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Introduction

Beldinde returns in this sequel to Carnal Healing. Our naive heroine from the first book finally knows that she is serving the goddess of lust. But the ravishing elf has a greater destiny as a servant of Sloria than just sucking off farmers and using her magic to heal sick merchants. Sloria wants to take over the mortal realm, starting with the city of Kebletz, and Beldinde is the chosen instrument of this scheme.

Beldinde still has the power to heal with sex in this book, but she also has gained the power to absorb energy from her lovers and use that energy for even greater miracles of the goddess. Healing, sure, but also domination. Beldinde is no longer an elf on a shelf. She's the elf in charge, wrapping men around her fingers and gaining power for her patron.

Somehow, the erotic action in this book is even filthier than in Carnal Healing. Lots of group sex and pleasure-drenched climaxes.

This transformation for Beldinde was a lot of fun to write and I think you will be hearing more from the curvy elf in the future as she is forced to take her healing on the road in any future tales.

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2026
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Lessons in Obedience

Beldinde was still sore from the ritual. Her body ached. Her flesh was marked in a dozen places by the rough hands of her lovers. The satyr had been particularly rough with her, but it was the sheer volume of lovers she had taken in the ritual that left her feeling so exhausted. The restless sleep, wracked with depraved dreams and visions from Sloria did not help either.

She turned slowly on her bed, the jewelry piercing her nipples, bellybutton, and ears clinking as she rolled from her side to her back. The tugging weight of the Libidis crystals, now drained of their aetheric power, still managed to stir desire despite her chafed condition.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned, stretching and causing her plump breasts to jiggle and her nipple piercings to shift.

“Good, you are awake at last,” purred the sensual voice in her head.

“Sloria,” rasped Beldinde, opening her eyes and looking about her room in the temple as though she might see the goddess sitting vigil over her bed.

The goddess seemed to press closer to Beldinde’s ear, her presence tantalizing but unseen as she whispered, “Your new life begins, my blessed daughter. My chosen harlot. With your unquenchable desire, you will spread the gospel of Sloria throughout this world. Honor the sacrifice of Father Esteban, who gave his very life to this cause, and feel the power trembling at your touch.”

“Y-yes, oh goddess,” moaned Beldinde, slowly running her hands over her naked curves and feeling the vibrations of potential within her. She could save and improve countless lives with her healing powers.

“Not only your healing powers, my sweet,” purred Sloria, apparently hearing every thought in Beldinde’s head. “I have granted you the power to influence the mortals. You may use your beauty and your pleasure to influence men to the point of total control. The more you bring them pleasure, the more they will belong to you. Great warriors, wise wizard, poets, and kings, my lovely Beldinde. All will kneel before you when you entrance them with your flesh.”

The thought of using sex to dominate the minds of men was not enticing to Beldinde. She sat up in the bed, letting out a soft gasp as the weight of her piercings shifted again.

“Goddess, please, I am a healer,” whispered Beldinde. “I should be tending to the men who visit the Chapel of Release and curing the sick and healing the wounded in the infirmary.”

“Do not presume to tell me your duty,” said Sloria and the force of her holy anger sent a shudder of fear through Beldinde. “Remember, my pretty elf, that I am bonded to you permanently.”

The heart-shaped mark above Beldinde’s mound pulsed with lurid crimson energy and sent a crackle of pain jolting down to her core. Beldinde cried out, flopping off the bed in a jiggling heap before the pain faded.

“Oh, sweet Beldinde,” purred Sloria. “I did not mean to hurt you so. Only to demonstrate that my pain will become your pain. But my pleasure…”

A rippling, throbbing wave of ecstasy washed away every trace of pain and left Beldinde gasping and jerking her hips upon the floor of her room. Her fingers strummed her clit as intense, orgasmic spasms left her gasping. At last, these receded, leaving a warm, pleasant afterglow that brought a smile to the lips of the voluptuous elf.

“Sloria, I beseech you, I love you, but I cannot obey this command,” whispered Beldinde. “I am a healer, not a manipulator. Forgive me, please.”

Her words were answered by a long silence from Sloria. At last, the goddess spoke in a cool, low voice.

“Very well. Then heal, chosen one, I will not stop you.”

“Th-thank you, goddess,” said Beldinde.

Sloria continued sharply, “but do not think you will enjoy this service. Not when there are greater deeds you should be performing in my name. Until you embrace your destiny, you will languish unsatisfied in your duty.”

Beldinde was not sure she understood what Sloria was saying, but she did not want to risk another argument with the goddess.

“Yes, Sloria, Mother of Pleasure,” she murmured.

The goddess seemed satisfied with this answer. Though Beldinde felt Sloria’s presence upon her like a vestment, she did not speak again. Beldinde retired to the bath chamber for her ablutions, bathing at great length and applying generous creams to her body to soothe the chafing and soreness from the ritual.

The magical unguents worked quickly and by the time she emerged she was ready to face her duties as a priestess. She donned a diaphanous habit of sheer silks that clung to her ample elf curves and revealed the piercings that decorated her luscious body.

Her arrival in the Chapel of Release was greeted with hushed silence and stares from her devoted sisters. Even the rudest of the men fell silent, sensing the sacred moment as Beldinde stood, revealed to them beneath her habit, backlit by the candles surrounding the greater altar. She spread her hands and smiled serenely.

“Who needs my services?” she asked.

The men surrounded her and clamored for her attention. Some were so enthusiastic that they groped her and tried to grab her as she walked among them. Other men protected her from these brigands and set them right with a shove or a slap. Some men abandoned the sisters who were attending to them mid-thrust and joined the press trying to gain the favor of Beldinde.

“Calmly now,” she said, climbing onto one of the cushioned altars of release. “There is time enough for me to alleviate all of your suffering.”

The first man in line was a young and very slender nobleman. A merchant prince or some other scion of the city’s nobility slumming it in the chapel with all the commoners. Despite his youthful good looks, he was prematurely balding and had a large mole upon his face that looked like a pimple on the verge of popping.

“What is your name?” asked Beldinde.

“I dare not speak it here, my beautiful elf, but you may call me Bernard,” said the young man, bowing slightly.

“That’s the duke’s son,” heckled one of the other men.

“Lord Aloysius,” said another, averting his gaze when he earned a glare from the duke’s son.

“All are welcome in my embrace,” giggled Beldinde. “Come, Bernard or Lord Aloysius. Whatever you wish to be called.”

His crude but passionate kiss spoke of a life lived in sexless obedience of propriety. His hands were ravenous. It was as if he wanted to touch every part of Beldinde all once. A feverish caress that only grew hotter as she shed her flimsy robe. His kissed roamed lower and he pulled her shapely legs over his head and feasted upon her cunt. His tongue flicking over her clit and driving her to the brink of ecstasy.

“I want you to cum,” he said. “I want to hear it.”

“Oh, I’m very close, my lord,” she moaned, stroking his head and guiding his licking. Only, each time she felt herself nearing the verge of her ecstasy, the mark of Sloria pulsed with faint red light and she was denied. The men were beginning to grow impatient as they watched and waited their turn. It was a bravura performance by the duke’s son. Fingers and tongue assailing her clit and cunny and her soft pucker. Nothing could satisfy her.

“Oh, my sweet elf, cum for me,” said Lord Aloysius.

“Yeah, cum for him,” muttered one of the men.

“Please, fuck me,” she said, gently pulling his head up. “This is what I need, my lord. Bury your shaft in my soft cunt. You will find it most accommodating.”

Lord Aloysius could not resist Beldinde’s sweet, imploring expression. He climbed from between her legs and freed his stiff cock. She gasped, pulling her legs back to present herself to him. In an instant, he was buried balls-deep in her hot folds. He lasted only a few strokes and let out a desperate, wanton cry. Beldinde moaned with him, feeling his seed spurting into her cunt, the light of power sparkling in her crystalline decorations. Yet she did not cum herself.

“Oh, thank you, priestess,” panted Aloysius, collapsing atop Beldinde. She caressed him and kissed his forehead.

“I hope I have eased your burden, my lord,” she said.

Before he could answer, he was hauled bodily off Beldinde by several men, his cock slipping free as her cunt drooled with his seed. Another man was upon her immediately, working his cock into her spunk-soaked depths and fondling her with his big, grubby hands.

With the nobleman out of the way, the group of men became much more aggressive. They crowded around Beldinde, rubbing their cocks against her and offering them up to her fumbling hands and parted lips. While she was getting pounded by one man or another, she was stroking two and sucking two more, alternating between the cocks in front of her face as the chapel filled with the raunchy sounds of sex.

The men found their release with Beldinde, pumping load after load of their hot cum into her pussy, down her throat, and all over her face and breasts. They turned her over and took turns pounding into her ass, leaving it gaping and overflowing with their cream. They set her jewelry alight with their essence, providing her with more than enough power to cure every sick man in the infirmary.

Yet the one thing they could not provide was usually the simplest: satisfaction. Again and again she was brought to the edge of ecstasy by her lovers and each time her mark of Sloria flared angrily and she was denied. After more than an hour of surrendering her body to the desires of men, she at last found the chance, dripping with cum though she was, to kneel and pray to Sloria.

“Forgive me goddess, I was a fool to resist your offer of even greater power. I see now that influencing the minds of men could improve the world and heal… make better… oh… please goddess, I just need to cum. So bad. I will do whatever you ask of me. Just let me cum!”

Her need was so intense that she wept with emotion and clasped her hands desperately. The sisters looked at her with concern and the men still waiting for a turn muttered that she had lost her mind. When Sloria finally spoke, Beldinde alone could hear the words ringing in her mind.

“You will be granted this reprieve, my chosen priestess, but do not defy me again or you will know only the agony of near-ecstasy for the remainder of your days.” The harsh tone of the goddess softened as she continued, “I forgive you, Beldinde. Your heart is pure, but you must accept that some things must be done in service of a greater purpose that might at first seem distasteful.”

“Oh, yes, my goddess, thank you,” gasped Beldinde, already feeling as if a crushing weight had been lifted from her. “I will never doubt you again.”

“My sweet elf devotee, a special lover awaits your attention.” There was amusement in Sloria’s tone as she added, “No, he demands your attention.”

“My goddess?” Beldinde cocked her head, trying to understand what Sloria meant.

The goddess did not need to offer an explanation, for moments later there was a great tumult at the entrance of the Chapel of Release. Numerous men, queueing up for their turn with the gorgeous elf, were suddenly bowled aside and sent tumbling into the chapel. Other men turned, shouting with anger, and were knocked out of the path of a hulking newcomer. The giant suddenly burst into view, as terrible and savage as the last time he had visits the Chapel of Release.

“Urgoth!” cried Beldinde, with a mixture of excitement and fear.

Her previous encounter with the huge wild orc had been brutal and incredibly satisfying. His massive orc cock had no compare among the other men who visited her in the temple and his bulging, battle-forged orc physique contained such power that he could control her to his desires. She had no choice in the presence of Urgoth but to surrender total control to him.

“My elf, you changed,” he said, his tusked mouth splitting into a grin. “You become more beautiful! Even more voluptuous! And you decorate your body with piercings and jewelry like a pleasure slave! Ha! You wait for Urgoth?”

“Y-yes, please,” gasped Beldinde, slowly rising and sliding backwards onto the cum-spattered altar.

He grunted and grabbed hold of her legs in his massive green hands, spreading them wide and baring the juicy, frothing furrow of her cunt. He grunted again, dragging his fingers through the mess.

“Human filth,” he muttered, smearing the ooze on the bedding. “But I put son in belly.”

“You what?” gasped Beldinde, staring in awe as he untied his sheath and took hold of the fat green hose of his cock.

“Last time, silly elf. I claimed your womb. Do you forget this?”

“N-no,” she said, sitting up and reaching for his cock. Stroking it even as his hands caressed his own length and coaxed it to full hardness. She squeezed her soft breasts against his hardness and looked up at him as she tongued the musty crown of his green cock.

Urgoth tangled his fingers in her golden hair and yanked her head back. Her mouth fell open, tongue out, offering her throat to him.

“Mmmmmm. You do know your place well,” he growled, feeding her his hot tongue instead of his cock. He kissed her savagely, his tusks against her lips and his tongue nearly gagging her as it invaded and claimed her mouth. He pulled back at last, leaving her gasping as he pushed her down and climbed atop her.

His cock took her with the force of a spear thrust in battle. His muscular body atop her and his hands controlling her completely. She wailed with ecstasy, cumming upon him with his very first stroke. Her abdomen bulged with his sheer size. Her inner walls clutched at his bumpy shaft. His huge, cum-laden bollocks beat against her ass.

“YESSSSSSSS!” cried Beldinde, every jewel on her body pulsating with the rhythm of her contractions as she fed upon the bottomless reserve of Urgoth’s power.

Her vampiric pleasure only seemed to stir the massive orc’s passion. He growled and pinner her wrists above her head, slamming into her and watching as each thrust caused her huge breasts to heave and her entire body to jiggle with his savage power. His thrusting intensified, his scarred green hide beating against her supple flesh. His cock impaling her again and again. His bollocks spanking her.

“Yes! Ohhhh Urgoth! Don’t stop! Ohhh I’m going to cum agaaaiIIINNNN!”

She threw back her head and arched her body atop the holy bed, thrusting wantonly to meet his brutal strokes. Her jewelry shone so brightly that some of the men and sisters watching shielded their eyes.

