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Introduction

The classic fairytale of Beauty and the Beast was the obvious inspiration for this tale of the beautiful, naïve (and perpetually lusty) elf Faylana searching for her lost lover Caldric. She finds her missing husband being kept as a prisoner of the savage Beast in a gloomy castle.

Faylana offers herself as a housemaid to try to pay for her husband’s crime. Of course, once Faylana gets to know the Beast, she starts to fall for him, much to her captive husband’s chagrin.

My version is part parody of other versions of the story and part original fantasy/horror erotica. The Patron who inspired me to write this piece wanted the tale to take a particularly dark turn in the latter chapters, so prepare yourself for Happily Ever After to have a grim lining to it.

The action is filthy and frequent and generally has a bit of a domination and submission theme with plenty of monster heat thrown into the mix. For lovers of monster erotica, this take on the classic tale might just contain the spice you’ve been looking for. It was certainly a hot one to write!

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2026
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Faylana’s Hunt for Caldric

“That there is Lustenau,” said the old farmer driving the wagon, gesturing ahead through the snowy mist to a collection of dreary, half-timbered buildings with wood shingled roofs.

The dirt road passing beneath the wagon’s wheels gave way to cobblestones. Those wheels began to rattle, and a distinct, rhythmic bump of the stones carried from the roadway up to the seat. Those vibrations reached up and into the plush bottom of Faylana Stonehands.

The lovely blonde elf, Faylana Pyuur by birth, bit her lower lip to stifle a moan of lust from the vibrations. Hiding such intimate pleasures was something that Caldric had taught to her. She had come to understand that the human would notice her enjoying the bumping and it would excite him. She tried not to squirm unduly in her seat.

“Ah, um, thank you so much, Korrik,” she said, smiling at the old farmer, cheeks and nose pinched pink against the cold as her breath gusted out from under the fur-lined hood of her cloak. “Do you know where in Lustenau I might go to ask after my husband?”

“That Caldric fella you was telling about?” Korrik spit over the side of the wagon. “Can’t see how a real man could leave a woman – ‘scuse me an elf – like you all alone for so long.”

“I explained this to you, Korrik,” said Faylana, smiling and without a hint of annoyance. “Caldric had business in Lustenau that he said would take him two weeks. But four weeks have passed and I am worried about him.”

“Well, best if your man’s business isn’t at Castle Grau,” said the farmer, glancing at a crumbling stone castle in the distance. “I heard bad things about that place. But I bet you can find out more from a barkeep. Try asking Ernzt at the Greased Goat. That’s the tavern in town. Be mindful though. Without a king, the law is what men make of it. They might try to take advantage of you.”

“I know magic. I can handle myself,” said Faylana with a wink and a sparkling splay of her fingers.

The old farmer’s bush eyebrows lifted in surprise. “Well, then, Faylana. Maybe I’ll see you there at the tavern after I unload these turnips. I can buy you a nip of brandy.”

“That would be nice, Korrik,” said Faylana, squeezing the old farmer’s arm. He glanced over and down into her cloak, which did not quite cover her very ample cleavage in the gown she wore beneath. His breath gusted out as he stared into the cleft of those heavenly pillows.

Faylana noticed his gaze and pulled back, pulling her cloak tightly. She liked the way it made her feel when the farmer looked at her like that, but she had learned better than to indulge such feelings. They could lead to distractions and with her beloved Caldric missing, distractions were something she could ill afford.

The wagon rolled to a halt in the slushy snow outside the tavern. The wooden sign for the Greased Goat depicted a randy-looking goat man flanked by two buxom wenches. The warm glow of firelight filtered through the leaded glass panes of the front windows. Faylana bid Korrik farewell with a hug and trudged through the boot-soaking slush and into the warmth of the tavern.

Several patrons stopped their conversation to appraise the tall, voluptuous and strikingly beautiful elf suddenly arriving in their midst. More than one old drunk let his mouth flap open in wonder as Faylana pulled back her hood to reveal her cold-pinked beauty and long golden hair.

“Welcome, lass,” called a gruff voice from behind the bar. “Don’t mind them staring. We don’t have many elves visit us. Certainly none as pretty as you.”

Faylana approached the stout, bearded man standing behind the crowded bar and smiled up at the big man.

“You must be Ernzt,” said Faylana. “My name is Faylana. Korrik, the farmer who gave me a ride into the town, said you might be able to help me.”

“Ernzt is my name, yes, and I would certainly like to help you,” said the barkeep. “Why don’t you sit and have an ale, on me, and we can talk when things quiet down a bit.”

“Of course,” said Faylana, taking a seat at the end of the bar and sipping at the flagon of bitter ale that the barkeep slid into her hands. It was terrible and the stew he offered her apologetically as the bar continued to bustle was hardly any better. The patrons of the tavern continued to give Faylana hungry stares. Their wolfish behavior made Faylana remember what old Korrik had warned her about Lustenau being lawless. Would these men attack her and try to have their way with her?

Not in the tavern. For the time being, she was under the protection of the barkeep. What few men approached were quickly driven back by a harsh glare from the veritable giant. One persistent drunkard, grabbing at Faylana and spilling his ale on her cloak, was lifted off his feet and carried to the door where Ernzt tossed the drunk into the snow.

At least it was warm by the cook stove. A heat that colored her cheeks anew and made her, along with the ale, a little drowsy. The thing that kept her from sleeping was the reminder that Caldric might be out in the miserable cold, suffering on her behalf.

It was well into the evening when the crowd of patrons began to thin. The towering barkeep toweled off his hands and left one of the serving girls to take over behind the bar. He smiled warmly as he walked around from behind it to talk with Faylana.

“Now then, tell me about this fellow you’re looking for,” said Faylana.

It all came out of her in a spill.

“His name is Caldric, and he is tall and muscular man with fairish brown hair. He is very handsome, with brown eye and a genuine smile and… and big hands that can lift me up. He was coming here to do work. I don’t know exactly what sort, but he told me it would take two weeks. Four weeks have passed, and I am very worried about him. Have you seen him?”

“Hmmmm, he sounds familiar,” chuckled Ernzt, scratching his thick, black beard. “I can almost remember him. Perhaps something could refresh my memory about him.”

“I could, um, draw an illustration of him if you have charcoal and paper,” suggested Faylana.

Ernzt bellowed with laughter in a way that seemed slightly mean and made Faylana blush and feel as though she had said something foolish.

“My sweet elf,” said Ernzt, his tone softening. “Rumors and secrets are my trade here at the tavern. I believe I remember your man and could help you, but I cannot give this away for free.”

“You mean… pay you?” Faylana frowned. The very idea of demanding a bribe for helping someone in need struck her as entirely unfair.

Ernzt rested his elbows on the bar and leaned across to murmur to her softly, “Sorry, Faylana, but if the others knew I was passing secrets free of charge they would demand favors too. My business would fall apart.”

“Well, I-I understand, but… I don’t have any coin to pay you.”

He reached across the bar and ran his big calloused hands over Faylana’s. She watched his caress uncertainly as his voice rumbled low and deep, “There are other ways a pretty elf like you could pay me. We could enjoy them.”

She understood him. Ernzt wanted sex in exchange for helping her find Caldric. The idea of having sex with the man did not seem so bad, but she knew Caldric would be very unhappy if he found out.

“I’m not sleeping with you to find Caldric,” said Faylana. She did not draw her hands away from his as he continued to rub over her fingers and knuckles. “But… maybe I could… do something else? With my hand?”

“Your hand?” He snorted. “Wouldn’t tell you for less than your pretty mouth, elf. I’ll be plain about it. You suck me off and do a good job of it, and I’ll tell you where to find your man.”

“You are a real bastard,” said Faylana, anger marring her delicate features. “But without coin, you leave me no choice. I will do as you wish.”

Ernzt grinned as he took her hand and pivoted her off the stool and against his stout body. He walked her up the stairs, one hand in the small of her back as he guided her towards his private room above the tavern. Faylana could hear the jealous muttering of the patrons as they watched Ernzt lead her away. They had wanted her, but it was the burly barkeep who got to have her.

In the privacy of his bedroom, he untied his apron and stoked the hearth. He sat Faylana down on one side of his large bed and pulled her in close. He smelled of sweat and spilled beer, his body warm and imposing as he drew her against him. His hands roamed down her back and squeezed the soft roundness of her bottom.

“Aye, you’re a juicy one,” he murmured. “This Caldric is more the fool for letting you out of his sight for a single day, let alone four weeks.”

“Don’t speak ill of him, please,” whispered Faylana.

“Fair enough, little elf,” growled Ernzt, kissing Faylana’s slender neck. “I won’t speak of your man at all.”

He moved his big hands to her chest and worked open the laces of her grown. She began to speak, but he kissed her forcefully, quieting her objection as his thick fingers unlaced her bodice and freed the soft weight of her breasts.

“I did not say you could… mmmmm… ohhhh…”

Faylana’s objections were replaced with soft moans as Ernzt pressed his bearded face into her cleavage. His hands groped and squeezed her tits against his face, and she felt the heat of his breath followed by the warm, wet lash of his tongue. The bartender’s mouth sought one of her nipples and he gave it a good, hard suck. He popped her quivering breast free of his mouth and moved to her other breast, sucking just as hard. His thick fingers continued to toy with the glistening, freshly sucked nipple.

“Mmmmm, imagine the sweetness of the milk these glorious breasts will give,” he groaned, tonguing her nipples again and then looking up from her breasts to smash a kiss to her lips. His tongue invaded her mouth. His hands pressed her back onto the bed and he followed, moving atop her and spreading her legs wide. She felt the bulge of his cock straining in his trousers.

“Not this,” she gasped, pushing at his shoulders. “I said my mouth. That I agreed. Not this.”

For a moment, she feared he might ignore her protest. He smothered her lips in another hot, wet, beardy kiss, and ground the bulge in his trousers against the soft gusset of her panties. He pinned her hands above her head, but just as he seemed about to claim what she was not willing to offer, the weight of the burly barkeep lifted from her body.

“Alright,” he said, siting back and unbuckling his belt. “You follow through on your promise and do a good job of it and I’ll tell you where to find your man.”

Faylana nodded, accepting this bargain. She slid off the bed and to her knees as Ernzt lifted his butt from the bed long enough to slide down his trousers and undershorts. His cock was a reddened pillar of veiny flash. Thicker and much longer than Caldric’s, with a thicket of dark hair at its root and huge, hairy bollocks dangling beneath the shaft. Faylana gazed at it in wonder, measuring its immense size with both hands as she took hold of it and began to slowly wank him.

“Not enough,” warned Ernzt. He didn’t force Faylana though. He sat back, curling one hand gently around her head as he guided her towards his cock.

She reached out with her tongue and tasted the underside of his hardness. Sweaty and salty. She licked her way down to his bollocks, tonguing them slowly and shifting the weight of them as she pressed kisses and sucked at his balls. She licked her way back up, eyes aglow with genuine desire as she took his hardness into her mouth. Slowly at first. Testing him and tasting him. His cock heavy against her tongue. Sliding down until he was flush against the soft clutch of her throat.

“Hnnnggg,” she moaned around him.

“Ohhhhh that’s it, lass,” he groaned. “That’s a good elf. Suck that cock. Slowly now. Feel that cock stretch those pretty lips. Work that tongue… ahhhh.. just like that.”

She tightened her lips around the barkeep’s thick cock and began to up and down, slurping softly in the way she knew humans enjoyed. One hand stroked the base of his cock, soaking her fingers with saliva as she gurgled around him. Her other hand cradled his spit-wet balls. Massaging and kneading his stones as she bobbed faster and took him deeper.

“You’ve done this a few times before I would wager,” chuckled Ernzt. “Oh… but you’re good with that pretty mouth. Wicked little tongue. By the hells, suck it deeper. Show me… that’s it! Caw! Take it down your throat.”

“Gggrrrggnnn,” moaned Faylana, gulping down the hot length of the barkeep’s cock. Her eyes began to water with the effort as she throated his twitching tool. Soft, wet sounds escaped her lips as she bobbed down to his root, her nose touching his thick pubic hair and her tongue working beneath his shaft.

She swallowed around him again and again, looking up through bleary eyes as his face contorted with pleasure. His fingers tightened in her hair and he let out a deep groan as his swollen cock began to throb against the clutching ring of her esophagus.

“Ohhhhh! Here it comes!”

The barkeep’s cock pulsed with intense pleasure and released a hot torrent of his seed down Faylana’s throat. She drank him dutifully, gulping again and again as he emptied his tight bollocks into her heaving stomach. She eased back as his spasms diminished and finally popped her flushed lips free of his dripping cock.

The price had been paid to Ernzt’s satisfaction. He groaned and stretched out on the bed, his thick cock going flaccid against his thigh and dripping slimy droplets of his cum down his leg. He watched Faylana stand beside the wash basin, splashing water into her face and wiping away her tears.

“Where is he?” rasped Faylana, making eye contact with Ernzt in the mirror.

“Caldric, your very foolhardy man, is almost certainly dead, my dear. He went to Castle Grau four days ago chasing the legend of the roses that never lose their bloom. Supposedly, they are kept in a conservatory within Castle Grau. But those foolish enough to seek out the roses never return. Because of the Beast.”

“The Beast?”

“I’ve never seen it, mind you. No one has and lived to tell the tale. Some say it is horned and black-furred, others say it’s like a great lion that walks upright and can rip a man in half with claws as long as daggers.” Ernzt grunted and stretched out to take a bottle of brandy from the night table. He removed the cork and drank directly from the bottle. “Mmmm. No, I wouldn’t go looking for him if I were you. Better to stay here with me, Faylana. I can give you a job as a barmaid and take good care of you.”

But Faylana wasn’t listening. Her heart was already at Castle Grau, with Caldric her beloved husband Caldric.
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Into the Castle’s Depths

The dilapidated stones of Castle Grau loomed above her, the upper reaches disappearing into the snowy gloom. Scarcely more than a ruin, the castle retained its ominous grandeur even in its decay. Despite the sense of desolation that seemed to emanate from the mist-shrouded castle, there was also light aglow in some of the leaded windows. A hint that someone, somehow, still called this miserable place home.

“The Beast,” whispered Faylana, drawing her fur-lined cloak more tightly against her curves as a ghostly wind stirred her golden hair.

The very thought of some bestial monster lurking in the castle would have kept Faylana away from the ruins, but she could not abandon her love.

Caldric, trapped somewhere within, paying the price for seeking out legendary roses that never lose their bloom. She knew he was romantic. Had this gesture doomed him? Was he a captive within the walls of Castle Grau or would she find only his body?

“He’s alive,” she said, her jaw tightening with determination. It was more than just faith. It was intuition guided by her magical heritage. There was a trace of Caldric, faintly felt though it was, at the castle’s threshold. He was alive. He was inside. Ernzt had not been lying to her.

She wet her lips as though she could taste some remnant of the barkeep’s salty seed. She did not feel guilty about what she had done with Ernzt. It had been to learn the whereabouts of her love and it had worked. She could make it up to Caldric when she freed him from Castle Grau.

She climbed the steps to the castle’s huge, black doorway and pulled it open with all her strength. It groaned on its hinges and revealed an intact parlor of marble floors and dusty tapestries freshly stirred by the wind. Many muddy footprints overlapped on the stones. There were boot prints, yes, maybe even left by Caldric’s boots, but the majority were a disturbing clawlike print that seemed twice as big as any of the other footprints.

Snow swirled in around her cloak and Faylana forced the door shut behind her, sealing the castle off from the winds.

Despite the light she had seen on the castle’s upper floors, this entry hall was dark. Faylana summoned a small globe of magical light with a simple spell. It hovered alongside her, providing illumination for the darkened rooms. She advanced into the castle, her steps ringing loudly no matter how much she tried to be quiet.

She found chambers that were intact and even seemed to be in use, if not well-maintained. There were fresh vegetables and cured meats hanging in the kitchen, a hearth that still bore some glowing residue of the warmth of a fire, and a library where many of the books seemed to have been recently read.

There were also parts of the castle in total disrepair. Bedrooms piled with overturned furniture. A solarium missing its ceiling and covered in bird droppings. Even a bedroom on the upper level that seemed to have been burned out.

Wherever Faylana went, she was alone, and yet she felt like she was surrounded by people watching her from the darkness. Paintings seemed to glare at her as her magical light illuminated them. At the edges of her light, the rooms seemed to move, as though furniture was rearranging itself. More than once, Faylana stopped and listened to the darkness beyond her spell and swore she heard whispering voices and soft, mocking laughter.

She tried to piece together the story of the man or beast that resided in this castle. There were signs of a woman’s touch in gaily colored wallpaper, flowery bedding, and half-finished, dusty embroidery.

In one room she found a portrait of a beautiful blonde haired human woman who bore somewhat of a resemblance to Faylana. Though the woman was equally fair, she was not quite so busty. There was no name beneath the portrait, but Faylana imagined this woman as the mistress of the house and the man, who might still reside in the castle, as her husband or lover.

What had become of her? What fate had befallen this mysterious beauty? It was clear that his woman was gone. Her touch had come and passed over the castle and left only traces in its bleak rooms and passages.

Had the Beast killed this woman in a rage? Had it slain the castle’s owner? Or perhaps the Beast was the castle’s owner, suffering under some curse.

She found herself unexpectedly wishing she was back at the Greased Goat in Lustenau. Perhaps even curled beside Ernzt again. With a fresh chance to ask questions about the Beast and the castle.

But those times had passed. She was here now, in the castle, and whatever spirits or creatures lurked within its walls no doubt knew she was there and searching for someone.

Faylana completed her search of the castle’s upper levels and found no trace of her husband. The only place that she did not search was a strange door behind the master’s study. It was locked with a magical lock that would not yield to Faylana’s simple spellcasting. Nor was she able to pick the lock or force the door open. She made note of the door, but she continued her search.

Downward. Into the castle’s dungeon.

It was so dank and dark in the dungeon that Faylana’s illumination spell seemed inadequate for the task of lighting the way. She extinguished it to conjure a more powerful light. She paused, her elf vision adjusting to the darkness and revealing a faint light spilling out of a room down a narrow hallway lined with damp stones. She shivered against the cold, walking towards the source of light.

Was it a lantern? A candle? She could only judge it by the diffuse glow spilling into the dungeon passage. Despite her best efforts, her soft boots scuffed against the stones.

“Hello? Is someone there?

The raspy voice called out so suddenly in the quiet darkness that Faylana almost screamed. Her heart pounded in her chest. She froze and the voice, hoarse and barely audible, called out again.

“Please. Help me. Is someone there?”

He sounded terrible, almost unrecognizable, but Faylana was sure that it was Caldric. She ran towards the light, emerging in a subterranean jail with several cells with iron bars. Caldric, wearing bloodied, torn clothes, sagged against the bars of one of the cells. He squinted to see Faylana in the light provided by a single wax-spattered candle.

“Oh, by the gods!” he exclaimed, breaking into a smile. “Faylana! Is that you? You found me!”

She ran to the cell, reaching through the bars and grabbing at her beloved Caldric. She pulled him closer, her breasts squeezing against the bars, her face pressed to them so that she could kiss him again and again. He smelled horrible and was marked in several places by bruises and deep scratches.

“Oh, my love, what has happened to you? Did the Beast do this to you?”

“You know of him?” Caldric pulled back just enough to look at her with concern. “Did he speak to you?”

“No, I only heard the rumors from the village,” said Faylana. “The Beast can speak?”

“The Beast speaks,” said Caldric. “He is an educated creature, but no less cruel and savage for it. Oh, my love, I was a fool to trespass here and try to clip one of his undying roses to bring it to you. He caught me in his conservatory and nearly tore me to pieces. The flowers are not just magical. They hold some special meaning for him. He was enraged.”

“But he put you in his dungeon? Does he starve you?”

“N-no,” said Caldric. “No. The others… his servants. They are magical things. They bring me food and water sometimes.”

“Magical things? What are you saying, Caldric? I… I must get you out of this cell and…”

Her words trailed off as there came a resounding, terrible boom as if the door leading down to the dungeon had just been opened and slammed closed again.

“It’s him,” said Caldric, panic on his face. “Oh, gods, he comes down here every day to taunt me and torment me. If he finds you here there is no telling what he will do. You must hide, my love.”

Thoughts of escaping the room or hiding in one of the vacant cells were abandoned as the Beast entered. Faylana turned to face him, her eyes wide with fear and her breath catching in her throat as she stared up at the towering, black-furred creature.

The creature that stepped into the light was covered in this black fur, though an even thicker mane of it extended from his head almost like human hair. A pair of large horns curled back from his forehead and his fanged mouth twisted into a savage snarl. His nose was wider and flatter than that of a human and his hunched, muscular physique was intimidating and huge. He wore ragged-cuffed blue trousers and a sleeveless tunic dark with stains.

Even though he had clawed hands and feet, it was his wicked yellow eyes that sent the greatest shudder of fear through Faylana. There was something both vulnerable and cruel in those eyes, as though the Beast had experienced great anguish and was willing to inflict it on anyone who stood in his way.

At that moment, Faylana was standing in his way. There was nowhere to run, no way to escape, as the Beast was blocking the only exit from the cells.

“Who are you, elf?” The Beast’s voice was a thrillingly deep growl. “Speak quickly, or I will strip the skin from your flesh.”

“My… my name is Faylana. Please, I mean you no harm, and forgive my… my intrusion… I… I am looking for my beloved Caldric.”

The Beast’s lip curled into an angry sneer and he glanced at Caldric.

“This creature is your mate?” The Beast asked Faylana. “He hardly seems suitable for such an ample and lovely elf.”

“Oh, but, yes, he is my beloved,” said Faylana, blushing deeply at the compliment that served as an insult to Caldric. “I have come to rescue him.”

“Ha ha! So you mean to fight me?” The Beast roared with laughter. “You have a big heart, little elf, but I do not think you can defeat me.”

“No, sir, um, Beast, I never meant to fight you. I hoped I could appeal to your kindness and mercy to—”

“Mercy? Kindness?” The Beast roared with fury, revealing the full expanse of his huge, fanged mouth. He struck the bars of Caldric’s cell, causing him to recoil and making Faylana flinch. “This human crept into my castle, into my precious conservatory, and sought to steal the Roses of Isabela! To defile the precious petals of my beloved! And you think that I would show him mercy? I have! I did not tear out his throat! He yet lives!”

“But… but how long would you keep him?”

“Don’t try to negotiate with him, Faylana,” said Caldric. “He’s a maniac. His mind is twisted by the curse that makes him into this monster.”

“Quiet, thief, or I will rip out your tongue!” The Beast pressed his snarling face to the bars.

“Wait, please, he doesn’t mean it,” said Faylana, daring to place her hand on the furry arm of the Beast. She was surprised to find that the fur, while appearing coarse, was actually quite soft and dense. She could feel the Beast’s powerful muscles beneath that fur. Muscles that could tear Caldric, or her for that matter, limb from limb.

“Grrrrrrr.” The Beast turned towards her again. “Your little human deserves whatever fate he suffers in my dungeon. But I will hear your plea, elf. Give me a reason to let him go.”

“Gold?” Faylana asked hopefully.

The Beast roared with laughter before saying simply, “No.”

“I could… work in your conservatory?” Faylana, like most elves of the Golden Wood, had quite a natural affinity for horticulture.

