I can use magic to oversee my empire from hallway across Aropa.”

“And all you need to do is have your way with this pretty girl?” Lord Pislov chuckled. “How fortunate you are that she fell into your grasp.”

“Yes, lord,” said Gulliver, reaching around Brigitte to crush her breasts in his hands. “And how fortunate for you that we can enter into a business arrangement. Shall I show you how my powers work?”

Brigitte’s breath caught in her throat. She knew from several “demonstrations” just what this would mean. Lord Pislov sat back in his chair, a twinkle in his eye as he fondled his mustache and watched.

Gulliver groped her and undressed her and bent her over the table only a few paces away from Lord Pislov. He bared her plush bottom and spanked it to make her whimper and moan. He stroked her slender neck and then grabbed her pigtails, using them for leverage as he fed the thick head of his cock into her cunt. She was already wet for him. She had no choice in the matter. Her breath escaped her in a gasp as his flabby hips hammered against her ass and his cock plundered her tight young cunt.

Gulliver’s blubbery bulk fell against her back and he pressed a kiss to her ear. His hot words tickled her neck as his cock plunged into her pussy. Disgusting, yes, but the collar made everything feel so deliciously good.

“Make some noise,” he growled, wheezing slightly as he hunched against her back and slammed his cock home again. “Put on a good show for Lord Pislov.”

“OHHHHHHhhhhHHH yessSSSSsss!” cried Brigitte, letting the collar’s impulses fuel her exaggerated ecstasy. “Oh, Master Gulliver, your big, nasty dick feels so good pounding into my tight little pussy.”

“Not like that! Use the words I told you.” He growled, reaching around to roughly squeeze one of her breasts.

“Oooooh!” she moaned, feeling a pang of pleasure and turning into more ecstasy as she wailed and pushed back against him. “Your glorious pillar of manhood drives me mad with pleasure, Master Gulliver! Please! Take my tender quim with your cock flush!”

“Cockflesh!” He snapped his hips forward and spanked her ass with them. He at least stood upright, taking his sweaty weight off her back as he used the handles of her pigtails to intensify his thrusts. The dining room of Lord Pislov’s chateau filled with the sounds of pleasure. At last, Gulliver let out a guttural roar and let loose with his climax. Hot cum pumped into the depths of Brigitte’s pussy as she felt the ecstasy of her magic flowing back into him. A thunderclap signaled the full transfer.

At last, Gulliver drew his cock from her dripping depths and stood back, holding up a hand to show the flicker of magic that played around his fingers. Then he pulled on his trousers and set about showing off, casting illusions and conjuring knickknacks to amuse Lord Pislov.

The lord was so impressed with the magic tricks that an agreement was signed right there, with Brigitte still bent over the table and dripping with spunk, to allow Gulliver to open a shop in some city called Thurn. She had never heard of the place, but Gulliver was in such a good mood that he even permitted Brigitte to relax and enjoy some of the leftovers from the feast.

The next day, however, the hard work began.

Brigitte learned that she would be riding in a caravan along with Gulliver to travel to Thurn. That it would take many days to reach the distant city and that she would be expected to serve and entertain her master. Her talking staff, Bognard, was brought along, but kept under wraps and stored in a chest in one of the freight wagons. At least she was given a traveling cloak to wear over her maid’s uniform. It still revealed a bit too much of her bust, but at least it was PG-13 instead of R-rated.

By afternoon, the caravan was ready to depart, and Gulliver was enjoying the view from the carriage as Brigitte knelt between his legs and slurped on his cock. He hadn’t bathed since the night before, so the lingering stink of sex was caught in his pubic hair. It made her want to gag and remember why she hated the man. She was almost relieved when he had her turn around and sit on his cock so he could spank her bottom while she bounced on him.

When he cried out and pumped her full of his cum, she felt the familiar surge of pleasure and magic flooding into him. He left her gasping and amused himself with his temporary magic.

This pattern repeated for several more days. Brigitte waited on Gulliver hand and foot, cleaning his boots, bathing him with a washcloth or with her mouth, dressing him, undressing him, feeding him, and fucking him whenever he pleased. The comforts of civilization faded away as the wilderness grew wilder. The guards for the caravan became tense.

“Bandits,” explained a handsome, roguish outrider named Kelvik, his horse moving alongside the carriage. “They can use the fog to cover an attack. Orcs and goblins mainly. The worst are the scale skins. Don’t want to tangle with the cold bloods.”

“You mean… monsters?” Brigitte gasped in wonder.

“Aye, some would call them such,” replied Kelvik. “But worry not, miss. We are experienced escorts. If they try an ambush, they’re the fools. We won’t let them near you.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Brigitte, smiling and feeling a swell of attraction towards Kelvik.

“Good, good, stay vigilant,” ordered Gulliver, drawing the curtains on the carriage windows, and reaching out to grope and kiss Brigitte’s breasts.

He was snoring after a good rut with Brigitte when the attack came. Shouts rang out from the escorts and a warning bell sounded. Brigitte drew back the curtain as Gulliver stirred on the bench.

“Hmmmm? What is it?” he demanded, his trousers still unbuttoned, and his flaccid cock stuck to one hairy thigh with a tacky smear of discharge.

“Ugly little green men,” gasped Brigitte, staring out at the scrawny, screeching figures charging out of the foggy woods. “Some of them are riding wolves!”

“Not to worry,” grunted Gulliver, sitting forward and struggling to get his belt buckled. “Kill a few goblins and the rest will break and—”

The glass of one of the windows shattered, and an arrow pierced the carriage. It struck the seat scarcely an inch from Gulliver’s head. He looked over at it dumbly, eyes going cross as he stared at the feather fletching quivering at the end of the arrow’s shaft.

Brigitte began to scream as the sounds of battle filled the air outside the carriage. Men were desperately fighting and dying against a seeming horde of goblins.

“W-what do we do?” cried Brigitte, suddenly very afraid for her life.

Gulliver leapt across the carriage at her, pushing her back onto the seat. He roughly yanked her skirt up, then tore down his trousers and grabbed his flaccid cock. He began jerking it desperately.

“What are you doing?” cried Brigitte.

“Quickly, take off your cloak! Show me your breasts!”

She pulled off her cloak, realizing that Gulliver meant to use his magic to defend the caravan. But do that, as battle raged desperately outside, she would need to help him cum. She sat up even as he reached down with one hand and roughly groped her breasts. Squeezing and pinching her painfully as she pushed aside the hand on his cock and slurped his flaccid prick into her mouth. Several seconds of intense sucking was enough to arouse him.