Urgoth bellowed with his own pleasure and she felt his great cock begin to thrash inside her like an angry serpent. It spat its hot seed into her depths, washing away the remnants of every other lover and stuffing her with his hot, slimy orc spunk. It overflowed her stretched folds and flooded out of her in gushes timed with each spasm of his release. In his diminishing spurts, he fell forward, panting with exertion as he kissed her again. Deep and slow. Letting everyone see that he alone could claim ownership of this flesh that so many borrowed for relief.

With his last stroke, and without another word, he drew his cock from Beldinde’s quenching depths and rose to his feet. He favored Beldinde with a lopsided smile, then snatched up his loincloth and turned to leave. Men retreated from his path as he walked triumphantly out.

“Oh, goddess, thank you,” moaned Beldinde, lifting her head to watch the massive orc depart, his yellowish spunk still pouring out of her stretched cunt and drenching the altar beneath her.
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Her Lord

“Sloria, please, what must I do?” whispered Beldinde as she knelt in the contemplation booth in the chapel of release. “I will use my powers however you wish. No more questioning you. I am your faithful servant.”

She was answered by a long silence. The same one that had met her prayers for the past three days since her acquiescence to the demands of the goddess. She had been given no special instructions or tasks since submitting to the will of Sloria.

“Please,” she whispered, a tear trickling down her cheek as she squeezed her interlaced fingers more tightly against her plentiful bosoms.

The silence was suddenly broken by a plaintive knock on the wall of the prayer booth.

“Sister,” came a high, rasping voice that most certainly was not Sloria. “Sister, please, I need your healing touch.”

Beldinde sighed and pinned open the cover of the hole for holy healing. A moment later, there came a rustling of cloth from the other side of the partition, and a little green finger of hooded cock pushed through the hole. Goblin cock, judging by the size and color. And smell.

“Please, brother, let me offer you some relief from your suffering,” said Beldinde, leaning over to wrap her lips around the goblin’s cock.

She closed her eyes, so used to do her duty in the Chapel of Release that she deftly peeled back the goblin’s foreskin with just her tongue and proceeded to give him a cheek-hollowing, head-bobbing blowjob. This act, of giving pleasure with her lips and tongue, was so routine for her that she could continue her prayer to Sloria, at least in her head, without interruption.

Sher performed her duty, suckling the goblin until he released his seed down her throat and drinking some of his essence to provide the power for her healing touch. He did not so much as thank her before pulling his dripping cock back through the hole and departing.

Sloria did not answer Beldinde’s prayers, at least not directly, but as Beldinde left the booth, she was met by Father Whitlock. The portly old priest had a serious expression on his face and he offered Beldinde his lacy handkerchief.

“Father? Is something wrong?” She asked, wiping goblin spunk from her chin with Father’s Whitlock’s hankie.

“No, my child,” he said. “But we must speak of something very important. Join me in my study.”

Beldinde joined him vigorously in his study.

She learned of the task from a scroll sealed with wax bearing the flaming heart symbol of the Church of Sloria. It was a message from the higher orders of the church. She read the scroll as she rode naked atop Father Whitlock’s thick cock. Her back to him, hips working, her tits bouncing, and her stuffed pussy making wet little noises as she tried to focus on the parchment. It was hard with Father Whitlock wetting his thumb and rubbing it at the tight clench of her arsehole.

“What does it say, my sweet elf?” asked Father Whitlock, causing the chair to shake with his upwards thrusts.

“It says… ahhhh… that the son of the mayor of Kebletz… Sir Thaddeus… ohhhh… is embarking on a quest to blood himself as a knight and… ohhhhh right there, father, push it inside me. Ohhhhh!” She sucked in a breath as his thumb finally pushed into her ass and she bucked harder atop his fat cock. “I am to be his personal healer… ohhhh… and accompany him on his adventures!”

“See the world! Heal the hero!” Father Whitlock grabbed Beldinde’s plush bottom with both rough hands and surged from his chair. He bent her over his desk and fucked her hard and deep. “What an incredible opportunity! See the world! Do good with a brave knight! Sloria has truly chosen you for greatness! AAAHHHHHH!”

He hilted in her cunt and unleashed a hot flood of his seed. Pulse after pulse painted Beldinde’s backwalls as her cunny gripped the father’s twitching prick. Her orgasm struck in the same moment, her waves of pleasure drinking in the essence of the aged priest and her cunt seeming to gulp his spunk.

“YEssssssss!” she cried. “I’m going on an adventure! AHHH!”

She collapsed over the desk, her holes twitching with her ecstasy as Father Whitlock emptied every drop of his load into Beldinde’s perfect pussy.

Thaddeus

While serving Sloria in the Chapel of Release, Beldinde had met, befriended, and pleasured all manner of men and a handful of women. Many were average, ugly, or even disfigured in appearance. She had also bedded countless orcs, goblins, and other species that elves and humans might consider unattractive. Beldinde never refused a needy visitor to the temple based on their looks, which led to her pleasuring even the most repulsive of visitors.

That made Sir Thaddeus of Kebletz a stunning exception to her past lovers. He was a gorgeous man, with long, golden hair, a masculine jaw, straight, prominent nose, and glittering blue eyes. His skin was youthful in its perfection, though he did bear a small scar beside his mouth. He was also tall and very fit, with muscles that bulged beneath his tabard bearing the cup and columns motif of his knightly Order of the Golden Grail.

For a man of no more than twenty years, he was exceptionally confident and poised. He shook Beldinde’s hand and gazed into her eyes without the slightest glance at her ample cleavage peeking from beneath her cloak.

“It is my pleasure to meet you, sister,” he said. “I have been assured by your order that you will be able to mend even the most grievous of injury if I fall in battle.”

“Yes, my lord, though I cannot resurrect the dead,” said Beldinde, blushing as she gazed at the bulge down the left leg of his trousers and tried to measure the thick pipe of his cock by eye.

“Then I shall endeavor not to die,” said Sir Thaddeus, flashing a white smile.

Over dinner, Sir Thaddeus introduced Beldinde to his father, the mayor, and his mother, Ygrid, a buxom brunette who was a lay witch of some renown. She worked with potions and the study of magic but did not possess the ability to do magic herself. She was clearly envious of Beldinde’s powers and suspicious of an elf, particularly one who claimed to be a priestess of Sloria.

“There are many who would not let their son near a woman of that temple,” said Ygrid. “I do so grudgingly, for we have been promised you are the best healer in all of Kebletz.”

“I do not know if I am that, my lady, but I promise you I will do everything in my power to heal your son if he becomes sick or is injured.”

“And you will brighten his day with that beautiful smile,” said the mayor, toasting Beldinde with his ale. “Tomorrow you embark on my son’s blooding. May he return to us a hero!”

“I will settle for a proper knight,” said Thaddeus, toasting with his father.

Later that night, after supper and several more rounds of toasting, Beldinde finally had a chance to be alone with the handsome young knight. They stood on a balcony overlooking the clay shingled roofs of Kebletz, a cool wind stirring their clothing in a way that revealed more of Beldinde’s plentiful curves. She caught Thaddeus admiring her bust and gave him a flirtatious smile.

“My Lord, I wonder,” she said, setting aside her digestif of brandy. “Have you been told how my healing powers work?”

“Ah, a bit,” he said. “That your healing requires your touch?”

“Yes,” she said, stepping closer and letting her hand settle on his arm. “An intimate connection. Skin on skin. And the more serious the wound, the more I must… touch.”

She stroked her fingers over his hand. He stiffened and his cheeks colored.

“I see. That is… I don’t… I mean, I do not anticipate any serious injuries. I am quite well-trained in the ways of combat.”

“I am sure you are a fierce warrior, my Lord,” she replied, pressing her soft bust against his chest and letting him feel the warmth of her body against the cool night air. “But for my magic to work, for my touch to truly heal, I must have plentiful power gathered within my body and these pieces of jewelry I wear.”

“P-power?” Thaddeus shivered and she felt his hard cock twitch down the leg of his trousers.

She bit her lower lip, looking up at him, reaching one hand to his belt and trousers as she gave him a slow nod of her head.

The weight of his unbuckled sword belt carried his trousers down his legs to his knees. He gasped, reaching down with embarrassment to pull them back up. Before he could, Beldinde had her hand wrapped around his rather impressive cock. She dropped to her knees there on the balcony, hidden from view of the city by the balustrade as guided the reddening tip of Thaddeus’s cock to her lips and began to suck him.

“Oh… that’s… you know I am promised to… a woman… when I return… ohhhhhhhh…”

Any arguments for Beldinde to stop were overwhelmed by the hot, wet, viselike pressure of her sucking mouth. He was powerless to escape her eager mouth as she bobbed and slurped wantonly upon the throbbing length of his cock. Beldinde moaned around him, savoring the salty tickle of his precum at the back of her throat and letting her lips pop and slurp over him as she worked his cock’s underside with her tongue.

The young knight had clearly never experienced such pleasure as the deft sucking that Beldinde was giving him as he rather quickly let out a surprised groan and staggered back. His cock popped free of her lips, bouncing upwards with his throbbing lust. A long strand of precum dripped out and dangled from the tip.

“I was… I was going to explode in your mouth,” he said, looking down at her in disbelief.

“Oh, that would have been just fine, my Lord,” she said, scooting forward on her knees and letting the long, milky strand hanging from his twitching cock land on her tongue. She flicked her tongue once under the head of his cock to clean the rest of the salty ooze away. He shuddered and his cock twitched again. She pulled back, resisting the urge to wrap her lips around him and drain his load in seconds.

“This is truly how you gather your magical power?” Thaddeus leaned back against the balustrade, his cock twitching as if impatient to finish what she had started.

“Yes, my Lord, although you must cum for me if I am to absorb any of your essence,” she said. “Do not fear, it is only temporary and will not endanger you. And the more intense and intimate the experience, the greater the less of your essence is lost needlessly in the transfer.”

“I do not follow,” he said. “My mouth is an efficient method,” she explained, looking at his cock and licking her lips again. “My hands or my breasts, stroking you, is less so. I could even use the backs of my knees or the pit of an arm or rub you between my buttocks.”

“These are things you do?” He looked scandalized, which Beldinde found funny with his cock still twitching in front of her face.

“If they are requested,” she said. “I will satisfy any desire you have, my Lord, but the best way, the most efficient way, is for you to take me as a man would have his wife.”

She stood slowly and let the gown slip from her body, revealing her soft breasts, the mark of Sloria, the piercings of her nipples and bellybutton, and the bare mound of her cunt.

“Oh, by the gods,” moaned Thaddeus, looking her up and down.

She leaned back against the stone wall of beside the balcony entrance, one foot on the lower perch of the balustrade, her thigh parting wider to show him her tight, glistening elf folds.

“Take me, here and now, my Lord, and know the pleasure of sharing your essence with me,” she said. “You will never know a greater—AHH!”

She cried out with delight as Thaddeus was overcome with lust. His strong hands cradled the softness of her breasts, squeezing roughly, but not painfully. Fingers teasing the gems that pierced her nipples. His kiss found her lips, smothering her cry as his hips guided his cock to her entrance. He sheathed himself inside her elven heat. His impressive length striking her tender backwalls. Her womb throbbing with thirst as he took her with intense, fervent strokes.

“Ohhhhh, Beldinde,” he moaned against her lips. “I cannot last long in this exquisite furnace.”

“You need not hold back, my Lord, for your pleasure will become mine,” she gasped, rocking her hips to enhance his pleasure and squeezing him with her well-trained inner muscles.

“Y-yes,” he gasped. Five strokes. Ten. No more. He let out a cry of agonized pleasure, his brow furrowing as he buried his handsome face against her slender neck. Her soft tits crushed against his chest. Her cunt gripping him as, with a gasp, he erupted inside her.

The first spurt of his noble seed sent Beldinde plunging over the precipice of ecstasy with him. She clung to him, arms around his muscular shoulders, hips working to feed his cock into her cunt as he filled her with his cream. The pleasure of his release flowed into the reservoir Beldinde’s body. Spurt after spurt of his knightly essence, pulsing and glowing in the gems that decorated her, empowering her healing if needed.

He sagged against her as she milked out every drop with her clutching walls. Feeling him grow weary if not weak form the force of his release.

That night, there was no point pretending, and so she slept in his room, curling against him as he wrapped his strong arms around her. She had found few lovers that she shared such intimacy with since coming to serve the temple and in many ways the pleasure of being cradled in sleep by a man was far more touching than the sex.

She awoke first, stirring beside him. She found his cock risen beneath the sheets and so she drew it back and filled her mouth with his stiffness. The warmth of her woke him and let out a groan of ecstasy, cradling her head against him as he released into her mouth and she drank his cum. Again, some of his essence spilled into her body, but she was careful not to take much at the start of the day.

He lifted his head from his pillow to look down at her, sprawled out between his legs and with her soft breasts hanging as she rested against her elbows. She gave him a wink and flicked her tongue against the softening head of his cock.

“That is a fine way to start the morning,” chuckled the handsome knight.

“My pleasure, my Lord,” she said. “Shall we make ready to depart on your adventure?”

He laughed, pulling her up into his arms and kissing her lips and then her naked breasts. He played with her piercing with her tongue, just enough to drive her to think he might take her again, but then he separated and agreed with her.

“We must be away, or my father will doubt my worthiness as a knight,” he said.

He wore chainmail beneath a cuirass and leather trousers tight on his muscular legs as he climbed into his saddle. Beldinde wore her habit from the temple, revealing as it was, beneath a fur-lined cloak to keep out the cold during chilly nights. She rode atop a borrowed white mare. A well-behaved and pleasant horse with ears that flicked this way and that in an amusing way.