“After your mate tried to pilfer my roses? Grrrrrr! Treacherous mate. I would not let you even look at my garden, let alone work in it.”

“Surely there must be something,” said Faylana. “If you let Caldric go, I could cook and clean. You know, tidy things up. It is a very messy house.”

“Castle Grau has seen better days, to be sure,” admitted the Beast. He took a long moment, his yellow eyes slowly roaming over Faylana’s ample curves. He seemed to sniff at her and take in the heaving of her bosom and the warmth that welled in her core from his beastly stare. “I suppose that I could use a woman’s touch again. But if you were to work here in my castle, I would not release your mate until your time with me was finished.”

“What? He’s wasting away down here,” cried Faylana.

“He might gather a mob to try to kill me,” growled the beast. “The villagers hate me. They might rally to him with the lies he would tell them. Then much blood would be spilled and that would be on your pretty head.”

“No, please, I don’t want anyone to be hurt or killed,” said Faylana, giving the Beast’s arm a squeeze. “If you… you let me visit Caldric and see to him while he is locked in the cell, I will agree to work in your house.”

“For the cycle of one moon,” said the Beast.

“Faylana, no,” murmured Caldric, perhaps realizing just how much time he would be locked up in the cell while Faylana was with the Beast. “It’s not safe. This creature is not to be trusted.”

“Trusted? I did not break into your house to loot your most precious treasure!” The Beast pounded his fist against the bars of the cell, causing Caldric to recoil. “Say no more, cur. Your mate will act as my servant for one moon to repay me for the broken trust. If she agrees. Do you agree, elf?”

Faylana saw the worry in Caldric’s eyes, but she knew of no alternative that did not end with violence. She doubted she could defeat the best even if she had prepared spells for combat. Not that she had many to help her in a battle.

“Y-yes, I agree,” said Faylana. Then, to Caldric, she quickly added, “I see no other way that ends well, my love.”

“You think this will end well?” said Caldric bitterly, crossing his arms across his chest.

Faylana felt the urge to reach out to him through the bars. To try to win him over or at least calm his anger. But she knew it was better to let time cool his anger. She turned instead back to the Beast and its savagely handsome face.

“Do you have a name?”

“I was born with a name. Given another. Out of fear and hatred, I have been called many things by many men,” growled the hulking creature. “But ‘Beast’ is name enough for me. For it is what I am now in every way, and I will answer to such a word.”

“Very well, Beast,” said Faylana, trying to smile at the intimidating creature. “Where would you like me to begin my service?”

The Beast cast one last glance at Caldric, his lip curling upwards in a voiceless snarl, then he turned back to Faylana.

“GRrrrr… follow me then, elf.”

“My name is Faylana,” she reminded him.

He only growled as he set off back towards the stairs out of the dungeon. Faylana gave Caldric one last glance over her shoulder and then followed the Beast.
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Be Our Guest

Faylana followed the hulking Beast through the echoing emptiness of Castle Grau. He towered over her, his black fur seeming to blend with the shadows at the edges of the light from the candle he carried. The beastly scent of him filled the air, exciting and different, as though he were part man and part lion or wolf.

“Many rooms have fallen into disrepair,” growled the Beast. “There is one where you may sleep, but one of your duties as my servant will be to make the others tidy and restore them if you can.”

“I will do my best,” said Faylana.

“You will also clean and cook, as well as tend to your husband’s needs in his cell. Though I do not want you spending very much time in the dungeon.” He glanced back at her and his lip curled with a snarl that revealed his huge, sharp teeth.

“I understand,” said Faylana. “Stay away from my husband as much as possible. Until… the time comes that you release him.”

The beast growled with annoyance.

“If I release him, it will be because you have earned his freedom by making amends for his crime.”

“I… I understand,” said Faylana, suddenly struck with an image of her beloved Caldric, gaunt and pale, moldering away for years in the dungeon. “I will do whatever I am asked to do, my, uh, my lord.”

“’My lord,’ will do,” chuckled the Beast as they reached the door to one of the upstairs bedrooms of the castle. “You will stay here. Make yourself comfortable and ready yourself for supper.”

“Um, yes, my lord, what… what shall I be preparing you tonight?”

“Tonight, my servants will prepare the food for you,” said the Beast.

“Servants? My lord, I have not seen any other servants in the castle.”

“And yet, they serve,” said the Beast, stepping back with a fanged smile. “Make yourself comfortable, Faylana. There are clothes to wear in the wardrobe. I believe they should,” his gaze dropped to Faylana’s more than ample bust, “almost fit.”

His fur seemed to stand up on the scruff of his neck and his lip curled in a quivering, unspoken snarl. Then he turned sharply and departed down the hall towards the stairs. Faylana retreated into the room.

She was familiar with it from her initial explorations of the castle. This was the bedroom with the large, dusty portrait of the beautiful blonde woman with the mysterious smile and the blue eyes who bore a striking resemblance to Faylana. Faylana studied the woman’s elegant, brocaded gown and slightly sad expression and felt a despairing kinship with the woman.

“Trapped here together now,” she said, sitting heavily on the edge of the bed facing the portrait. There was something erotic about the portrait as well, with the woman’s breasts straining at her bodice as though she were gasping with desire. Her smiling lips ever so slightly parted. A blush of desire on her cheeks. Or was Faylana only imagining it? “Are you Isabela? Did you know him before his curse?”

The portrait didn’t answer her questions. Faylana sighed and flopped back onto the bed, staring up at the dusty canopy. She looked around the room. There were lots of nice things in the room, gold, silver, and carved stone, beads and silks, all dusty and covered in cobwebs.

“I could start tidying up by cleaning this room,” said Faylana, ragging her fingers through cobwebs. She sat up from the bed and searched for something to use as a duster.

Other than the large bed, with its motheaten canopy, the room was dominated by a dusty old wardrobe. She opened its doors and found a selection of once-lovely things to wear, many of them ruined by the gnawing moths. She picked out a velvet cloak, tore off a sleeve, and set to work clearing cobwebs and dusting.

After cleaning statues and picture frames and shelves lined with old romance novels and fairytales, Faylana returned to the wardrobe. She dusted outside it and on top of it and then reached the three drawers under the cabinet.

“Maybe the moths haven’t found their way into these,” she said, opening the first drawer. She was pleased to see her prediction was right. The drawers were so tightly fitted that nothing had crawled in to make a meal of the clothes. The folded silks and linens were in fine condition. She found a lovely pair of silk panties, a sheer bra, and a nightgown. She held the outfits up to her naked body in the mirror. It would be very sheer. Perhaps not the best thing to wear to dinner.

She searched the bottom drawer and found stockings and leggings. She reached for a pair of white leggings and her finger brushed against something hard. There was a click, and the bottom of the drawer hinged upwards.

“Hmmm? What’s this? A secret compartment?” Faylana quickly pushed aside the stockings and lifted the hinged lid.

Something leapt up from the velvet-lined compartment and bounced upright. Faylana screamed and recoiled from the sudden motion.

“Hello, mademoiselle,” exclaimed a long, slender white dildo as it stood on its molded testicles.

“Welcome back, mistress Isabela,” said a very thick and lumpy blue plug of a dildo.

“You have returned to us at last,” growled a red dildo that bore a striking resemblance to a wolf’s cock.

“Why are your ears so pointy?” asked the white dildo as it out of the drawer and onto the upper level of the wardrobe.

“Oh, my, your bust is so much bigger, Isabela! I like it!” The blue plug bounced and wobbled as it hopped out of the drawer and onto the upper level beside the white dildo.

“The scent of your cunt is in the air,” growled the red dildo, flopping realistically as it leaned over the shelf. “Forget these other two, my love. They do knot have what I have.  You know how I can satisfy you!”

Faylana was overwhelmed by the talking dildos and embarrassed by some of the things they were saying. Especially that naughty red one. But her embarrassment and confusion only worsened as the three dildos began to sing.

“Ma chérie, ma fleur,

Let us serve your dripping pleasure!

We’re not silverware, oh no no!

But we’ll polish your hidden treasure!”

The white dildo led the other two in the song, hopping off the wardrobe and onto the bed and gesturing with his smooth, flexible body.

“Try the thick one! (Oui, oui!)

Or the ribbed one! (Magnifique!)

Here’s the knotty one that swells so sweet!

Don’t believe us? Just take a seat!”

Faylana yelped and fell back onto the bed, laughing, her eyes wide, her soft, bare breasts bouncing and her shapely thighs parting. She tried to sit up, but the eager dildos surrounded her and made their move with supernatural eagerness.

“Make a mess! Make a mess!

Put our ridges to the test!

Feeling the bouncing of your chest,

While we piston deep, oh yes!”

Faylana giggled and caught the white one in her hand, guiding it to her mouth and moaning softly as she slurped its smooth length. As she gave the dildo a teasing suck, briefly muffling the singing, she felt the other two dildos bouncing between her legs. The blue plug nudged at the divot of her tight clench, and she gasped around the white dildo as the blue plug began to wiggle and push its way into her asshole.

“Mmmmmmmm!”

Her slurping pleasure was heightened a moment later as the red lupine cock flopped heavily against her slick cunt. It rubbed its length against her folds, surprisingly warm and real feeling, then aimed its flared tip at her entrance and parted her petals with a slow insistent thrust. She sang out with drooling bliss around the white dildo, feeling the lupine toy’s flared tip pushing its way into her cunt. She gurgled softly as the red dildo stretched her wider and drove deeper until the tip kissed her womb and the molded knot began to press at her folds.

Just as the lupine dildo’s knot began to force its way into her cunt, the blue plug finally overcame the clench of her anus and popped into the heated depths of her ass. Snug and tight inside her as her gaped asshole slowly clenched against the stem just before the wide base. The sensation of fullness was only heightened as the knot of the lupine cock finally drove into Faylana’s already stuffed cunt. Being knotted and plugged at the same time was nearly enough to make her pass out.

She began to buck her hips, making the bases of the dildos wobble and thump softly together with her lewd motion.

The pleasure of being so thoroughly crammed full was only heightened by the singing. She wasn’t sure what the latter verses of the song even were, because she only heard them as faint, muffled murmuring coming from inside her body. But she certainly felt their song, vibrating from her bowels to her deepest cove, and causing her teeth to tremble in her mouth as the skinny dildo continued to plunge in and out of the soft oval of her lips.

“Mmmmmhmmmpmmmm,” objected Faylana, before finally pulling the white dildo from her glistening mouth.

“What’s that, mon amour?” asked the dildo, revealing a face with arched eyebrows on its side. “Do you prefer me in your fleur de dame?”

Faylana tried to answer the dildo but was struck by a sudden convulsion of ecstasy and flopped back onto the bed, arching her back and dropping the dildo from her grasp. She came hard around the wolf cock and the plug, her inner walls gripping them with each spasm of her ecstasy as she looked up at the ceiling and was wracked with pleasure. The white dildo hopped onto her body, sliding his spit-soaked length between her heaving breasts and looking up at her from between her tits.

“What is it, mistress? Are we not pleasing you? It has been so very long, you must need to cum many times for satisfaction! Does this not feel good?”

He began vibrating again, which tickled Faylana’s jiggling breasts and buzzed in her stiff pink nipples producing pulsing trickles of milk down the slopes of her breasts.

“Who are you?” she cried.

“Oh, mon Dieu!” exclaimed the white dildo, thrusting even faster. “I am Jaque, your favorite of course. The chubby plug is named Orsen, and the growling red one is named Gerard. We are your faithful servants, Lady Isabela.”

Another wave of pleasure was overtaking Faylana. She found it very hard to maintain a coherent thought, let alone speak.

“B-but… b-but I’m not… it isn’t…”

Her body tensed and she arched again atop the bed with such force that it managed to dislodge Jacque from between her breasts. The dildo went rolling off the bed and onto the floor as Faylana bucked her hips and clawed at the bedding beneath her. She rolled over, her plush bottom in the air, her holes loudly being squelched full of dildo. Suddenly, Gerard, the lupine dildo, seemed to swell inside her, knotting her even tighter, and she was rewarded with a warm, pulsing fullness as the animated cock somehow ejaculated deep inside her.

“Mmmmmhhhhh! Howwww?” moaned Faylana.

His throbbing release filled her with such warmth and contentment that Faylana achieved an even greater peak. Her head buried in the pillows as she howled with ecstasy, hips jerking and inner muscles squeezing out spurt after spurt until she felt as though the pressure might dislodge the lupine knot.

It seemed impossible, and yet, Faylana had experience with such magical dildos. The Disara had never talked to her, but it had certainly moved and even seemed to be real at times. How different were these three than that cursed pleasure toy? She finally managed to recover enough to reach back and gently pry Gerard loose from her cunt. His knot popped free and she eased the throbbing red length of him out of her cream-filled cunny.

“W-what was that you just squirted inside me?” She demanded as she looked at the savage face on the side of the dildo.

“A potion to relax you, my beloved,” growled Gerard.

She set him aside, feeling the truth in his words as contented warmth spread outward from the cum-flooded core. She fumbled with the base of Orsen, the plug, and willed herself to relax as she eased his flared bell out of her tender clench. With a pop, he slipped free, greasy but otherwise clean. His plump face looked up at Faylana.

“Did you enjoy that, mistress?” he asked.

“Yes, Orsen,” she said. “But next time, the three of you must ask permission. I am not Isabela. My name is Faylana.”

The three dildos exclaimed with surprise. They jabbered in their foreign tongue to one another before turning to face her.

“If this is so, then why do you look so much like her?” asked Orsen.

“But with the strange, pointed ears,” added Jacque.

“And the milk we can all smell flowing from your bosoms,” said Gerard, panting slightly as he looked up at Faylana’s leaking breasts.

“I am different from her because I am not Isabela! I do not know what happened to your mistress, I presume something very tragic, but I am not her.” Faylana leaned closer to them, her breasts dripping onto the bedding. Gerard slily shuffled forward so the milk was raining down on his red length. “I am not even your new mistress. I am just a servant stay in this room in the castle.”

“But master, he is still alive and well?” asked Jacque.

“The Beast?” Faylana frowned. “He is indeed alive, although I do not know if ‘well’ is the proper word to describe him. Perhaps he—”

“Elf!” The word thundered through the castle and echoed from the dusty corridors. The Beast was shouting up from the bottom of the stairs. “Elf woman! You are dawdling! Supper is ready! Dress yourself and join me or I will come and get you!”

Faylana rushed to the door and opened it a crack. “I will join you momentarily, um, master. Many of these costumes are in a poor state so I am just trying to find the right one.”

She told herself that the little lie was justified as she wiped herself down with rags and dressed in the sheer shift dress and the panties she had picked out. She hardly looked dressed for a formal dinner, but there was nothing wearable and more appropriate in the wardrobe. She fixed her mussed hair and turned to the dildos watching her from the bed.

“How do I look?” she asked them.

“Mistress…. Faylana,” said Jacques. “We can see everything through that dress.”

“It is very fetching,” said Orsen.

“Take it off and come back to bed,” suggested Gerard.

“No, no, he will punish me if I do not join him soon,” said Faylana, leaning down to plant a chaste kiss on each of the dildos. “You three go back in your drawer. I will be back after supper.”

They started singing their song again as they bounced off the bed and into the open lingerie drawer. She covered them up with panties and garters, muffling their singing before closing the door.

She took a deep breath, glanced at herself one last time in the mirror, and set off from her room to join the hulking brute for dinner. She could only pray that he did not decide to put her on the menu for the meal that night.


4

Dinner with the Beast

The Beast had clearly grown impatient for Faylana to join him for supper. He was pacing in the dining room beside a table decorated with candles and two place settings. He walked with his furry claws clasped behind his back. He wore trousers, shoes with white stockings, and even a blue velvet jacket, none of which fit his muscular, fur-covered frame very well. Here and there, tufts of black fur poked out through buttonholes or seams on the verge of splitting.

Faylana approached him slowly, her head lowered and her soft breasts bouncing slightly against the neckline of her shift with each step she took. He caught her scent and whirled to face her.

“You!” He snarled, lips curling back from his fanged teeth. “You are late. You have kept our supper waiting.”

“Forgive me, my lord,” said Faylana, bowing her head even lower. “Much of the clothing in the wardrobe was ruined by the passage of time. I could only find these garments which are unsuited for a formal supper.”

The beast loomed over her, his nostrils flaring as he glared down at her in the sheer shift dress. Her soft, nearly naked breasts heaving within the clinging, gauzy material of the shift. Her panties visible through the dress and all her curves on full display. She wore a pair of slippers and stockings, but these did nothing for her modesty.

She felt the Beast’s gaze upon her like a rake being lightly dragged over her body. Tickling at her heaving breasts and stiff nipples. Perhaps taking in the traces of nectar that lingered at her cunt and moistened the gusset of her borrowed panties.

She could not help but notice the bulge growing in the Beast’s ridiculous trousers. A bulge of such immensity that it made her core ache with curious expectation.

She wondered if he would throw her down upon the dining table and tear off the flimsy shift to ravish her body. She prepared herself to be viciously fucked by the brute. The Beast’s yellow eyes narrowed in his savage face.

“This will do,” growled the Beast, his voice low and dangerous. He took hold of the chair and pulled it out from the table. “Sit. Please.”

Faylana’s heart pounded in her chest as she daintily sat in the chair and the Beast politely pushed it in for her. He rounded the table and sat heavily across from her.

“You are… beautiful,” he growled. “It has been too long since this castle has known beauty.”

“Ah, thank you, master,” said Faylana, blushing deeply at his flattery. “Has it been since Isabela was here? I saw her portrait in my quarters and…”

Faylana’s words trailed off as she saw the Beast’s upper lip curling with anger and a low growl escaping from deep within the furry barrel of his chest. The Beast shot out a clawed hand and took hold of the handle of a bell sitting on the table. He glared at Faylana as he rang it violently.

“Food! Bring the food!” He roared for emphasis.

Faylana flinched from the Beast’s temper, but he seemed to calm slightly as the doors to the kitchen swung open and a series of unusual servants trundled out bearing trays of steaming food. There were dressing mannequins, ladders, chairs, a stool, and a straw-stuffed training dummy.

Each of these servants moved with impossible articulation, bending limbs that should not bend and rolling under their own power where wheels replaced their feet. The dressing mannequin swung a hinged arm out and lowered a plate of food before Faylana. The ladder did the same for the Beast. Brooms poured wine with precarious dips of their flexible sticks and the training dummy ladled soup into bowls from a tureen balanced atop its faceless head.

When they had finished serving the supper, they retreated to the edges of the room. The Beast snarled and waved a claw at them.

“Begone! Leave us!”

The servants bounced as though they were afraid and quickly retreated into the kitchen. The Beast growled, looked across the table at Faylana, and then plunged his savage muzzle into the feast heaped upon his plate.

He ate like a starving lion, but with clawed hands added to the ferocity, allowing him to tear hunks from a roasted turkey and stuff them into his snapping jaws. Food tumbled down his chin and he overturned a decanter of wine that spilled scarlet across the tablecloth.

The food looked edible to Faylana, but she could not find her appetite with the Beast making such a disgusting display of gorging himself. His snorted and slurped and ran his long, pink tongue over the edge of the plate and onto the tablecloth. Food dripped in globs from his muzzle when he finally raised his face from the plate.

“What? You’re not eating, elf?” He narrowed his yellow eyes at her. “Is my food not good enough for you?”

“No, no, it looks quite delicious, my lord,” she said, spearing a hunk of roasted meat with a fork and lifting it up from her plate. She eyed the hunk, dripping with gravy, and felt her stomach turn. “Perhaps… I could take some to my husband in the dungeon?”

The Beast slammed his fist onto the table, causing plates to jump and food to splatter over the sides of dishes.

“Do not speak of him! We are enjoying a meal together! Do you refuse my hospitality?” His glower was murderous and Faylana swallowed hard.

“N-no, master,” she said, and ate the piece of roast meat. “Mmmmm. It’s very good.”

“Faylana,” he growled, working at a scrap of meat caught in his teeth with his tongue. “Faylana. Hmmmmm. A strange, elf name. How do you find yourself as the wife of a human?”

“Well, he was very strong and handsome, um, and he was sweet to me,” said Faylana. “It is hard to explain the specifics of love, but it made me feel good to be with Caldric, so I decided to marry him."

"Grrrr. A weakling. If I do not let your husband rot away in my dungeon, does it bother you that you will stay young and beautiful and he will grow old and die?”

Faylana did not like to think about the huge difference in lifespan between humans and elves. With a bit of luck, an elf could live over a thousand years, and never really grow old in that time. A human could scarcely make it a century and spend their last decades decrepit and feeble.

“Of course it bothers me, master,” said Faylana. “But I concern myself with the present and do not dwell on the past or the possible futures.”

“Mmmmm.” The Beast wiped his messy muzzle with a silk napkin. He looked at Faylana anew, his yellow eyes dancing with a different sort of hunger. “Your beauty is remarkable, even for an elf. Such a bounty of flesh, so tender and yielding, it seems wasted on the meager appetites of that man in my dungeon.”

Faylana’s blush deepened, but she sought to change the subject.

“Master, please, will you tell me of this castle?”

“A boring subject,” growled the Beast. “But very well. Castle Grau has been in my family for many centuries. It has endured sieges and storms and famine and plague, and these stones have never fallen. I… have been the caretaker for these past hundred years.”

“So long? I do not know what species you are, master. A sort of minotaur?”

“Species?” He laughed bitterly. “My sort exists in no book. I am the product of a curse. A wicked one cast by a wicked woman.”

“A sorceress?”

The Beast snarled and knocked dishes from the table, smashing them upon the floor.

“A beggar witch,” she said. “She came to my door over a hundred years ago and asked to shelter from the rain for the night. I did not like the look of her, you see. GRRRRR. That bitch. That horrible hag. She would have done her evil no matter what, and with my new wife here… bah!”

He dashed more plates onto the floor.

“You turned her away?”

“GRrrrrr… yes. That was it. I did not trust her look and sent her back into the rain no matter how she pleaded.” He fixed Faylana with his yellow-eyed gaze. “The old crone waved her hand and told me that because of my arrogance and selfishness, I was no better than a beast. She said I did not deserve my face or my human hands to hold my bride. That I should show the world the beast I was within.”

His shoulders slumped and he hung his head.

“I awoke the next morning transformed into what you see before you now. My servants changed as well. And my bride…”

“Isabela?”

“Isabela,” repeated the Beast. “In a sleep from which she never awoke. It was just as well. I should have never wanted her to see me like this.”

“Can you tell me more about her?” asked Faylana softly.

“No!” roared the Beast, slamming both fists into the table and overturning candles that fizzled into the spilled wine. Faylana jumped back in her seat, her breasts jiggling unsupported in her shift.

“I am cursed to remain here in this castle! No bride! No happiness! With only my conservatory and the roses that never lose their bloom to remind me of sweet Isabela.”

The Beast sunk lower in his chair and slumped his shoulders. Faylana felt a wave of sadness looking upon the hulking brute. She wanted to go to him, to stroke his furry head and press against him to tell him that all would be well in the world. But she feared what he might do if she tried to comfort him.

“Go,” he said after a long silence. “Go and take your husband something to eat. Quickly now, before I change my mind that the thief deserves even a scrap.”