Gulliver pushed Brigitte back onto the seat again. As screams and savage goblin war whoops intensified, Gulliver grabbed his spit-wet cock and guided it to her cunt. He began to desperately thrust, leaning over her and kissing her in a messy, haphazard way. Something clanged against the carriage. Another arrow scattered glass on the big merchant’s clothes. He kept thrusting. His face beet red and his eyes wild with desperation.

“Beg for it,” he gasped.

“Yes, master, cum for me,” moaned Brigitte. “Take all that magic and save us!”

“Ahhhhhhhh!” He thrust with intense effort, his body straining heavily atop her as he finally hilted in her depths and unleashed his hot seed. As his oily cum gushed against her backwalls, Brigitte felt the sudden flow of magic into merchant. He threw back his head, eyes aglow, and there was a thunderclap that blew out the reimaging glass and burst open the carriage doors as his aether was fully activated.

Gulliver sat back on the seat, smiling.

“Now do something,” cried Brigitte, the fat merchant’s spunk drooling from her folds.

“Of course,” said Gulliver, mopping sweat from his forehead with a handkerchief. He waved the lacy, sweat-damp cloth in the air and snapped his fingers.

And he was gone. Not even a flash of light or anything. He was just gone.

“What… the fuck?” said Brigitte, staring in disbelief at the spot where Gulliver had been sitting.

More arrows thumped into the cushions that still bore the faint indentation of the fat merchant. That turned Brigitte’s disbelieving anger into fear. She rolled sideways, out of the carriage and onto the ground, her breasts still exposed and her thighs slick with Gulliver’s cum.

She stumbled over a goblin’s corpse and then fell to her knees beside a dead outrider. A snarling dire wolf leapt at her head and was smashed aside by a studded mace. A man grabbed Brigitte under one arm and hauled her back to her feet. She looked up and saw the handsome guard she had flirted with before. Kelvik.

“Are you hurt?” he asked.

“N-no,” said Brigitte. “Master Gulliver took my power and… he’s gone. Disappeared.”

“Took your power? Now? In the middle of all this?”

“I think… I could give it to you too.”

They both looked about. The goblins were winning with numbers and violence. The surviving guards were trying their best to form a cordon around the carriage and one of the wagons. Fighting shoulder to shoulder, most of the men were injured and goblins mounted on warg hounds kept jumping over the line to attack from behind.

“Very well,” said Kelvik, his gaze returning to Brigitte and her plump bare breasts. “We haven’t much time.”

He led her between the wagon and the carriage. Brigitte happened to bump into a chest on the baggage rack of the carriage.

“Hey, Bognard is in there,” she said, opening it and reaching inside. The staff was wrapped in a blanket, but she could still hear its muffled voice as she held it in her hands.

“No time for that,” said Kelvik, undoing his trousers and taking out a quite large prick with a tuft of blond hair at the root. “If this is going to work…”

“Right, I know what to do,” said Brigitte, setting the wrapped staff aside and dropping to a crouch in front of Kelvik. One hand grasped his shaft as her mouth descended on that thick, fresh cock.

Brigitte felt the heat of Kelvik’s cock throbbing against her tongue, the salt of his skin mixing with the metallic tang of blood in the air. The sounds of battle made her flinch, but she didn’t dare stop. Sucking off this hunk was their only chance, right? So she put all her finely-honed blowjob to work as Kelvik cradled her head with one hand and held his mace with the other.

Brigitte took him deeper, throat flexing as she swallowed around the thick length, her nails scraping along his armored thigh. She tried to ignore the gurgling scream of a dying man being brought down by a warg. All that mattered was the ragged hitch in Kelvik’s breathing, the way his fingers tightened her hair and he thrust forward to push his balls against her chin.

“Mmmmhmmm,” she moaned around him, cheeks hollowing and tongue tasting his balls.

Kelvik’s roar of pleasure was drowned out by the sounds of battle. His hips jerked forward, his cock pulsed, and he began to pump the bitter warmth of his cum into her mouth. She swallowed again and again, taking him deep to let his cum flow straight down her throat, looking up at him as she felt the magic gather inside her. It burst from her body and into his.

Just as a goblin javelin caught him in the neck. His eyes went wide and then rolled. The magic fizzled off into nothingness as Kelvik dropped to the ground, his cock slipping from Brigitte’s mouth.

“Um, Kelvik, are you okay?” she asked, looking down at him.

It was all over in moments. The last of the guards were slain and the goblins surged towards Brigitte. She screamed and tried to wield her blanket-wrapped staff, but they dragged her down. She glimpsed them in pieces as they crowded around above her. Clawed hands and yellow eyes. Long, pointed ears and fanged mouths. Skinny and mostly naked, their bodies decorated with battle trophies.

They surrounded her. Tittered madly as they groped her body and tore away most of her clothing. She was left with only a half-torn pair of panties, her debtor’s collar, and her stockings and shoes. They looted the caravan, including her staff which she could hear cursing at the horrible little green creatures. They hobbled her with ropes around her thighs and bound her arms behind her back. She could only walk with awkward, wide steps.

Then they began to march her into the mists of the dark, swampy forest.
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An Even Worse Master

The goblins were horrible, smelly, and brutish. They shoved and prodded and surrounded Brigitte as they forced her through the misty woods. She was dressed in the remains of her maid’s uniform, her breasts bare and her frilly skirt and stockings in tatters. The goblins had roughly bound her arms behind her back in a way that made her unsteady and left her breasts bouncing forward and free.

Their village, a collection of pelt-covered yurts surrounding the entrance to a dark cave, was small and dismal. Goblins young and old stared curiously at her from the flaps of their shelters as she stumbled through their midst and towards the cave.

Brigitte was not taking any of it well.

“Ew! Yuck! This whole place stinks!” she moaned. “Where are you taking me? What’s in there? Ah! Ouch! Don’t pinch me there!”

“Shut mouth,” said one of the goblins that kept poking her with his spear. He gave her a poke in the small of her back for emphasis and Brigitte yelped and stumbled and tripped. She landed on her knees in the muck and nearly toppled forward onto her face. With her arms bound behind her back, this would have been disastrous. She expected more prodding or kicks, but to her surprise one of the larger goblins got his hands under her arms and lifted her out of the mud.

“Th-thank you,” she said, looking back at him over her shoulder. There was something different about this goblin. His eyes were a more human shade than the yellow or red of most of the others. Almost a reddish brown. The goblin’s face was marred by a jagged scar from one side of his forehead down to his cheek on the opposite side. He was taller and better muscled than most. His bald head came up to Brigitte’s shoulder as she stood. 