They left Kebetz behind, riding inland towards the dark expanse of the Bialowez Forest, with its rolling expanse of dark pines covering hillsides up to black, bare mountains.

They had just reached the edge of the forest, the city still visible in the distance behind them, when someone stepped out into their path. He was hulking and brutish, and when he threw back his cloak Beldinde immediately recognized the massive orc.

“Urthog! What are you doing here!?”

“You know this creature?” Thaddeus rode closer but stopped as Urthog pulled a double-headed axe from a strap on his back.

The orc brandished the weapon and bared his tusks. His huge green muscles bulged with savage fury.

“The elf is mine, human,” he growled. “I heard she left the temple, and I have come to claim her as my bride.”

“The elf is my companion,” said Thaddeus. “Now stand aside and this need not come to violence.”

“Release her to me and you might keep your head,” growled Urthog, taking a step closer.

“No, stop this,” gasped Beldinde. “Don’t fight over me.”

But she could see that Thaddeus was dismounting to face the much larger orc. She realized it might already be too late to prevent this from becoming violent. Worse, if the knight and the orc did fight, she was not sure which of the two she would want to prove victorious.


3

A Duel of the Flesh

The hulking orc swung his double-headed axe back and forth before raising it to his shoulder like he intended to chop wood with it. Urthog bared his tusks and growled at the handsome knight who stood against him. Thaddeus kept his guard up, his jaw set with tension.

“Just give me the elf and keep your head,” growled Urthog. “Or fight. I don’t care. I like to kill stupid humans.”

“It will be your blood that stains the road this day, orc,” declared Thaddeus, advancing cautiously on Urthog.

“No! You can’t do this,” shouted Beldinde, rushing between the orc and the knight and holding her arms out to prevent them from attacking each other. “The Goddess chose me to heal and that includes healing the wounds of conflict! Lower your weapons! Lower them or I will not speak to either of you ever again!”

“Forgive me, priestess, but this… creature… cannot be permitted to lay claim to your body,” said Thaddeus, lowering his sword slightly but continuing to glare at Urthog.

“Permitted?” Urthog snarled. “I have already claimed this elf! Her womb is mine and will birth my sons. Any human who stands in the way of my right of claim will be hacked to pieces.”

“There will be no hacking! I am to accompany this knight on his quest!” Beldinde gave the brutish orc a fearsome look and wagged her finger at him. She whirled on Thaddeus and added, “And there will be no permitting! You are not in charge of my body!”

“GRAH!” Urthog snarled with frustration.

“We are at an impasse then, Beldinde,” said Thaddeus, lowering his guard a bit more. “If not with blade and axe, then this must be settled some other way.”

“With rocks,” suggested Urthog. “We throw rocks and who can throw the rock farther gets to keep the elf.”

“No one is keeping me,” said Beldinde. “No, I have a better idea for how we can settle this. You two are fight over my body, so why don’t we use my body to settle this?”

“A tug of war? That might hurt.” Thaddaus shook his head.

“I do not want to rip off arms,” agreed Urthog.

“No arm ripping,” giggled Beldinde, stroking Urthog’s face before turning to Thaddeus. “You both have your way with me at the same time. Whichever one of you spills your seed first is the loser.”

“I will not see you… fondled by this orc,” said Thaddeus.

“Oh, don’t be jealous now, either of you,” said Beldinde, reaching for the laces of her travel cloak. “Share me until the winner is decided. And remember, if you try to prevent your opponent from enjoying himself, you will only be helping him to win.”

She let the cloak fall open and reveal the bolstered prominence of her bust in her corseted habit. The sight of her creamy flesh and stiff pink peaks bejeweled with magic rings quieted the objections of both orc and knight.

“Beldinde… are you certain offering yourself to this brute is wise?” asked Thaddeus.

“Quiet, human,” growled Urthog, belting a huge arm around Beldinde’s slender waist and pulling her closer. “If you not want to compete then I win by surrender.”

“Oh, dash you, orc,” shouted Thaddeus, sheathing his sword. “I’ll not surrender this beautiful elf to you so easily!”

Like that, the competition between man and orc resumed as Thaddeus embraced Beldinde from her other side, cradled her breasts against his arm, and leaned in to passionately kiss her. This only lasted for a moment before Urthog demanded her attention, smashing a hungry kiss to her lips, thrusting his big tongue into her mouth, and roughly squeezing her bottom with one huge hand.

Not to be outdone, Thaddeus dropped to a crouch, lifted the sheer layers of Beldinde’s skirt, and thrust his head between her legs. She gasped against Urthog’s kiss as the proud knight drew aside her lacy thong and thrust his tongue into her cunny.

“Mmmmmnnnn!” she moaned, brows raising as she continued to make out with Urthog’s tusky mouth while Thaddeus lapped at her clit and silky folds.

The orc’s huge hands roamed where they pleased as he kissed her, roughly squeezed her breasts and her buttocks as Urthog’s tongue dominated her mouth. She could feel his huge cock swelling in his furry loincloth. He rubbed his hard bulge against her hip and demanded her attention.

Beldinde’s attention was increasingly drawn to Thaddeus, who had added three fingers to his lick, plunging them up into her cunt with a swordsman’s vigor as he licked a hummingbird’s song against her pulsing pearl of pleasure. When he fixed his lips against that bulging bud and began to suck she actually broke the kiss with Urthog, throwing back her head and crying out, “Yes! Ohhh goddess! YESS!”

She came upon the brave knight’s tongue, drenching him in her sweet nectar. A victory of sorts, to be sure, but it was not the stated goal of the contest. Urthog let her ride out her pleasure against Thaddeus’s tongue before lifting her away from the knight.

“That was lovely, Thaddeus,” laughed Beldinde, looking back at the flushed knight still kneeling beside the path as she was carried to the soft grass. “I think it’s only fair if Urthog take a turn. But you can try to—Oh!”

Beldinde’s appeal to Thaddeus was forgotten as she was thrown to her hands and knees, luscious breasts swinging and slapping beneath her as she fell to the ground at Urthog’s feet.

“Hey, don’t hurt her,” shouted Thaddeus.

“Mind your place, human,” snarled Urthog, grabbing two handfuls of Beldinde’s plush hips and guiding his huge green cock to her entrance. There was no stopping him then as he thrust forward, muscular orc flesh slapping against Beldinde’s creamy elf buttocks and rocking her tits beneath her ribcage. Her heavy breasts hung low and her pierced nipples dragged against the tickling grass as Urthog rutted into her with the relentless fury of a wild orc.

Thaddeus was momentarily stunned by the sight of the huge, hulking orc slamming into Beldinde from behind. She looked back at him, past the muscular green brute behind her, and motioned to Thaddeus with a nod of her head.

“Come here, brave knight, and sheath your fleshy sword into my mouth,” she said. “It would be ooooohhhhh a forfeit if you did not rise to challenge Urthog.”

“Very well,” said Thaddeaus, averting his gaze from the snarling, rutting orc and moving to stand before Beldinde. He unbuckled his belt, lowered his trousers, and free his thick, stiff cock. Beldinde wrapped one hand around his shaft, stroking him and giving his tip a lick. Her head – in fact, her entire body – was being bounced furiously by Urthog’s savage thrusts.

“That’s all you have, human?” Urthog laughed. “That mere splinter? Go on, let yourself melt in her mouth. I will sling her over my shoulder and carry her back to my clan!”

“You have not won yet, you stinking beast,” said Thaddeus, stroking his fingers through Beldinde’s golden hair and guiding her plush lips to his cock.

“Mmmmm, that’s my brave knight,” she said, parting her lips and engulfing Thaddeus in the welcoming warmth of her eager mouth. Seeing her pleasure the knight seemed to drive Urthog mad with competitive lust. His grip tightened painfully on Beldinde’s soft bottom and he slammed into her with the force of a battering ram. His cock beat against her womb and his huge bollocks swung and spanked against her clit.

The force of Urthog’s rut pushed her more vigorously onto Thaddeus, his cock sliding past her tongue and down into her silken throat. She gulped around him, eyes watering as her nose collided with his thicket of hair. She worked her hips and squeezed her inner muscles around Urthog’s massive orc slab of cockflesh as she slurped the straining lance of the handsome knight.

“Mmmmmmnnnn!” her brow furrowed with effort as she split her concentration between both lovers, determined to bring them both to a climax.

“Oh gods, your throat… incredible,” moaned Thaddeus, lost in the pleasure for a moment. “I am so close… so close to…”

“Mmmmm!” moaned Beldinde around the young knight. She had no desire to make him lose, but the wager was fair, and she could feel Urthog’s savage thrusts intensifying to the point of no return.

“Your cunt is mine, elf! Your body mine! GRAAAAA!” The orc hammered his hips against her jiggling ass with loud smacks as he drove his cock to her womb. Each thrust was a battering ram against her inner walls. His cock had swollen enormously and was making lewd, wet sounds with the copious flow of their juices.

“Must… fight the pleasure… for your honor,” moaned Thaddeus, brow creased as he struggled against the sucking ecstasy of Beldinde’s mouth and soft throat.

It was the wild orc who succumbed first, driving deep and bellowing with his savage pleasure. His big hands tight on her hips as he hilted and unleashed hot torrents of orc seed. Spurt after spurt painted Beldinde’s inner walls and churned around his throbbing cock until she could feel it dripping hotly down her thighs. She could feel the energy of the orc flowing into her core and into the jingling crystals decorating her body.

“Mmmmmm!” Beldinde came with the orc, bucking wildly and draining his pumping cum with her inner muscles. As the tempest of her climax receded, she popped her lips free of Thaddeus and informed him. “Oh… oh brave knight, you have won the wager. I will remain with you.”

“Human… I should kill you…” Urthog slowed his strokes and settled back on his haunches, popping his cock free from Beldinde and watching the cum pour from her gaped cunt to pool on the ground beneath her. “But I do not… grrrr… break my word. You have won.”

“Does that mean I can… I can cum now?” Thaddeus asked, his cock red and quivering scarcely a finger’s width from Beldinde’s lips.

Beldinde gave him a sweet smile and replied, “Yes, of course you c-AH!”

Thaddeus erupted without further preamble, his red cock throbbing untouched and spurting hot streams of his cum across Beldinde’s face. She cried out in delighted surprise and wrapped her lips around his cock. She didn’t mind Thaddeus cumming all over her face, but it was a waste of his carnal energy and she didn’t want that to happen. She sucked him hard and deep, feeling his cum gush against her throat in a massive load and gulping down his seed until she could feel it buzzing in her tummy and in the warm, tingling crystals.

After the wager, human and orc seemed tired and sat back, watching Beldinde as she cleaned herself and dressed in her habit.

“I think you ripped some of the laces, Urthog,” she complained, turning to look at the hanging strings. “I’ll need to mend it when we make camp.”

“We should be on our way soon,” said Thaddeus. “There are still a few hours before nightfall and we could make camp by Lodek Lake. The evening after, we will reach the Fallen Tower of Malbork. There are sure to be beasts for my blooding there.”

“And to think, you might have tried to claim an orc war chief for your blooding, little human,” chuckled Urthog, his huge flaccid hose of cock still hanging free against his leg.

“Shouldn’t you be on your own way, orc?”

“Oh, no, human,” laughed Urthog, standing and tying on his loincloth. “I will join you. Whether you win or not, this elf is still mine. My seed is in her womb. I know it by the smell in the air. I will take her as my bride when your journey is over. That is fair deal.”

“Do I not get a say in the matter?” asked Beldinde, climbing into her saddle, her jeweled nipples glowing faintly with power beneath her habit.

“I will be very persuasive,” growled Urthog.

“You will behave yourself,” warned Beldinde.

“Yes, I will behave myself,” said Urthog and there was a curious flatness to his tone.

Beldinde wondered if she had somehow done that to Urthog, controlling him with her magic or with the power of the goddess. She did not mean to, but the savage orc seemed much quieter and calmer as they made ready to depart. Beldinde and Thaddeus on horseback were followed by Urthog, who ran through the woods alongside the road and somehow kept pace with them while moving almost silently. At one point, Thaddeus heeled his horse to a gallop and Beldinde lost sight of Urthog entirely. Just when she thought they had eluded the orc, he crossed into the road, smiling and breathing heavily as though thrilled by the chase.

The Bialowez Forest began to darken as they neared Lodek Lake. The stifling treeline parted and they emerged along a wide, rocky shoreline, with forested hills on the other side of the lake. There were no houses, but there were signs of fire pits along the shore. Urthog collected wood for a fire and Thaddeus caught fish for supper. The two almost seemed to get along, at least when Beldinde was keeping an eye on them.

Beldinde cooked the fish and after a good supper with her two companions they sat by the fire and warmed themselves against the chill of the night. It wasn’t long before she felt Urthog’s hand on her plump thigh. Her stroked her and squeezed her, moving his hand closer to the warmth of her cunny as he pretended to stargaze through the sparks of the fire. That big orc hand was creeping near to Beldinde’s folds when she felt Thaddeus resting his hand on her other thigh.

“Boys, that’s enough of that,” she said. “If you’re going to share me, then share me, but I won’t have this—”

“We will share you, Beldinde,” said Thaddeus, a flatness to his tone.

“Yes, sharing is good if it is what you want,” agreed Urthog. He shook his head and blinked as if coming out of a trance.

“Well then,” she said, slipping off her travel cloak. “I suppose we had better get started so we’re not up too late.”