“Th-thank you, master,” said Faylana, quickly rising and taking her plate from the table. She tucked a bottle of wine under her arm and nearly ran from the Beast’s presence. She made her way through the empty, gloomy castle and back to the dungeon’s depths. There, with just a candle to light her way, she found the cell where Caldric was being kept. He was lying down on the floor but lifted his head and sat up as she approached.

“Faylana? Is that you?” He squinted against the candle’s light.

She passed the candle through the bars to him.

“Here, keep it,” she said. “I can find my way back out with a spell if I need any light. I brought you some food.”

She could not fit the plate nor the bottle of wine through the bars, but she set them close and Caldric could reach through and feed himself. She crouched beside the cell, one hand steadying herself on the bars as she watched him eat. It seemed days since he had eaten much of anything, and he ate with a more human version of the furious hunger the Beast had displayed at the dining table.

“Mmmm, thank you,” moaned Caldric between mouthfuls. “This is good. Did he… mmmmm… did he let you take it? Or did you steal it?”

“He told me to take it to you,” said Faylana.

“You must’ve found his soft spot,” said Caldric. Then he seemed to reconsider his words and asked, “Has he touched you, Faylana? Forced his affections on you? I will kill him if he hurts—”

“No, no!” Faylana quickly cried, pressing against the bars in a way that squeezed into her bust. “He is terrifying and dangerous, I don’t doubt, but he has not harmed me nor attempted to molest me in any way. I swear it to you.”

“Thank the gods,” murmured Caldric, sucking juice from his fingers. “Truth be told, there isn’t much I could do from this cell if he tried. So you need to be very careful. Please. I can’t bear to lose you to him, Faylana.”

He took her hand and pulled it through the bars, kissing her fingers and giving her a pleading look.

“Of course not, my love,” she said, smiling sadly. “I will work as his maid and cook, as I pledged, and then he will set you free.”

“You are so brave,” said Caldric. “Thank you.”

He kissed her fingers again, looking into her blue eyes as he did. His lips lingered and he smiled.

“Do you think, well, it has been so long since I have seen you, Faylana. I am starved for affection in this cell. I know I am grimy and unwashed, that I am a pale and pitiful sight, but out of the memory of our love, do you think I could… that you might…”

He looked pointedly and slowly from her delicate hand to the bulge in the front of his grimy trousers.

“You mean, you want me to give you pleasure?” The thought colored her cheeks. “I am not sure that’s such a good idea. The Beast might walk in on us at any moment.”

“Could he blame us for it? You are my wife, and I am your husband. Do we not love each other?”

“Of course, I love you, it’s just that I have been… it has...” She saw the pitiful need in his eyes. Like a pup pleading for a scrap from the supper table. “Oh, very well, Caldric. Sit closer to the bars so that I can reach.”

Caldric positioned himself with his back upright against the bars and his hands over his head gripping the cold iron. Faylana reached around his hip, squeezing against his back and the bars between them as she fumbled open the ragged, filthy tatters of his trousers. Her hand found the greasy hardness of his cock. She could smell the unwashed stink of him, but she did not let that deter her as she wrapped her delicate fingers around his hardness.

“My love,” he groaned as she began to slowly stroke him. “Ohhhhh… I was a fool to come here. But I… I did it… because I love you.”

“I love you too, Caldric, but you were a fool,” she whispered in his ear. “Robbing some castle. You are no match for the Beast. You are lucky he did not tear you limb from limb.”

“Ohhh,” moaned Caldric, shuddering in her grasp as clear precum welled at his tip and smeared her stroking fingers. “Yes… he’s so big and powerful.”

“Much bigger than you,” she agreed, stroking him faster.

Caldric’s cock was turning red beneath her pumping fingers. His arousal dripping over her pumping digits and beginning to make lewd, wet sounds as she stroked him by candlelight. She thought of the huge bulge she had seen in the Beast’s ill-fitting trousers. The way it had throbbed visibly when he had seen her swaying bosoms.

“So big,” she whispered.

She pumped faster on Caldric’s cock, beating her hand against the damp nest of hair at his root. Working her fingers over his swollen, sensitive tip.

“Oh fuck… ohhhh… just like that,” panted Caldric. “Been so long… since I felt your touch…”

She thought of the forceful way the Beast had commanded her and even his impressive anger. She imagined him in that moment, catching her with her hand on Caldric’s cock and wrenching her arm out of his cell. He would be furious. Snarling. His beastly nostrils flaring. And he would bend her over, right there by the cell, with Caldric begging pitifully for mercy.

And the Beast would not show her mercy. He would rip away her gauzy shift and push her face down to the dank stone floor of the dungeon. He would slam his huge cock into her hot, steamy cunt and claim her with his bollocks beating against her clit.

“Ohhh,” cried Faylana, her fantasy reaching climax.

“Yessss!” moaned Caldric, tormented by her pumping fingers beyond the point of no return. His cock spasmed in her grasp and thick, milky ropes of his seed launched from his twitching tip. She slowed and intensified her strokes, squeezing his slick cock in her grasp as she milked out every spurt.

“Yes, that’s it,” she whispered. “Let it out. Cum for me.”

She emptied her husband’s bollocks and left him gasping with pleasure. He finally pushed her hand away.

“Too sensitive,” he moaned. “But… thank you.”

He leaned his face against the bars to kiss her. She kissed him back, but their lips never fully met.

“I will return when I can,” she promised. “Keep up your strength, my love. And don’t lose hope.”

She departed, wiping the residue of her husband’s eruption on her skirt as she retraced her steps through the dungeon.
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Caught and Ashamed

“You think this is clean?” The Beast growled at her, dragging a finger over the mantle. It was the third time that day he had approached her and found her work as a maid inadequate.

Faylana had always considered herself to be a clean person who kept a tidy house. She bathed every day and swept her kitchen every evening, did not leave plates unwashed in the sink, and dusted the mantles and sills every few days. Over the course of her month at Castle Grau, she had learned that this domesticity was no preparation for serving as a maid to the Beast.

When it came to the cleanliness of Castle Grau, the Beast was a perfectionist and not shy about pointing out that Faylana was not up to his standards. Every tiny thing she overlooked was immediately discovered by his discerning eye. The slightest mistake was confronted with overbearing anger.

“You’ve smudged the dust rather than cleaned it from the books,” snarled the Beast, gesturing furiously with one arm and nearly bringing down a shelf in his study. “You’ve not cleaned the soot from the underside of the mantle and there are crumbs beside the chair as though someone has been eating biscuits by the fire. I assure you, Faylana, that it was not me.”

“Of course, forgive me, master,” said Faylana, her face red as she bowed submissively to the Beast. “I will attend to all of those. Is there anything else I might correct?”

He stood over her, his furry hands curled into fists and his nostrils flaring with his barely contained fury. His yellow-gold eyes blazed with anger. He looked Faylana over, slowly, as though he might find fault with her face. The way he gazed at her with such contempt filled her with a strange desire. Her lashes fluttered and she quickly averted her gaze.

“Your laces,” he growled.

“What’s that, my lord?” asked Faylana, looking down at her frilly apron and her maid’s black-and-white uniform. Her more than ample bust was testing the limits of both the apron and her uniformed bodice. “Did I lace it improperly?”

“Your lack of attention to detail extends to your clothing,” he growled, slowly dragging a clawed finger down over the laces, plucking them against her bust like the strings of a mandolin. She gasped at the vibration and the way her soft tis jiggled. The beast’s lip curled as if in disgust. “This is not the uniform of a servant in Castle Grau. You are too big, too obscene. Dress yourself like a woman of honor and not some… elf strumpet.”

“Forgive me, my lord,” she said, bowing her head. Her bow inadvertently caused her breasts to strain even more against her bodice, her areolas peeking over the apron’s top and her stiff nipples poking prominently beneath the fabric.

“You tempt me with your flesh,” he growled under his breath. “Return to your work! Do not flaunt your body to me, elf.”

He departed with a whirl of his ragged finery, leaving her to finish her dusting. She trembled in the wake of his criticism. She wasn’t afraid of the Beast anymore, not for herself anyway, but the way he criticized her and demanded her to behave differently thrilled her unexpectedly. Though Faylana resented the criticism of her hard work, there was a deep-down part of her that also craved more of it. She wanted to hear his cruel words and to feel his clawed hands stroking her body. To be reprimanded. To be scolded.

To be punished. A breath shuddered from her lips, causing her breasts to quiver against the tightened laces of her bodice. She imagined his huge, clawed hand tracing her hip and moving around to her backside. Feeling and squeezing the soft warmth of her bottom. He would be so furious at the way she bent low, squishing her breasts against the floor and lifting her ass shamelessly. The back of her dress riding up her thighs and exposing the fluffy white of her borrowed panties.

She could almost feel the squeeze of his hand on her ass. Pulling aside her panties. Rubbing the slick seam of her cunt. She moaned, scrubbing the floor, wiggling her hips, and begging for a spanking. For a fingering.

“For a fucking,” she moaned breathlessly.

Despite her simmering need, Faylana recovered and continued with her duties. She mopped the entire atrium, washed the front steps with the Beast watching through an upstairs window, and even cleaned the outer glass of the conservatory as she peered in at the perfect red roses within.

She almost managed to forget her morning encounter with the Beast, until her duties at last brought her to his bedchamber. It was her first time within this inner sanctum, since it was in a remote part of the castle she had not been to before. While much of the castle was in a state of neglect, this room was an actual mess.

It seemed as though the Beast had taken his aggression out on his silk pillows and there were scraps of cloth and feathers scattered everywhere. The canopy over his bed was similarly shredded. Every mirror in the room and its adjoining bath chamber had been shattered. There were bloodstains on the tiles and soaked into the grout between them. She imagined the Beast hurting himself, whether intentionally or in a rage, and trying to stanch the blood with old, soiled towels.

“It’s going to take me hours to clean these rooms,” she said with a sigh, setting down her buckets of cleaning supplies.

Yet there was also an odd feeling of anticipation. As though cleaning the Beast’s bedroom would bring her closer to her moody master. Perhaps immersing herself in his world would even teach her things about him that might deepen the odd bond she felt with him.

She went to work, stripping off ruined bedclothes, disposing of bloodstained rugs and towels, and bringing in fresh sheets. She scrubbed every tile and used a brush to clean the grout with bleach. Sweat prickled at her body, her back ached from leaning over, but she could see the progress she was making and that motivated her to fight through the discomfort.

The more she worked, the more she thought about the discipline that the Beast had shown to her. The orders he had given her excited a submissive side of her that she barely understood. She cleaned urgently, bouncing on her knees and picturing the Beast punishing her inadequacy as a maid. She imagined floggings and spankings. She even pictured him choking her as he tore open her bodice and punished her breasts with smacks of his clawed hands.

He had done none of these things, but the looming threat of his discipline inspired such lewd fantasies. It made her work harder. It made her desperate to please him. It took hours, but she lit candles and continued to work. Dusting and polishing every surface. Cleaning the windows and the framed paintings on the wall.

The paintings were an entirely separate matter. Almost every single painting seemed to be defaced. Someone had taken a knife, or maybe a claw, and had scraped the face off a well-dressed male figure with a royal bearing wherever he appeared. It did not take much intuition for Faylana to surmise that these faceless figures were the Beast before he had been transformed by the curse. Either in anger or in shame, he had no longer wanted to see his old face.

Accompanying the defaced king in several of the paintings there was a busty, dark-haired, pale-skinned woman of considerable beauty. She was frowning in every image where she appeared, stoic and dark, joined by her beautiful and smiling daughter. The younger woman, who so closely resembled a human version of Faylana, inhabited these grim tableaux like a spring flower set in a funerary vase.

“Isabela wasn’t his wife,” said Faylana. “It was his daughter. Or perhaps even his stepdaughter. Does he want me to be his daughter? Or does he covet me for some other reason?”

The thought gave her a fresh thrill of desire. She imagined the Beast, this mysterious king transformed with fur and claws, lusting after his beautiful stepdaughter. What might the real Isabela have thought when he transformed? Did the Beast kill her mother? Did he drive her away or trap her in Castle Grau? Perhaps she wasted away or flung herself from the ramparts.

Faylana lay back upon the freshly made bed, closing her eyes and imagining herself in the castle as the Beast’s young and beautiful stepdaughter. Her mother, she imagined, took poison to end the misery of her marriage to the self-loathing, rage-filled Beast. But Faylana, as Isabela, could not do it. She lingered, a ghost in the castle, and in time she succumbed to her father’s desires.

“Oh, father,” she moaned, running a hand over her uniform and lifting the frilly skirt. Her fingers sought the warm gusset of her panties, kneading the softness of her mound beneath. Pleasure tickled at her cusp and her nectar began to soak into the fabric making it sheer. “I still find you handsome. So powerful and terrible in your cursed body.”

She rubbed more fervently and gasped, “Is this what you want, father? To touch me like this? To punish me for disobeying you?”

She could almost hear his growling disappointment in her ears. She moaned, pulling aside the front of her panties to get at the wet folds of her cunt. Imagining him standing over her and gazing down with disfavor upon her lewd behavior.

She thrust three fingers into the hot stewpot of her channel and bucked her hips to grind her straining clit against the heel of her hand. The pressure increased as she imagined the Beast, unable to resist the sight of her lewd behavior, taking out his frustration upon her, first with his fingers and then with the thick cock that she was sure resided within his trousers.

“Ohhhhhh yessss, father,” she gasped, still playing the role of Isabela in her fantasy. “Do it! Fill me with your beastly cock! Oh, my gates are open to you, father! Take me! Claim me! I will serve your every desire!”

The month she had spent being trained by the Beast, the similarities she shared with his daughter, had served to mold Faylana into the perfect, submissive lover for the brutal Beast. Yet he had not taken advantage of her obvious willingness to submit to him. She had been seeing less and less of Caldric for the last weeks and especially the last few days. She just didn’t have the time. Or the interest. The Beast was who compelled her need.

“The Beast,” she moaned, working her hips vigorously as she fingerfucked herself. “Oh yes, I’ll be your daughter, My Lord. Your obedient girl. Your servant. Whatever…. Hhhnnnnn! Whatever you need! Ohhhhh by the goddess!”

The bedroom filled with the obscene sounds of her fingers plunging into her wet pussy. She made the bed shake with the needful force of her ride atop her fingers. Her big tits bouncing and slapping against her ribcage. Her ass working to slide her pussy atop her digits as she rubbed her clit against her palm.

In her fantasies, the Beast was there with her. Her fingers were his cock as she obediently rode atop him. That warm, pink, beastly cock that she knew surely lurked within his trousers. Waiting, after all these years, to be freed. To be discovered. To be sheathed in the hot, quivering walls of her cunt.

“Yessss! Ohhhhh, My Lord! My father! Fuck me! AHHHHHHH!” She wailed with surging ecstasy as pleasure overtook her sense of self-preservation. Her ecstasy throttled her mind as she bucked furiously atop her fingers.

At the height of her pleasure, she tipped backwards, falling onto her back on the bed with her feet in the air. She kept pumping her fingers into her pussy, prolonging the exquisite, toe-curling climax as she imagined the Beast, atop her, finally unloading years of pent pleasure. Pumping his hot seed into her core. Drenching her. Claiming his long-lost elf daughter’s womb.

Her nectar poured out of her pussy with every pulse of pleasure, trickling down the crack of her ass and over the clenching knot of her pink pucker. She felt the warm moisture soaking into the neatly made comforter, but she was too lost in the pleasure to consider the problems such a mess would cause for her.

She was also too lost in the pleasure to hear the pad of approaching feet in the hall. She tossed her head, her sweat-damp golden hair sweeping across her face as she arched atop the bed and experienced another wracking wave of ecstasy. Her fingers pumped into her clutching cunny. Her body shook and her plush breasts quivered. Her thighs shook.

The door to the bedroom swung open. Still, Faylana was so far gone with her climax that she did not look up from the bed. She did not notice anyone entering the room until a huge, dark shadow fell across her nearly-naked, violently trembling body.

“Ohhhhh… ohhhhhh… wahh?”

She had never before seen the Beast with a surprised expression upon his savage face. His nostrils flared and his yellow eyes were so wide that the white showed around them. Then his brow furrowed, and his eyes narrowed to pinpricks of fury.

“You! You defile my bed with this behavior!” He raised one clawed hand as if he might slash it across her face.

Faylana froze with her fingers buried in the slick, silky depths of her cunt and her feet in the air. There was no hiding from the Beast’s anger. No saving her dignity or concealing what she had done. She was on full, lewd display to him, and she could not even stop moving because he body was trembling with the force of her climax.

“My Lord… I… ohhhhh… forgive me…. Ohhhhhh… I was overcome with…”

“Look at you! Stinking of sex and perversion! Plundering yourself here on my bed!” He grabbed hold of her ankles and pulled, sliding her off the bed to land heavily on her plush bottom on the rug beside the bed. She cried out, her breasts wobbling from the impact and her breath momentarily shocked from her lungs.

“Master… My Lord,” she gasped. “It was… I was…”

Her face was bright red with embarrassment as he stood over her. The Beast’s great barrel chest rising and falling with the intensity of his outrage. The bulge in his trousers, always large, seemed to swell visibly with each passing moment.

“I will tolerate no more of this, elf,” he growled. “Be glad I do not lock you in that cage with your husband. Go! Go before I change my mind! Clean yourself up! Thoroughly! And serve me my supper!”

Faylana grabbed desperately for her clothing and ran from the bedroom, her feet bare and her naked curves jiggling as she dashed down the hall. Fleeing from his anger and her desires.
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Freedom Not to Be

Faylana was still reeling from being caught touching herself by the Beast. In her brief time as his servant, she had experienced angry outbursts by him many times but had never been the subject of his rage. He had been so angry at her that she had feared for a moment that he might rip her limb from limb for her inappropriate behavior.

He glowered at her and snarled all through serving him supper. He hardly even looked at her, which should have been a relief but somehow bothered her even more than being shouted at by him. She wanted his attention, just not his anger.

As soon as she was allowed, she slipped away from cleaning dishes and down to the dungeon with a plate of food for Caldric. She desperately needed to ground herself in the love she shared with her husband. Perhaps he could help her escape from her unwanted desires and fantasies, even for a moment.

She entered the dungeon and was surprised to find his cell empty.

“Caldric? Caldric, where are you?” She called, her worry growing. Was this her punishment? Had the Beast disposed of her husband in some horrible way? She turned to search the other cells and was blocked by a figure looming from the darkness. Before she could scream, the figure clamped a hand over her mouth.

For a moment, it was the Beast, and she fought and kicked against him as she was grabbed. But she came to her senses and realized it was Caldric, skinny and filthy, holding her against his chest and clamping a greasy hand over her mouth.

“Shhhhhh, calm yourself, Faylana,” he whispered in her ear. “I picked the lock on my cell with a chicken bone. I’ve been waiting for you. There’s a back tunnel out of the dungeon. Come on, we can be free.”

“Oh, Caldric,” she gasped, hugging tightly to him and dripping her tears on the filthy nightshirt he wore. “But we mustn’t. The Beast will kill you if he catches us. And… and I don’t know what he will do to me.”

“He will do as he pleases with me in his dungeon,” growled Caldric, seemingly annoyed by her words. “The longer I remain down here, the greater the chances he will decide to do away with me and have you… keep you for himself.”

Faylana wanted to object, but she felt the truth in her husband’s words. Had she not feared what might become of Caldric countless times? Did she not just fear for her own life after being caught touching herself?

“Very well, my love,” she said, taking his grimy hand. “Lead the way.”

He kissed her cheek, and they set off together into the darkest depths of Castle Grau’s dungeon. Caldric had only a tiny candle to lead the way, but he tended it carefully and made sure the flame was never extinguished. After a long and harrowing journey, they reached an iron door that could be unbarred from their side. Caldric grunted, trying to lift the bar, but he was too weak after spending days in the dungeon. Faylana joined him and they managed to force the bar upwards and swing the door open.

The moonlight outside was almost blinding to Faylana’s sensitive elf eyes after the long crawl through the darkness. She squinted as her eyes adjusted to the silvery blue light.

“It will be no easy task making our way through the Veiled Wood and down the mountainside,” warned Caldric. “But we must, my love.”

“With you by my side, I will not fear,” said Faylana, squeezing his hand.

They set off from the bleak walls of Castle Grau and into the dark forest of the Veiled Wood. The great, mossy pines loomed around them, blotting out the moonlight and the stars. They were plunged into the cool, ominous quiet of the night forest. Things moved in the undergrowth. Things that even Faylana could not see with her elf eyes. They navigated by the glimpses of the moon through the treetops. They stumbled and struggled and fought their way through the forest.

When the woods began to howl, they stopped and listened. When the woods began to growl and slaver, they ran. They could hear the beasts coming for them through the trees. A pack of red-eyed monsters. Wolves as big as men.

“Warg wolves,” shouted Caldric, wheezing and out of breath as he pulled Faylana along. “Cursed to carry the intelligence of men in the bodies of giant wolves.”

“I know them, my love,” gasped Faylana, jiggling and bouncing in her tattered dress as she ran behind him. “The goblins ride them by arrangement. They are wicked and clever things.”

Wicked and clever indeed. For some of the warg wolves outran Caldric and Faylana and were waiting for them as they emerged into a clearing. The huge, shaggy, black-furred wolves stood as tall as Faylana’s shoulder and reminded her of four-legged versions of the Beast. Their red eyes seemed to glow in the moonlight. They encircled Faylana and Caldric.

“Back!” Shouted Caldric, picking up a branch and swinging it. “Stay back, beasts!”

The largest of the wargs loped closer, parting its huge jaws and baring its glistening white fangs. A long, pink tongue flicked at its teeth and it snarled as it looked from Caldric to Faylana. It took a step towards her.

“Back!” Caldric shouted, swinging the branch at the beast. He smashed it in its back, and all this did was rattle loose some dead leaves still clinging to the branch. The warg turned its head to Caldric and when he swung again it caught the branch in its jaws and tore it from his grasp. A single bite snapped the branch. It flung the branch aside and leapt at Caldric. It might have torn his throat out, but instead it knocked him over and sent him sprawling.

“No!” Faylana cried as the warg’s jaws slowly closed around Caldric’s throat. “No! Please! Don’t kill him!”

“Faylana, run! Don’t try to-- AH!” Caldric couldn’t speak with the warg’s huge jaws clamped over his throat.

Faylana threw herself at the wolf. She beat at its muscled flank with both fists. The other warg wolves in the pack circled and growled, watching the drama play out with hunger of one sort or another. The warg biting Caldric finally released him from its jaws, scarcely leaving a mark on his throat. It lowered its head and glared at Faylana, then it began to push her backwards.

The other warg wolves moved in, surrounding Caldric in a tight circle and snarling at him as the pack leader continued to push Faylana backwards with jabs of its huge muzzle.

Then, the warg was upon her. Its hulking, furry body pinned her to the damp forest. Its teeth snatched at her bodice and tore it open. She gasped as her breasts bounced free of her ripped bodice. The warg’s hot breath tickled over her bare flesh. Its tongue took a single sweep over her heaving tits before moving lower.

Its claws pinned her arms as it made short work of her dress. This was no simple animal. It knew exactly what it was doing as it methodically undressed her. Each bite ripped another piece of her clothing away until she was clad only in her stockings with her garters ripped and shoes dangling from her feet.

The warg alpha thrust its huge muzzle between Faylana’s legs. It breathed her scent and nudged apart her thighs. She whimpered and beat at the dark-furred wedge of its head.