“You meet the chief,” he said, pointing to the cave.

“The chief,” said Brigitte, looking into the yawning darkness of the cave. “Maybe… maybe he’ll show mercy?”

That made all the other goblins cackle with high-pitched, cruel laughter. The prodding and pushing resumed as they herded her towards the cave. A pair of goblins in ill-fitting, rusty armor guarded the entrance to the cave. They leered at Brigitte in a disturbing way that made the shapely eromancer want to cover herself with her arms. Too bad her hands were tied behind her back and her bare breasts were thrust forward.

The goblins watched her heaving tits like they were staring at a feast. One of the guards smacked her butt as she walked past, and the other goblins tittered with delight at her jiggling rear and the way she stumbled forward and nearly fell again.

“Ohhhh! Why do you have to be so mean to me?”

Brigitte pouted as the goblins laughed and prodded her onward deeper into the cave. The cave was warmer than she expected, almost like she was staggering into the orifice of a living body. It didn’t smell much better than that. Like a musty, piss-sour Florida beach bathroom in summer.

She passed side corridors where she heard moans and cries that sounded distinctly like human women and the squalling of babies that sounded oddly high-pitched and rasping. She also saw great piles of food and junk looted from caravans and human settlements.

Brigitte was shoved through a curtain of pelts and into a natural chamber lit by the red glow of burning braziers. The crudely chiseled statue of a huge, fat goblin dominated the room and added to its oppressive atmosphere. At the foot of this ugly statue sat an equally ugly goblin. He was old, judging by his sagging flesh and drooping ears, and fat, though not nearly so massively bellied as the statue that Brigitte realized was meant to be a depiction of this goblin.

“This must be the chief,” she murmured with understanding.

He lounged atop a throne draped in furs, a tarnished crown tilted to one side of his bald head. He stirred as she staggered towards him, his dark eyes seeming to awaken and sparkle with interest as the flames of the braziers lit Brigitte’s naked flesh in shades of red. His mouth spread into a broken-toothed grin.

“You bring pretty one today, Fedwik,” growled the chief, glancing in the direction of the goblin with the scarred face.

“She is special, Chief Durrak,” said Fedwik, bowing his head slightly. “She has magic. Might be useful to clan.”

Chief Durrak motioned and Fedwik brought Brigitte closer to the throne. She moaned and twisted against the ropes binding her wrists behind her back. This caused her breasts to sway back and forth in a way that nearly seemed to hypnotize the chief.

“Oh yes, magic, I see magic,” chuckled the chief, running a clawed hand up one of Brigitte’s torn stockings and under her tattered skirt to grab her hip. “Great power in this one. Make many pups.”

“She has slave collar already,” said Fedwik, tapping the collar around Brigitte’s slender neck. The contact sent a hot pulse from her body and a ripple of submission that made her let out a soft gasp.

Chief Durrak sat back with satisfaction, one hand reaching slowly beneath his overhanging gut to untie his filthy loincloth. The fat, green, purple-capped hose of his cock flopped free. Far larger than seemed possible given his shortness.

“Ewwwww,” said Brigitte, staring at the thick cock as it began to stir.

“On knees, witch bitch,” commanded Durrak. “Suck like good humie.”

The collar sent a hot spasm through her body and Brigitte was on her knees at the feet of the fat goblin chief before she even realized what was happening. The only courtesy was a pelt beneath her knees, at least slightly cushioning the discomfort of the rocky floor. She breathed his unwashed scent and nearly gagged. She stared at his cock and the leathery green pouch of his balls.

“Now you know place,” chortled Durrak. He reached a claw to her head and combed his fingers into her golden hair and grabbed her by her roots. His stroked his cock with his other hand, hefting it towards her face. “Suck cock, humie. Prove you belong to Durrak.”

“P-please… not that,” she moaned, trying to turn her face away from his foul cock.

“Lick,” he snarled, pulling her head lower and shoving her lips and cheek against the oozing head of his goblin cock.

Brigitte’s nostrils flared at the reek of old spunk and unclean goblin flesh, but her tongue obeyed his command. She swiped a lick beneath the bulbous purple crown of his cock. She tasted the saltiness of the slimy precum that smeared her lips. She gagged, but it was cut short as the collar sent a submissive pulse through her body.

She began to suck him. Her lips wrapping around the crown first and then sliding him deeper and deeper into her willing mouth. Her saliva at least diluting the foul taste. The goblin chief laughing with pleasure, his belly jiggling as she began to bob and softly slurp. The other goblins muttered with jealous lust. A few jeered at her and were silenced by glances from Durrak. His jagged smile returned.

“Good, good, you suck good, humie,” he groaned, watching her head move up and down with urgent rhythm and her soft lips gliding over his spit-shined green cock.

Saliva drooled helplessly down her chin as he thrust upwards into the wet heat of her mouth, his hips jerking and his gut slapping against her forehead. She no longer even wanted him to stop. She trembled with pleasure, urged on by the collar, and sucked him with growing enthusiasm. She could feel the building tension in the tightening of his clawed fingers against her scalp.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, certain her efforts were about to be rewarded with a hot gush of goblin cum. She wondered what it would taste like given how unpleasantly strong the precum smearing her tongue tasted.

But Brigitte was not to receive her first taste of a goblin’s seed just yet. Chief Durrak snarled and yanked her head upwards, popping his cock free of her wet, swollen lips.

“Turn ‘round,” he commanded. “Face down, ass up!”

The goblins chanted the command and Brigitte obeyed awkwardly with her hands still tied behind her back. She was forced down over the pelt, turning away from the chief, her breasts on the fur and her cheek on bare stone as her hips and ass were raised to present herself to the fat goblin chief.

The remnants of her skirt were yanked away, and she felt the chief drag one clawed hand down the plush swell of her bottom to squeeze the quivering heat of her cunt. He stroked his spit-wet cock and guided the bloated tip to her wet folds. There was no kindness from Durrak as he plowed his cock into Brigitte’s snug cunt. He was not so long as most of her lovers, but his cock was very thick and it brutishly stretched her wide with each stroke. His heavy balls swung against her clit, pat-pat-patting pleasure into her core with each thrust.

Every thrust drove her body forward, crushing her soft tits into the pelt as Durrak’s belly slapped against her upturned rear. His claws dug into her hips, holding her steady for the savage rhythm of his rutting. Each smack of his pelvis forced a ragged cry from her lungs.

She looked up through bleary eyes and saw Fedwik still standing over her. His eyes hooded and his expression unreadable as he watched her being rutted by the chief. The cave echoed with the lewd squelch of her abused cunt taking Durrak’s fat cock, the mingled fluids of their sex slicking her inner thighs.