Her companions were on her in a frenzy of desire. Kissing her and undressing her with rough hands. They shared her, though exchanged a few annoyed growls and glances as their hands occasionally brushed against each other. Thaddeus decided to go down on her, which seemed to suit Urthog just fine as he offered his fat cock to her mouth. He palmed her tits, toying with them and plucking at her pierced nipples as she worked her lips around his fat orc cockhead.

While she was slurping green dick, Thaddeus was tonguing her twat and eliciting such intense pleasure, particularly with his deft fingers, that she managed to be the first to cum. Thaddeus rewarded her with the hard length of his cock, slipping deep into her quivering pussy. She moaned around Urthog’s fat orc fuckmeat as he pumped her throat full of a hot load of his seed.

“Yessss! Oh, Beldinde!” cried Thaddeus, only moments behind the orc as he spurted his feverish fuckjuice into the hungry depths of her cunt. The jewels blazed brightly from her necklace and piercings and bracelets. She could feel their power flowing into her in molten rivers of their spent seed.

Though weary, the two were not done quite yet. Urthog took his place between her thighs and stroked his green cock back to some arousal. He nudged aside Beldinde’s creamy folds and thrust into her, only half-hard but growing harder with each thrust.

She beckoned Thaddeus between her tits, which he decided to take in the unusual position of straddling her face and thrusting between them. She stroked his firm ass and leaned up to tongue his asshole. Rimming him seemed to drive the knight wild and he let out a cry and spurted his cream between her tits and in a hot river down over her shuddering tummy.

Urthog emptied his bollocks into her a moment later, spurting deep and hard as his powerful essence poured through her body and into her jewelry.

Thaddeus was completely exhausted and collapsed against a log, moaning softly. Urthog, though clearly spent as well, stroked his cum-smeared cock and eyed Beldinde with burning desire.

“More,” he growled.

“That’s enough,” she said. “Go to sleep, Urthog.”

“Yes, sleep,” he agreed, the burning desire quenched as he wiped his cock on a rag and tucked it into his loincloth.

“How easily you control them,” purred the voice of Sloria, as though close by Beldinde’s ear. “Your power is far greater than I even imagined.”

“I don’t want them as slaves,” whispered Beldinde.

“Slaves? Oh, they are fine and obedient, but you have something better, Beldinde.” Sloria’s warm lips seemed to press to Beldinde’s ear as she spoke the final word. “Subjects.”

The laughter of the goddess faded into the night as Beldinde covered herself with her travel cloak and tried to sleep.
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Dungeon Delving and Pleasure Taking

There was much adventure to be found in Bialowez Forest. At the hermit’s hut, Thaddeus and Urthog could not persuade the old loon Josefus to tell them the location of the entrance to the Dwarf Mines of Zybok. Thaddeus appealed to the man’s sense of honor and Urthog made threats that did not seem to intimidate the crazy old fool. But he found it quite convincing when Beldinde squeezed her breasts around his cock and wanked his wizened old root until he spurted out a meager, yellowing load onto her tits.

Later, as the old hermit feasted upon her cunny and her arse, Thaddeus and Urthog peppered him with questions. Between drooling licks and juicy slurps, he revealed that the entrance to the mines was located beneath a hill that resembled a tortoise. She rode his cock until he grabbed her hips and confessed the door to the mines was trapped and this trap could only be avoided by pulling a hidden lever just before opening the door.

“If you don’t pull it,” he gasped, reaching his peak and exploding inside Beldinde’s clutching cunt, “you’ll be roasted like chickens! AHHHH! AHHHH!”

He slumped back to the floor of his hut, completely exhausted as the gems decorating Beldinde’s body winked with captured power. The old man could not be roused again for further interrogation. Thaddeus and Urthog, somewhat appalled by Beldinde’s eager methods with the vile old fool, were nevertheless grateful for the information.

They used this information to locate the hill that resembled the tortoise, disarm the trapped door, and enter the Dwarf Mines of Zybok. Danger and mystery awaited them within the mines. They found relics of the fallen civilization of the Underdwarves. They battled a slime that dissolved most of Beldinde’s clothing and could only be defeated with fire, they fought off a swarm of spiders, and Beldinde persuaded a tribe of blind cave goblins to jerk off onto her ass and tits, showering her in slimy cum. For this, the yipping goblins led them to the lost treasure of the Underdwarves.

This treasure was, of course, guarded. The cave ogre was a brawny gray brute who swung a club that crushed one side of Thaddeus and nearly smashed Urthog’s head. Beldinde and her companions retreated. She used her magic to heal them, sucking off their cocks as she mended their wounds and rejuvenated their bodies. They tried again and this time Beldinde distracted the cave ogre with a dance that she had learned to entertain men visiting the Chapel of Release. As she gyrated, and undressed, caressing her body and revealing her curves, Urthog and Thaddeus crept into the room and stole the Helm of Zybok.

By time the cave troll realized he had been robbed of his finest treasure, Beldinde and her companions were near the exit. They fled from the troll’s howling fury and escaped from the mines.

“We did it,” gasped Thaddeus, clutching the horned helm to his chest. “I am blooded and I have returned a great trophy to make my mark upon my order.”

“Then my deal is done,” growled Urthog. “I will take my bride with me and you will take your treasure.”

Urthog grabbed Beldinde by her wrist and took a step away from Thaddeus. Beldinde resisted and glared at Urthog.

“We are friends now,” she scolded. “We will all of us return to Kebletz and celebrate this great victory.”

“Friends? Me? I have a tribe to…”

Urthog’s angry objections died as he looked into the winking light of Beldinde’s gems. She could feel the power of Sloria reaching through her body to calm the huge orc’s fury. Thaddeus, annoyed by the attempt to steal Beldinde away, was similarly calmed by the goddess.

“We are a team,” said Beldinde, caressing man and orc and kissing their cheeks. “We should stick together through thick,” she squeezed the huge bulge of Urthog’s cock, “and thin.” She squeezed the long, slender hardness of Thaddeus straining against his trousers.

“The elf is right,” grunted Urthog.

“Yes, my family should meet Urthog,” said Thaddeus. “He was quite a help with those spiders and that troll.”

“You would be dead if Urthog not there to fight the… mmmm…” Urthog’s argument was quieted by a kiss on the lips from Beldinde. The orc’s callused hands roamed over Beldinde’s more than ample curves, squeezing and shaping her luscious elf body to his desires.

“Mmmmm, you too, Thaddeus,” moaned Beldinde, reaching back and feeling for the young knight’s cock. He had taken it out of his trousers and let out a groan as her fingers wrapped around his shaft. She drew him closer, cock-first, and he collided with the soft, luscious roundness of her bottom.

They fell together within sight of the entrance to the mines. Beldinde straddled Urthog’s muscular body and slid her hot cunny down onto his massive cock. As he stretched her silken walls, she guided Thaddeus to the creamy crevasse between her cheeks and pushed his hard tip against her pink divot. He thrust forward carefully, filling her ass with his hardness.

United in purpose, they rutted in victory. Thaddeus taking careful, but deep strokes into Beldinde’s plush bottom as she rode her hot, squeezing cunt atop Urthog. The orc smothered himself in her hanging tits, his tongue teasing her pierced nipples and his hands guiding the movement of her hips.

Their thrusting, bouncing, heaving rut intensified until all three reached their climax in almost perfect unison. Thaddeus buried his hard cock in Beldinde’s ass, pressed against her back and gasping against her shoulder as his cock shuddered and spurted inside her. In that same moment, she felt pleasure grip her body, her tight ass tightening further around the knight’s pulsing prick and her cunt wringing ecstasy from the orc beneath her.

“GRAAAAAAA! Too good!” Urthog bellowed, thrusting upwards with such force that his cockhead slammed against Beldinde’s womb. He unlashed a great geyser of his hot seed and with it a flowing pulsating ecstasy of essence that poured through Beldinde’s body and into her crystal jewelry.

The three collapsed together, with their cocks still in Beldinde and Beldinde sandwiched between their bodies. Shuddering with aftershocks. Whimpering with soft satisfaction.

Once managed to disentangle and dress themselves, they set off for Kebletz. It was as if a fever had broken. Urthog no longer coveted Beldinde to the same degree and Thaddeus no longer hated the idea of sharing. They were free-spirited, but friendly, and laughter or moaning was far more common than shouting.

Beldinde, scarcely dressed at all beneath her traveling cloak, offered herself freely and repeatedly to her traveling companions. How could the human and orc be jealous of one another when they could have their fill of Beldinde whenever they pleased? She sucked Thaddeus off and went straight to being fucked by Urthog. She made love to the orc again, later, by the fire, but slept with Thaddeus under his blanket and awoke with his cock still stick with spunk dripping from her folds.

When they stopped to bathe, they frolicked together almost like children in a stream. After bathing, the orc and human stretched out in bank in the sunlight to dry and Beldinde knelt between them, stroking them and sucking them until they each had treated her to a mouthful of their cum.

Again, and again, they found any excuse and took any opportunity to fondle Beldinde, squeezing her, kissing her, or slipping their hard cock inside her. She was just as likely to surprise them with pleasure. Groping their cocks while on the road or stopping just long enough to give them a good titwank or wring out their cock in her tight, clutching cunt.

Her jewelry was always glittering with magic, and she had never felt closer to Sloria. The goddess seemed pleased with the way she was handling her two companions.

I was an almost too-brief journey back to the smoky chimneys, cobbled streets, and busy old docks of Kebletz. They returned to Thaddeus’s home to find a lavish feast prepared. The mayor greeted them at the gate, overjoyed to see his son returning seemingly unharmed. The old man embraced Thaddeus warmly, gave Beldinde a lingering squeeze, and then looked up at the orc with disdain.

“What is this orc doing at my gate?” demanded the mayor.

Urthog growled and took a threatening step towards the mayor that made the two footmen nearby shift warily.

“Oh my goodness, he’s so big,” came a soft, feminine cry from the doorway of the house. Ygrid, the bouncing brunette wife of the mayor, ran out to see Urthog. “He’s not at all like those orcs down by the docks. Are you a wild orc, sir?”

“My love, be careful,” warned the mayor, holding the buxom Ygrid back with one arm.

“I am untamed by humans if this is what you mean,” growled Urthog.

“He’s alright,” said Thaddeus, clapping Urthog on the shoulder. “In fact, I wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for the big lunk. He saved my life when we got into a scrap with a cave troll. I wouldn’t have this without him either.”

Thaddeus reached into his pack and brought out the helm of Zybok. He had cleaned it up a bit and the golden caps on the horns gleamed in the light of the setting sun.

“By the gods, you’ve brought back quite a prize,” said the mayor, taking the helm and seeming to forget all about Urthog. “The order will promote you to knight captain surely after they see that.”

“I am not looking for a promotion, father,” said Thaddeus. “But I have earned my place in the order and I could not have done it without Beldinde and Urthog.”

“Right, right,” said the mayor, “The elf priestess and the… orc. Very good. They are, of course, welcome to join us for the feast to celebrate your triumph.”

Thaddeus followed his father into the house. Beldinde fell in behind them. Urthog lingered at the gate, but Ygrid beckoned for him to follow her and he did, smirking slightly at the way the ample woman’s skirt swayed back and forth.

At dinner, tray after tray heaped with steaming meat, breads, buttered vegetables, and all manner of other delicacies were brought out by servants. Beldinde, now dressed in a crimson bodice embroidered with golden nudes and a long, white skirt, was seated beside the mayor. He plied her with drinks and teased her leg with his under the table, but he remained a perfect gentleman.

Beldinde was a bit flushed from drinking, enjoying the delicious food, and watching Ygrid flirt with Urthog, when she heard a voice in her head.

“Bring him under your heel,” purred the voice of Sloria, felt rather than heard.

“Who?” whispered Beldinde.

“The mayor,” said Sloria. “Seduce him. He will be easy prey. Control his mind with your power and you will control this city.”

“But I don’t—”

“DO NOT DEFY ME AGAIN, BELDINDE!” The words roared through Beldinde like flame leaping from an opened furnace. She rocked back in her chair and snapped open a folding fan to cool her face.

“Are you well?” asked the mayor, noticing Beldinde’s red face and wide eyes. She forced a smile and took his offered hand.

“Y-yes, just a bit warm,” she said. “Perhaps some fresh air?”

“Ah, of course,” said the mayor, rising from his chair and helping Beldinde to her feet. “There is a lovely veranda overlooking the garden. Just upstairs. Come. I’ll show you.”

“My love, where are you going?” asked Ygrid, rising from the table to join them.

“Just to get some air,” said the mayor, pausing at the door.

Beldinde realized that the mayor’s wife might get in the way of seducing the mayor. She cast a quick glance in Urthog’s direction and nodded to him. He seemed to understand as he stood and took Ygrid’s delicate hand.

“Perhaps, my lady, you could show me that armory you spoke about,” growled the orc. “I would enjoy very much seeing the fine weapons your household possesses.”

Beldinde could see Ygrid looking over the orc and his bulging muscles and she knew the distraction had worked. Beldinde pretended to sway unsteadily and pressed herself to the mayor’s hip for support. He put an arm around her.

“Careful there, priestess,” said the mayor, guiding her out of the dining room and into the hall. “Just lean on me. I will help you up the stairs. The view is beautiful from the veranda. The easiest way to get out there is through the door in my bedchamber.”

“Of course,” said Beldinde, her breasts heaving against her bodice. “Please, show me to your bedchamber.”

They never made it out onto the veranda and Beldinde certainly did not have to do any work to seduce the mayor. Three steps into his bedchamber, his hands were all over her body, exploring her curves through the skirt and working clumsily at the laces of her bodice.