“No! Don’t do that! No! Ohhhhhhh!” She wailed and arched upon the ground as its huge tongue dragged the length of her cunny.

She felt its soft, warm, velvet swipe again and then lower, tasting her ass, slipping between her cheeks and back up again. So warm and wet, it curled her toes with pleasure. Licking her cunt. Licking inside her cunt. Dragging again and again over her clit.

“S-stop! Ohhhhh! Don’t do that! You’re a beast!” The taboo shock of it made her fight, but the pleasure of it lulled her senses into surrender. She stopped hitting it.

Her arms dropped to its furry neck and became something like an embrace. She thrust herself against its beastly muzzle and she came. Moaning. Whimpering. Spilling her sweet honey into the warg’s mouth for it to snuffle and grunt and loudly lick up.

In the warm, syrupy afterglow of her climax, a moment of clarity returned to Faylana. She realized her husband was in grave danger and she twisted and rolled away from the warg wolf. It growled as she got her hands and knees and tried to crawl to Caldric.

“Stay calm, my love,” she cried. “Don’t… don’t anger the wolves!”

Caldric shouted something, but she could not hear him over the growling of the pack that had tightly surrounded him on the ground. When she tried to crawl closer, she was met by the bare fangs of three of the other warg wolves. Each big enough to rip her into pieces.

When she hesitated, the alpha struck again. It was done with the foreplay and was intent on its own pleasure. The huge wolf hooked its massive paws over Faylana’s hips, and its weight bore her face down to the ground, though her bottom remained raised. She cried out in surprise, pinched by the claws and feeling the heaviness of the wolf accompanied by the sudden, hot press of something against her cunt.

“Oh, gods, no,” she cried. No matter the depravity Faylana had experienced in her life, she had never sunk to this. To letting such a beast mount her.

But there was no stopping it now. She felt the warg’s hips move slowly, lining its flared cockhead up with the soft slickness of her folds.

“Noooo,” she whimpered, digging her fingers into the soft earth.

When it found the right angle, it thrust into her without mercy or restraint. She was filled by the beastly cock, easily twice the size of Caldric’s manhood. It rocked her forward and the slick heat of it drove her to her limits.

The massive cock pulsed deep inside her, stretching her tender walls impossibly wide. With each powerful thrust, the beast's hips slammed against her soft rear, driving her face harder into the ground. Faylana whimpered, lost in a haze of pleasure and pain. The warg’s hot breath panted against her neck as it growled low in its throat, urging her onward.

Her delicate fingers curled deeper into the damp soil, her breath escaping her in shocked gasps as she was rutted by the furry brute. His thrusts intensified to a bestial frenzy. Sweat dripped from her brow and saliva dripped onto her shoulders and neck.

As the warg wolf’s climax approached, his rutting grew more erratic, pounding ferociously into Faylana’s depths. She could feel the telltale swelling of his knot forming at the base of his throbbing shaft, promising a brutal stretch that would seal them together. The moment he hit full extension, the wolf buried himself to the hilt within her, his knot locking them together as he howled in release.

“Ohhhhhhh godddddssss!” cried Faylana, her poor cunny clutching against the warg’s knot.

Scalding jets of semen flooded her womb, pulse after slippery pulse, filling her to bursting with his potent seed. Faylana wailed, her voice hoarse from screaming, as the knot's pressure threatened to split her open. The warg just kept cumming, spewing out wave after hot wave of alpha semen. Drenching her inner walls as though he might impregnate her with a litter.

Faylana could only endure. Caldric could only watch.

The beast’s fury was finally spent. It leaned heavily atop her, its cock still shuddering with aftershocks, until its knot began to deflate. After a few minutes, this popped free of Faylana’s cunny, leaving her stretched, gaping, and positively dripping with beastly cum.

This humiliating act was only the beginning. The alpha rejoined his back to surround and menace Caldric. Faylana tried to stand but was bowled back onto her hands and knees almost immediately by a gray warg wolf almost as big as the alpha. It snarled and sniffed at her cunt and ass. It even tasted her there, licking the alpha’s cum and lapping at the pucker between her cheeks.

Then she was being mounted again. Her cunny filled by another bestial cock. Rutted hard, knotted, and stuffed full of another hot, squirting load of warg cum. This time she was dragged by the knot. The warg whining with annoyance. It finally pulled free and she rolled over onto her back.

But even his did not discourage the others. They were intelligent and they mounted her as they pleased. Like a man. Facing her. Licking her mouth and tits. Thrusting into her until they, too, knotted her and spurted their seed into her tight cunny. She was on her hands and knees again, enduring the sixth mounting from one of the warg wolves, when a sudden, bestial roar came from the edge of the clearing.

The wargs surrounding Caldric suddenly faced in that direction, their ears pricked as they growled with worry.

The Beast came crashing out of the woods. He charged straight for the ring of warg wolves, dashing them aside with swings of his arms. One leapt at this throat, and the furious Beast caught it in midair and snapped its neck with a twist.

Unbelievably, the warg that had been rutting into Faylana continued. It thrust into her at a frenzied pace, no doubt suspecting that it would be doomed if it could not finish before the Beast arrived. The other wolves bought it some time, snapping at and harrying the Beast, but they could hardly slow him down once he saw Faylana on her hands and knees being violated.

He roared with rage and flung one of the wolves into the nearby trees. He stepped over the prostrate Caldric and came straight for Faylana. At the last moment, the warg mounting her managed to pull its cock free. It yipped with fear, retreating and then turning and running at top speed into the forest. The pack broke and ran, leaving behind four dead members. The alpha was last to retreat, glaring back at the beast and growling before finally departing.

“Oh, you stop girl,” said the Beast scooping Faylana up into his arms. “For this foolishness, for defying and betraying me, I hereby add another month to your service. I will put your man back in his cell, but if he escapes again there will be no sparing him.”

He scooped Caldric up as well, carrying them both with ease.

“Th-thank you for sparing us, master,” said Faylana, trembling in the Beast’s mighty arms.

“You are not spared yet,” he growled. “When we have returned to Castle Grau, you will bathe yourself. Do you understand?”

“Y-yes, master,” said Faylana, lowering her head submissively.

She had little choice in the matter. Caldric’s life likely depended on her obedience.
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Punishment and Reconciliation

The Beast snarled and flung Caldric into the cell in the dungeon. Caldric groaned as he flopped against the floor. The Beast stood at the bars, nostrils flaring and eyes wild with anger.

“Try that again, human, and I will tear your innards out and feast upon them!”

“Unnnnhhhhh… to hell with you,” moaned Caldric.

“No, don’t say that, Caldric,” moaned Faylana. “He… he saved us.”

“Listen to the elf,” growled the Beast, some of his fury muted by Falyana’s intervention. Regardless, he turned to her, his muscles bulging beneath his dark fur and anger still hot in his eyes. “Do not think you will be spared, my fair elf! Come! Your punishment awaits!”

Faylana cried out as the Beas took hold of her wrist and began to drag her out of the dungeon. Caldric shouted defiantly behind them, but the Beast ignored his taunts as he dragged Faylana up the stairs and left Caldric alone in the darkness.

He dragged her, nearly naked, up to the second floor of the house. He scooped her up and tossed her into a porcelain tub. He bathed her like he was bathing an unruly dog, holding her down and dunking her under the water, scrubbing her body with a brush, and roughly pressing a washcloth to her warg-fucked cunny.

“Let it all out,” he commanded her and she shamefully tightened her inner muscles to force the copious warg spunk from her depths. Gush after gush swirled out into the water before disappearing beneath the bubbles. Her hips marked with scratches from the wargs. Her glistening bottom, rosy and raised, finally pronounced clean by the Beast.

“Thank you, Master,” whimpered Faylana. “I have learned my lesson.”

“You have learned only that you were filthy!” He hauled her to her feet and guided her out of the tub. “Now dry yourself and put on a robe. I will be waiting for you in my study.”

“Y-yes, Master,” said Faylana, reaching for a towel. The Beast stormed out of the bath, leaving Faylana to contemplate her punishment. Would he put her in an iron maiden? Perhaps lash her with a whip? A part of her hoped that he would simply force his desire upon her and claim her with his cock. After being defiled so thoroughly by the wargs it would almost be a relief to know the pleasure of the Beast’s cock.

Would it be red and knotted at the root like the warg cocks? More like a man’s? Or might it resemble some other beast or some deformed, demonic thing? She shuddered with lust, imagining a slimy red cock plunging into her cunt and throbbing in her depths.

She finished toweling off her luscious curves and dressed in the gauzy robe she found hanging in the closet. It hardly did anything to hide the stiff peaks of her nipples nor the fuzzy gold between her creamy thighs.

She took a deep breath and stepped into the Beast’s study. He was seated beside a crackling fire in the hearth with a large book open in his lap and a pair of spectacles looking rather ridiculous perched atop his beastly nose. Faylana padded across the nearly overlapping rugs and pelts decorating the room, approaching him in his high-backed chair. She felt the warmth of the fire against her as she neared him. The Beast finally looked up from his book and removed his spectacles to tuck them into the pocket of his jacket.

“There you are, elf,” he growled. “Are you ready for your punishment?”

“Y-yes, I am,” said Faylana, her head lowered in shame, “What is it to be?”

The beast’s smile revealed the size of his huge teeth. He shifted the book from his lap onto a side table. He brought his knees together and patted them with one clawed hand.

“Bend over my knee, Faylana,” he rumbled. “I will show you your punishment.”

She shuffled closer, her heart pounding heavily in her chest. She began to lean over his lap, the weight of her soft breasts shifting and straining against the fabric of the robe. The Beast grew impatient at her careful positioning and grabbed her arm to pull her down roughly. She cried out as she was yanked down onto his lap, her breasts squeezed against one massive leg.

“Little slut, giving yourself to hose GRRRRRR wolves,” he snarled, roughly pulling her robe up and over her bottom. He bared her plush buttocks and let the robe flip up her slender back. She gasped as he ran his testing fingers over her cheeks and down to her thighs. He caressed her, the pad of his hand rough and snatches of dark fur tickling against her.

“I didn’t, I swear,” protested Faylana. “They took what they wanted. I did… I only… to save my husband.”

“Your useless husband,” snorted the Beast. “He molders in my dungeon until you have finished your duty to me. With each foolish attempt to escape or defy me, you will only prolong his suffering.”

“I-I know, Master, it was… I was only going along with him,” said Faylana, turning her head to look up at the Beast with tears falling from her blue eyes.

“I knew it!” The Beast raised his clawed hand and brought it down hard on Faylana’s bare bottom with a loud smack.

He struck her with such force, and it stung so much that for a moment she thought he had used his claws and sliced into her flesh. The pain stole her breath, and she could not even make a sound. Then she managed to suck in a gasp, and she let out a whimpering cry of pain, her hips shaking as she looked back at her reddened bottom.

“It’s not his fault,” whined Faylana. “He’s worried about—AH!”

She wailed as another smack fell upon her bare bottom, making it jiggle and sending hot pain stabbing into her flesh.

“I do not care about his worries,” snarled the Beast, delivering a third swat to Faylana’s bottom. “Your fool husband should have worried what would happen if he was caught before he tried to steal my rose. Should have worried what the punishment would be when he tried to steal you away from my castle!”

Three more hard blows fell upon Faylana’s burning bottom. She cried with each impact, her head jerking up and tears spilling down her cheeks.

“Please it HurrrRRRRrrts!”

“It is meant to hurt,” growled the Beast, delivering two more swats. “I will not injure you, elf, but you will remember this foolish escapade for the next day or so.”

Two more hard swats fell against Faylana’s reddened bottom. It felt like it was on fire with the burning pain of the spanking.

“No more, please, I’ll… I’ll make it up to you,” gasped Faylana. “Please… I promise… I can make it up to you.”

He raised his hand as if to spank her again, holding it above her as she cringed and braced herself for the blow to fall. The great barrel of his chest was heaving with fury and his face was still contorted with rage, but the blow did not come. He stopped and lowered his clawed hand to her buttocks gently. He caressed them as she whimpered and sighed with relief.

“Prove yourself then, elf,” growled the Beast, shoving her from his lap and onto her knees on the rug spread out before the fire. Her golden hair hung in her face. When she swept it aside, her teardrops were revealed, glittering in the firelight. Faylana looked up at him, her bust quivering against her flimsy robe.

“Yes, Master,” she said softly.

She lowered her gaze as she reached for the belt of her robe and slowly untied it. She opened the robe slowly and then let it slip from her shoulders, revealing her plump breasts and straining nipples to the Beast as she knelt before him. Her nudity was greeted by a rumble of appreciation, but he said nothing else. He seemed to be waiting to see what she would do next.

She put her hands on his thighs, feeling the worn fabric of his trousers with tufts of dark fur bursting through the straining seams. She ran her hands up his legs, palms down, until her fingers found the laces of his trousers. The Beast let out a grunt, but said nothing as Faylana began to untie the laces. There was a massage bulge beneath them. A bulge that excited her so much that she fumbled a bit.

“Here,” rumbled the Beast, pushing her hands aside and grabbing hold of the laces. He ripped them open, breaking several as he exposed the dark fur at the root of his beastly sheath. The Beast gazed down at her small hands next to that great furry lump. “Go on, elf. Show me what you can do to make it up to me.”

“Yes, Master,” she said and she reached into the open flap of his trousers with both hands. She took hold of the thick root of his cock, drawing it out slowly until it popped free, upright and semi-erect. It was a massive thing, beastly more than human, with a dark furry sheath that parted from a red, throbbing length of cock. The fat head was more like a man’s but it did have a beastly knot near its root. A thickening and bulging that made Faylana’s heart skip a beat.

“Do not be afraid of it,” growled the Beast.

“Of-of course not, sir,” she said, forcing a smile. With both small hands working together to encircle the thick cock, she began to stroke him. Slowly at first, working the band of her fingers from the sheath up to the red tip that was beginning to leak glistening precum.

She squeezed his cock and felt it buck as if in reply. She stroked him faster, her bare tits beginning to jiggle with the motion as her plump nipples leaked pearly drops of her milk.

“Mmmmmmm,” rumbled the Beast, watching intently, his lip curling back from his huge fangs. “That’s it, little one. Now show me… what you can do for your master with that pretty mouth.”

“You want me to make it up to you with my mouth?” asked Faylana, her heart beating a little faster and a smile creeping onto her lips.

“I want you to try,” growled the Beast.

“Yes,” she moaned softly, her lips descending to that glistening red cockhead. Her tongue lashed his tip, tasting the salty-sweetness of his pre as she licked at his slit. Her hands continued to work at his shaft, feeling it swell in her grasp and grow harder and harder. Her lips parted and she moaned again, soft as a kitten, taking him into her mouth.

He spread her lips with his twitching hardness. His exciting musk filled her nostrils. She breathed heavily, descending, taking him until he was at the back of her throat and her lips caressed his swollen knot.

“Goooood,” rumbled the Beast, draping one huge hand over Faylana’s head.

She did not need any further encouragement. She began to bob vigorously upon his cock. Though he was so big that it was difficult, she recalled all her times pleasuring orcs and other endowed creatures and relaxed her jaw to fit as much of him as she could into her mouth.

“Mmmmmmmphmmm,” she moaned around him, her drool spilling down his shaft. She gurgled wetly around him, her tongue swirling and her throat seizing as his cockhead bulled at her delicate tonsils.

“Do you want to drink my seed, little elf?” asked the Beast.

“Mmmmhnmmmmnnm,” replied Faylana, looking up at him with watering eyes as she continued to bob and suck upon his beastly hardness.

“Then you… hnnnn… shall have what you wish… very… hnnnn… soon,” he grunted, leaning back into the chair, his thick, clawed fingers tangling in Faylana’s blonde locks.

She sucked him with every greater urgency, her mouth stretched tightly around his cock and her throat kissing his tip with each downward plunge. Her tongue worked furiously at the spot just beneath his crown, her saliva and mucus coating his cock for her fingers still massaging his knot.

“GRRAAAAA! YESSSSSS!” The Beast roared, his cock throbbing against Faylana’s tongue. She moaned loudly around it and sucked harder than ever, practically praying to her goddess to reward her for her efforts.

She was given a hot flood of beastly cum as her payment. It pulsed and gushed against the back of her throat. It drenched her tongue and coated it in his salty flavor. She swallowed, gulping down the hot, slimy thickness of his cum as another gush hit her tonsils.

She continued stroking, continued sucking, and continued swallowing until she had drained every drop of the Beast’s cum. He shook with the intensity of his pleasure, his eyes slowly opening as he peered down at her.

“Yes, you know how to handle a cock,” said the Beast. “You might almost have earned some forgiveness.”

“Mmmmmmnnnn,” moaned Faylana around his slowly softening cock as her eyes rolled with the ecstasy of satisfying him.

The Beast watched, stroking her golden hair as she slurped and kissed and sucked upon his slowly softening cock. It finally slipped from her lips, wet as a stewed plum, before sliding slowly back into its sheath.

“Delicious, Master,” she said, wiping her lips and chin on the back of her hand.

“Hmmmm, you are truly a harlot,” he chuckled. “I had heard you elves are insatiable.”

“Not quite insatiable,” promised Faylana, leaning down to kiss the head of his cock one last time. “But I do enjoy the pleasure of the flesh, and I take no shame in it.”

The Beast growled as if he did not quite believe her. Then, with sudden force, he lifted her under her arms and deposited her onto his reading desk. He spread her legs wide, leaning down and inhaling her cunt’s scent.

“W-what are you doing, Master?” gasped Faylana, lifting her head as the black, furry head descended between her creamy thighs.

“I am tasting you, elf,” he growled and ran his wide tongue over the hot seam of her cunt.

She gasped, the soft, warm lick sending pleasure shuddering form her clit down into her core. The Beast took this as encouragement and began to lap as her cunt with smothering swipes of his hot tongue. He looked up at her intently as he licked and, intermittently, sucked at her aching cunt.

It did not take long for Faylana to respond to his efforts. She felt the pleasure swelling, bursting like a bubble in her depths. She cried out, feet in the air, legs shaking, as she came against the Beast’s tongue.

“Yesssss… ohhhhh… your tongue! Incredible! Ahhh!”

Waves of ecstasy rippled up from her depths as she spilled her nectar against his tongue. The Beast growled, licking even more fervently, lapping up every drop that spilled from her pussy.

When it was done, he lifted his beastly muzzle and gave it a slow, cleaning lick. He rose to his feet, standing over her.

“Your punishment will be that you will not see your husband again until I specifically allow it. There will be further punishments if you continue to disappoint me.” He shoves his cock into his trousers. “Do you understand me, servant?”

“Y-yes, Master,” gasped Faylana. “I will… I will serve only you.”

“Good,” he growled, lacing up his damaged trousers. “Then clean yourself again and return to your duties.”

“Y-yes, Master,” said Faylana, sliding off his reading desk and collecting her robe from the floor.
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Withholding

The atmosphere within Castle Grau had shifted since Faylana and Caldric had been returned. Where once there had been a cold, echoing silence that permeated the damp stone corridors, there was now a palpable tension that seemed to vibrate in the air. It was a heat that had nothing to do with the hearths Faylana stoked every morning and everything to do with the brooding, hulking presence of the Beast.

Since the incident in the woods, the dynamic between master and servant had evolved into something angrier. Something seething. And something more confusing for Faylana.

The Beast had saved her, yes, but he had also claimed a new level of ownership over her. Of her body and her pleasure.

He watched her now. His yellow eyes followed her movements with a predatory intensity that made the fine hairs on her arms stand on end whenever she entered a room. He was looking for any excuse to be cruel to her.

Faylana knelt on the grand staircase, a bucket of soapy water beside her and a stiff-bristled brush in her hand. She was scrubbing the marble steps, working her way down from the landing. Her maid’s uniform, which the Beast had so disdainfully criticized weeks ago, was damp with sweat and clung to her curves. Her breasts heaved with the exertion, straining the laces of her bodice, and a flush rose high on her cheeks.

She paused to wipe her brow with the back of her hand, leaving a streak of suds on her forehead. She looked up toward the top of the stairs, where the shadows gathered thick and heavy. She could feel him before she saw him.

The heavy thud of his footsteps announced his arrival. The Beast emerged from the shadows of the upper gallery, his massive frame filling the walkway. He wore his usual velvet coat that strained at the seams matched with the breeches that struggled to contain the muscles of his thighs and the heavy, beastly bulge of his sex. He paused at the top of the stairs, looking down at snarl of displeasure.

“You missed a spot,” he growled, his voice a low rumble that echoed off the stone walls.

Faylana blinked, looking down at the step she had just scrubbed raw. “My lord? I assure you, I have scrubbed this marble until it shines.”

“Not the steps, elf. The railing.”

The Beast descended slowly, his clawed hand sliding down the polished wood of the banister. He stopped halfway down, looming over her where she knelt. He held up his hand, displaying the pad of his dark, furred finger. A faint smudge of gray dust sat upon it.

“Dust,” he snarled. “I can smell it. I can feel the grit of it. Do you call this cleaning?”

Faylana’s heart began to hammer against her ribs. She knew, logically, that the railing was likely dusty because the castle was ancient and drafted dirt in from a thousand cracks. But logic had no place in the game they were playing.

“Forgive me, Master,” she said, lowering her head in submission. “I was focused on the stairs. I intended to wipe the railing once I had finished the floor.”

“Excuses,” the Beast spat. “You are lazy, Faylana. You neglect your duties, and you offer me excuses instead of perfection. Your husband sits in my dungeon, wasting my food. Why should I bother to feed him when you cannot bother to do your duty?”

The mention of Caldric made Faylana flinch, a pang of guilt piercing through the strange, hot anticipation pooling in her belly.

“Forgive me, Master. Please, do not bring him into this.”

“I do not need to bring him into it. You have done that yourself with your incompetence,” the Beast growled. He leaned closer, his animal musk filling her senses and make her body thrum with his raw, masculine power. “For this failure, I am adding another week to your husband’s punishment. He will remain my guest for an additional seven days beyond the original agreement.”

“A week?” Faylana gasped, looking up at him with wide, watery eyes. “But… for a little dust? That isn’t fair!”

“Fairness is for those who do their work properly,” he snapped. “And as for you… you require correction. You must learn to pay attention to the details. To the things you touch. To the things you handle.”

He reached down, his large hand gripping her chin and forcing her to look up at him. His eyes burned with bestial fury.

“Stand up.”

Faylana scrambled to her feet, her legs trembling. She stood two steps below him, which put her face level with his abdomen. She looked up at the dark fur blooming from the open collar of his shirt.

“Turn around,” he commanded. “Bend over the railing. Show me that you can inspect it closely.”

Faylana swallowed hard, her pulse racing. She turned and leaned over the banister, her elbows resting on the wood, her bottom sticking out toward the stairs where the Beast stood. Her skirt hiked up slightly with the movement, exposing the backs of her thighs.

“Closer,” he growled. “Press your chest to the wood. I want you to see the dust you missed.”

She did as she was told, pressing her ample breasts against the hard wood of the railing. The pressure teased her nipples through the fabric of her bodice. She heard the rustle of the Beast’s clothes behind her, felt the heat radiating from his massive body as he stepped down to stand directly behind her.