“Mine,” snarled the chief. “All mine! Best cunt is mine! Humie cunt is best! GRAAAAH!”

He hunched over her with sudden ferocity, his strokes faster and more intense as his body pressed against her back. His reeking breath was hot against her neck and shoulder. His cock felt huge wedged inside her stretched walls.

“Aahhhhhh! Noooo! Pleaaaase!” She thought of those strange baby sounds and human cries she had heard in the dark cave.

“Take! Take seed!” bellowed Durrak.

There was no escape. With a final, grinding push, the chief’s cock swelled impossibly wider inside her and unleashed a flood of scalding cum that painted her inner walls. She felt each hot pulse as thick ropes filling her to the brim while the surrounding goblins howled approval.

Brigitte felt the orgasmic rush of magic as she came with the chief. Her body and very soul betraying her and her eromancer power repaying his cruelty with a magical gift. As Chief Durrak’s cum spurted against her womb, an orgasm of magically amplified intensity tore through her shapely young body. Her cunt milked his creaming cock and her asshole clenched with each rhythmic spasm.

She was still gasping and shuddering as Durrak staggered back, staring in wonder at the webs of crackling magic that stretched between his fingers. His dripping cock still semi-erect as he turned to the other goblins and declared something in their savage tongue. His eyes flashed with magical power and sparks of energy shot from his fingers. Objects and even other goblins began to levitate off the floor and spin through the cavern.

Some goblins cheered. Some cringed and hid from the magical display.

“Eromancer!” shouted Durrak. “Magic is mine! Ha ha ha!”

Tears spilled from Brigitte’s eyes as the fat chief gloated at his new power. Fedwik ignored the magical display and helped Brigitte upright on her knees. She smiled at him gratefully as she felt the chief’s foul cum leaking out of her gaping cunt.

But if she had expected a respite from her humiliation, some moment of kindness or recovery, she was quickly disappointed. The chief expended the last of his magic in a garish demonstration of sparking, fizzling discharges. Then he grabbed Brigitte roughly and began kissing her and mauling her breasts. She nearly gagged at his tongue thrusting into her mouth. Then he pulled her face back down to his cock.

“More! Make hard again!” he commanded.

And she obeyed. Finally tasting the raw, burning salty flavor of his cum clinging to that deflated cock. She worked him with her obedient mouth, coaxing him back to hardness just so he could mount her again. He filled her pussy to overflowing with another load of his seed and she gasped as she came again, feeding him with a fresh charge of magical power.

Other women were brought into the room, filthy and frightened, some bound like Brigitte and others untied and obedient. The goblins mounted these poor slaves as Brigitte continued to serve and empower the chief to one pointless display of his magical power after another. The whole while, through each degradation, each hot load of goblin cum, Brigitte saw Fedwik watching her. At first, she had taken it to be jealousy or perhaps sympathy, but over time she became convinced that it was something less kind. Something shrewd and calculating.

That goblin creep wants me for himself, she realized, though it was only a passing thought as she moved from one depravity to the next with Chief Durrak.

Hours of debauchery passed in the sweaty, red-lit heat of the cavern. Her last resistance had long since broken and she rode willingly atop the chief. She had lost count of how many times she had brought him back from flaccid exhaustion and coaxed more cum from his twitching cock. It somehow stood rigid yet again between her thighs, glistening with the discharge of their copious couplings. Each bounce of her body up and down on his lap sent her large breasts heaving and dragged her sore, froth-smeared cunt along his length. Her inner walls burned with the frequent rutting and her stiff nipples pressed to the sweaty flab of the chief.

“Good, more,” grunted Durrak, claws tightening on her plush bottom. “More magic. More cummmm! AHHH!”

His dwindling seed sputtered into her core and whisps of magic answered his orgasm. Flowing from Brigitte and into his body. His bulk shifted, gut pressing upwards against her and fingers painfully tight on her bottom. Then, as the magic entered him, he lifted her away from his lap with his will and tossed her aside.

At last, used and dripping with goblin cum, Brigitte found some rest. She was not sure when it happened, but at some point she was untied and taken to a rusty cage in the dark corner of the cavern. She slept as the festivities died away and the last of the chief’s magic and energy were expended. He began to snore in his throne as even the lustiest of the goblins spent themselves with the slave girls.

Brigitte seemed to sleep for only moments before a scraping sound awakened her in her cage. She lifted her head, wincing as the motion instantly reminded her of the pain of her repeated rutting sessions with the chief.

A figure was crouched beside her cage, swinging open the door slowly and quietly. It was Fedwick, the scarred goblin, and he grabbed her by her collar and held a knife to her cheek.

“One sound and I cut throat,” he warned, dragging her from the cage and to her feet. He shoved her forward and she limped ahead of him, through pelts draped over a doorway and into a dank side tunnel lit only by a single guttering torch.

“Here good,” he said, shoving her to the floor and down to her hands and knees with no more concern for her discomfort than Chief Durrak had shown. He clapped one hand over her mouth and pressed the blade to her throat. “Now… you give me magic.”

His hand smothered a gasp as she felt the bulge in his loincloth press against the roughly-used, tender folds of her cunt.
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To Slurp the Usurper

Brigitte struggled uncertainly for a moment with the scarred goblin called Fedwick. She was afraid to make a sound with his knife pressed to her throat, but she was still put off by his advances. She was exhausted from her long night of revelry with Chief Durrak and the many liberties he had taken with her body to toy with her magical powers. She was stronger than Fedwick, but too tired and afraid of his knife to truly fight back against him.

“Stop it,” she whispered. “I like you, but you’ll get us into trouble if you keep… mmmm… stop… mmmmm…”

Fedwick roughly covered Brigitte’s mouth with a clawed hand. Her eyes widened at his forcefulness as he shoved a bony knee into her side and growled for her simply to, “Turn over.”

There was none of the kindness she had seen in the goblin before. His beady eyes were hard and furtive, glancing about the cave as Brigitte reluctantly turned over onto her hands and knees. The rangy goblin must have weighed no more than a hundred pounds, but he pressed down roughly against her back, one hand still covering her mouth as she felt the bulge in his loincloth press against her sore entrance from behind.

“MmmmmmMMmmmm,” she murmured against his rough hand.

“Shhhhhhhh,” he hissed. “You take cock. You give magic. Then things will be right. Then I be nice to you. Maybe.”