“Oh, mayor,” she gasped in mock surprise. “I don’t know if we should… mmmmm…”

“I know you, priestess,” he said. “You’re a devotee of Sloria. That means you know about all of the pleasures of the flesh. Show them to me!”

He ripped at her boddice and free her huge, soft tits. He let out a gleeful growl, grabbing her breasts with both his hands and burying his face in that soft, pillowy embrace. His tongue met her nipples and he sucked as though thirsty for milk, looking up at her, eyes wide and watery, lips popping as he slurped.

She reached for him then, finding his cock smaller than his son’s, but just as stiff when she filled her hand with it. She wanked him as he sucked, then he pushed her back.

“Bend over,” he gasped, his face red and eyes bulging with need. “Bend over my desk, just there. Yes! Oh, these legs. These thighs… mmmm…”

He kissed his way up her legs, lifting her skirt and tossing it over her back as he groped the frilly roundness of her panty-covered bottom.

“Ohhhh, mayor, you’re so experienced,” she moaned, wiggling her hips and pushing her luscious rear back at him. “You know exactly what you’re doing. Ohhhhhh… show me how you run the city!”

What surprised Beldinde more than anything was that the mayor did know his way around a woman. He was a vigorous and attentive lover, his fingers and tongue seeking out every spot of pleasure on her body as he kissed, licked, and caressed her from head to toe. She was at his mercy, quaking with ecstasy beneath his fervent ministrations, her elf voice singing a melody of pleasure.

Even when she straddled his face and insisted on sucking upon his prick, he managed to tongue her cunny until she was cumming again before she could even make him spurt. She rewarded this by letting him take her, not like some strumpet, but like a proper lover. On her back, on his bed, her legs spread wide as the portly old mayor mounted her cunt. He looked down into her eyes, making her big tits heave with each thrust.

She could feel his mind tangling with hers as his pleasure built.

“To think, my son… huh… had you all to himself,” wheezed the mayor. “I doubt the boy knew what to do with a woman like you.”

“Oh, he knew well, mayor,” gasped Beldinde. “A fine lover you have raised. But why would you think he had me all to himself? The orc was with us as well!”

“Ohhhh you harlot,” laughed the mayor. “Yet that foul green cock has not spoiled you. Perhaps, ohh, only seasoned you. AHHH!”

He hilted in her cunt and spurted his hot seed into her depths. With each gush, he surrendered some part of his essence and became addicted to the power of Beldinde’s body. Her control over him was absolute in the moment of his climax. As he fell upon her, kissing her, thrusting the last of his seed into her depths, she wrapped him in her arms and whispered, “Thank you for giving me… the keys to the city.”
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Frolic of the Pawns

“Bountiful human,” growled Urthog the orc, stalking through the garden. “Stop hiding from me. Come out and show yourself. I promise not to hurt you. Unless you wish to feel pain.”

He was answered by a husky giggle and glimpsed the motion of a trailing veil of white fabric between rows of rose hedges. A moment later, from another gap in the hedges, he saw a distinct bounce of creamy flesh as the buxom mother of Thaddeus the knight danced among the topiary.

The huge orc grunted, advancing on the enticing glimpse of the lovely woman. He ignored the prick of thorns as he pushed his way through the hedges and deeper into the garden’s maze. He did not so much navigate the twists and turns as reconfigure the maze by forcing his way through hedges. At last, he blundered through another hedge and came face-to-face with the woman he desired.

Urthog’s clothing was ripped to shreds and a dozen thorn pricks were leaking blood down his green flesh. He didn’t care about such minor concerns as he confronted Ygrid of Kebletz, mother of Thaddeus and wife to the mayor of Kebletz. She was a woman of ample loveliness. Middle-aged, full of bust, and with a youthful twinkle in her eyes and a naughty smile on her plush lips.

She was a suitable woman for breeding, though Urthog. Though not so lovely as Beldinde – few humans could compare to an elf – she was nevertheless a jiggling temptress that had held his attention all through the feast to celebrate Thaddeus. She tossed her brown hair and backed towards the dead-end hedges behind her.

“Oh, savage orc, don’t be rough with me,” she cried in mock fear. “I was only playing a little game.”

“You play a dangerous game then, human,” growled Urthog, gladly playing the part of a menacing orc.

He approached her slowly and then, with two paces separating them, he lunged forward and snatched her by her bodice. With a fearsome yank, he tore open the constricting garment, snapping laces and clasps and freeing Ygrid’s plump breasts and thick rosy nipples.

“You brute! You’ve torn my gown!” cried Ygrid with genuine indignation.

“Yes, and I will tear your skirt and your panties too, woman, to unwrap my prize!” He smothered her cry of protest in a kiss. She moaned in surprise, her mouth suddenly filled with orc tongue and her lips brushing against his masculine tusks.

Urthog's tongue plundered her mouth, conquering it with each thrust. He ground his hips against hers, feeling her softness through their clothing. One hand crushing her soft breasts as his lips melded to hers. She didn't struggle, instead clinging to him as if wanting this as much as he did. His free hand delved between them, fingers squeezing and caressing her ample ass before sliding between her legs. He kept his word, ripping her panties aside and groping at her feminine folds. With a ripple of pleasure, she parted her legs to let him in.

Urthog growled in delighted satisfaction as his fingers found wet warmth and softness. He thrust two fingers inside her, groaning deep in his throat as he felt the tight heat surrounding his digits. She grunted and gasped in response, pushing back against him. Her scent was divine - a mix of fear and lust that only made him harder.

Ygrid closed her eyes, arching her back as he began to pump his fingers in and out of her slick channel. Her juices coated his fingers, causing them to slide in and out with an unholy ease. She moaned loudly, the sound muffled by their kiss. Urthog couldn't help but pant in desire, his free hand reaching up to cup one of her heavy breasts as he continued to finger-fuck her from behind.

As they kissed more passionately now, Ygrid's moans turned into gasps for breath. Urthog pulled away from their lip lock to look down at what he was doing to her. He growled again when he saw how she trembled under his touch and how wantonly she grasped onto the hedges for support. He watched her bare breasts quiver with her ecstasy. Her cunt gripping his thick orc fingers. He let her ride out her pleasure before withdrawing his digits with a wet slurp.

Urthog stepped back and untied his borrowed trousers. His massive cock, erect and dripping with precum, stood free of his ripped pants. He grabbed the green root and stroked it slowly. Ygrid sagged against he hedge, panting and quivering with aftershocks of her ecstasy.

“Offer yourself to me, human,” he commanded. “If you really want to know how a ‘savage orc’ fucks.”

She hesitated, and Urthog growled. He saw her thighs quiver, saw her breath hitch and her knees almost buckle as she looked at the monstrous thing jutting from his trousers. She’d never seen one so big. Thicker, longer, veined and dark in the moonlight. A bead of his lust glistened at the tip, and it bobbed like it was ready to strike with each of his breaths. She braced herself against the hedge. The thorns pricked at her bare skin but she barely felt them.

The human wanted this. She wanted to be fucked by the brute that had haunted her dreams ever since the feast. She wanted him to take her. She parted her legs and lifted her ruined skirt. She offered herself, her plump ass out, hands shaking with anticipation as she smoothed her hair over one shoulder.

“Yes,” she whispered, soft and breathy. “Do it. I want you inside me. Show me. Show me what you are.”

Urthog snorted in approval. His heavy footsteps crushed the rose stems beneath him as he stalked forward. He grabbed her hips in both hands, fingers digging into her soft flesh, and pressed the head of his cock between her thighs. She whimpered as he rubbed along her slick folds, smearing her wetness and his precum together. He didn’t wait. Orcs didn’t wait.

He thrust forward, forcing his cock into her snug, dark-thatched human cunt. She gasped and nearly cried out at the stretch. Urthog just grunted and shoved in deeper, splitting her open on his shaft. She clawed at the hedge for support, barely aware of the blood running down her arm from the thorns.

All she could feel was him. Filling her. Stretching her. He pistoned his cock into her, fucking her deeper with each thrust. Her breasts bounced with the force of it. Her vision blurred and she let out gasping, desperate moans. It hurt but she loved it. She’d never been taken like this before. Never been claimed and used. She pressed back against him, wanting more, wanting all of it.

Urthog held her steady and slammed into her harder. His huge, cum-filled bollocks slapped against her ass. His cock pounded her, harder and deeper. Ygrid cried out, voice muffled by the hedge, and the orc only fucked her harder at the sound. He felt her build towards release, felt her legs tremble and her pussy clench around him.

Urthog laughed, deep and savage, and reached around to grab her breast and squeeze it roughly. She screamed as she came, cunt spasming around the orc’s cock. He could feel each ripple of her ecstasy. He didn’t stop. He kept thrusting, riding out her climax, using her as he pleased. The pleasure was almost painful and her body went limp, held up only by the hedge and his hands.

Urthog grunted louder, the sound animal, and suddenly he shoved deep and erupted inside her. Hot, thick spurts filled her cunt, dripping down her thighs. He held her like that for several seconds, spurt after spurt of his orc seed gushing into her cunt. Then he pulled out and let her collapse against the hedge.

“Was that what you wanted, human?” asked the orc, looking down at her as she sunk to her knees. He watched his cum drooling out of her stretched cunt as she seemed to fold in on herself. He thought she might cry, but when she lifted her tear-stained face from her arms she was smiling madly.

“Yes, and I want more,” she said, turning to him, grasping his dripping cock, and wrapping her whorish lips around his tip.

Urthog grunted with surprise as the lady of the house began to pleasure him with her eager mouth.

The Mayor and His Brave Son

Beldinde was in heaven, or perhaps a wonderfully, sinfully pleasurable hell. The mayor’s submission to her will had triggered some sort of reward from Sloria and the goddess continually fed ecstasy to her faithful priestess with each new act of depravity.

Sucking off the mayor with a finger up the old man’s arse made Beldinde cum. Bouncing on his face and riding her ecstasy upon his wanton tongue made her cum. Throwing her bottom back onto his cock as he sat almost insensate propped up on his bed with his legs apart made her cum repeatedly.

She looked over her shoulder at the mayor, his gaze fixed on her luscious cheeks slapping against him and her hot cunny swallowing up his cock, and a dazed smile spread on his face.

“Anything you want,” he said, entranced by her perfect, voluptuous elf body. “Anything you want.”

He had been repeating that for nearly an hour. As if his mind had latched onto that single thought and everything else had dissolved in the secretions of their lustful acts. He reached out to grab her hips, but his arms were so weary he merely trailed his fingers down her jiggling buttocks before dropping his hands back to the bed.

The glowing crystals hanging from Beldinde’s nipples pulsed with the mayor’s essence as they swung on the golden rings piercing Beldinde’s plump buds. She gasped as his cock gave a feeble pulse of pleasure and began to spurt out a dwindling eruption of his seed. She milked him for all he was worth, Sloria heightening each pulse of pleasure, and her body drew out the power of his ecstasy and filled her crystal jewelry.

“You have dominated him and drained his essence,” purred Sloria, though Beldinde alone could hear the voice of the goddess. “Now prove your mastery of him.”

“How, My Goddess?” asked Beldinde aloud, slowing her thrusts back onto the mayor’s cock and earning an insensate moan from him.

“Make a demand of him,” said Sloria. “Something that would be ridiculous for him to grant, but within his power.”

Beldinde considered for a moment, her hips slowing as the mayor’s flaccid cock finally slipped free of her creamed cunny. She looked back at him, seeing his face flushed with exertion and damp with sweat. He met her gaze, smiling weakly before his eyes rolled with weariness.

“Mayor,” she said, turning slowly to face him as his spunk dripped from her well-used cunt. “Mayor, don’t sleep just yet. I need something from you.”

“Name it, my beloved Beldinde,” he said. “My pulchritudinous priestess. Oh, let me lavish you… with… mmmm…”

She nudged him to keep him awake.

“Give me your manor,” she said. “Here in the city. Give it to me to make my home here in Kebletz and spread the word of Sloria.”

“Ah, a good choice,” chuckled Sloria.

“For you and for the Goddess,” belched the mayor. “It is yours. Mmmm. All of it. My house. My fortune. Mmmmm… now…”

“Shhh, thank you,” she giggled, cuddling against his sweaty body. “Rest now, mayor. You have given all I asked and more.”

“Mmmmm,” he rumbled, a contented smile settling upon his face as he drifted off to sleep and began to snore.

Beldinde arose from the bed as the mayor slumbered. She drew a bath and washed her body thoroughly, even washing her hair using perfumed oils. When she was done and dried, she dressed in a simple robe and slippers and departed from the mayor’s bedroom. She passed by the garden as she moved silently through the house. She could hear the moans of Ygrid, the mayor’s wife, as Urthog plundered the woman’s eager cunt.

“I hope poor Thaddeus cannot hear his mother being defiled by the orc,” chuckled Beldinde. She made her way through the manor to the bedroom of Thaddeus. Thankfully, well out of earshot of the commotion in the garden.

Melody knocked on the door to Thaddeus’s bedroom. One knock was not enough, so she rapped insistently at the door.

His voice was strained with sleepiness and perhaps drink from supper as he called, “Who is there? Is that you, Lucia?”

“It is Beldinde.”

The door was quickly unlocked and she found the knight disheveled and with his night shirt unbuttoned, but with a big grin on his face.

“I thought you were with my father,” he said.