“You are careless,” he whispered, his breath hot against her pointed ear. “You leave things dirty. You leave things… unfinished.”

His hand landed on her hip, heavy and possessive. His claws dug slightly into her flesh through the fabric of her dress, not enough to draw blood, but enough to send a jolt of tantalizing pleasure straight to her core.

“Perhaps you need a reminder of what happens when you leave things unattended,” he murmured.

With a sudden, rough motion, he bunched her skirt up in his fist, hauling the fabric up to her waist. The cool air of the staircase hit her bare cheeks and the sheer strip of her panties. Faylana gasped, gripping the railing tighter.

“Master…”

“Quiet,” he hissed. “You will take your punishment.”

He didn't remove her panties. Instead, he shoved his hand between her legs, the rough pads of his fingers pressing against the damp gusset. He groaned low in his throat as he felt the heat radiating from her.

“Wet,” he accused. “You are wet for me, aren't you? Even as I discipline you.”

“I… I can’t help it,” she whimpered, shame and desire warring in her voice.

“Slut,” he growled, and he hooked his fingers into the side of her panties, yanking the fabric aside. “You probably enjoy this.”

There was no preamble, no gentle caress to prepare her. The Beast thrust two thick fingers into her tight, wet channel. Faylana cried out, her head thrown back, her voice echoing up the stairwell.

“Ah! Master!”

“Is this better?” he snarled, beginning to pump his fingers into her aching cove. “Does this focus you on your task? Does this make you want to be a good maid?”

He fucked her with his hand, his wrist twisting, his thumb grinding down relentlessly on her swollen clit. It was a punishment, to be sure. Rough, degrading, and performed on the cold stairs where anyone (if there were anyone else) could see. But it was also exactly what Faylana had been craving.

She pushed back against his hand, her hips moving in a desperate rhythm. His fat knuckles brushing against her bud and sending peals of pleasure through her body.

“Yes… oh, yes, Master… please… I will be so good for you…”

“You like it when I correct you,” the Beast accused, his voice thick with arousal. He pressed behind her and bit at the side of her neck, his teeth scraping against her skin. “You like being used.”

He increased the pace, his fingers plunging inside her, stretching her, exploring every ridge of her inner walls so loudly that the sound of her violation echoed up the stairs. He was relentless, denying her any rhythm but his own. He forced her to take him, to yield to his anger and his lust.

“You missed the dust,” he grunted, slamming his hand against her sex. “Because you were thinking of this. You were thinking of my hands on you.”

“Yes!” Faylana sobbed, admitting the truth. “I was! I was thinking of you!”

The confession seemed to drive him wild. He growled, a feral sound that vibrated through her back, and pummeled her clit with his thumb. Faylana screamed as the orgasm hit her, a violent, crashing wave of pleasure that made her knees buckle. She would have fallen if the Beast hadn’t held her pinned against the railing, keeping her upright as she shook and spasmed around his invading fingers.

He held her there through the aftershocks, milking the last of her fluids onto his hand. Then, abruptly, he withdrew. He wiped his slick fingers on her bare bottom. A final mark of ownership and disrespect.

“Fix your dress,” he said, his voice cold again, though his breathing was heavy. “And finish cleaning the stairs. If I find another speck of dust, it will be two weeks added to Caldric’s time in my dungeon.”

He turned and stomped back up the stairs, leaving Faylana clinging to the banister, breathless, flushed, and aching.

Later, in the solitude of the kitchen, Faylana leaned against the heavy oak table, staring into the middle distance. Her body still hummed from the encounter on the stairs. The soreness between her legs was a constant, throbbing reminder of the Beast’s touch.

She should have been horrified. She should have been weeping for poor Caldric, whose imprisonment she had just extended. But instead, a dark, treacherous thought was blooming in her mind.

The punishment had been… exquisite.

The Beast was holding back. She knew it. She had felt the massive hardness of him pressing against her backside on the stairs. She had seen the way his eyes devoured her. He wanted her. He wanted to claim her fully, to bury that monstrous cock deep inside her cunt and pump her full of his seed. But something kept him from crossing that final line. Was it some lingering vestige of his honor? Something to do with his beastly curse?

He satisfied himself with these outbursts. He used her mouth, her hands, her fondled her and made her squirm, but he denied them both the ultimate release of mounting her.

Faylana bit her lip, a plan forming in the hazy, lust-addled corners of her mind. If mistakes led to punishment, and punishment led to intimacy… then perhaps perfection was not what she should be striving for.

She looked at the basket of potatoes sitting on the counter. Dinner was to be a simple roast with potatoes and carrots. The Beast, lacking the extensive molars of humans, liked his potatoes soft, mashed with butter and cream.

Faylana reached for a knife. She began to chop the potatoes into large, uneven chunks. She set the water to boil, but she didn't wait for it to reach a rolling bubble before tossing them in. And when she drained them, she did so early. Much too early.

A wicked smile touched her lips as she arranged the hard, undercooked lumps on the fine plate.

Let him be angry, she thought, a shiver running down her spine. Let him punish me. Maybe this time, he won’t be able to stop himself.

Dinner was a silent affair at first. The Beast sat at the head of the long table, the candlelight flickering over his brooding features. He poured himself a goblet of wine, his movements jerky and agitated. Faylana stood by the sideboard, hands clasped in front of her apron, waiting.

He cut into the roast beast, chewing thoughtfully. Then, he speared a piece of potato.

Faylana held her breath.

The Beast put the potato in his mouth. He bit down. A loud crunch echoed in the quiet dining room.

The Beast froze. He chewed once more, confirming the texture, and then spat the half-eaten potato onto his plate with a sound of disgust. He slammed his fork down, the silverware clattering against the plate.

“What is this?” he roared, turning his blazing yellow eyes upon her.

Faylana stepped forward, feigning innocence. “Is something wrong, Master?”

“Wrong? It is raw! It is hard as a stone!” He picked up a piece of potato and crushed it between his fingers, showing her the uncooked center. “Do you call this food? Do you expect me to eat these stones?”

“I… I thought they were done,” Faylana stammered, putting a tremble into her voice. “The water was boiling…”

“Lies!” The Beast stood up, his chair scraping loudly against the floor. He towered over the table, his shadow stretching long and menacing across the room. “First the stairs, and now my supper. You are testing my patience, elf. You are proving yourself utterly useless as a domestic servant.”

“I’m sorry, Master! Please, I can put them back in the pot, I can—”

“It is too late for that!” he bellowed. “You have ruined the meal. You have wasted my food. And you have wasted my time.”

He stalked around the edge of the table, closing the distance between them. Faylana didn't retreat. She stood her ground, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs.

“Another week for Caldric,” the Beast announced, stopping inches from her. “That makes two weeks added today alone. At this rate, your husband will die of old age in that dungeon before you earn his release.”

“No!” Faylana cried, though the protest felt hollow even to her own ears. “Please, Master, punish me, not him! I am the one who failed!”

“Oh, I will punish you,” the Beast growled. His gaze dropped to her mouth, his lips curling back to reveal his sharp, white fangs. “Since you offer something hard for my supper, perhaps I will offer something hard for yours.”

Faylana’s breath hitched. “Master?”

“Get on your knees,” he commanded.

Faylana sank to the floor without hesitation. The hard stone pressed against her knees, but she hardly felt it. She looked up at him, at the magnificent bulge in his breeches, the crown and pulsing veins of his magnificent cock visibly pressing against the fabric as it began to swell.

“You have ruined my supper,” the Beast said, his voice dropping to a husky rumble. “You should starve. But… I am not so cruel that I will not let you go without dinner. Come, Faylana, have your meal.”

He didn't bother with the laces this time. He simply shoved his breeches down his thighs, his massive, dark-red cock springing free with a heavy slap against his belly. It was fully erect, veiny and throbbing, the beastly knot at the base swollen and purple. A clear drop of pre-cum already beaded at the slit.

“Open,” he ordered.

Faylana opened her mouth, and the Beast didn't wait. He took hold of her head, claws grasping her pale golden hair, and he thrust his cock into the soft oval of her parted lips.

It was not a gentle act. He fucked her face with the same ferocity he had displayed on the stairs with his fingers. He drove into her throat, filling her completely, gagging her, using her mouth as a vessel for his pleasure.

Faylana moaned around the thick shaft, her hands coming up to grip his powerful thighs. She tried to accommodate him, tried to relax her throat to take the full length of him, but he was immense. Brutal. Tears welled and spilled at the corners of her eyes as he battered her tonsils.

She worked her tongue frantically against the underside of his shaft, tasting the salt and the musk of him. She swirled the tip, she sucked hard on the downstroke, doing everything she could to drive him over the edge. The dining room filled with the wet gurgling and helpless slurping sounds she made.

Take me, she silently begged as she sucked. Push me down. Lift my skirt. Put this in my cunt.

She let one hand drift up, her fingers brushing against his furry bollocks, then moving higher, daring to touch the sensitive skin of his inner thigh, teasing toward his perineum.

The Beast growled, his hips bucking uncontrollably. “Don’t touch me there! Just suck, you whore!”

He slapped her hand away, his focus entirely on the hot, molten pleasure of her mouth. He was close. She could feel the way his cock twitched and swelled and his thrust became more urgent.

With a roar that seemed to shake the very foundations of the castle, the Beast tightened his hold on her golden hair as his hips bucked with uncontrolled violence. His cock bucked against her tongue and he poured himself into her, releasing a torrent that was far more than any man could produce. The first jet of beastly cum hit the back of her throat with the force of a geyser, scalding hot and thick as heavy cream.

Faylana gagged, tears overflowing her eyes, but she forced her throat open. She made herself swallow, gulping down the first wave of the Beast’s thick essence, but it was nowhere near enough to clear her mouth. He pulsed again, and another heavy rope of seed flooded her mouth, coating her tongue in a salty, musky slime. It was a viscous, never-ending flood that filled her cheeks and threatened to spill from her nose. Each struggling gulp left her throat prickling with the contents.

She swallowed again, audible and wet, fighting to accommodate another gush. She could feel the hot weight of it sliding down her esophagus, settling heavy and warm in her empty stomach. True to his word, he was feeding her.

He kept her pressed tightly against his groin, refusing to let her pull away, forcing her to drain him completely. Every time she thought he was finished, another spasm would rack his beastly frame, pumping yet another thick glob of his cum into her abused throat. She whimpered around his girth, her hands clutching his thighs as she dutifully swallowed every drop of the potent, beastly load. Finally, he groaned, his thrusts stilling, cock twitching and sensitive in her mouth.

When he finally pulled out, Faylana slumped back on her heels, gasping for air, a string of saliva and seed connecting her bruised lips to his softening member.

The Beast looked down at her, his chest heaving. For a moment, there was a look in his eyes that looked like regret, or perhaps longing. He reached out a hand, as if to tenderly touch her cheek.

But then he stiffened. He pulled his breeches up, hiding his cock away, sealing the barrier between them once more.

“Clean up the table,” he said gruffly, turning his back on her. “And reflect on your failures.”

He stormed out of the dining room, leaving Faylana alone with the uncooked potatoes on his plate and the taste of him lingering in her mouth.

Faylana did not reflect on her failures. She reflected on his restraint.

He had been on the edge. She had felt it. The way his hips had slammed into her face, the way he had looked at her. He was fighting himself as much as he was fighting her.

He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to claim her cunt. But still, he resisted.

The frustration burned in her veins like a fever. Two weeks added to Caldric’s sentence. She was failing her husband, betraying him in the most intimate ways, and yet… she had nothing to show for it but a sore throat and a sloshing stomach.

She needed more. She needed him to break.

She cleaned the dining room in a daze, her mind still focused on what had just happened. When she was finished, she didn't go to her room. Instead, she wandered through the castle, her steps leading her inevitably toward the library.

She knew the Beast often retired there after dinner to brood by the fire.

She found him sitting in his high-backed chair, a book open on his lap, though he wasn't reading it. He was staring into the flames, a glass of brandy in his hand.

Faylana entered the room, but she didn't announce herself. She walked over to the large, heavy drapes that covered the window overlooking the courtyard. She reached up, pretending to adjust them.

With a deliberate yank, she pulled the curtain rod too hard. The heavy velvet fabric came crashing down, taking the rod and a cloud of ancient dust with it. The noise was deafening in the quiet room.

The Beast leaped from his chair, his glass shattering on the hearth.

“What in the blazes are you doing?” he roared.

Faylana stood amidst the pile of fallen drapery, coughing in the dust cloud. She looked up at him, her eyes defiant.

“I… I was trying to close them, Master. They were stuck.”

“Stuck? You nearly tore the wall down!” He crossed the room in two strides, seizing her by the shoulders and shaking her. “Are you mad? Are you trying to destroy my home piece by piece?”

“Maybe I am!” Faylana shouted back, the adrenaline surging through her. “Maybe I hate this place! Maybe I hate cleaning for a monster who is never satisfied!”

The Beast froze. The word monster hung in the air between them.

His grip on her shoulders tightened painfully. “A monster,” he whispered. “Is that still what you see? Even though… you crave me like some pining maiden?”

“Show me,” Faylana challenged him, pressing her body against his. Her breasts smashed against his chest, her hips grinding into his crotch. “Show me what a monster does. Stop playing games with me. Stop teasing me with your fingers and thrusting into my mouth. If I am to be punished, then punish me properly!”

She reached down, grabbing the front of his breeches, her fingers digging into the bulge that had returned with vengeance.

“Fuck me!” she screamed at him. “Just fuck me and get it over with!”

The Beast let out a sound that was pure animal rage. He spun her around, slamming her face-first against the wall. He pinned her there with his body weight, his claws tearing the back of her dress open from neck to waist.

“You want a monster?” he snarled in her ear. “You want to be broken?”

“Yes!” Faylana sobbed into the wallpaper. “Do it! Claim me!”

He ground his hips against her buttocks, his erection hard as steel against her crack. He bit her shoulder, drawing a drop of blood. He reached around, grabbing her breast, squeezing it hard enough to make her wail through her tears.

Faylana braced herself. This was it. He was going to do it. He was going to rip her panties off and drive into her. She clenched her muscles in anticipation, her cunny weeping with readiness.

But the thrust never came.

The Beast panted against her neck, his body heaving violently. He ground against her, dry-humping her backside with desperate animal jerks of his hips. He growled, he swore, he rubbed himself against her like a dog in heat, but he did not enter her.

“I… will… not…” he gasped, each word a struggle.

He pulled back abruptly, panting as if he had chasing a prey animal through the forest. His gaze fell upon Faylana’s tattered bodice, where her heavy, white breasts were spilling over the torn fabric, her nipples stiff and begging for attention. His eyes darkened, a new, wicked idea taking root in his fevered mind.

“If you wish to serve, elf,” he growled, his voice thick with unspent lust, “then you will serve with every part of you.”

He spun her around and shoved her hard, sending her stumbling back until she hit the wall. Before she could recover, he was there, his massive hands grabbing the ruined front of her dress and ripping it down to her waist. Her breasts bounced free, heavy and pale in the firelight.

“You want my cock?” he snarled, freeing his throbbing member from his trousers. “Then you shall have it. But not where you want it.”

He grabbed her breasts, squeezing them together with his large, clawed hands until they formed a tight, soft cleavage. He stepped forward, tore his breeches open, and thrust his thick, red cock into the valley of her cleavage.

“Wank me,” he commanded. “Use these laden udders of yours that you swing before me at every opportunity. Squeeze them tight.”

Faylana whimpered, but she obeyed. She wrapped her arms around her own chest, pushing her breasts together as hard as she could, trapping his beastly shaft in the soft, warm flesh. The sensation was thrilling. The heat of him, the tickling his fur against her sensitive skin, and the sheer size of him sliding between her tits.

The Beast groaned and snorted as he began to fuck her breasts. He thrust into her cleavage with intense, measured strokes. The head of his cock popped out from between her breasts, rubbing against her chin, smearing the front of her throat with his pre before he dragged it back down, heating her with his beastly arousal.

“Yes,” he growled, looking down at the sight of his purpling cock buried in her pale, elven flesh. “Look at you. Enjoying this. Gasping for it. Offering these up to me like some harlot.”

He increased his pace, slapping his heavy balls against her stomach as his cock plunged between her tits with a wet, rhythmic sound. Faylana moaned, her nipples aching and dripping with her cream. Her pussy was throbbing with emptiness, but the degradation, the feel of that hot cock using her breasts, was making her dizzy with desire.

“Squeeze harder!” he roared, and Faylana obeyed, crushing her breasts around him until he was enveloped in a tight, fleshy tunnel. Her milk spurting out onto his breeches with each squeeze.

The Beast roared, his control finally snapping. He grabbed her shoulders, pinning her in place as he hammered into her cleavage, his thrusts becoming erratic and violent.

“Take it!” he bellowed. “Take my seed, you little slut!”

It was a full rut between her breasts. He was showing her what she would get if he finally fucked her. A bruising, battering rut. An impaling.

He pulled back one last time and then exploded. He didn't aim away or spare her. He aimed right at her. Thick, hot ropes of his beastly cum shot from his cock, painting her chest, her neck, and her face in a warm, slimy shower. Faylana gasped, squeezing her eyes shut as the hot fluid splattered across her cheeks and lips, coating her lashes, dripping from her chin.

He groaned, his hips jerking as he continued to fire, covering her breasts in a thick layer of white. He emptied himself completely, painting her friction flushed breasts like a masterpiece of his own making.

When the last spasm faded, he stepped back, panting heavily. He looked at her covered in his cum, her dress ruined, her breasts slick and glistening with his release.

“Another week,” he choked out, though his voice lacked its earlier fire. “For… for destruction of property. Another week for Caldric.”

He turned and practically fled the room, leaving Faylana alone, dripping and shivering in the aftermath.

She slid down the wall until she hit the floor, her legs sprawling out in front of her. She reached up, wiping a glob of cum from her eye, and looked at it on her finger.

Three weeks added to Caldric’s sentence. Three weeks of freedom lost.

Faylana leaned her head back against the wall, her hand drifting down to her throbbing, neglected sex. She began to touch herself, thinking of the Beast’s rage, of the feel of his hard body, of the heat of his cum spattering her skin.

He wants to, she whispered to the empty room. He wants to so badly it hurts him.

She would make him. No matter how many weeks it cost Caldric, no matter how much punishment she had to endure. She would make the Beast break. She would make him cross that line.

And Goddess help her, she couldn't wait.
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A Ghostly Realization

It was presumptuous, perhaps dangerous, to use the master’s bath. He had not given her permission. But Faylana felt entitled to it tonight. After what he had done to her, after using her body as a cure for his frustrations, surely he would not begrudge her hot water. She needed to wash the residue of his lust off her and make herself ready for another day of obedient service.

She had added so much to poor Caldric’s sentence with her wanton misbehavior. She could not allow herself to condemn him to life spent in the dungeon because of her lust. She had to control herself. Be proper. And the first part of that was cleaning off the Beast’s musky cum.

She entered the tiled room, the moonlight spilling in through the high, arched windows, illuminating the claw-footed porcelain tub. It was a massive thing, big enough for a creature of the Beast’s size, which meant it was a veritable pool for even a shapely elf. The porcelain gleamed like bone in the pale light, but it promised comfort.

Faylana stopped to ignite several candles with her magic, then turned the heavy brass taps. To her relief, the castle’s enchanted plumbing groaned to life, spitting out hot water that quickly filled the room with warmth and a thick, enveloping steam. She stripped off the ruined remains of her uniform, the fabric stiff with dried fluids, and kicked the tattered pile into the corner. She stood before the tall, gilt-framed mirror, examining her reflection in the candlelight.

She looked like a pagan idol, painted in gold. The Beast’s cum was plastered across her heavy breasts, emphasizing their curve, and streaked across her cheeks like war paint. It was matted in her golden hair, gluing the strands to her neck. She touched a finger to her breast, the substance tacky and cool now against her feverish skin. It was so much. Far more than any human man could produce, a testament to the supernatural virility of the creature she served.

“You want me,” she whispered to her reflection, tracing the path of a dried droplet down her sternum. “So why do you protect me from this final act?”

She stepped into the tub, sinking into the scalding water with a long, drawn-out hiss of pained pleasure. The heat bit at her skin before soothing it. She slid down until the water lapped at her chin, the heat seeping into her bones and loosening the tension in her muscles. She grabbed a bar of lavender soap and a rough sea sponge, beginning the slow, methodical work of scrubbing the Beast’s primal mark from her skin.

She washed her face first, the hot water dissolving the mask of seed. Then her neck, her shoulders, and finally her breasts. As she scrubbed her nipples, which were still tender from the Beast’s rough handling, a jolt of arousal shot through her. It was perverse, she knew, to feel desire now, but her body was still thrumming from the intensity of the encounters she had provoked.

As the water turned milky with soap and seed, Faylana’s exhaustion finally caught up with her. The adrenaline faded, leaving behind a bone-deep weariness. Her eyelids grew heavy, weighted down by the events of the day. The rhythmic sound of the water lapping against the porcelain sides was a lullaby, drowning out the castle’s creaks and groans. She leaned her head back against the cool rim of the tub, letting her hands float idly in the warm water.

Just for a moment, she thought, her mind drifting. I’ll close my eyes just for a moment.

The darkness behind her eyelids was warm and comforting. The scent of lavender grew stronger, sweeter, until it smelled less like soap and more like a garden in full bloom.

The water shifted as if someone else had slipped into the tub. Faylana felt the water level rise, rippling against her chin. She opened her eyes, her heart skipping a beat, expecting to see the Beast looming over her, come to punish her for stealing his bath.

But it wasn't the Beast.

Sitting at the opposite end of the tub, submerged up to her shoulders, was a woman.

Faylana blinked, sure she was dreaming. The steam in the room had thickened, creating a hazy, ethereal atmosphere. The woman was breathtakingly beautiful, with pale, luminous skin that seemed to glow from within, and long golden hair that floated on the surface of the water like spun gold. She looked undeniably like Faylana, with the same high cheekbones, the same full lips, the same shade of blue eyes. But she was human. Her ears were small and rounded, and there was a softness to her features that Faylana’s elven sharpness lacked.

It was the woman from the portrait. Isabela.

Although the water flowed around her submerged ampleness, she wasn't solid. Not entirely. Her form shimmered slightly in the steam, translucent at the edges, as if she were made of moonlight.

“Isabela?” Faylana whispered, her voice echoing strangely in the tiled room, sounding dampened and distant.

The spirit graced her with a sad downward curve of her lips. “Hello, Faylana. You’ve been working so hard. You look tired.”

“I… I am,” Faylana admitted, not feeling fear, only a strange, dreamlike acceptance. The presence of the ghost felt natural here, in the heart of the castle’s sorrow. “Am I asleep?”

“Deeply,” Isabela said. Her voice was like the chime of a silver bell, clear and sweet, but with an underlying resonance that vibrated in Faylana’s sinuses. “But that doesn't mean I’m not here. I’ve been watching you. You’re very much like me, you know. More than just the face. You have the same hunger.”

Isabela moved, gliding through the water without creating a ripple, until she was sitting beside Faylana. She reached out a hand, her fingers cool and insubstantial as they brushed a lock of wet hair from Faylana’s forehead. The touch sent a shiver down Faylana’s spine. It wasn’t cold exactly, more like strange, spiritual static.

“You love him, don’t you?” Isabela asked softly, her gaze intense.