Brigitte stopped resisting the goblin as she felt the knife leave her neck and his hand caressing the curve of her hip. He reached between them to pull aside his loincloth and the stiff head of his cock pressed against the roundness of her ass. He stroked himself, almost invading the warmth of her crack before directing his cock lower and finding the soaking wetness of her cunt.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned against his hand.

“Sh-sh-sh,” he urged, rubbing up and down her entrance. And then, with no further prelude, the little goblin’s cock was inside her. Sawing into her with a rhythm that spread her wetness over his cock and parted her sore folds wider. His strokes intensified quickly. His balls patting softly against her clit. His cock stirring the filth inside her. He didn’t seem to mind sloppy seconds. Or tenths.

“Yes. Good. Yes… shhhhh,” muttered Fedwick, pressing his lips close to Brigitte’s ear. She whimpered into his hand as his thrusts softly spanked her ass with his bony hips. His cock swelling. Pressing against her inner walls. Driving her to the brink despite her discomfort.

All the while, Chief Durrak slept under a veritable pile of his exhausted slave girls. His magical powers spent and his bloated body comatose from his exertions.

As Fedwick raced towards his climax, he finally released Brigitte’s mouth, using his hand to instead wrap in her hair and yank her head back. He bit roughly at her neck, grazing her with his sharp, uneven teeth as she felt his cock begin to throb in her depths. The first hot lash of goblin spunk against her backwalls sent a ripple of ecstasy through Brigitte’s body.

“AHHHHHHHH!” she walled, arching her back beneath Fedwick and pressing her juicy ass back against his thrusting hips.

The sound of her voice echoed through the cave. Guards stirred. Chief Durrak snorted loudly and sat up, dislodging the pile of slave girls from his belly.

“Wha? What’s that?” The chief rubbed at his eyes, still half-drunk from the revelry. The guards had taken notice of Fedwick still desperately rutting into Brigitte. But it was too late for them to intervene.

As Fedwick’s spunk continued to spurt into Brigitte’s depths, the eromancer felt a surge of pleasure and power within her body. It raced through her veins, up her spine, and into the clutching walls of her cunt. By the connection of Fedwick’s cock, a great surge of magical power entered the scrawny, scarred goblin’s body. For a moment, the cave was lit with violet flashes as though a tiny summer storm was flickering there just above the eromancer and her goblin lover.

“He take magic!” bellowed Durrak, struggling to his feet. “Fedwick traitor! Stop him! Kill traitor!”

Brigitte gasped as she felt Fedwick’s twitching cock unsheathe from her freshly creamed cunt. He rose behind her, first to his feet and then into the air with a whirling cyclone of invisible magical power. She rolled over onto her back just in time to see Fedwick extend one hand and send four of Durrak’s guards tumbling head over heels. Durrak reached for a huge, misshapen club and tried to brandish it, but before he could get anywhere near Fedwick he was pierced in a dozen places by glowing violet shards of serrated magic.

“Traitor,” gurgled Durrak, sagging to his knees and then flopping over as his blood drained out. The other guards, rallying to protect the chief, stopped advancing and began to lower their weapons. Fedwick turned to face them, magical fury glowing from his eyes. One by one, the guards fell to their knees and bowed their heads.

In seconds, it was all over. Fedwick had slain the chief and claimed the clan as his own.

To assert his claim over the clan, Fedwick stole the crude crown from Durrak and seated himself upon the dead chief’s throne. As morning rose over the goblin village, the goblins found their dead chief being tied to a totem in the center of the settlement. His body sagged grotesquely against the bonds as the goblins looked at him with confusion. Just hours earlier, he had seemed unstoppable.

They gathered in the cavern that served as the chief’s throne room to find Fedwick now seated upon the throne. Brigitte, naked and obedient, pressed against his legs as he stroked her head as though she were his pet.

“You kill chief?” croaked the shaman. “You, Fedwick?”

A mutter of disapproval was silenced by a gesture from Fedwick that conjured the brief visage of a glowing violet skull. Goblins were simple creatures. They understood the threat and that the power of magic now belonged to Fedwick.

“Durrak stupid and greedy,” declared Fedwick. “I am chief now and I will not keep power for self. I share magic. All best warriors will get magic to help in battle. Then, we conquer. We raid and capture. We make more and more breeders. Bigger and bigger tribe. Best warriors get magic! Loyal warriors!”

“I fight for you,” said Oggar, a large goblin with a jutting jaw, as he rose and saluted with a fist to his muscular chest. “I get magic?”

“You strong, Oggar,” agreed Fedwick. “You raid humans at Seahaven. Go with warriors. Raid village and it make humans mad. They send their warriors to fight us. Good, strong goblins get magic. You strong, you get magic then.”

“RAAAA!” Oggar shouted and beat his chest. “Raid the humies!”

“Raid the humies!” agreed more than a dozen other excited warriors, rising with excitement.

Brigitte came to understand that the nearby fishing village of Seahaven was never raided by the goblins because there was a castle with a garrison of human soldiers not far. The village had grown and was wealthy and full of women that the goblins coveted. But Durrak forbid any raiding out of fear of the garrison.

Unleashed by Fedwick’s new confidence, the goblins gleefully attacked.

“We wait,” said Fedwick, petting Brigitte’s head. “See who come back. You make sure I have magic.”

“What… what must I do?” asked Brigitte.

Fedwick drew aside his loincloth to show her his flaccid cock still damp with the filth of their encounter.

“Clean,” he commanded. “With mouth. Then I get magic again.”

Brigitte didn’t even bother resisting Fedwick. There was something shrewd about the little goblin. He was ambitious enough to kill his chief and claim his throne, but there was something more. He was not some beast ruled by desire. The wet slurping of Brigitte’s mouth as she tasted the remnants of filthy pleasures past clinging to Fedwick’s cock seemed to stir curiosity more than anything from the goblin.

When her licking and sucking coaxed him back to hardness, she popped him free from her mouth, asking with a hint of hope, “Do you want to fuck me?”

“I fuck later,” said Fedwick. “You suck now. Give magic.”

“Yeah, alright,” sighed Brigitte, returning her mouth to him. She pressed her soft tits against his thigh, squeezing closer as she slurped and bobbed. Her cheeks hollowed. Her head moved up and down as she looked up at her latest master. The real world seemed so far away as the sour saltiness of goblin precum burned at the back of her throat. Fedwick stroked her hair, his clawed fingers tightening against her scalp as his cock swelled.

Pulsed.

Spurted.

“Hnnnnn,” grunted the goblin as Brigitte drank his seed. She felt a rush of swirling pleasure as her magic flowed into him.

“Good, good,” he said, watching the violet energy spark from his fingers as he emptied his load into her mouth. “We try again. You keep suck, make hard.”