“Only discussing some things with him,” said Beldinde. “He has offered me this manor to use to spread the word of Sloria throughout Kebletz.”

“The house? You’re going to be staying here?”

“Yes,” said Beldinde. “For a time at least. Would you like that, Thaddeus? My brave knight? My handsome hero?”

She pushed him back into the bedroom with her hands and her crowding bust. He fell back upon his unmade bed, and she fell atop him, kissing him and pinning his hands above his head. He did not resist her as her tongue tasted the drink on his lips and her creamy thigh escaped her robe and pressed against the bulge in his night shirt.

“Beldinde, you… you’re not going with that orc?”

“He might stay here for a while too,” said Beldinde. “Oh, don’t make that face, Thaddeus. You know he has his uses.”

She slipped the robe from her shoulders and let it fall open to reveal the hanging weight of her soft and more than ample breasts. They fell against Thaddeus and he let out a groan. She dragged them to his face, muffling any further objects as he began to kiss and suck at her breasts. She rubbed them back and forth, teasing them across his mouth as she released his hands to lift his night shirt.

Thaddeus’s cock sprung free and she filled her hand with it, crying out wantonly as he began to suckle at her straining pink nipples. She worked her hand along his hot length. Slowly moving over top of it as she straddled him between her creamy thighs. The hot furrow of her cunt dragged against his cockhead and Thaddeus cried out with lust deep in her cleavage. His hands went to her hips and then around to her plump bottom, squeezing her and guiding her atop his cock.

She lowered herself onto him, admiring the youthful strength of him as he began to thrust upwards into her slick cunny. The jewels that decorated her body began to sparkle anew with each pre-orgasmic tremor from Thaddeus.

“Oh, Beldinde, whatever you desire,” he moaned. “I will devote myself to… to seeing it succeed. I will devote myself to you. I swear it.”

“No oaths are needed,” she laughed, riding harder atop his straining cock. “But I appreciate the sentiment, my handsome night.”

She let him take charge, if only briefly. He turned her onto her hands and knees and rose behind her. He plunged his cock into her pussy from behind and sought to guide her motions with his hands on her hips. But Beldinde knew all too well how to move to pleasure him and pleasure herself. She arched her back and threw her hips against him, her ass bouncing and her cunny swallowing each stroke of his edging cock.

“Cum for me, brave knight,” she cried, feeling her pleasure peak. Her inner walls tightened around him as he exploded in her depths. The hot flood of his seed joining the remains of his father’s loads still pooled against Beldinde’s womb. He gasped, shuddering, pumping spurt after spurt into her pussy before falling heavily against her back.

“Incredible,” he moaned, kissing her shoulder and neck.

The crystals that decorated her body pulsed brightly with trapped essence. She could feel the power of Sloria thrumming through her body. A nearly bottomless power to seduce and control men and women alike.

And with it, she would serve Sloria, and dominate the city of Kebletz.


6

A Celebration of Pleasure

In the weeks since Beldinde had taken residence in the mayor’s manor, the heavy velvet drapes had been pulled open to let in the moonlight, the austere portraits of ancestors had been replaced with tasteful and some not-so-tasteful erotic art, and the air, once smelling of floor wax and old libraries, was now thick with incense, perfume, and the musk of unbridled arousal.

Tonight was the culmination of Beldinde’s influence. The Church of Sloria’s lascivious foothold on the city of Kebletz had transformed the manor into the beating heart of the city’s elite. The mayor had signed decrees granting the order tax-exempt status and prime real estate, all while sitting in a daze of post-coital bliss. To celebrate this new golden age of debauchery, the manor had been thrown open for a gala that had quickly broken out into a massive, sprawling orgy.

Beldinde held court in the center of the grand ballroom. The dining table had been cleared of food and covered in silk sheets, serving as a dais for the high priestess. She was the centerpiece of the evening, her body glowing with the light of the Libidis gems that pierced her nipples, navel, and ears. The crystals hummed with a low, vibrant energy, fed by the lust of the countless guests watching her.

She lay back on the silk, her legs spread wide, her head thrown back on a pile of velvet pillows.

“My Goddess,” the mayor wheezed, his face flushed a deep, unhealthy crimson as he knelt between her thighs. “The city… it is all yours. Every street, every brick.”

“And every cock,” Beldinde purred, running her hand through the thinning hair of the city’s most powerful official.

The mayor groaned, burying his face in the wet, fragrant heat of her cunny. He was a skilled lover, despite his age and girth, driven by a magical compulsion that made Beldinde’s pleasure his only reason for existing. His tongue worked tirelessly against her clit, lapping at her with the devotion of a starving man at a banquet.

But he was not alone in his worship. At Beldinde’s head knelt Thaddeus, the mayor’s handsome, golden-haired son. The young knight, once a paragon of chaste virtue, was now a paragon of stamina. He loomed over her shoulder, his eyes glazed with adoration, his thick, veins-corded cock held firmly in Beldinde’s hand.

“My brave knight,” Beldinde murmured, taking her eyes off the ceiling to gaze up at him. “Your father is serving the city well. How will you serve the church?”

“With everything I have, Priestess,” Thaddeus gasped.

She guided him downward. He didn’t need much encouragement. He sank onto her face, feeding his hard length into her open, waiting mouth. Beldinde hummed with delight, the sensation of being pleasured from both ends sending sparks of magic through her veins.

It was a tableau of total domination. The father, representing the law and the state, eating her pussy with desperate fervor. The son, representing the military and the future, fucking her mouth with rhythmic, hip-snapping devotion.

Down below, the mayor’s tongue was broad and wet, flattening against her pearl and making her hips buck involuntarily. Up above, Thaddeus was firm and demanding, his cock hitting the back of her throat, his taste musky and clean. Long, stiff, but rather slender and easily swallowed.

“Mmmmph!” she moaned around Thaddeus’s shaft, her hands reaching up to squeeze his muscular ass cheeks.

“That’s it, Father, make her cum!” Thaddeus encouraged, his voice ragged as he pulled out briefly to gasp for air before plunging back in. “Worship her!”

The mayor couldn't speak, occupied as he was, but he grunted in agreement, his hands gripping Beldinde’s plush thighs, spreading her wider to get deeper access to her divine nectar.

The crowd gathered around the table watched in reverent silence, broken only by the wet sounds of suction and the rustle of clothing being discarded. They were witnessing a holy trinity of power: the voluptuous elf priestess, the politician, and the noble soldier, united in lust.

Beldinde felt the familiar coil of heat in her belly. The mark of Sloria above her womb began to pulse, syncing with the rhythm of Thaddeus’s thrusts.

“I’m… I’m close!” Thaddeus warned, his pace quickening, his hips colliding with Beldinde’s nose.

“Mmnnnnn,” she moaned around him, letting him slide free for a moment before gasping, “Do it! Cum for me! MMmmmmm!”

She took him back into her mouth and down her throat, her eyes needful with the hot demand of his release.

At the same time, she clamped her legs around the mayor’s head, grinding her soaking cunny against his face. The smothering only seemed to spur him on. He hummed against her cuntlips, his tongue vibrating.

The circuit of pleasure connected with the electric jolt of electricity.

Thaddeus groaned, a long, mournful sound of ecstasy, and drove his cock to the hilt in Beldinde’s throat. She felt the hot, heavy pulse of his knighthood flooding her mouth, thick, sweet, and plentiful. She swallowed greedily, draining him of his essence with each swallowed spurt, feeling the Libidis gems flare with sudden brightness.

Her orgasm ripped through the ballroom, a wave of palpable magic that knocked the wind out of the spectators. Her inner walls clenched, milking the ghost of a sensation, her clit pulsing against the mayor’s tongue while her throat massaged the last drops from Thaddeus.

Simultaneously, the mayor shuddered violently between her legs. He didn’t have a cock inside her, but the sheer sensory overload of her taste and the magical connection was enough. He erupted in his trousers, his body going rigid as he poured his devotion into the fabric of his breeches, his tongue still frantically working Beldinde’s clit as she arched between father and son.

The wo men collapsed, panting and spent and slid slowly from the dais. Beldinde sat up. She was flushed, her skin glowing, a stray smear of Thaddeus’s seed on the corner of her lip which she deftly licked away.

But the service was not over.

“The Goddess is pleased,” Beldinde announced, her voice projecting effortlessly across the room. “But Sloria’s vessel still yearns. Her thirst is not quenched.”

A low murmur went through the crowd. This was the moment they had been waiting for.

“Come,” Beldinde beckoned, gesturing to the nobles, merchants, guardsmen, and scoundrels standing nearest to the dais. “Offer your tribute.”

They surged forward. There was no fighting, no jealousy, but there was a fierce urgency. The thrumming influence of Sloria ensured a murmuring cooperation. They arranged themselves around the table, unbuttoning breeches, lifting tunics, freeing cocks of all shapes, sizes, and colors.

Beldinde lay back down, a smile of beatific welcome on her face. “Anoint me.”

It began as a trickle and became a flood.

The first man, a wealthy spice merchant, stepped up to the edge of the table and began to stroke his heavy member. He groaned as he looked at her body, the piercings winking at him, the flush of her skin. It didn’t take long. With a shout of "Sloria!", he unleashed a rope of white fluid that splattered across Beldinde’s stomach. It was thick and hot, hitting her navel piercing with an audible splat, the heat of it instantly absorbed by the Libidis gem which pulsed a soft pink in response.

"Yes," Beldinde cooed, running her hands through the mess on her tummy and spreading it over her breasts like precious oil. "More. Cover me in your glorious sins."

They obliged, and the decorum of the manor dissolved into pure, raw worship. A city guardsman, still wearing his helmet, stepped up and fired a heavy load across her left breast. The force of his pent-up desire sent the creamy streams cascading over the curve of her flesh, dripping down to pool against her ribs. The contrast of the pearly white fluid against her flushed elven skin was hypnotic to the onlookers.

A blacksmith, his arms thick with muscle, groaned as he added his tribute, thick ropes of grayish-white spunk landing heavily on her thighs. Beldinde shuddered as the heat of his labor-hardened essence seeped into her skin. It felt heavier, earthier than the merchant’s and it made the gems on her ears vibrate.

Next came a nervous royal scribe, who could barely hold his cock steady as he aimed. He exploded in quick, frantic spurts that painted Beldinde’s ribs and waist in a sticky web.

Then, a trio of young squires, friends of Thaddeus, approached the head of the table. They stood shoulder to shoulder, their cocks red and throbbing. At a nod from Beldinde, they began to jerk off onto her face. Hot, salty streams lashed across her cheeks, sealing her eyes shut with warm, sticky fluid. Thick globs landed on her lips, and she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue to catch them, tasting the distinct, metallic tang of their youthful virility. It coated her eyelashes, dripped from her nose, and matted her golden hair to the silk sheets.

A baker, his apron still dusted with flour, added his contribution to her right thigh, the flour mixing with the fluids to create a strange, holy paste on her skin.

Beldinde writhed in the growing puddle of cum, turning her body to ensure no patch of skin was left dry. She reveled in the tactile sensation of fresh, scalding hot cum mixed with the cooling, tacky layers already on her skin. She was thrilled by the soft cries of ecstasy and the audible wet slap of heavy loads hitting flesh, the squelch of her body moving against the soaked sheets. The distinct musk of male release filled the ballroom, overpowering the incense, a thick, heady fog of pure carnal essence.

Beldinde was becoming a living statue of seed, glazed from face to toe in the collective life force of Kebletz’s elite. With every spurt that hit her skin, she felt a rush of power. A gathering storm of magical energy. The merchant gave her cunning, the guard gave her strength, the squires gave her vitality. She felt invincible. She felt like the goddess herself.

When the last man had shaken his final drops onto her ankle, the room fell silent again, save for the heavy breathing of a hundred satisfied men. Beldinde lay slick and shimmering, her chest heaving, fingers trailing through the mass of spunk, her eyes bright and wild.

“Beautiful,” she whispered.

From the shadows of the room, her acolytes emerged. These were the dedicated sisters and brothers of the inner circle, dressed in sheer red robes. They carried no towels, no sponges. They knew the rituals of Sloria demanded a more personal touch.

“Cleanse the vessel,” Beldinde commanded softly.

Three acolytes approached. Two young women, Sister Mara and Sister Fern, crawled onto the table. They began at Beldinde’s extremities. Sister Mara took Beldinde’s hand, licking the seed from her fingers with delicate, cat-like strokes. Sister Fern started at the ankles, her tongue broad and efficient, working her way up the calf.

But the place of honor went to Brother Kael, a young man with a hunger in his eyes that rivaled the mayor’s. He crawled between Beldinde’s spread legs. The area was a swamp of her own juices, the mayor’s saliva, and the runoff from the tribute on her stomach.

He didn't hesitate. He buried his face between her thighs.

“Oh!” Beldinde gasped, her hips bucking off the silk as Kael’s tongue swirled into her.

He tongue bathed her with ravenous intensity, cleaning her folds, drinking the mixture of fluids, humming with religious fervor. He lapped up the tribute from her lower belly, chasing the rivulets down into her bush, consuming the holy mixture as if it were the nectar of immortality.

The sensation of his tongue, rough and eager, combined with the gentle lapping of the sisters cleaning her arms and legs, breasts and face, sent Beldinde drifting into a trance state. She floated on a cloud of sensation, the world narrowing down to the friction on her clit and the wet warmth of mouths on her skin.

The ritual was almost complete. She was preparing to let go, to slide into another, more profound orgasm, when a sound shattered the mood like a hammer on glass.

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!

The heavy oak doors of the manor shook in their frames.