Faylana stiffened, looking down at the milky water. “I… I don’t know. He is cruel. He holds my husband prisoner. He degrades me. He uses me.”

“He was always cruel,” Isabela said, her eyes drifting away, looking into a past Faylana could not see. “Even before the fur and the claws. My stepfather was a hard man. A tyrant to his servants, his people, his court, and cold to even his friends. He took what he wanted and crushed what he didn't. He was a man of immense appetites, Faylana. For food, for power… for flesh.”

“Your stepfather?” Faylana asked, the pieces clicking into place. “The Beast was your stepfather?”

“He married my mother when I was just a girl,” Isabela recounted. She trailed her hand down Faylana’s arm, her feather-soft touch sent goosebumps rising on the elf’s skin. “It was a political match to secure the province. He didn't love her. I don’t think he even liked her. She was older, bitter, jealous, and obsessed with dark magic. But he… he was magnificent. Terrifying, yes. Broad-shouldered, dark-haired, a storm made into a man, with eyes that could strip a woman naked from across the room. He was captivating.”

Isabela shifted closer, her spectral body pressing against Faylana’s side. The sensation was like being touched by cool silk, a stark contrast to the scalding water.

“I grew up in his shadow,” Isabela whispered, her voice taking on a husky, confessional quality. “And as I grew… he started to notice me. Not as a daughter. Never as a daughter. A tolerated imposition, at first. But I blossomed early, Faylana, much like you. And he noticed. He was a man who appreciated beauty, and he was starving in a loveless marriage.”

Faylana’s breath hitched as Isabela’s hand drifted underwater, landing softly on Faylana’s thigh. The ghost’s touch felt distinct even through the water. The fingertips were focused points of cold pressure.

“It started with looks,” Isabela murmured. “Lingering glances across the dinner table while my mother droned on about court politics. He would watch me eat, watch my lips. Then accidental touches in the hallway as I blossomed into womanhood. He would brush past me, his hand lingering on my waist or my bottom. My mother spoke of marrying me off. He was fighting it, even then. He knew it was wrong. But he was a King. He wasn't used to denying himself.”

Isabela’s hand slid higher, her cool fingers grazing the sensitive skin of Faylana’s inner thigh. Faylana gasped and her legs parted instinctively, the water swirling between her thighs.

“One night, during a thunderstorm, he found me in the library,” Isabela said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I was frightened of the thunder. He comforted me. He held me. And then… the comfort turned to something else. He pressed me against the shelves, surrounded by the smell of old books and him.”

Isabela’s hand moved between Faylana’s legs, cupping her mound. The sensation was electric.

“He kissed me,” Isabela whispered. “He devoured me. He tasted of brandy and seemed to double in size with his drunken lust. His hands were everywhere that night. So rough, demanding. He lifted my skirts right there in the library, his fingers finding me wet and waiting.”

Faylana gasped as Isabela’s spectral fingers brushed against her labia, parting the swollen folds. The touch was not substantial, yet it sent a jolt of very real arousal straight to Faylana’s core. It was as if Isabela’s memory was bleeding into the physical sensation.

“It was forbidden,” Isabela continued, her eyes locked on Faylana’s, burning with a ghostly fire. “Some might call it incest. It was certainly treason against my mother. But I didn't care. I had fallen in love with his darkness. I wanted to be the one to tame him. To be the only thing he loved. When his fingers entered me that night, I felt like I was finally home.”

Isabela’s middle finger slid into Faylana’s pussy. It was a shocking sensation, a cold fire inside her hot, wet channel. Faylana arched her back, splashing water over the edge of the tub, a moan escaping her lips. The ghost’s finger felt slender and smooth, exploring her gently but without relent.

“We became lovers,” Isabela confessed, her lips brushing against Faylana’s ear and her spectral fingers beginning to pump in a slow, sensual rhythm. “Secret meetings in the conservatory. Stolen hours in his bedchamber while my mother slept. He was insatiable. Rough. Possessive. He didn't make love, Faylana. He fucked. He took. He would bend me over the potting benches, the scent of earth and blooming roses around us, and drive into me until I couldn't scream, couldn't breathe.”

“Oh… Isabela…” Faylana moaned, her head lolling back against the porcelain. The ghost knew exactly where to touch, exactly how to curl her fingers to hit that deep, aching spot the Beast had left unsatisfied. It was as if she knew Faylana’s body as well as her own.

“He made me feel alive,” Isabela said, her pace quickening, her wrist flicking with practiced ease. “He made me feel like a Queen. We thought we were clever. We thought we were safe. But my mother… she saw everything.”

Isabela leaned in, her translucent lips hovering inches from Faylana’s, her breath cool against Faylana’s flushed skin.

“She caught us,” Isabela whispered. “In the conservatory, amidst the prize roses. I was on my knees, just like you were tonight. My dress was bunched at my waist, my hair wild. He was standing over me, gripping my hair, spilling his seed into my mouth. I was swallowing him, worshiping him, just as you did.”

Faylana whimpered, her hips bucking underwater against the ghost’s relentless hand. She could picture it vividly. She saw the King, human but cruel, his face contorted in pleasure, and this beautiful girl, caught in their sin, her mouth full of him. Cum spilling down her chin and into the bodice-bound valley of her breasts.

“She didn't scream,” Isabela said. “She didn't cry. She just… smiled. A horrible, twisted, red-eyed smile. She revealed what she really was. Not just a Queen, but a witch. A hag in disguise. She watched us finish, Faylana. She watched me swallow his seed before she spoke.”

Isabela’s thumb began to circle Faylana’s clit, adding a sharp, piercing pleasure to the deep internal friction. The combination of the hot water, the cold spectral touch, and the erotic story was overwhelming.

“It was her,” moaned Faylana. “Not some visitor.”

“She cursed us,” Isabela said, her voice trembling with remembered pain. “She said if he wanted to act like a beast, governed only by his lust, then a beast he would be. She stripped him of his humanity, turned him into the monster you see now. A cruel creature of fur, fangs, and claws. She made his outside match the darkness she saw inside. And for me… for the whore daughter who betrayed her…”

Isabela stopped moving for a second, and Faylana whined at the loss, her hips jerking involuntarily.

“She put me to sleep,” Isabela whispered. “A sleep without waking. A living death. She bound my soul to the castle, to the roses, so that he would have to watch me blossom, day after day, year after year, knowing he could never touch me again. Knowing he had destroyed the only thing he ever loved.”

“That’s… that’s why…” Faylana gasped, the realization hitting her as hard as the pleasure building in her belly.

“Yes,” Isabela said, resuming her ministrations, harder now, faster. She added a second finger, stretching Faylana wide. “That is why he pushes you away. That is why he hesitates. When he looks at you, Faylana, he sees me. He sees the sin that destroyed us. He thinks that if he touches you, if he loves you, he is betraying my memory. He thinks he is unworthy of love. He thinks his touch destroys everything beautiful.”

Isabela kissed Faylana then. It was a kiss of ice and longing, a transfer of emotion so intense it made Faylana dizzy. As their lips met, Isabela’s fingers drove deep, hitting Faylana’s sensitive spot with unerring precision. Faylana tasted the ghost’s memories. She knew the taste of the King’s skin, the sweetness of the roses, the bitterness of the curse.

“He is wrong,” Isabela murmured against Faylana’s lips. “I don’t want him to be alone. I don’t want him to suffer anymore. I forgive him. I forgive us. I have watched him rot in this castle for a hundred years, hating himself. It is enough.”

Faylana was close, hovering on the edge of a climax that felt profound and spiritual. The tension in her body was coiled tight, begging for release.

“Win him, Faylana,” Isabela commanded, her voice fierce and echoing. “Break the curse. Not by making him human again, that may never happen, but by making him accept that he can be loved as a Beast. Give him what I couldn't. Give him everything. Persuade him to take you. Let him claim you.”

Isabela removed her hand from inside Faylana and instead pressed the palm of her spectral hand directly against Faylana’s throbbing mound. The cold pressure was intense, overwhelming, vibrating through every nerve ending.

“You have my permission,” Isabela whispered. “Take him. Love him. Save him.”

With those words, the pleasure exploded through Faylana. It was a white-hot starburst, a release that seemed to tear through the veil between the dream and reality. Faylana screamed, her body arching out of the water, water cascading off her voluptuous skin as she convulsed in the tub. Breasts heaving, thighs quivering, cunt spasming with the force of her ecstasy.

She felt herself coming apart with the force of her ecstasy, her soul mingling with the ghost’s for a brief, transcendent moment.

“Yes! Yes!” she cried out to the empty room, her voice bouncing off the tiles.

The ghost of Isabela smiled one last time, a look of peace upon her familiar face, before unraveling into a thousand fading ribbons of light, dissolving into the steam and the water.

Faylana woke with a start, coughing as she inhaled a mouthful of water.

She slid down in the tub, splashing wildly before finding her footing. The water was stone cold. Her skin was pruned and pale. The candles had burned down to nubs, leaving the room in near darkness.

She sat up, shivering violently, clutching the edges of the porcelain tub. Her heart was racing, and her body still throbbed with the phantom echoes of the ghost’s touch. Her sex felt sensitive, swollen, as if she had truly just been ravaged by a spectral lover.

It had been a dream. It had to have been a dream.

And yet…

Faylana looked down at her body. The Beast’s cum was gone, scrubbed away by the soap and the soak. She felt clean. But more than that, she felt a clarity that had been missing since she arrived at Castle Grau.

She understood him now.

It wasn't shame or cruelty that held him back. It was grief. It was loyalty to a dead lover who looked exactly like her. He was punishing himself, denying himself the one thing he wanted because he thought he deserved the misery. He was protecting her from himself, believing his touch was a curse.

Faylana climbed out of the cold tub, grabbing a towel to wrap around her shivering frame. She walked to the mirror, wiping the condensation from the glass.

She looked at herself again and saw the resemblance to the portrait, yes. But she also saw the determination in her own eyes. She wasn't Isabela. She wasn't a tragic victim of her won mother, a vengeful witch. She was Faylana Pyuur, an elf of the Golden Wood, and she did not give up easily. She had faced demons and rat men and wulfen. She could face a broken heart.

“He loves her,” she whispered to the empty room. “And he wants to love me.”

Isabela had given her permission. The ghost of the past had cleared the way for the future. The guilt of replacing the dead woman was gone, washed away in the tub.

Faylana dressed quickly in a fresh nightgown she had stashed in the bathing chamber. It clung to her slightly damp body. Her stiff pink nipples and golden thatch of cunt hair visible in the candlelight. She didn't return to her room. She walked out into the hallway, her bare feet silent on the cold stones.

She stopped in front of the Beast’s bedroom door. It was closed, a formidable barrier of dark oak and iron. She could hear nothing from inside, but she knew he was there. Brooding. Hating himself.

She reached out, her hand hovering over the handle. She didn't turn it. Not yet. It was late, and confronting him now, while the air was still thick with the night’s anger, might only provoke his defensive rage. He needed time to simmer in his own longing.

She thought of poor Caldric, who lingered in the dungeon, growing thinner with each passing, sunless day of poor food and rat-bitten nights. She chided herself for losing sight of his suffering. She tried to think of how she would free him, which was far more important than winning the affection of the Beast.

That was when it occurred to her that if she did win the Beast’s heart, truly won it, he would have to free Caldric.

And two problems would be mended with the same solution.
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The Gift of the Heart’s Desire

The morning sun bled through the high, arched windows of Castle Grau, casting pale fingers of light across the stone floor of the servant’s quarters. Faylana lay in her narrow bed, staring up at the rough-hewn ceiling, but her mind was elsewhere. It was still in the moonlit bath, submerged in the spectral waters with Isabela.

The memory of the ghost’s touch still lingered on her skin. It was a cool, phantom caress that had ignited a fire in her blood. Win him, Isabela had commanded. Break the curse.

Faylana sat up, the thin blanket falling away to reveal the generous, creamy curve of her breasts in her sheer nightgown. Her nipples hardened in the morning chill, pressing against the linen.

For weeks, she had played the part of the submissive servant. She had scrubbed floors until her knees bled, dusted libraries until she choked, and accepted every punishment the Beast meted out with bowed head and trembling lips. She had tried to be perfect for him, hoping that her obedience would earn his mercy, for Caldric and for herself.

"No more," she whispered to the empty room.

Obedience was what a master expected from a slave. It was not what a man wanted from a woman. And it certainly wasn't what a Beast needed to heal a century-old wound.

She threw her legs over the side of the bed and stood, her voluptuous figure casting a long shadow with pointed ears. She walked to the small basin and splashed water on her face. As she dried herself, she caught her reflection in the cracked mirror.

She didn't see a maid. Not today. She saw an elf of the Golden Wood. She was tall, proud, and endowed with a beauty that had brought men to their knees before. She saw the heavy swell of her bosom, greatly enhanced by her milkiness, narrowing to her slender waist, and then flaring to her hips.

She dressed quickly, but not in her usual uniform. She found a simple work dress, one that was slightly too tight across the chest, pushing her cleavage up in a way that would have been scandalous for a servant but perfect for a seductress.

She left her room, bypassing the broom closet entirely. The library was covered in a layer of dust from yesterday’s explosion of temper. The grand staircase still had spots she had missed. The laundry was piling up in the scullery.

Let it pile up.

Faylana walked straight to the kitchens. The vast, cavernous room was cold and silent, the enchanted utensils sleeping in their drawers. She clapped her hands, the sound echoing sharply.

"Wake up!" she commanded. "We have work to do."

The kitchen groaned to life. The stove flared with magical fire. The pots rattled on their hooks.

"We are not making porridge today," Faylana announced, rolling up her sleeves to reveal her pale, smooth forearms. "We are making a feast."

She set to work with manic energy. She raided the pantry, pulling out a brace of pheasants the beast had hunted the day before, a sack of fine white flour, jugs of heavy cream, and bottles of the Beast’s vintage wine. She began to chop and knead, her movements fluid and purposeful.

As the morning wore on, the kitchen filled with mouth-watering aromas of roasting meat, caramelizing onions, and baking pastry. Faylana’s face flushed pink with the heat of the ovens, sweat beading on her collarbone and trickling down into the deep valley of her cleavage. She moved around the center island, her hips swaying, her breasts bouncing with a heavy, hypnotic rhythm as she whisked sauces and rolled dough.

But beneath the culinary artistry, a cold mental tally was running in her head.

The library remains dusty, she thought as she basted the pheasant with butter. That is at least a week added to Caldric’s sentence.

She moved to the pastry station, pounding the dough. The bed linens in the master suite are unchanged. Another week.

She glanced out the window, where the sun was climbing higher. I haven't swept the courtyard. I haven't polished the silver. I haven't fed the horses.

"A month in those few spots alone," she murmured, her voice trembling slightly. "And I have knowingly neglected many more. I am adding months to his time."

A wave of guilt crashed over her. She pictured Caldric in his dark, damp cell, waiting for her to come, waiting for the news that she had earned a day of freedom. instead, she was condemning him to rot for longer, all for a gamble. All for a dinner.

She paused, her flour-dusted hands hovering over a tart. If this failed, if the Beast saw only disobedience and not devotion, she would be dooming her husband. The Beast’s rage would be towering. He might decide she was useless and throw her in the cell beside Caldric, leaving them both to starve.

Faylana closed her eyes, and Isabela’s voice floated back to her. Give him everything.

"I'm sorry, my love," she whispered to the floor, imagining her husband beneath the stones. "But I have to save him to save us."

She returned to the tart, arranging the berries with artistic precision. She would make this meal perfect. She would make it undeniable. She would make the Beast taste her devotion in every bite.

By late afternoon, the kitchen was a disaster of dirty pots and scattered ingredients, but the food was ready. It sat on the warming racks, a feast fit for a king. Faylana wiped her brow, leaving a streak of flour across her forehead. She was exhausted, messy, and smelled of onions and wine.

"Now for the main course," she said, untying her apron.

The guest wing was quiet, the air thick with the scent of old memories. Faylana pushed open the door to Isabela’s chamber, the hinges protesting with a weary groan.

The portrait of Isabela still dominated the far wall. Faylana walked up to it, studying the painted face that mirrored her own so closely. The woman in the painting wore a gown of shimmering gold silk, off the shoulder, with a corset that cinched her waist to an impossible thinness and pushed her bosom up into a shelf of creamy flesh.

Not quite as big as mine, thought Faylana, glancing down at her own more than ample cleavage and smiling.

Faylana turned to the heavy oak wardrobe. Her hands trembled slightly as she opened the doors. The smell of cedar and lavender wafted out. She pushed aside the moth-eaten cloaks and simple day dresses, digging deep into the back, searching for the gold.

Her fingers brushed against cool silk as if Isabela had guided her hand. The gown was heavy, the fabric surprisingly well-preserved. It cascaded from her hands like liquid sunlight.

She stripped off her work dress, letting it fall to the floor in a heap. She was naked in the cool room, her pale skin glowing in the fading light. She didn't bother with undergarments. The corset built into the dress would be support enough, and besides, she wanted nothing between her skin and the silk. Nothing between her skin and him, if it came to that.

She stepped into the gown. It was a struggle to pull it up over her generous hips, but the silk had a slight give to it. She shimmied into the bodice, gasping as she began to lace it up the back. It was tight, her breasts be huge making it tighter than anything she had worn before. As she pulled the laces taut, the corset hugged her ribs like a lover’s embrace, forcing her breath high into her chest.

She turned to the vanity mirror. The transformation was startling. The dress pushed her breasts up and together, creating cleavage so deep and prominent that even the Beast might get lost in those creamy depths. Her nipples, sensitive and erect, pressed against the gold silk, clearly visible. The skirt flared out from her waist, hiding her legs but emphasizing the sway of her hips.

She sat at the vanity, finding jars of old powders and rouges that still held their color. She darkened her lashes with kohl, rouged her cheeks to a flush that mimicked arousal, and pinned her wild golden hair up in the same elaborate, twisted style Isabela wore in the portrait, leaving a few springy tendrils loose to frame her face.

She leaned into the mirror, her blue eyes wide and luminous. She didn't look like Faylana the servant. She looked like a princess.

"For him," she whispered, her voice husky as she made the promise to Isabela in the reflection.

She awaited him in the dining hall, resplendent in Isabela’s yellow finery, as beautiful and as luscious as the Beast’s stepdaughter ever looked. Only her elf ears and her larger bust betrayed that she was not, in fact, his wife’s daughter.

The wait for him was interminable, but it was not actually long before she heard the Beast raging through Castle Grau. He was noticing her failure to clean and her unfinished chores and shouting with fury.

"Faylana!" the Beast roared, his voice shaking the dust from the rafters.

She did not answer.

He marched toward the dining hall, his strides long and angry. She could hear each step growing louder.

He reached the heavy double doors of the dining hall. He didn't bother to open them gently. He kicked them open with a crash that splintered the wood. Faylana trembled with the violence of his entrance but did not move.

"Elf!" he bellowed, storming into the room. "You insolent, useless—"

The words died in his furry throat.

The room was not dark. It was ablaze with light. Hundreds of candles flickered in every sconce, on every candelabra, casting a warm, golden glow over the long mahogany table. The table was set, the crystal goblets sparkling like diamonds. The air was heavy with the scent of roasted pheasant and rich wine.

And at the far end of the table, standing with her hands resting on the back of a chair, was a vision of the past in yellow silk.

The Beast stopped dead, his claws retracting, his breath catching in his chest with a painful hitch. For a moment, his heart stopped beating.

"Isabela?" he whispered, his eyes wide with confusion.

The figure moved. She stepped around the chair, the silk rustling like dry leaves. She walked toward him, not with the timid steps of a servant, but with the grace of a woman who knew her worth. The candlelight danced on her bare shoulders, on the incredible, heaving swell of her breasts pushed high by the golden bodice.

"No, my lord," she said, her voice soft but steady. "It is Faylana."

The Beast stared at her, his eyes wide and unblinking.

"You..." he rasped, his voice trembling. "You are not wearing your uniform."

"No," Faylana said, stopping within reach of him. She curtsied low, the movement causing her breasts to nearly spill from the bodice, a deliberate display. She looked up at him through fluttering lashes. "I thought... tonight... we might dine as equals."

The Beast looked at the feast. He looked at her. And for the first time in a century, the monster within him went quiet, soothed by happy memories of a tragic past.

"As equals," he repeated, the words seeming foreign to him.

"Please, sit," Faylana murmured, gesturing to the chair at the head of the table.

The Beast moved as if in a trance, his heavy boots strangely silent on the carpet as he took his seat. Faylana did not retreat to the kitchen to fetch the food. It was already there, kept warm by silver cloches. She took her seat at the opposite end of the table.

At first, they ate and drank in silence. Faylana was not sure how to draw the Beast into conversation, so she watched him devour the meal she had prepared. His jaws working. Sucking meat from bones. Gulping wine. He had forgotten how to be a polite man during his many years as a Beast.

"Tell me," he said suddenly, his voice gruff but not unkind. "About the Golden Wood. About... you."

Faylana set down her fork. "I grew up surrounded by the beauty of the wood," she began, her voice soft. "But I was always different. Elves are insular, they see their world as the only true world, an arrogance derived from their immortality. But I was, well, different. I was always too much. Too curvy. Too loud. Too hungry for life.”

The Beast leaned forward, entranced. "You felt like an outcast."

"No, they did not throw me out, but I did not belong," she corrected. "I left because I wanted to find adventure and a place where I could be wholly myself."

"And you found a husband who ended up in a dungeon," the Beast said, the mention of Caldric darkening the mood slightly.

"I found a man who needed me," Faylana said carefully. "But perhaps... perhaps I was still looking. Perhaps I was looking for someone who understood what it was like to be judged by their exterior. To be called a beast when they had the heart of a king."

The Beast went still. He looked at her, really looked at her, stripping away the ghost of Isabela and seeing the woman beneath. The elf who had defied him, served him, and now, courted him.

"You are no beast, Faylana," he whispered. "You are extraordinary."

The meal ended, but the magic did not. The enchanted instruments swelled into a new melody. This one was a slow, sweeping waltz that tugged at the heartstrings.

Faylana stood up. She walked to the side of the table where the Beast sat, her gold skirts rustling. She extended a silk-gloved hand.

"Dance with me," she said.

The Beast looked at her small, delicate hand, then at his own clawed, furred paw resting on the tablecloth. He pulled back slightly.

"I cannot," he rumbled. "Look at me, Faylana. I am a monster. I am huge. Clumsy. I will crush you."

"You won't," she insisted. "You are strong, yes. But you have gentle hands. I know. I have felt them."

"Please," she whispered. "For tonight."

The Beast hesitated for a heartbeat longer, then slowly, tentatively, placed his massive hand in hers. His palm engulfed her hand completely.

She pulled him up. He towered over her, a mountain of threadbare velvet and fur. She stepped in close, not flinching as he placed a hand on her waist. The heat of him radiated through the silk of her dress.

They began to move. At first, he was stiff, terrified of stepping on her, but Faylana guided him with confident pressure. They swept across the floor, the candlelight blurring into streaks of gold around them.

"You dance well," she murmured into his coat.

"I remember the steps," he admitted, his voice vibrating against her chest. "From a lifetime ago."

He spun her, the gold dress flaring out like a blooming rose. For a moment, they weren't master and servant, not Beast and elf. They were a man and a woman, caught in the timeless pull of desire.