“Mmmm?” She had barely swallowed his load. “You want me to keep sucking?”

“Yes, human! You stupid? I test powers!” He gave her a growl and she resumed sucking. It took a bit more work this time, but she coaxed him back to hardness. This time, he insisted she wank him between her tits but told her not to put his cock in her mouth. She obeyed, though she did not fully understand why. It took a lot of stroking and bouncing and rubbing, but finally the goblin’s green cock erupted in a briny facial that spattered her cheek, closed mouth, and dripped down her chin before spilling back into her cleavage.

A fresh surge of power flooded Fedwick. It was not as intense as before and Fedwick inspected the magic swirling from his fingers.

“Less. Good.”

To her surprise, he wanted more sucking to coax his cock hard again and again. Each time she sucked him to hardness, working tirelessly to please her master, he demanded some new sex act. Her hands jerking him until he spurted over her fingers. Her ass, grinding against him but not allowing him into her pucker until his hot cum slicked her crack.

Finally, after slurping for a very long time, he did fuck her ass. His cock clearly tender from all the fucking, but his thrusts intense and rough. She cried out as he plunged deep and unleashed a flood of hot goblin cum into her bowels. It felt so good in such a dirty way and she came with him, her magical power flowing into him in a great surge that sparked and sizzled in the air.

“Ass best,” he declared, easing his cock out. “Cunt next. Then mouth. Then tits and cheeks and hands. Weaker magic. You give to others.”

“You want me to do what?”

“Fetch shaman!” he shouted to one of his lounging guards. “I need shaman!”

Brigitte still didn’t quite understand what Fedwick had in mind. She knew he wanted her to “bless” his favorite warriors when they returned from raiding Seahaven, but what did he need the shaman for?

Fedwick and the wizened old shaman jangling with bones discussed something in low voices. When they were done, the shaman limped away and Fedwick returned to Brigitte.

“You bathe now. Shaman come and see you soon.”

“Y-yes, master,” said Brigitte uncertainly.

Short, chubby, very busty female goblins attended Brigitte in the natural hot springs deeper in the cave. The warm water stank of minerals but it cleaned away the residue of her many bouts of sex with both chiefs of the clan. The goblin women poked, squeezed, and scrubbed her body jealously. Their pink nipples rubbed against her and their fat fingers pinched her own stiff buds. They combed her wet hair roughly with bone combs. One even prodded a finger into Brigitte’s bottom, producing a gush of trapped goblin spunk into the bath. The shameful session made Brigitte hide her face in her hands.

“You big girl,” said one goblin female, squeezing Brigitte’s breasts in both clawed hands. “You make many babies for chief. Much milk.”

“Milk? Ohhhhhh!” Brigitte moaned and rolled her eyes as the female goblins crowded around and fondled her breasts. She had no desire to get pregnant with goblins and the thought of being all bloated and milky and feeding little green babies filled her with horror.

After her bath, she was dried off with surprisingly soft towels and taken to a fairly clean bedchamber that looked as if it had been mostly looted intact from a farmhouse. She slept on the bed but felt as though she was awakened only moments later by the wrinkly old goblin shaman.

Fedwick was with him and demanded, “On hands and knees now. Ass up.”

“Yes master,” she murmured wearily, assuming the position and offering her sore cunt and ass up to the shaman and her new master.

Brigitte was bestowed with two gifts from the shaman. One gift, made from some sort of durable resin, was very recognizable as a butt plug. The shaman wet a finger, prodded Brigitte’s anus, and then inserted the plug, nodding with satisfaction as her pink pucker cinched tightly around the stem and left the flared base covering her asshole.

The plug for Brigitte’s cunt was much bigger and had a blunt head and strangely flared middle. She was wet from the anal stimulation and her cunt stretched easily to accommodate the plug. She was surprised that once it was inside her it did not simply slide back out. Her inner walls clenched around it and it seemed to lock tight against her womb. It felt good, almost as if she could cum from having it inside her just by making it move with her rolling hips.

“You ready,” said Fedwick. “Warriors back. You not fuck, you not suck. Rubbing only. Understand? Too much power otherwise.”

“You want my strongest magic for yourself,” said Brigitte, finally fully understanding Fedwick’s diabolical plan.

He grunted in agreement and hauled her to her feet. She was brought to a room where the bloodied and battered warriors of the goblin raiding party were lined up. Fedwick oiled up her body as his warriors looked on. He singled out Oggar to take a turn first. The other goblins were not forced to wait. The other warriors crowded around her as Oggar embraced and kissed Brigitte, his rough hands squeezing and pinching her body far harder than the goblin women had.

They were fascinated with her luscious body. Squeezing and smacking her ass. Roughly shaping her breasts with their battle-toughened hands. Sucking her breasts as though she might give them milk to quench their thirst. Their cocks swelled within their loincloths. She dropped to her knees as they took them out and presented them to her.

Starting with Oggar, she began to stroke them with her breasts. But her breasts were not enough. Their cocks surrounded her, urgently twitching and dripping precum onto her naked curves. She reached out and took hold of two of them, stroking as Oggar fucked her tits. Another goblin raised her hips and began to rub between her cheeks. The plug kept his cock from invading her, but his hardness plunged the length of her ass crack and out the top of her cheeks. His bollocks smacked against her vaginal plug and drove pleasure into her body.

One by one, the grunting, growling goblins came for Brigitte. They spurted onto her face and breasts. They drenched her hands in the hot, thick, slippery goblin goo. They painted her shoulders and back. They drenched the crack of her ass. And then there were more. Again and again, each time their release sent a quiver of pleasure through her body as she repaid them with a discharge of her magic.

Each warrior was infused with a small portion of her power. Her face was covered in goblin slime. Her body was painted white by their copious explosions. It dripped down her body like candle wax. The goblins cheered and boasted, testing their new powers. Again and again, until finally, each had been given some small taste of her magic.

Finally, Fedwick returned to her, pulled the plug from between her cheeks, and shoved his stiff cock up her ass. His thrusts were hard and deep. His hips spanked her ass and sent strands of cum jiggling and dropping from her defiled body. When he exploded inside her, she granted him a massive surge of power. His eyes burned with magical fury. His cock emptied into her ass.

The goblins were ready to face any foe. Their leader and his warriors had magic on their side.
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An Excerpt from The Rise and Fall of Fedwick the Conqueror by Erasmus Ketrich

It has been written by many that the so-called “Storm of Goblins” that swept over the eastern half of the continent and ended the Eighth Era of the ruling kingdoms was driven by the cruelty and genius of the goblin boss Chief Fedwick. What cannot be denied is that Fedwick was unusually ruthless with rival goblin clans, often assassinating the leaders and absorbing their clans or simply massacring all the males in a clan until he had consolidated rule over the dozens of disparate goblin tribes.