The minstrels stopped their playing. The acolytes froze, Brother Kael lifting his head from Beldinde’s crotch, his chin dripping with white and clear fluids. The mayor sat up, blinking groggily.

“Open this door in the name of the High Council of Faiths!” a voice bellowed from outside. It was deep, authoritative, and utterly devoid of fun. “By the authority of the Gods of Good, you will surrender!”

Beldinde sat up fully, the drying fluids on her skin tightening slightly. She signaled for the acolytes to step back.

"Thaddeus," she said calmly. "Welcome those who disturb our worship."

Thaddeus, pulling his breeches up but leaving his silk shirt unbuttoned, grabbed his sword belt. He marched to the double doors and threw them open.

Standing on the threshold was a group of six men. They were dressed in the severe, high-collared gray robes of the Order of Order, the city’s most conservative and ancient religious sect. They held martial staves of ironwood and looked past Thaddeus with expressions of utter revulsion.

Their leader, a gaunt man with a face like a dried apple, stepped into the ballroom. His eyes widened as he took in the scene. The naked, glazed bodies, the smell, and Beldinde, sitting on the dining table like a pagan idol, still being pleasured by her acolytes, glistening with the seed of half the city's leadership.

“Abomination,” the High Priest spat, his voice trembling with rage. “We heard rumors, but… this? This is a pit of vipers. A sty of filth.”

“We call it a party,” Beldinde laughed, sliding off the table. The guests laughed with her. She didn't bother to cover herself. She walked toward them, the fluids on her body catching the candlelight, making her glisten with fresh release. “You are welcome to join, High Priest. Though you look like you need a few stiff drinks first.”

“Do not speak to me, harlot,” the priest snarled, raising his staff. “You have bewitched the mayor. You have corrupted the nobility. This ends tonight. We are here to serve an eviction notice on this… this corrupted manor and that whorehouse of a church. You and your ilk will leave this city, or we will rally the faithful to burn this manor and your so-called temple to the ground.”

The threat hung heavy in the air. The Order of Order had no magic, if Order was even a god it was an absent one, but they had numbers, and they knew how to stoke an angry mob of reactionaries.

The mayor struggled to his feet, trying to look dignified with his trousers stained. “Now see here, High Priest… you can’t simply…”

“Silence, fool!” the priest shouted. “You are unfit to govern!”

He took a step toward Beldinde, his staff raised as if to strike her.

The air in the room shifted instantly.

A low, guttural growl vibrated through the floorboards. From the shadows near the garden entrance, a massive shape detached itself. Urthog.

The orc had been enjoying the festivities in his own way, mostly with the kitchen staff, but he moved with terrifying speed. He stepped between Beldinde and the High Priest, towering over the gray-robed man by nearly two heads. He was naked save for a loincloth, his green muscles rippling, his tusks bared.

“You threaten my elf?” Urthog rumbled, his voice deep and dangerous like grinding stones.

At the same moment, Thaddeus drew his sword. The steel sang as it left the scabbard. He stepped up to Beldinde’s other side, the perfect image of the protector.

“She is the High Priestess of Kebletz,” Thaddeus said, his voice cold and sharp. “And I am a Knight of the Golden Grail. If you lift that staff one inch higher, priest, I will remove your arm.”

The High Priest froze. He looked at the massive, savage orc on one side, and the deadly, trained knight on the other. Behind them, Beldinde stood calmly, a hand resting gently on Urthog’s massive bicep and the other on Thaddeus’s shoulder. Her naked, cum-covered body twinkled with the magic of the crystals that hung from her nipples and the lobes of her pointed ears.

The High Priest seemed to grasp that he was not facing a blasphemous party. It was no longer just a sex cult. It was a power block. Muscle, steel, and sex magic.

The High Priest lowered his staff slowly, his face turning a shade of purple with his frustrated anger. He looked around the room, seeing the city guard captain and several merchants buttoning their shirts and glaring at him. He realized, perhaps too late, that he the scale of the foe he faced.

“You… you have poisoned them all,” the priest hissed. “But this is not over. The common people will not stand for this. We will preach the truth in the squares. We will raise a resistance that your bewitched guards cannot stop.”

“Let them come,” Urthog growled. “My axe is hungry.”

“No,” Beldinde said softly. “Let them go.”

She stepped forward, the gems on her nipples flashing blindingly bright for a moment. “Go, High Priest. Tell your flock what you saw. Tell them how happy we are. Tell them… they are missing out.”

The High Priest spat on the floor, turned on his heel, and marched out, his entourage scrambling to follow, though a few lingered as though they might cast off their robes and join the orgy. These men were quickly grabbed by their fellows and pulled out of the manor. The heavy doors slammed shut and cold silence followed. The celebratory mood was broken. The reality of a looming conflict settled over the room like a cold fog.

“They will be back,” Thaddeus said, sheathing his sword. “And they will bring pitchforks next time.”

“Let them,” Urthog snorted. “We break them.”

The guests began to mutter among themselves, some looking fearful, others reaching for their clothes. The party was effectively over.

Beldinde felt a sudden wave of dizziness. She leaned against the table, her hand going instinctively to her stomach. The adrenaline was fading, and something else was taking its place. A deep, heavy sensation in her core.

“Foolish little men,” a voice purred in her ear.

Beldinde shivered. It was Sloria.

“They think they can stop the tide with sticks and shouting,” the Goddess whispered, her voice sounding amused but with an edge of steely anger. “But you handled them well, my chosen daughter. You have your dogs of war well trained.”

“They are scared, Goddess,” Beldinde thought back, looking at Thaddeus and Urthog, who were now arguing about defensive perimeters. “A resistance… that sounds dangerous.”

“No great conflict of ideas is won without peril, Beldinde,” Sloria teased. “But do not worry. You have weapons they cannot imagine. You have the city. You have the magic. You have me.”

Beldinde felt a warmth spreading through her belly, centered right beneath the Libidis gem in her navel. It wasn't the usual heat of arousal. It was something solid. Something growing.

“And,” Sloria continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial, almost maternal coo, “you have the future to think about.”

“The future?” Beldinde asked, confused.

“Did you think the orc was boasting idly?” Sloria laughed, a sound like wind chimes made of bone. “He claimed you, Beldinde. He filled you with his savage essence, time and time again. And by my will, it has taken root.”

Beldinde’s eyes widened. She looked down at her flat, cum-streaked stomach. She looked up at Urthog, who was currently biting the cork out of a wine bottle.

“You’d best do something about those priests quickly, my sweet,” Sloria whispered, the amusement fading into a dark, protective command. “You need to make this city safe. In the interest of keeping the baby Urthog has given you safe.”

Beldinde’s hand pressed harder against her belly. A baby. An orc-elf hybrid. A child of Sloria.

She looked at the closed doors where the resistance had just declared war. A slow, terrifying smile spread across her face.

“Thaddeus. Urthog,” she said, her voice trembling not with fear, but with a fierce, new purpose. “Lock the gates. Show the guards where to watch. We have much work to do.”


7

The Party Ends

The siege of the mayor’s manor did not begin with battering rams or catapults, but with a wall of sound. The chanting of the Order of Order rose from the streets below like a noxious vapor. The rhythmic, joyless drone was barely noticeable at first, too quiet to be heard through thick walls and the lingering murmur of another night’s festivities. But as it grew nearer and the chanting grew louder, it clashed unpleasantly with the joyful afterglow of an orgy.

Beldinde stepped out onto the balcony of the master bedroom, her naked body draped in a sheer robe of crimson silk that did not conceal the massive prominence of her breasts, the shapely curve of her hip, nor the golden triangle of her sex. The cool night breeze rippled the robe and tickled at her stiffened nipples, making the Libidis gems piercing them ache with a dull, throbbing cold.

Below, the cobblestones were awash with torchlight. The High Priest, Malvus, she had learned his name was, had returned, and he had brought friends. Rows of city guards stood nervously behind a vanguard of gray-robed clerics. Behind them, a rabble of militia armed with pitchforks and cudgels milled about.

“They look so angry,” Beldinde murmured, leaning against the stone railing. She felt the heavy, comforting presence of Urthog behind her.

“They fear you,” the orc grunted. He was sharpening his axe, the scritch-scritch sound providing a counter-rhythm to the chanting. “Frightened men fight hard. But they break easy.”

“We won’t need to break them, my love,” Beldinde said, returning to the bedroom to stroke the orc’s scarred cheek. She glanced at Thaddeus, who was buckling his sword belt near the door. “We’re going to welcome them.”

“Yes,” Sloria’s voice purred in her mind, sounding like the rustle of silk sheets. “Open the gates. Let the flood of our love drown their hatred. They claim to hate sin, but every man down there is wondering what it tastes like.”

Beldinde smiled, a wicked, dazzling expression that lit up her face. She felt the reservoir of power in her gems, stored from the massive tribute of the gala. It felt limitless, but she knew she needed just a little more to achieve her grand design.

I will charge the crystals until they cannot hold another drop, Beldinde thought back, her hand drifting over the aching gems on her nipples. And when the pleasure peaks, I will release it all at once. I will trigger an explosion of Sloria’s healing energy so potent it will wash over this entire square. They won’t just surrender, Mother. They will be converted. They will fall to their knees, their will shattered by ecstasy, and weep for your touch.

“A bold plan,” Sloria agreed, her tone thick with anticipation. “Turn their crusade into a pilgrimage to the holy gates of your cunt. Make them yours. Make them mine.”

“Thaddeus,” Beldinde commanded softly. “Muster the sisters. Tell them to wear their finest and prepare to turn anger into pleasure. We are going to have guests.”

Several minutes later, in the face of the chanting priests, armed warriors, and torch-wielding rabble, the main gates of the manor swung open with a groan that silenced the mob for a heartbeat. High Priest Malvus stood at the front, his ironwood staff raised, his face a mask of righteous fury.

“Surrender the witch!” he bellowed, his voice magically amplified to boom across the courtyard. “Surrender the elf abomination, and perhaps the gods will have mercy on your souls!”

There was no answer. Instead, a soft, melodic humming began to drift from the open doors of the manor house. It was a low, sensual sound, a harmony of female voices that wove through the tension like a ribbon of velvet. Torches lit crimson drapes that billowed outward bearing the scent of spice and the musk of pleasure.

From the shadows of the arched doorway, figures emerged. They were not warriors in armor. They were the priestesses of Sloria.

Sister Mara led them, wearing nothing but a chain of silver around her waist and high-heeled sandals. Sister Fern followed, her breasts oiled and gleaming in the torchlight, her nipples stiff and rouged. Behind them came a dozen others, a phalanx of bare flesh, swaying hips, and inviting eyes. The most luscious devotees of Sloria’s healing power.

The militia faltered. The wall of pikes wavered. Men who had come prepared for a fight were suddenly confronted with their darkest, most desperate fantasies walking toward them.

Then came Beldinde.

She stepped out onto the marble stairs, the crimson robe sliding off her shoulders to pool at her elbows, revealing her magnificent, elven form. The gems on her body pulsed with a soft, pink light that seemed to catch the eye of every man in the square.

“Why so loud, Father?” Beldinde called out, her voice not shouting, yet heard by everyone. It was laced with magic, a siren song that plucked at the strings of desire in every groin. “The night is young. There is no need for anger. We hear your need and we answer it with open arms.”

She spread her arms, thrusting her chest forward. The sight of her massive, jiggling breasts and shamelessly pierced nipples, glowing with magical light, sent a visible ripple through the ranks of the city guard. The other sisters flanking Beldinde emulated the gesture, each locking eyes with a different priest or warrior and inviting them into an embrace.

For a moment, the square was silent. Each man at war with his desire and his self-righteous zealotry and each servant of Sloria enticing the men with the offering of untold pleasures.

“Attack!” Malvus screamed, sensing the wavering resolve of his men. “Seize them! Do not look at them!”

But it was too late. The sisters of Sloria began to sway their hips. They moved into the ranks of the guards not with daggers, but with caresses.

Sister Mara walked straight up to a burly sergeant who had raised his spear. She placed a hand on the shaft, lowering it gently, then stepped inside his guard to press her naked breasts against his chainmail.

“You look so tired,” she whispered, her hands finding the straps of his helmet. “Let me take this heavy thing off.”

The sergeant froze, his eyes wide. As the helmet clattered to the stones, Mara stood on her toes and kissed him. This was no chaste peck. It was a devouring, tongue-deep invasion. The sergeant groaned, dropping his spear, his hands instinctively going to her bare ass to pull her closer.

All across the front lines, the discipline shattered. The magic of Sloria, amplified by Beldinde’s presence, turned aggression into lust in the span of a heartbeat.

Sister Fern had cornered two young militiamen. She was on her knees in the dirt, her hands deftly unlacing the breeches of the first while the second stood behind her, unable to resist the sight of her round, spreading buttocks.

“That’s it,” Fern cooed, pulling the first lad’s stiff, twitching cock out into the cool air. “Let it breathe. Let it weep for me.”

The boy let out a strangled cry as her tongue traced his stiff length up to his purpling tip and she took him into her mouth. The sight of a holy sister bobbing on his cock broke him instantly. He dropped his cudgel, his hips jerking forward, fucking her face right there in the courtyard while his comrade fumbled with his own trousers, desperate to join in.

The skirmish became an orgy. The clatter of weapons and armor hitting the ground was replaced by the wet sounds of kissing and the ragged tearing of clothes.