As the music slowed, settling into a melancholy rhythm, Faylana pulled back slightly to look up at him. His yellow eyes were soft, unguarded.

"I have a confession," she whispered.

The Beast stiffened slightly. "About the chores?"

"No. About last night. After... after the library.” She took a deep breath. "I went to your bath. I fell asleep in the water."

The Beast’s brow furrowed. "You used my bath?"

"I did. And I had a visitor." She reached up, her hand cupping his furry cheek, her thumb stroking the coarse hair. "Isabela came to me."

The Beast stopped moving. The music seemed to fade away. "What?"

"She was there, in the water," Faylana said, her voice soft but urgent. "She told me everything. About her mother. About how much you loved her. About the curse."

"Stop," the Beast choked out, closing his eyes. "Do not speak of it."

"I must," Faylana insisted. "Because she told me why you pull away. Why you punish yourself. You think you are betraying her. You think you deserve to be alone after what her mother did to you both."

A single tear, large and hot, escaped the Beast’s closed eye and tracked through the fur on his face.

"She told me to tell you," Faylana whispered, "that she forgives you. She doesn't want you to suffer anymore. She said... she said she sent me to you."

The Beast opened his eyes. They were swimming with a century of grief. "She sent you?"

"To heal your heart," Faylana said. "To break the curse. Not the one on your body, but the one on your heart."

The Beast looked at her, searching for any sign of deception. But all he saw was open, naked honesty. He let out a shuddering breath.

"I thought... I thought I killed her," he whispered. "I thought my love was poison."

"Your love is a gift," Faylana said firmly. "And Isabela has offered to share it with me.”

The silence that followed was heavy, charged with a new kind of energy. The grief was lifting, replaced by something even more intense.

The Beast looked down at her. He looked at her lips, painted red and parted slightly.

"Faylana," he groaned.

She didn't wait. She rose on her toes and pressed her lips to his. She kissed him with all the pent-up frustration and desire of the last month. The Beast froze for a moment, stunned, and then he broke.

He kissed her back. His beastly mouth opened, his huge tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting her, devouring her. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her so tight her feet left the floor. He crushed her against him, clawed hands cradling her, growling low in his throat.

The kiss deepened with the fever of their desire. The Beast’s lips were rough, his fangs grazing Faylana’s lower lip in a way that sent a shiver of delicious danger straight to her core. His tongue was thick and textured, stroking against hers and tasting her mouth. He angled his mouth over hers, drinking her moan, consuming her breath until they were sharing the same air.

Faylana clutched at his broad shoulders, her fingers digging into the velvet of his coat. She arched into him, pressing her soft, yielding body against the hard wall of his chest. Through the layers of silk and fur, she could feel the thunderous pounding of his heart. It was a beat that matched her own frantic pulse.

The Beast’s hands roamed over her back, tracing the line of her spine before sliding down to cup her buttocks. He lifted her effortlessly, grinding his hips against hers. She felt the massive, unmistakable ridge of his erection pressing against her belly, harder and hotter than ever before.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were gasping for air. Faylana’s hair was coming loose from its pins, tumbling around her shoulders in a golden cascade. Her lips were swollen, her eyes heavy with lust.

The Beast looked at her as if he wanted to eat her whole.

"Take me to your bed," she commanded softly. "Take me as your lover. Claim what you desire."
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Desires Unleashed

Faylana’s command seemed to echo and linger like the reverberating peel of a temple bell. Take me to your bed. There could be no refusing such an order, not even if she was the servant and the Beast was her master.

He did not resist her command. A low, rumbling growl vibrated deep in his chest, a sound of savage desire. He swept Faylana into his arms, her golden skirts cascading over his velvet-clad arm like a waterfall of sunlight.

Faylana gasped as she was lifted from the floor. She wrapped her arms around his massive neck, burying her face in the dark fur at his collar. He smelled of woodsmoke, rich wine, and the overpowering, intoxicating scent of an aroused, beastly male. It was a scent that pulsed hot and primal in her hindbrain, silencing the rational part of her mind that worried about the consequences of her actions.

This was what she had craved for weeks, and it was finally happening.

He strode out of the dining hall, his heavy boots thudding against the stone with a rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart. Behind them, the enchanted instruments faltered and fell silent.

The journey to the master suite was a blur of cold, dark stone and warm torchlight. Faylana felt small against the sheer breadth of the Beast’s chest. His grip on her was possessive, yet he cradled her with careful reverence, as if she were an overfilled chalice he was afraid to spill. His soft fur tickled her neck and bare shoulders and sent shivers racing down her spine and caused warmth to pool in her abdomen.

He kicked open the double doors of his chambers and dipped Faylana as he carried her over the threshold. The room beyond was dominated by shadows and the hulking silhouette of a four-poster bed draped in heavy, dark fabrics. It was a lair, a place where a monster slept, and for the first time, Faylana entered it not to clean, but to be devoured.

It was exactly what she wanted.

The Beast carried her across his luxuriously gloomy bedchamber, drew aside the curtained bed, and lowered her onto the mattress. The unexpected gentleness of the motion made her swoon, but it was belied the hot, growling urgency that radiated from him. His hands trembled with ferocity as he withdrew them, his claws retracting slightly, fighting a war against his own instincts to ravish her brutally.

Faylana lay back against the furs, the silk of Isabela’s dress surrounding her like a golden aura. Her chest heaved, the bodice straining to contain the rapid rise and fall of her breath. She looked up at him, her blue eyes heavy with desire, silently begging him to finish what they had begun on the dance floor.

One massive, furred hand hovered over Faylana’s delicate bodice. His eyes, burning with sparkling heat, traced the line of the silk.

"This dress..." he rumbled, his voice thick. "It is a memory I cannot defile."

He stepped closer, his knee sinking into the mattress between her legs. With agonizing slowness, he turned her, his claws hooking into the laces at the back of the gown. Any other creature with such weapons would have shredded the fabric in their haste, but the Beast moved with the precision of a surgeon.

Snick. Snick. Snick.

The laces gave way under his ministrations. The pressure around Faylana’s ribs vanished, and she inhaled a sharp, freely heaving breath. He pulled the fabric down, peeling the bodice away from her skin like the rind of a golden fruit to reveal the smooth, pale length of her back.

Cool air hit her skin, followed immediately by the heat of his gaze. As the silk pooled around her waist, her heavy breasts spilled free, creamy white and dusted with the blush of arousal, the nipples stiff peaks of pink. He turned her again, so that she was looking up at him and he could marvel at those exquisite breasts.

“Not… the same,” he growled and slowly trailed his claws over her mounds. His sharp nails pricked at her flesh but only teased lightly across her stiff nipples.

Faylana gasped, pleasure prickling through her buds and down to her clit. The Beast let out a sound that was a muted half-roar. His golden eyes narrowed.

"Not the same, but beautiful," he breathed. "So much more of you. More beautiful than the painting. More beautiful than the memory."

He gently twisted his fingers in her skirts. She felt the rasp of his fabric-covered claws as he pulled the dress down over her hips, sliding it off her legs and settled it onto a nearby chair with a care that seemed absurd given the lust that fairly steamed from his body.

Faylana lay completely naked before him. Her body was a luscious terrain of curves and softness, pale skin glowing against the dark of the bedspread. Flushed. Heaving. Eager. Her generous hips, her narrow waist, and the golden triangle of curls between her thighs were all offered to him without shame.

"You have seen me like this before," she whispered, her voice trembling. "Now let me see you."

The Beast seemed to consider whether he would reveal the body he loathed to her. Then, with a growl of frustrated desire, he tore at his own clothes, the velvet coat ripping at the seams as he shrugged it off. His shirt followed, shredded by his own claws in his haste. He kicked off his boots and trousers, revealing the terrifying magnificence of his cursed form.

He was a creature of myth. Dark fur covered powerful muscles. A leonine face and mane complimented his beastly physique. His chest was broad enough to block out the light, tapering to a waist that was pure, lean power. And between his legs, the cock that she had pleasured as a servant. Now, standing erect above her, red and glistening, a throbbing promise of pleasure.

“Oh, my, you are beautiful,” she murmured.

He allowed her a moment to take in the sight of his beastly body and then, with another snarl of unchained lust, he fairly leapt at her naked elven curves.

The Beast seemed to engulf her body with his own. The weight of him was crushing, overwhelming, and the fulfillment of her deepest, darkest desires. The fur of his chest tickled her sensitive nipples, sending bolts of electric pleasure straight to her cunny. He didn't kiss her, but he buried his face against her neck, inhaling her scent, his tongue rasping her sensitive skin and his teeth grazing against her pulse.

"Isabela," he growled against her skin, the vibration rattling her very bones.

“Faylana,” she replied, arms around him and fingers stroking his powerful, furry back.

He spread her legs wide, his knees forcing her thighs apart until she was completely open to him. There was no teasing, no slow preparation. Faylana was already slick, her body weeping for him, and he knew it.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad, blunt head of his cock pressing against her slick folds. Faylana’s fingers tightened in his fur. She cried out as he pushed forward, slowly, stretching her beyond anything she had felt before. No man or orc had ever filled her so. Certainly not Caldric.

"Please," she sobbed, her hips bucking up to meet him. "Now. Beast, please."

With a guttural roar, he thrust deep.

He drove into her with the force of his grief and a love of ages at last requited. Faylana wailed, her head thrown back, as he filled her to her core, stretching her exactly as she had dreamed. His huge, beastly cock invading every fold of her slick walls. It was a feeling of perfect fullness, bordering on pain but reaching a peak of hot, pulsating pleasure.

And that was only the first thrust.

The Beast began to move. Such a creature could not make love, though there was some small restraint as he began to rut. He withdrew almost completely and then slammed back in, his hips slamming with a feral rhythm. His heavy, furry bollocks beating against the softness of her ass. The bed frame groaned and shifted atop the floor with the force of each stroke.

"You take it all," he growled, his voice rough with pleasure. He grabbed her hips, his claws pricking into her soft flesh, holding her in place as he impaled her again and again. "I thought… this would break you. That this would hurt you. But the pleasure is written on your face. Oh… my sweet elf.”

Once Faylana recovered from the initial shock of his first thrust, her legs naturally sought his waist. She wrapped her creamy legs around his dark furred waist, locking her ankles behind his back and drawing his cock deeper. Feeling the pressure of his tip against her tender womb.

"Yes," she panted, rolling her hips to match his rhythm, meeting his savagery with her own soft desire. She raked her nails down his back. "Harder! Don't hold back!"

The Beast snarled, abandoning all restraint. He pounded into her, making the bed shake violently. He bit her shoulder, claiming her flesh, his fangs sinking just enough to bruise, to mark her with the purple indentations of his jaws.

"Does he do this?" the Beast demanded, his voice a harsh rasp in her ear. He slammed into her, hitting her cervix, making her see sparks of color. "Does your husband fill you like this?"

The mention of Caldric was like a splash of cold water, but instead of cooling her ardor, it twisted it into something darker and more desperate. She thought of Caldric, wasting a away slowly in the dungeon. Caldric, who asked for permission. Caldric, who had accepted her desire and let her be taken by other men.

"No," Faylana gasped, shaking her head against the pillow.

"He is weak," the Beast hissed, driving the point home with a brutal thrust that made her toes curl. "A boy. A fragile man who let you go. Who let you walk into a monster's castle to save his worthless skin."

"He... he tried..." Faylana stammered, but her defense was weak, shattered by the overwhelming reality of the Beast inside her.

"He failed!" The Beast roared the words. "He couldn't protect you. He couldn't keep you. He isn't man enough to handle a woman like you, Faylana. Look at you. You are a goddess of the wood, a creature of true desire. He would break if he tried to take you as I take you.”

Faylana’s mind recoiled from the Beast’s words. But they were true. A terrible, treacherous truth. She wanted to deny him, but in the heat of this moment, with the Beast stretching her open and claiming her body at last, she couldn't deny it. Caldric’s love was safe, tepid water. The Beast’s lust was a raging fire of passion.

"He's weak," she admitted, the words tearing from her throat in a sob of betrayal and release. "He's nothing compared to you."

"Say it," the Beast commanded, grinding his hips, rotating his massive shaft to hit every sensitive nerve ending she possessed. "Tell me he doesn't deserve you."

"He doesn't!" Faylana cried out, clutching at the Beast’s fur. "He doesn't deserve me! He's not... he's not you! His cock… could never satisfy me like this. Ohhhhh!"

The admission shattered the last of her loyalty. The guilt vanished, burned away by the hammering, pulsating pleasure. She wanted this. She wanted the power, the size, the unapologetic dominance of the creature above her.

"Make me forget," she begged, looking up into his burning yellow eyes. "Fuck him out of my mind, Beast. Make me forget his face. Make me forget his name. Fill me until there is only you."

The Beast roared in triumph, a sound that shook the dust from the heavy velvet drapes. He increased his pace, becoming a blur of motion. His body was a hammer, and she was the anvil.

"I will ruin you for him," he promised, his voice dark with prophecy. "I will stretch you so wide that no human man will ever satisfy you again. You will be mine, Faylana. Only mine."

He drove into her, faster, harder, deeper. The heat of his rut was becoming unbearable, a tightening coil in her belly that demanded release. Faylana was panting, sobbing, tossing her head from side to side, lost in the clutches of sensation.

And then, she felt him change.

Deep inside her, at the base of his shaft, something began to swell. It was a pressure that built rapidly, expanding, stretching her opening to its absolute limit.

"Oh gods," she gasped, her eyes widening. "What... what is happening?"

"I am claiming you," the Beast groaned, his head thrown back, his teeth bared in a rictus of ecstasy. "I am knotting you, elf. I am locking you to me."

The bulbous gland at the base of his cock swelled to the size of a fist, far bigger than the wargs, popping past her folds and lodging firmly inside her cunt. The swelling tied the together in the ferocious moment of pleasure.

She felt the throbbing gland swell, pushing against her slick walls with an insistent pressure that forced her wider than she thought possible. It was an exhilarating stretch, the sensation of being completely occupied by him. The knot pulsed, a hard, hot ball of flesh that anchored him with his blunt tip notched against her cervix.

“Godddds, you’re huge,” she moaned. “So deep inside me.”

She tried to squirm, instinctively reacting to the intrusion, but the movement only served to seat the knot deeper, locking her hips against his. She was trapped, impaled on his beastly cock, and the realization sent a submissive thrill through her body.

The realization of being entirely at the Beast’s mercy sent Faylana over the edge.

Her climax began at her stretched folds and her stuffed walls. The bead of her clit rubbing against that hot, straining knot. Her cunt clamped down on the knot, spasming violently, milking him. She sang, a long, high-pitched note of pure release that echoed through the castle. Her body arched off the mattress, her vision flaring brightly as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her.

Her climax, as profound as any she had ever felt, was enough to trigger the Beast’s release.

He roared, baring his sharp teeth at her face, and drove his hips forward one last time, seating the knot as deep as it would go. He erupted into her. The release was like molten lead being pumped directly into her core. A pressure injection of pleasure to match the clutching ecstasy of her orgasm.

The Beast spurted again and again into her depths. Drenching her fluttering elf womb. She could feel her sacred vessel awash in his heat, distending under the onslaught, her belly growing taut with the amount of seed he was pouring into her.

Each pulse of his hips drove a fresh wave of hot, thick fluid deep inside, coating her cervix, filling every fold and crevice of her pussy. Spurting and spattering. Hot as grease. Her eyes rolled back in her head. She was pinned beneath him, knotted by his cock, and she could do little more than receive his release with overflowing bliss. The heat radiated outward from her center, turning her limbs to jelly and leaving his cum draining down the crack of her ass regardless of his knot.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice broken and hoarse. "Yes... fill me... breed me..."

They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, locked together in the aftermath of their violent ecstasy. The Beast’s heavy breathing blew the damp hair from her forehead. He was heavy, crushing her into the mattress, but Faylana didn't want him to move. She wrapped her arms around his heaving back, holding him close, feeling the slow pulse of the knot inside her as it gradually began to subside.

Eventually, the knot softened enough for him to withdraw. The separation was accompanied by a slick, wet sound and a gush of fluids that soaked the bedding beneath them. Faylana felt empty as he left her, a hollow ache that demanded to be filled again.

The Beast rolled to her side, pulling her into the curve of his massive body. He licked the sweat from her shoulder, his rough tongue rasping against her skin. Sliding over her lips. Dipping lazily into her open mouth.

"You are as I hoped," he murmured, nuzzling into her hair. The rage was gone from his voice, replaced by a deep, rumbling possessiveness.

But they were not done.

The century of starvation could not be sated with a single meal. As the moon arced across the sky, casting shifting shadows through the room, they came together again.

The night became a fever dream of unleashed desire. The Beast and the lovely elf barely paused for breath before the hunger overtook them again. He dragged her to the rug before the dying fire, parting her legs and burying his face between her thighs. He did not care that his seed spilled from her cunt. His rough tongue, textured like a cat's but massive and relentless, lapped at her clit until she was screaming his name, begging for mercy that he refused to grant.

She returned the favor, taking his formidable length into her mouth, her throat working tirelessly to accommodate him, gagging sweetly as she sucked him dry, her belly filling with his spurting seed as she tasted the musk and salt of his essence.

They fucked on the vanity, in Isabela’s room, scattering her powders and paints as he bent her over the wood, driving into her from behind while watching their reflection in the mirror. His dark face snarling with pleasure and her flushed, beautiful elven features contorting with her climax. The Beast conquering the beauty.

They fucked against the heavy oak door, her legs wrapped around his waist, his back slamming against the wood with a violence that shook the hinges. He took her in positions that defied all decency, lifting her, spinning her, using his inhuman strength to access angles that left her breathless and quivering with ecstasy.

Each time she thought he was spent, he would harden again, his stamina inexhaustible, his need for her a bottomless pit. She sucked his bollocks, he rasped his hot tongue between her cheeks and over her clenching asshole, they traded fluids and sweat until the room was raunchy with the scent of their mating, a testament to a century of denial finally, explosively, broken.

There was no more talk of Caldric. There was no talk of chores or curses. Even Isabela seemed, at last, to be free from his thoughts. There was only flesh, sweat, and the endless, driving rhythm of their desire.

The first gray light of dawn crept through the window and found Faylana spent. Her body was sore, skin marked with love bites and bruises, cunt stretched, her inner thighs slick with beastly seed. A smile on her face. She lay curled against his side, her head resting on his furry chest, listening to the slow, steady beat of his heart.

She was exhausted, but she had never felt more alive.

The Beast was awake, watching the sunrise. One arm was draped protectively over her waist, his claws sheathed, his hand heavy and warm. He looked down at her, and for the first time, his face, though Beastly still, held no trace of the monster.

"Sleep, my love," he whispered, pressing a kiss to the top of her head.

Faylana smiled, her eyes drifting shut. She didn't remember Caldric’s face. She didn't remember the cold of the dungeon. She only knew the warmth of the Beast, and the promise of the new day to come.
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Hot Through Cold Eyes

Caldric Stonehands never knew the moment he crossed over.

He knew only the cold. It was a bone-deep, gnawing chill that seemed to replace the very marrow in his limbs. He lay curled in the corner of his cell, his breath hitching in a chest that felt strangely hollow. The stone walls of Castle Grau’s dungeon had always been gloomy, but now it felt distant, as if he were looking at the world through a thick pane of frosted glass.

Caldric was a husk of the man who had entered the woods and invaded the castle. His clothes were tattered rags that hung off his half-starved frame. His mind was a fractured mirror, reflecting only the image of Faylana. His wife. His beautiful, vibrant, voluptuous Faylana.

He clung to the memory of her like a drowning man to a splintered mast. He imagined her upstairs, working her fingers to the bone, suffering under the Beast’s cruelty all for the sake of his wretched life.

I am not worth it, he thought, a familiar litany of self-loathing. I am a failure. A fool who tried to steal from the Beast. A weakling who let his wife walk into the jaws of a monster. Now… I cannot move my limbs. I am so, so very cold.

The darkness of the cell shifted. A soft, golden glow began to bleed through the shadows, radiating a warmth that Caldric hadn't felt in days. He blinked his watery eyes, squinting at the light.

A figure stood before the bars. She was bathed in a shimmering, ethereal radiance, her golden hair flowing like spun silk. In his delirium, his heart leaped with a frantic, desperate hope.

"Faylana?" he croaked, his voice a dry rasp. "You came... you came for me..."

The beautiful, luminous figure did not correct him. She smiled, a curve of the lips that was both heartbreakingly familiar and achingly sweet. She raised a hand, a hand that looked like moonlight not quite made solid and reached toward the iron lock. With a casual wave, the heavy bars simply ceased to be. They didn't break. They dissolved into the air like mist.

"Come, Caldric," the woman said. Her voice was a silver chime that vibrated in the very center of his skull. "It is time to see the truth. It is time to see what your love has become."

He stood on trembling legs, his body feeling curiously light. He followed her out of the cell with his eyes fixed on her golden back. He thought he was being rescued. He thought his ordeal was over. He didn't notice that his feet made no sound on the stone, or that the rats scurrying in the corners ignored him entirely.

Or that his motionless body remained behind him in the cell.

As they ascended the spiral stone staircase, leaving the silence of the dungeons behind, a new sound began to permeate the air. It started as a low, rhythmic thudding, a vibration that pulsed through the walls like a distant drum.

Caldric frowned, his phantom brow furrowing. "What is that? The castle... it’s shaking."

The golden woman did not look back. "The castle is alive tonight, Caldric. It is echoing with the passion of its master."

As they reached the main floors, the sounds became unmistakable. It was a raw, carnal symphony. The wet, heavy slapping of flesh against flesh. The deep, territorial roars of the Beast. And through it all, a voice that pierced Caldric’s soul like a hot dagger.

Faylana was screaming.

"No!" Caldric cried out, his legs finding a sudden, frantic strength. "He’s hurting you! He’s killing you!"

His wide eyes looked at the golden haired woman and his confusion deepened. For all her resemblance, this was not Faylana. This was a human. A fair-haired, blue-eyed, buxom human woman. Despair and confusion washed over him. He pushed against her and their bodies seemed to collide and repel like two objects floating atop a pond.

“No, Caldric! Wait!” The golden woman reached for him. She tried to catch his arm and stop him with a luminous hand.

He rushed past her, seeming to fly up the stairs and into the castle. Caldric’s heart was hammering in his chest. He followed the sound of those screams, each one more abandoned and uninhibited than the last.

“Killing her,” he repeated, certain that only gruesome agony could produce such wails.

Was that what the Beast was doing? A part of him knew those weren't screams of pain. But the jealous, terrified husband in him, the one who had been trapped in a dungeon hearing the faint, distant echoes of his wife’s voice for weeks, refused to believe the truth.

They were the sounds of a woman being utterly possessed, being taken with a savagery that he had never dared to visit upon Faylana’s luscious elf curves.

The sounds grew louder as he reached the upper wing. The very air was thick with the suffocating musk of the Beast and the sweet tang of elven sex. The walls seemed to groan with echoes. The floors seemed to shudder with the force of the coupling happening within.

"Faylana!" he shrieked, throwing himself past moth-eaten tapestries and displays of corroded weapons and toward the master bedroom doors.

They stood wide open, a yawning mouth of shadows and candlelight. Caldric burst into the room, his eyes wild, ready to throw himself between his wife and the monster.