But this brutality was only possible because of another quirk of Fedwick’s rule: Brigitte Windsor, his eromancer. It was rare enough that a goblin might have a human eromancer to enhance his tribe’s power and rarer still that the human would be so willing to service goblin warriors. But with the service of Brigitte, Fedwick created a stable of enhanced warriors through the merciless usage of his eromancer’s powers.

It is known that he ensured that Brigitte used only her hands or breasts to satisfy his cadre of warriors and thereby reserved the greatest power for himself by rutting freely with his eromancer. The result was warriors who were a match for humans one-on-one but their chief was far more powerful. In fact, with Brigitte’s magical enhancements, Fedwick became the greatest goblin warrior to have ever taken up a sword against the humans.

Fedwick led his goblins from the east to the west, sacking village after village. Each time, the reports were much the same. Surprisingly strong and courageous goblins would raid the outlying farmland, burning fields and raping and pillaging among the farmers. The goblins would slaughter the men and take any women of breeding age to be slaves. Younger children were left to fend for themselves, if they were lucky.

This usually prompted the local mayor or nobleman to call for the militia and any knights who might answer the alarm. Each time, the gathered militia and the armored knights were confident they could crush the threat. Goblins, after all, were a nuisance, not a real danger to human civilization. Then they faced the fast, strong, and aggressive goblins in numbers never seen before. The goblins that could leap onto a rooftop or tear open a barricaded door. If this was not enough to route the human survivors, Fedwick himself appeared. Village after village fell in this way.

Numerous accounts from the villages that fell to the goblins described his prodigious powers. Fedwick demonstrated the ability to incinerate entire formations of enemy troops with fire from his hands. He could lift huge boulders and throw them at his foes or split open an armored knight like cracking the shell of a nut. And his appetites were as bottomless as his power. He once raided an abbey and bred every oathsworn sister under the age of 40 years, corrupting their wombs with his goblin seed and siring generations of half-breeds.

Brigitte was never far from his side. The comely eromancer was bound and gagged during those first raids, but soon enough she seemed to participate willingly, even appearing on the battlefield herself to pleasure Fedwick and bolster his power. Knights recoiled in disgust at the sight of the beautiful eromancer sucking the goblin’s cock or throwing her hips shamelessly to ride him as he brought down hellfire on the human ranks.

What must that captive human beauty have felt in those darkest days?

It Is impossible to know the mind of the eromancer, but we know of her enthusiasm. Fedwick and the goblins had broken her or bewitched her so thoroughly that she contributed eagerly to the triumph of the goblins. Between battles, the warriors would line up as she knelt before them, caressing them and stroking them until they exploded across her heaving and luscious human flesh.

Many tales exist of captives or survivors of the goblin onslaught that witnessed the way she laughed as she was smothered in goblin seed or teased the goblins with her fingers and tongue until they rose to attention in her grasp. She granted each some small measure of her power as she quivered with release.

The good fortune of mankind was that Fedwick and Brigitte Windsor were not immortal. That age slowed the goblin no matter the magic he wielded, and Brigitte finally fell ill from her constant participation in goblin pleasure rituals. Without her there to prop up his aging body, Fedwick fell in battle at Lizempeak. Although she did not succumb to infection and was ultimately captured and imprisoned by King Cornato, her reign of terror lasted for over a decade. It was equally fortunate that the many hybrid heirs she birthed descended to squabbling after the death of Chief Fedwick, fracturing the goblins into more than 30 warring tribes.

But before this defeat at the hands of mankind, the Storm of Goblins raged. Many consider the peak of the goblins to be the defeat of Duke Torquemada and the surprise sacking of the city of Braslau. More than five thousand were slain in the pillaging that followed, and some two thousand women were taken as slaves by Fedwick’s horde. There, in the merchant district of Braslau, it is believed that Brigitte Windsor took her revenge on her former master, though the truth of this may never be fully known.

In the fourth year of the Ninth Era, Brigitte Windsor disappeared from her cell in the dungeon of Evoria and, presumably, returned to her mysterious world.

Epilogue: The Sacking of Braslau

Zofia Novvek felt safe in the manor house. She knew some of the maids had left upon hearing of the defeat of Torquemada and his route through the mountains, but Zofia had lived in Braslau her entire life. Besides, the manor was protected by a house guard and surrounded by its own walls within the city of Braslau. If these goblins managed to lay siege to the city, surely it would only be for one of their quick raids, in which case the house of her master would endure until the goblins lost interest or were chased off by another army.

Her opinion was shared by her master. Lord Gulliver declared that he had no intention of leaving. He reiterated this as he sat back in his reading chair with a groan and spread his portly legs.

“Zofia, my lovely fair-haired flower of Braslau, take out your bosoms to amuse me and sing that sweet melody to my serpent.”

“Ah, of course, my lord,” she said, blushing deeply as she pulled at the laces of her bodice and freed the soft weight of her ample breasts. Her mounds were marked with red lines from the ribs of her corset, her plump pink nipples puffy and slow to rise to the cool air.

“Such a treasure,” said Gulliver, grunting as he crushed his belly when he leaned forward and reached down to roughly fondle her breasts. “I will never allow any harm to come to you, my dear. Those goblins, I know their secret. If their witch dares to enter this house, I will put her in her place. I know her. She will obey me. Now… you obey me. Suck.’

“Yes, my lord,” murmured Zofia, wrapping her soft lips around her master’s thick cock. She wet it with her tongue and hummed softly as she began to suck. Her cheeks gently hollowed, suction popping wetly each time her lips parted from his cockhead. She brought up a hand to fondle her lord’s hairy balls and looked up at him over the swell of his gut as she bobbed upon his hardness.

Zofia did not hate Gulliver, nor did she love him. He was her employer, and he paid her well but expected much. Draining his bollocks with her skilled mouth was only one of the services he expected in his household.

“That’s a good girl,” chuckled Gulliver, dropping a meaty palm on the top of her golden-haired head and guiding the motion of her sucking. He relaxed back into his high-backed leather throne. A prince who made his fortune thanks to magic and lost his powers but not his wealth. “Ohhhh… that’s right. Tongue my bollocks too. Good little slut, you are. Get your mouth back on it. Forget about those nasty goblins. They will never make it in here.”