Beldinde walked through the chaos like a queen through a garden menagerie. She watched as Brother Kael and two other acolytes surrounded a group of spearmen, pulling them into a huddle of groping hands and mouths. She saw a guard lift Sister Mara onto his shield, burying his face in her cunt while his squad mates cheered and unbuckled their armor, waiting for their turn.

It was working. The resistance was melting away, dissolved in a deluge of cum and saliva. With every spray of seed, the ambient magic in the courtyard grew thicker. Beldinde drew it in, feeding it into her crystals. More, she thought. I need more to ignite the blast.

Beldinde fixed her eyes on the one man who had not moved. High Priest Malvus stood alone in the center of the swirling debauchery, clutching his staff, his eyes squeezed shut as he muttered prayers. He was the key. His spiritual weight, once corrupted and claimed, would provide the final surge needed to detonate the wave of conversion.

“Open your eyes, Malvus,” Beldinde purred, stepping into his personal space.

He opened them. He looked down at her. He was an older man, gaunt and severe, but Beldinde could smell the musk of arousal on him. It was faint, buried under layers of gray robed repression, but it was there.

“You witch,” he breathed, his voice trembling. “Elf whore! Succubus!”

“I am a healer,” Beldinde corrected, stepping closer so that her nipples grazed the rough wool of his robe. “And you are sick with denial. Let me cure you of your… disbelief.”

She reached out, her hand sliding under his robe. He flinched, but he didn't strike her. She felt the slack muscles of late middle age, wiry body hair, and then she found what she was looking for. Her fingers circled the stiffness beneath all those layers. Malvus was hard. Painfully, rigidly hard.

“See?” she whispered, grasping his erection through his linen undergarments. “Your body knows the truth. Your god demands silence, but your flesh screams for release.”

“No,” Malvus gasped, sweat beading on his forehead. “I… I cannot…”

“You can,” Beldinde said. With a swift tug, she pulled his sash loose. His robe parted. He was surprisingly fit for his age, and his cock, certainly healthy, stood straight up against his belly, a furious shade of purple.

Beldinde didn't wait. She gathered her flimsy skirt and dropped to her knees in front of him. The sight of the High Priestess kneeling before him, her huge breasts lusciously heaving and her eyes looking up with submissive adoration, broke something in Malvus’s face. The anger drained away, replaced by a terrifying hunger.

“Will you cleanse me?” he whispered, a question that sounded like a plea.

“Oh, Father Malvus, I will drain every drop of sin from you and show you the way to true power,” Beldinde promised. “And with your essence, I will light the beacon of the fire that claims them all for Sloria.”

She kept her gaze on the old buzzard as she slowly ran her tongue around the head of his straining purple cock. She flicked her tongue against the slit, tasting the salty oil that oozed from his throbbing prick. He tasted ancient. Desiccated. But she was wantonly waking him from a long slumber in the crypt of his chastity. She pressed her soft lips to his tip and swirled her tongue around the crown, hearing him drop his staff. His trembling hands came down to rest on her head.

“Oh gods,” he moaned. “Oh gods, it feels… it feels…”

Beldinde took him fully into her mouth. She sucked with the expertise of a thousand drained cocks. Her lips tightened, massaging him from pulsating tip to twitching root. She hummed against his shaft, using the vibration to shake him to his core. She felt his knees buckle.

Around them, the battle had turned into a frenzy of release. To her left, the sergeant Mara had seduced was roaring, his back arched as he erupted all over the sister’s breasts. Beldinde watched from the corner of her eye as thick, white ropes of seed lashed across Mara’s skin, painting her chest in a sticky glaze.

To her right, the two militiamen with Fern were finishing together. One was fucking her from behind, the other face-fucking her. They groaned in unison, pulling out at the last second to shower her. Fern was laughing, her face and back drenched in hot, milky slime, the spunk dripping from her chin and nose as she reveled in the tribute.

The air was thick with the smell and the power of sex. Each fresh spurt of cum and each quivering cunt at climax was channeling secondhand power through Beldinde. Each tremor of ecstasy caused a flutter of pleasure in her core and made her crystal jewelry pulse brighter.

Beldinde returned her full attention to Malvus. He was close. She could feel his cock throbbing in her mouth, twitching against her tongue, swelling against her throat with the pressure of a lifetime of celibacy.

“Take him,” Sloria urged, her voice sounding eager, hungry. “Drink his cum! Drain the leader, and the flock is yours. Drink his power! Fuel the explosion that will destroy these rampaging prudes!”

Beldinde bobbed her head faster and took him deeper, his cock pushing back the well-trained clutch of her throat muscles. Her soft fingers found his spit-wet bollocks, massaging them, fingers circling over them and around his root to milk him into her mouth like some twitching udder. She was ready. The gems were vibrating, humming a high-pitched note only she could hear. One drop of his power and she would unleash the shockwave.

“I’m… I’m falling!” Malvus cried out, his fingers digging into her scalp. “I yield! I yield to the flesh!”

He thrust his hips forward in a violent, desperate motion. Beldinde clamped her throat tight, preparing to receive the massive influx of magical energy that always accompanied the climax of a powerful man.

He erupted and she was not ready.

It was a spurting, pumping flood of pent pleasure that drowned her throat in his pumping cum. Hot, thick, and plentiful. He filled her mouth in seconds, forcing her to swallow rapidly to keep up. Spurt after spurt of bitter, potent seed pumped down her throat. She savored his vintage taste.

Beldinde swallowed, waiting for the rush. Waiting for the gems to flare white-hot, for the surge of domination that would let her enslave his mind and explode outward to claim the rest.

She swallowed. And swallowed again.

She needed the goddess. She gulped desperately to feel her power.

Instead of the warm, golden light of Sloria’s power filling her veins, Beldinde felt cold. A creeping, numbing frost spread from her stomach, radiating out from where the seed of Malvus was settling.

The gems on her body didn't glow. They flickered. And then, one by one, they went dark.

Beldinde pulled back, gasping, a trail of Malvus’s fluids connecting her lip to his softening cock. She looked up, confused, expecting to see him glazed and docile.

Malvus was looking down at her. He was panting, his face slick with sweat, but his eyes were not glassy with lust. They were clear. And they were cold as ice.

“It… it is done,” Malvus whispered. But he wasn't speaking to her.

He reached into his robe and pulled out a heavy amulet of black iron that Beldinde hadn't noticed before. It bore the cogwheel symbol of order and it seemed to drink the light that faded from Beldinde’s jewelry.

“What… what have you done?” Beldinde choked out. She tried to summon her charm, to push a wave of lust at him, but she felt nothing. It was like reaching for a limb that had been severed. “My magic… I can’t… the explosion…”

“You drank the seed of the Null,” Malvus said, his voice regaining its strength, though it was now tinged with a dark, fanatical satisfaction. “We knew your nature, witch. We knew you fed on desire. So we prepared a vessel: me!”

He buttoned his robe with shaking hands. “I have taken the Vow of the Void. My essence does not give life. It negates magic. By taking me into you… you have swallowed a lock for which you have no key.”

Beldinde scrambled backward on her hands and knees. “Sloria! Mother! Help me!”

“I… I cannot reach you!” Sloria’s voice screamed in her head. It was faint, distant, panic rising in the divine tone. “He has blocked the flow! I can speak, child, but I cannot act! Run! You no longer have the power of my Chosen!”

Beldinde fell back over her heals and onto the ground. She scrambled away from Mavlus as a cruel smile spread on his face. All around her, the orgy was still ongoing, but the magical compulsion was fading. Guards were shaking their heads, looking down at the naked women in their arms with confusion that was rapidly turning to shame.

And anger.

“The whore priestess is powerless!” Malvus roared, raising his staff again. “The spell is broken! Seize them! Kill the succubus harlots!”

The mood in the courtyard snapped. The sergeant who had just cum on Mara blinked, looking at the cum spattering her chest, then at his own twitching cock. His face contorted in rage. He shoved Mara away, hard, sending her sprawling onto the cobblestones.

“Get off me, demon!” he shouted, reaching for his sword.

All around, the sounds of pleasure turned to screams of terror. Militiamen scrambled for their dropped weapons. The sisters, suddenly bereft of their magical allure, were just naked, unarmed women surrounded by armed men who were horrified by what they had just done.

“No!” Beldinde cried, scrambling to her feet. “Stop!”

“Temptress! Elf bitch!” A guard lunged at her, his trousers undone, but sword drawn. Beldinde cringed, waiting for the steel to bite.

A massive green blur slammed into the guard, smashing him aside. It was Urthog.

The orc roared, swinging his axe in a wide arc that cleaved the guard’s shield and arm in one blow and hacking into the man’s chest. The orc stood over Beldinde, a tower of rage, covered in the blood of the man he had just killed.

“Run, elf!” Urthog bellowed. “Go!”

Thaddeus was there a second later, his sword flashing in the torchlight as he parried a spear thrust meant for Beldinde’s back.

“We have to go, now!” Thaddeus shouted, grabbing Beldinde’s arm. “The back gate!”

“My sisters!” Beldinde screamed, looking back.

It was a massacre. Brother Kael was down, three spearmen stabbing at him. Sister Fern was being dragged away by her hair, screaming.

“You can’t save them!” Urthog growled. He grabbed Beldinde by the waist, effortlessly hoisting her onto his shoulder. “Save what is within you! Save my child!”

The reminder hit Beldinde like a slap across the face. The baby! The thought of the life she had kindled with the mighty orc shook her from her inaction.

Malvus was chanting now, pointing his staff at them. A bolt of pitch black unlight sizzled through the air, scorching the silk of Beldinde’s robe.

“After them!” Malvus screamed. “Do not allow the witch to escape!”

Urthog cleaved through the neck and cuirass of a guard and kicked him aside. He turned and ran, scooping up Beldinde and barreling through the chaotic melee with force of a charging bull. He slammed guards aside with his free arm. Thaddeus covered their retreat, his blade flashing silver and scarlet, cutting down anyone who got too close to the orc and his precious cargo.

They burst through the heavy oak doors of the manor, sprinting into the grand hallway. The sounds of slaughter faded slightly behind them, but the heavy boots of pursuit were close.

“The garden!” Thaddeus yelled, pointing. “Over the wall!”

They sprinted through the ruins of the party, past the tables still laden with wine and half-eaten food. A few drunken revelers were just waking up and realizing they were in grave danger. Urthog leapt over them and burst out onto the veranda and into the overgrown garden.

But as they reached the high stone wall at the back of the estate, disaster struck. The garden gate was barred from the outside, and the sounds of marching boots on the other side told them they were surrounded.

“We can’t go over,” Thaddeus panted, wiping blood from a cut on his forehead. “They’ll pick us off before we hit the ground.”

Urthog snarled, hefting his axe. “Then we kill them all. A good death.”

“No,” Thaddeus said, his voice strangely calm. He looked at the heavy iron gate leading to the alley, then back at the main doors of the manor where Malvus and his elite guard were just bursting through. “The sewer grate. In the cellar. It leads to the river.”

“It takes too long to open,” Urthog growled. “They will be on us.”

“Not if someone holds the door,” Thaddeus said. He stepped back toward the veranda, positioning himself in the narrow archway that led from the house to the garden.

Beldinde’s eyes widened. “Thaddeus, no! You come with us!”

The knight turned to her. He looked every inch the hero he had wanted to be with his golden hair matted with sweat, armor dented, sword dripping. He smiled, a sad, beautiful expression.

“I am a knight,” he said softly. “I am your sworn protector. My father… I saw him... I will not fail you.” He looked at Urthog. “Get her out of here, you big green bastard. Get them both out.”

Urthog stared at the human. His lip curled, exposing his tusks, but for the first time, there was no mockery in his eyes. He slammed his fist against his chest in a warrior’s salute.

“You steal my glory, human,” Urthog growled, his voice thick with frustration and respect. “I should be the one to die fighting a hundred men. It is a waste on a soft skin.”

“Save the complaints for later,” Thaddeus laughed, turning to face the oncoming horde of gray robes and city guards pouring into the garden. “Go!”

Urthog didn’t hesitate. He grabbed Beldinde, ignoring her screams of protest, and slung her over his shoulder as he ran to the cellar bulkhead.

“Thaddeus!” Beldinde shrieked, reaching out a hand as if she could pull him back with her will alone. But her magic was gone. She was just a woman, watching one of her favorite lovers turn to face a tidal wave of steel.

“For Kebletz!” Thaddeus roared, raising his sword. He met the first wave of guards with a flurry of strikes, a silver whirlwind holding back the gray tide.

Urthog kicked the cellar door open and threw Beldinde into the darkness below. He jumped in after her, slamming the bolt home just as the sounds of fighting intensified above them.

They stumbled through the dark, damp cellar, finding the heavy iron grate Thaddeus had mentioned. Urthog wrenched it open with a groan of exertion, the rusty metal screaming in protest. The smell of the sewers wafted up, foul and welcoming.

Above them, the sounds of battle changed. Thaddeus’s roar of defiance was cut short, replaced by the triumphant shouting of Malvus and his men.

Beldinde froze, a sob catching in her throat.

“Move,” Urthog grunted, shoving her toward the hole. “Do not let him die for nothing.”

Beldinde nodded, tears streaming down her face, mixing with the dirt and sweat. She lowered herself into the muck.

“Run, my daughter,” Sloria whispered, her voice seeming to echo from a great distance. “Run and live. You will find new power beyond the walls of this city. And when we do… we will avenge him.”

Beldinde dropped into the darkness, followed moments later by the heavy splash of the orc. She waded into the filth, leaving the light, and her fallen knight, behind.
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