His urgent momentum carried him to the foot of the massive bed. There he stopped and his horror was fully realized, though not in the way he had most feared.

The room was a wreck. Isabela's gold dress lay discarded beneath an overturned chair, jewelry scattered, candles fallen and snuffed out. And in the center of the bed, on all fours, was Faylana.

She was naked, her pale breasts heaving with desire, elven skin flushed a deep crimson in places of pleasure. Her golden hair was a wild tangle, gripped firmly in one of the Beast’s massive claws. The monster was behind her. Hunched over her. His hulking, furred form dwarfing her delicate frame. His powerful legs were braced against the mattress, and he was driving into her with a rhythmic ferocity that made the entire bed frame shriek in protest.

Caldric stared, his gaze fixed on the point of impact. The Beast wasn't taking her in the way Caldric ever had. He was driving his red, glistening, gargantuan cock into her ass, stretching the pink clench to a degree that looked ruinously impossible.

The thick, veined shaft was buried to the base, the knot at the bottom of his cock thudding against her backside with a heavy, sickening sound of meat on meat. With every thrust, a mixture of his earlier seed and her own juices escaped her overfilled cunt, dripping down her thighs and soaking the bedding.

Faylana wasn't fighting. She was arched, her head up, her eyes rolling with pleasure. Her mouth was open in a continuous, high-pitched wail of unadulterated ecstasy. She was a vessel for the Beast’s seed, a plaything for his hunger, her heavy breasts swinging violently with every slam of the Beast’s hips. Milk spraying. Plush ass wobbling and rippling with each impact.

"Stop it!" Caldric screamed, rushing forward. "Get off her, you monster!"

He swung a fist at the Beast’s snarling, leonine face. He put every ounce of his hatred into the blow.

His hand passed through the Beast’s head like smoke through a screen.

Caldric stumbled forward, his momentum carrying him onto the bed. He tried to grab Faylana’s arm, to pull her away, but his fingers slipped through her skin as if she were made of mist. For a horrible moment, he was tumbling through his elf bride, her voice in his ear, her body’s heat seeming to dissipate his cold, ethereal flesh. He fell through the mattress, through the floor, before snapping back to a standing position at the side of the bed.

He looked down at his hands. They were pale, translucent. He could see the floor through his palms.

"I... I don't understand," he whispered, his voice trembling.

"You are dead, Caldric," the golden woman said, appearing beside him. She watched the Beast continue his assault on Faylana’s body with fascination. "You have been dead since the moon set last night."

Caldric turned to her, his phantom face contorted in horror. "Dead? How? I... I was waiting. I was waiting for her. I was starving but… I wasn’t that close to death…"

"The Beast is a possessive creature," Isabela said, her voice cool and level. "He realized three days ago that he wanted more than a servant. He wanted a queen. But a queen cannot have a husband lingering in a dungeon. It is a messy thing, loyalty."

She gestured toward the couple on the bed. The Beast roared, his hips slamming forward with a force that nearly sent Faylana off the edge of the bed. She clutched at the headboard, her fingers white-knuckled, begging for more as the Beast forced his knot up the pink ring of her elf asshole.

"He ordered his enchanted servants to visit you last night," Isabela continued. "A special meal. A final kindness. Do you remember? The poison was tasteless, Caldric. You died in your sleep, dreaming of her. You are a widow’s ghost now."

"He killed me," Caldric rasped, his eyes fixed on the Beast. The monster was leaning down, biting Faylana’s shoulder, leaving deep, dark marks on her skin. She moaned, pushing her rear back against him, demanding the cock of the very Beast that had murdered her husband. "He murdered me so he could have her."

"And she is grateful for it," Isabela whispered. "Look at her, Caldric. Does she look like a woman in mourning?"

Caldric looked. He saw the way Faylana’s eyes fluttered open, dark and glassy with lust. He saw the way she reached back, her hand finding the Beast’s furry thigh, pulling him even deeper into her tight, ravished ass. She was reveling in it. She was being defiled by the very thing that had taken his life, and she loved every second of it.

A twisted jolt of arousal shot through Caldric’s spectral frame. It was a betrayal of his own soul, but he couldn't help it.

The sight of his wife. his "pure," elven Faylana, being treated like a common whore by a monster was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. The pain of the betrayal was indistinguishable from the pleasure of the voyeurism. His phantom member throbbed, hard and useless, as he watched the Beast’s balls slap against his wife’s soaking cuntlips.

"I have been watching for a long time," Isabela said, her hand coming to rest on Caldric’s shoulder. Her touch was a focused point of warmth amid the ghostly cold. "I knew when I saw her riding. I saw the threads of her destiny. I was the one who whispered to you in your sleep back at your village. I was the one who told you about the rose."

Caldric gasped. "You... you trapped us."

"I broke the cycle," she corrected. "The Beast needed a woman to be his bride, to warm his heart, not a fading woman of memory. I orchestrated the theft, the capture, the surrender. I helped him win her heart so the curse of his isolation could be broken. And you, Caldric... you were the final sacrifice."

The realization was accompanied by a howl of ecstasy from the Beast and a wail of pleasure from Faylana. Caldric stared, comprehending the depth of his betrayal as he watched the Beast’s root throb as he pumped his seed into Faylana’s knotted ass. Gush after hot gush of beastly seed pouring into Caldric’s beloved wife.

“A ghost,” he murmured. “Lured here by one and now I am one.”

Time smeared, for what was time to the living dead? Had moments passed or hours?

On the bed, the positions shifted. The Beast flipped Faylana over with a grunt of exertion, her legs flying into the air and resting on his broad shoulders. He didn't waste a second, driving his massive, red shaft into her pussy this time. The sound was a wet, heavy squelch that made Caldric’s ghost ache.

Faylana sat up as much as the Beast’s weight allowed, her heavy, milk-swollen breasts bouncing with every violent thrust. The Beast’s cock was so large it made her belly distend slightly with every slam, the head of his member hammering against her cervix.

And then, she looked.

Her eyes locked onto the space where Caldric stood. Her gaze pierced through the veil of death. She saw him. She saw her husband’s ghost standing at the foot of her bed, watching her being ravaged.

She didn't scream. She didn't look ashamed.

Faylana smiled. It was a slow, triumphant, and utterly cruel smile. She saw his pain, his impotence, his pathetic, ghostly lust, and she discarded it. She reached down, her fingers playing with her clit as the Beast hammered her, making herself cum for her dead husband to see.

"I love you," she moaned, her voice loud and clear, cutting through the sounds of the mating. She wasn't talking to Caldric. She was looking at the Beast. "I love you, my master. My King."

She leaned into the Beast’s ear, her words a jagged blade in Caldric’s heart.

"Fill me," she commanded, her voice vibrating with a primal hunger. "Give me your seed. I want your monster child in my belly. Get me pregnant tonight. Make me yours forever."

The Beast roared triumphantly. His pace increased to a blur, his hips beating against the backs of her thighs as his weight bore down on Faylana.

Isabela moved behind Caldric. Her spectral hands slid around his waist, her fingers finding the phantom pressure between his legs.

"Watch them, Caldric," she whispered in his ear. "Watch the new life begin while yours recedes into memory. See how she forgets you. How he forgets me."

Caldric couldn't look away. The Beast’s knot began to swell inside Faylana, locking them together anew in a final, explosive union. He watched his wife’s face contort in a climax so profound it seemed to cause her agony. Her walls clamped down on the expanding knot, milking the Beast with desperate need.

As the Beast poured his seed into Faylana, the heat of it was so intense that even Caldric felt it. Life, hot and gushing, warm and wafting from the union of monster and elf.

Isabela’s hands moved with spectral speed, stroking Caldric’s phantom length. He felt a surge of energy, a final, desperate burst of life force within the shroud of death. He watched Faylana’s belly round and tighten with the Beast’s essence, her womb filled, and in that moment of ultimate cuckoldry, he reached his own peak.

"Yes," he whined, his form beginning to flicker and fade. "Yes... take her... claim her..."

He came, spurting his spectral seed as though underwater, the ghostly cum diluted and dissipating in an instant. As he reached his climax, his spirit began to dissolve. Pulsating pleasure consuming him like parchment before a flame. The golden glow of Isabela engulfed him, pulling him back into the shadows from which he had been summoned.

Faylana let out one last, lingering shriek of pleasure, her eyes fixed on the spot where he had been until the very end, a mocking grin on her lips as she was filled to overflowing. Massive pumps of beastly seed claiming her womb.

The room went silent, save for the heavy breathing of the lovers and the sound of the Beast’s seed leaking out of her and onto the bed. Caldric was gone. The widow was a queen. And in the throbbing fastness of her fertile womb, a new, beastly life began to take root.


13

Erasure and Acceptance

Faylana woke with a delicious ache between her thighs. The heavy velvet curtains of the master suite were drawn back, allowing the bright morning sun to spill across the tangled furs of the bed. Beside her, the Beast lay on his back, his massive, black-furred chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. She could not keep a giddy smile from her face looking at that handsome leonine muzzle.

She stretched her limbs, feeling the weight of his beastly seed collected deep within her belly and drying tacky across her pale, elven thighs. She had never felt so thoroughly taken by any lover. The games of being a submissive servant to him were over. In the place of that fumbling maid, she had become the Beast's true mate.

He stirred, his golden eyes fluttering open. When his gaze found hers, the feral edge was softened by a deep, rumbling affection. He reached out lazily with a heavy, furred hand, his sharp claws carefully retracted as he traced the curve of her heavy breast. He pulled her closer. Snuffled at her neck and tickled her with his whiskers.

"Come with me," he rumbled, his voice a gravelly purr.

He rose from the bed, unashamed of his towering, naked form and the heavy red cock that swung dripping from its dark sheath between his muscular thighs. He offered her a silken robe, but Faylana waved it away. She wanted to walk beside him bare, her porcelain skin marked with his love bites, and her swollen cunny still dripping with his essence.

He led her out of the bedchamber, through his study, and down a sunlit corridor that Faylana had never been permitted to clean. At the end of the hall, he pushed open a set of heavy glass doors, leading them into the castle's sprawling, enchanted conservatory.

The exceptional perfume of the magical roses filled the vast glass structure, intoxicating and impossibly sweet. Thousands of blooms, heavy and crimson, thrived in the humid air, their petals practically glowing with lingering sorcery.

"Behold, my curse," the Beast said, gesturing to the endless rows of perfect flowers.

“They’re beautiful,” said Faylana softly, breathing in the sweet scent.

"They doomed me to eternal life and trapped me in this body,” said the Beast. “I hated them, even as I was forced to cultivate them and protect them. They are my Isabela. All that remains of my love.”

“Not true,” said Faylana, brushing her fingers over the cup of a rose. “She told me to find to give you the love that you deserve.”

“So you say,” said the Beast with a growl. “But these roses are her life force. Today, they are my wedding gift to you. The garden is yours, Faylana. You are the Queen of Castle Grau. My Queen."

Faylana’s heart swelled. She walked among the blooms, her bare feet pressing into the soft, damp earth. She turned back to him, her blue eyes shining with devotion.

"My King," she murmured, stepping close to him and pressing her naked, voluptuous body against his fur. "My beautiful Beast. I must thank you. For the garden, yes, but for so much more. I must thank you for freeing me from my past."

The Beast looked down at her, his brow furrowing slightly.

“What do you mean?”

"Isabela came to me again last night," Faylana confessed, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Or rather, she brought someone to see me. While you were taking me, while you were burying your beautiful cock inside me… Caldric was watching."

The Beast’s ears twitched as Faylana’s fingers traced the length of his hanging cock. He let out a low growl starting in his chest at the mention of Faylana’s human husband.

"Do not be bothered that he still dwells within the castle. Isabela brought his ghost to the foot of our bed," Faylana continued, a wicked, triumphant smile playing on her lips. She found the heat of desire rising in her belly and let her slender fingers wrap around the Beast’s thick cock. "I saw him standing there. I saw his pathetic, ghostly face as you made me scream. I know what you ordered your magical servants to do yesterday, my Beast. I know you poisoned his body so that I would be a widow."

“You… are not angry with me?”

She smiled up at him, feeling his cock rise in her grasp. A wickedness rose along with her desire.

"I am thanking you. Thank you, my love, for killing that weakling. Thank you for making me yours, in this life and the next."

To prove her words were true, Faylana dropped to her knees right there in the damp dirt of the conservatory. The Beast let out a sharp gasp as she took his heavy, fur-covered balls in her delicate hands, massaging the heavy weight of them. His cock, already rising, surged into full, rigid stiffness, the thick, red, veined shaft pointing toward her face like a weapon.

Faylana leaned forward, opening her mouth, and took the broad, blunt head of his beastly member past her lips.

She filled her mouth with his hot, throbbing cock as the musk of his beastly nature overwhelmed the scent of the roses. She let out a muffled moan and sucked him eagerly, her tongue swirling around the slit, tasting the salty ooze residue moistened by her saliva and flicking at the welling precum that leaked from his tip.

She took him deeper, ignoring the way her jaw ached from his sheer girth. She bobbed her head with practiced, enthusiastic rhythm, her years of infidelity leaving her well-equipped to pleasure such a cock. As her enthusiasm grew, the conservatory filled with the sloppy sounds she was making as she slurped and suckled the Beast’s red cock.

"Oh, Faylana," the Beast groaned, his massive hands reaching down to fist in her golden hair. He guided her, thrusting his hips forward, using her mouth with the same unapologetic dominance he had used on her body the night before.

Faylana swallowed hard and surrendered her throat, taking him to the very hilt, her nose burying into the coarse fur at the base of his shaft. She sweated her devotion to him, droplets of perspiration forming on her forehead and trickling down between her heavy breasts as she worked.

“Mmmmmmnnnn,” she moaned, her fair brow furrowing with concentration.

She swirled her tongue around the thick ridges of his cock, even tasted his bollocks when he went deep, worshipping the flesh that had ruined her for any other man.

The Beast’s breathing turned ragged. His mighty thighs trembled.

“You so crave the taste of my seed?” He growled, looking down into her watering blue eyes. “Then have your fill… grrrr… my love… drink deeply!”

Faylana moaned around his cock, sucking harder, pulling the climax from him. The Beast roared, his hips locking forward, and he erupted.

Thick, boiling ropes of beastly semen shot into the back of her throat. The volume was immense, a heavy, salty load that coated her tongue, her cheeks, and filled her mouth completely.

Faylana swallowed greedily, gulping down wave after wave of her furry lover’s virility. Cum leaked from the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin and landing on her pale breasts, but she didn't stop sucking until his cock twitched and the final spurts were drained.

She pulled back with a loud, wet pop, panting heavily, the lower half of her face smeared with his seed. She looked up at him through her lashes, a thoroughly ruined, thoroughly satisfied creature.

"Lie down," she whispered, her voice rough after deepthroating him.

“More?” The Beast growled, his golden eyes dark with insatiable lust.

He lay flat on a wide, moss-covered stone bench in the center of the garden, his massive body completely relaxed, his wet, glistening cock sticking straight up into the humid air and still slightly twitching with aftershocks of his release.

Faylana climbed onto the bench, straddling his waist. She positioned her slick, swollen cunt right over the head of his member. Slowly, agonizingly, she lowered her hips, impaling herself on his lingering hardness. She let out a long, trembling wail as he filled her, stretching her well-used passage with the only cock left in the world that could still satisfy her.

She reached out to the nearest bush and plucked one of the largest, most vibrant magical roses. The stem had a single, sharp thorn. She placed the stem between her teeth, biting down lightly. A single drop of blood welled on her lip where the thorn pricked her, mingling with the lingering magic of the bloom.

The curse’s magic, wild and ancient, surged through the flower and into her blood. Faylana could feel the sorcery humming in her veins, a pliable, raw power waiting to be directed. She knew exactly what she wanted to do with it.

She began to ride him. She bounced her hips, her heavy, milk-white breasts heaving up and down with violent momentum. The wet, slapping sound of her thighs against his hips echoed through the glass walls. With every downward plunge, she took him to the hilt, gasping as his thick shaft pounded against her cervix.

As she rode, she closed her eyes and focused on the magic. She pictured the mind she wanted to cleanse. She pictured Caldric.

Bounce.

She visualized Caldric’s face. His thin nose and his weak, trembling smile. She pushed the magic toward it, burning the image away like paper in a fire. The memory dissolved.

Bounce.

She thought of their wedding day. The vows they had spoken. The tepid, boring kiss they had shared. She grasped the memory with the curse's power and ripped it out by the roots. It vanished.

Bounce. Bounce.

The Beast’s hands came up, grabbing her hips, helping her set a punishing, frantic pace. His knot was beginning to swell again, thick and hard at the base of his cock, expanding to lock her down.

Bounce! Bounce! Bounce!

Faylana threw her head back, riding hard, her teeth clenched around the magic rose. She hunted down every lingering scrap of her former husband. The sound of his voice. The way he walked. The pathetic letters he had written her. She eradicated them all, leaving vast, empty spaces in her mind that were instantly filled with the scent, the touch, and the overwhelming dominance of the Beast.

"Seat yourself upon my knot!" the Beast roared, his hips thrusting upward with incredible force, driving the swollen bulb of flesh past her stretched entrance and locking it securely inside her quivering cunt.

Faylana screamed as the knot locked within her. The stretch was perfection. Ecstasy. The Beast erupted again, pumping a fresh, scalding flood of seed directly into her womb. Inundating her depths with the further promise of his monstrous offspring.

Boooounce. Boooooounce.

As the hot cum filled her, Faylana found the very last, tiny fragment of Caldric Stonehands in her mind: his name.

She spat the crushed rose from her mouth, blood jeweling her bottom lip, her eyes flying open, wild and completely devoid of her former life.

"Caldric!" she screamed into the humid air, shouting the name with ultimate disgust and derision. "You pathetic, worthless wretch!"

And then, with her spell and the borrowed magic, it was gone.

The name evaporated from her consciousness. If someone were to ask her who Caldric was in the next second, she would stare at them with genuine, blank confusion.

The final insult had been delivered, the magic was spent, and her mind was flawlessly, blissfully empty of everything except the massive, knotted cock currently breeding her, and the beautiful brute beneath her. She collapsed onto his furry chest, weeping tears of pure joy, a mind-wiped Queen resting in the arms of her King.

Many months passed after that fateful day in the conservatory. The castle was cloaked in the chill of early winter, but the cold did not bother Caldric.

A ghost was always cold.

He was a forgotten, invisible wisp of gray mist drifting through the grand corridors of Castle Grau. He had no warmth to lose, no body to feed, and no purpose left in the mortal realm. He was tethered to the stone walls by the sheer, pathetic weight of his own voyeuristic obsession.

He floated through the library, passing through the heavy oak tables and the towering bookshelves without disturbing a single particle of dust.

"Still here, little spirit?" a mocking, silvery voice echoed from the corner.

Caldric turned his translucent head. Isabela sat on a velvet chaise lounge, her golden, ethereal form shimmering in the dim light. She looked at him with an expression of profound pity mixed with cruel amusement.

"Why do you torture yourself day in and day out?" Isabela asked, floating closer. "The curse is broken. He has found his love, and she has given him everything. She does not know you. She does not remember your face, your voice, or your name. You are less than a shadow to her now."

Caldric ignored the beautiful specter. He didn't want to speak to her. He didn't want to acknowledge the bitter truth of her words. Instead, his phantom ears twitched, picking up the heavy, rhythmic thudding coming from the floor above.

The sounds of fucking.

It was a daily occurrence. Often multiple times in the same day. The Beast's appetite for his new bride was insatiable, and Faylana’s willingness to be used, bred, and dominated was equally limitless.

Caldric drifted upward, passing right through the grand ceiling of the library and phasing through the floorboards of the master suite.

He manifested in the corner of the bedroom, a pallid voyeur in a room thick with the heat of carnal passion. The massive four-poster bed had long since been destroyed by the Beast and Faylana’s violent mating. Instead, they rutted on a pile of furs and velvet blankets heaped beside the fire on the stone floor.

Caldric stared, his ghostly eyes widening.

Faylana was on her hands and knees. She was gloriously, heavily pregnant. Her pale belly hung low, swollen tight and round with the Beast's monstrous child, resting heavily against the furs. The Beast was positioned behind her, his massive, dark, fur-covered body pressed against her pale skin. He was gripping her wide hips, driving his enormous, red cock deep into her stretched cunt with loud, wet, slapping thrusts.

"Yes, my King! Fuck me!" Faylana shrieked, her voice raspy from screaming.

With every brutal slam of the Beast's hips, Faylana’s body jerked forward. Her breasts, once merely generous, were now massively engorged with pregnancy. They swung heavily with the impact, the dark pink areolas stretched wide. With each thrust, fresh, thick streams of sweet elven milk squirted from her nipples, splashing against the dark furs and her own pale forearms.

Caldric watched his wife reveling in her beastly defilement. He watched the monster who had murdered him breeding the elf who had forgotten him.

"Ride me," the Beast growled, his voice thick with lust.

Faylana immediately obeyed. She rolled onto her back, her massive, pregnant belly jutting proudly into the air, the skin taut and veined. The Beast settled onto his back among the furs, his thick cock standing straight up, glistening with her juices.

Faylana crawled over him. She straddled his narrow waist, lifting her hips, and slowly sank down onto his gargantuan shaft. She let out a long, blissful moan as he filled her entirely, her pregnant belly pressing flush against his furry abdomen.

She began to ride him, bouncing with a sloppy, wet rhythm. The Beast reached up, his massive, clawed hands engulfing her swollen, milk-filled breasts. He squeezed them roughly, kneading the heavy flesh, and more milk sprayed through the air, coating his dark fur in sticky white drops. Faylana threw her head back, laughing. It was a wild, uninhibited, perfectly happy sound that drove a knife into Caldric’s unbeating heart.

In the corner of the room, the gray ghost of Caldric Stonehands reached down. His spectral hand wrapped around his useless cock. A vestige of the hopes all living things have for future generations.

He began to stroke himself. The friction was cold and distant, a mere echo of physical sensation, but the psychological thrill was overwhelming. He watched his beautiful wife, completely consumed by the monster, her mind erased, her body modified and swollen with a beastly pregnancy, her tits leaking milk for her master.

The Beast roared, a deafening sound of primal release. His hips snapped upward, locking his knot inside Faylana’s pregnant cunt. He erupted fresh, boiling waves of seed deep into her already stuffed womb. Faylana screamed in ecstasy, her inner walls clamping down on his knot, milking him as her own violent climax wracked her body.

Watching the Beast fill his wife with that massive, hot load pushed Caldric over the edge.

The ghost gave one final, desperate pump of his hand. He came pitifully, a small, sad spurt of ectoplasm shooting from his phantom tip. The ghostly cum hit the stone floor and immediately splattered into nothingness, leaving no trace behind.

Caldric lingered, his spectral hand dropping to his side. He looked at Faylana, who was currently slumped over the Beast’s chest, panting happily, completely oblivious to the pallid spirit watching her.

Slowly, a small, genuine smile touched Caldric’s translucent lips.

He had failed as a husband. He had failed as a thief. But as a cuckold ghost, watching the woman he loved find bliss in the arms and the cock of a monster, he finally found his peace. He faded backwards, dissolving into the cold stone walls, accepting his fate, and leaving the King and Queen of Castle Grau to their happily ever after.
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