“Mmmmphmmm,” agreed Zofia hopefully, tears of effort forming in the corners of her eyes as she filled the study with the sounds of her slurping. There was a distant booming sound and some shouts that echoed through the castle.

“Ahhh that’s it, deeper now, almost there,” grunted Gulliver, forcing her nose down into his pubes as he thrust into her throat. His cock pulsed and jerked against Zofia’s gag reflex. She had long ago trained to resist the urge to gag, but it brought more tears to her eyes. She could feel the salty burn of his plentiful precum at the back of her throat. He was truly about to explode.

“AAAAAhhhhhh!” Gulliver’s fingers tightened painfully in Zofia’s hair, pushing her forehead against his belly and her nose deep into his musky pubic hair. His cock jerked violently and she felt the first rush of his seed into her throat. Spurt after spurt boiled up from his clutching, spit-drenched bollock sand poured into her stomach.

Zofia had no choice but to swallow again and again. As she was drinking her lord’s seed, there came a terrible pounding on the door to his inner sanctum. A violent thudding that shook books loose from shelves and sent the iron chandelier overhead to swinging.

“Ahhhhh… what is this?” He pulled Zofia’s head from his lap, his cock leaving her lips with a pop and a dribble of his spunk down her chin.

“My lord?” she asked, licking his cum from her lips and looking up at him uncertainly.

BOOM BOOM BOOM! The thudding grew louder. The heavy iron door began to shake on its hingers. Gulliver shoved Zofia aside and stood from his chair, cursing as he caught his still-dripping cock in the laces of his trousers. He adjusted himself and hurriedly went for the loaded pistol atop his nearby writing table.

“What’s happening!?” cried Zofia, wiping her face and scrambling back into the corner.

“Shut up,” snarled Gulliver, taking aim at the door.

Seeing the fury and terror on her lord’s face told Zofia everything she needed to know. The manor under attack and the guards were likely dead or in retreat. She had been a fool to trust this fast, pompous buffoon and now she would pay for it with her life. Or worse. She had heard many stories about what fate awaited beautiful women taken by the goblin horde of Fedwick.

The door burst into the study, the hinges tearing from the frame as the huge metal halves of the door collapsed inward and smashed through a library stool. A goblin, swollen and wild-eyed with magic, charged into the room. Gulliver fired his pistol, striking the goblin in the forehead and sending him sprawling to the floor. Two more goblins followed as Gulliver picked up a walking stick and tried to meet their charge. Their crude swords hacked through the walking stick and Gulliver retreated, tripping over one leg of his writing desk and falling heavily on his big bottom.

“Back you bastards!” he roared, fumbling for anything else to use as a weapon.

The goblins might have slain him then, but they were stopped as another figure entered through the smashed doors. The eromancer wore her fair hair in pigtails decorated with feathers and beaded charms. Her breasts were bare and plump with milk, nipples thick from nursing half breed tots and lovers alike, cream dripping down the swell of her pregnant belly. She bore the marks of multiple birthing cycles on her dimpled hips, plush bottom, and thick thighs.

Yet for all the glow of motherhood, she looked fearsome and cruel as she stepped over the dead goblin and stood before Gulliver and Zofia. She towered over the two goblins. Even with their magically enhanced bodies bulging with muscles, they still only stood as tall as her shoulders.

“This is the one,” said the eromancer, pointing a finger at Gulliver.

“Want me carve him up?” asked one of the goblins.

“I’ll slice off his prick,” said the other, brandishing his already bloodied blade.

“No,” said the eromancer, stepping past her goblins. “I will deal with this one personally.”

Zofia cringed. She could see the fierceness in the eromancer’s eyes and knew there would be no pity from the woman. The eromancer picked up a stone globe that Gulliver used as a paperweight and bounced it up and down in her hand.

“P-please,” stammered Gulliver. “Please, Brigitte, I have waited for you to come to me. I missed you. I loved you. I took care of you, remember? I didn’t want to give you up. I wanted you to stay with me and help build an empire of magic. Peaceful magic. Not all this killing that—AUGH!”

His head jerked back as he was struck in the forehead by the thrown globe. A trickle of blood pulsed down his cheek and quickly soaked his tunic as he looked at the eromancer with dazed fear.

“N-no, please,” he said.

“Oh, yes, I remember how you took care of me, you pig,” she said, running her hands over her laden breasts and give them a squeeze that caused milk to spurt out over her fingers. “The way you fondled me and molested me. I remember the way you made me serve you. On my knees. On my back. You turned me into your slave.”

“The goblins didn’t… didn’t…”

Gulliver wiped at the blood dripping down his face, smearing the red across his forehead and nose.

“The goblins didn’t treat me like that. They used me, yes, but they have made a queen of me. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, eromancer,” said one goblin.

“Our lives for the eromancer,” said the other.

“No need to give up your lives,” she laughed, sinking down to her knees. “Just give me those hard cocks. Something special to finish the show for my former master.”

Zofia watched, and her bloodied lord was forced to watch, as the eromancer began to pleasure the two goblin warriors. She kissed them like lovers and caressed their rangy bodies with both hands. She pulled aside each loincloth and wrapped her hands around their stiff green pricks. In moments, her deft caresses had both goblins at full attention. She fell forward onto hands and knees, her milky tits dangling nearly to the floor as she presented herself to the goblins. Even they hesitated at such a privilege, but the eromancer commanded them, “Fuck me! Use my full power!”

The two warriors could not refuse her direct order. One grabbed her head and thrust eagerly into her mouth and the other practically climbed atop her from behind as he urgently buried his stiff goblin cock in her cunny.

Zofia stared in awestruck horror as the two goblins furiously rutted into the eromancer from both ends. She took their cocks with ease, gulping softly as the goblin fucking her mouth quickly lose control. He squealed and began to shoot his cum down her throat. Violet magic swirled around him, sparkling and shimmering in the air. The other goblin unloaded as well, screeching as he hilted in her cunt and unleashed a flood of his seed. Cum drizzled down the eromancer’s thighs as more violet magic pulsed around the goblins.

Their eyes glowed like hot embers and both goblins turned on Gulliver. He stammered out an appeal for mercy, but the eromancer commanded, “Show him no mercy. Tear him apart!”

“Nooooooo!” wailed Gulliver, but only for a few seconds longer. The goblins assaulted him with their swords, hacking him to pieces in moments as the eromancer watched with a triumphant fire in her eyes.

When it was done, she slowly turned to Zofia and said, “Welcome, sister. The goblins will take good care of you. They will show you the ways of pleasure.”

Zofia moaned in terror.

The goblins closing in around her cackled eagerly and showed the terrified handmaid the ways of pleasure.
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