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Introduction

The Library of Forbidden Pleasures, which translated the prolific work I was doing for Patrons into shorts and novellas I published on Amazon, proved to be a great success. When I ended that first series of stories, I knew I wanted to continue the practice and elevate the books with better stories and better production values.

The Tantalizing Tomes of the Library of Forbidden Pleasures series represented an upgrade to the formula found in the Library of Forbidden Pleasures. Many of the stories involved much more planning and background writing than had gone into anything in the Library of Forbidden Pleasures. I think you will notice a distinct increase in quality over the stories written for the previous series.

I also had begun to know my Patrons better and had developed working, collaborative relationships with many of them. They understood how I worked best and I understood what they wanted out of a story.

When I launched the Library of Forbidden Pleasures, I had also incorporated some AI artwork into the covers. I justified this to myself in a variety of ways, but with Tantalizing Tomes I had a chance to start over, and I wanted it to be a clean break. It wasn’t always financially easy, especially up against books that increasingly use AI covers, but I wanted to support artists. The covers for the books featured in this collection do not use any AI artwork and the new series, Sinful Selections of the Library of Forbidden Pleasures, similarly does not use AI book covers.

The sixteen books (and bonus material) contained here represent about two years’ worth of hard work hunched over my keyboard, drinking coffee after 9PM, and giving myself red eyes from staring at the monitor. It also represents a lot of adventure and thrilling erotic exploration. Some of these books might shock you, others might turn you on or even give you nightmares.

Every single one is sure to be a Tantalizing Tome!   

XOXOXO,

Amanda Clover
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Book One: Howl for the Cheerleaders
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By Amanda Clover


1.1

Beat It

Hunter

Hunter Garrow was going crazy in Mr. Eisley’s third period statistics class. It wasn’t the usual high school angst and hormones every eighteen-year-old had to deal with. It wasn’t that his brothers spent most of their time in the Peach Valley Jail or that his mother was an aging exotic dancer.

No, Hunter had dealt with the gossip surrounding that for most of his high school career. This was much worse. The high school senior was stewing in a particularly potent batch of unholy testosterone and secret shame.

Because Hunter had recently discovered he was a werewolf. Not the sort that was great at basketball like Teen Hoop Wolf from that movie or the hunky Wolf Brothers from that series of books and movies for teenage girls.

No, Hunter was a real werewolf. The sort prone to getting excited or angry and flying into a furry rage. Ripping animals apart under a full moon. Eating raw meat and taking craps in the trees. It wasn’t fun wanting to rip the face off anyone who gave him a dirty look in the halls because he could never give into that desire. The same way he wanted to sniff pretty girls and bend them over desks. The way his cock sometimes bulged with an unusual knot at the base.

His face flushed as he tried not to think about the girls in the class with him. He’d been breathing their scents more intimately than usual in the school library on Tuesdays and Wednesdays. The perils of being a nerdy werewolf. They had crowded around him there for the last three weeks and he had explained how to determine sample and population variance in Mr. Eisley’s class.

Wendy, Becca, Zoey, Rosa, and Marilyn. Five cheerleaders, practically rubbing themselves against him and cooing. They had made it so hard for him not to turn into a werewolf that he had ended up chewing up the couch at home one night.

He looked around Mr. Eisley’s room at the five of them. Becca was their leader. Captain of the squad and queen of the prom. A blonde beauty straight out of any boy’s fantasy. Wendy, that curvy redhead with the big breasts and the reputation smiled at him. She had made his cock twitch during more than one of their study sessions. Zoey and Rosa were talking to each other, but they both looked over at him at the same moment. Rosa was smoky and gorgeous, with full lips and a sweet smile. Zoey was a pink-haired punky cheer girl and a sassy wet dream for any guy. 

And then there was Marilyn. Hunter wished she would look at him, but she was focused on Mr. Eisley who was about to hand back the semester final exams. Marilyn was everything Hunter wanted in a woman. Fit and gorgeous. Sweet, smart, and gentle. Not a natural blonde, judging by her dark eyebrows and the fact that she was part Japanese, but a beautiful one. A great ass, a perfect smile, fantastic breasts, and those big, brown, almond-shaped eyes that made him want to howl at the moon.

In short, if Becca was every guy’s dream girl, Marilyn was his dream girl. Hunter would have done anything for a night alone with Marilyn, but he couldn’t even ask her out on a date because he was afraid he’d turn into a werewolf and try to hump more than just her leg.

The flapping sound of a piece of paper drew Hunter’s attention back to the front of the classroom.

“Scores were better than expected,” said Mr. Eisley, passing out the first test to one of the students. “Except for you, Caleb. Yours were exactly where I expected.”

Caleb frowned as he looked at his test and then held it up proudly for everyone to see the C- in red marker. Hunter held his breath as Mr. Eisley handed the next test to Becca. Hunter had tutored those girls under duress, fighting his beastly instincts twice a week in study sessions. Was it going to pay off? Had he succeeded? Even a B would be fine. Becca and the others wouldn’t come for him if they got Bs.

“Very good, Rebecca,” said Mr. Eisley. “I’m impressed. Whoever you were studying with helped out.”

Relief flooded Hunter’s body. The loner nerd with the dark secret had succeeded in tutoring the cheerleaders. He watched as, one-by-one, they all came back with an A on their tests. Well, except Wendy, who had a B+ and was always a little distracted or listening with one ear to her Walkman when they had been studying. The girls turned to him and smiled. Marilyn’s warm brown eyes heated up Hunter’s body. He could feel his shoulders and arms itching. His cock swelling. He swallowed hard and smiled back at Marilyn.

After class, they crowded around him. He felt the warm squish on his arm as Wendy squeezed him against her breasts and kissed him on the cheek. Becca tousled his hair. Marilyn’s smile was all he needed.

“You did it,” said Zoey.

“Yeah, thanks, Hunter,” added Rosa, leaning on Zoey. “We owe you big time.”

“Uh, it was nothing,” said Hunter. “Happy to help.”

He looked at Marilyn. He knew he should ask her out. He should use his moment of triumph to get that date he had fantasized about so many times. But his words failed him.

“Well, I owe my grade point average all to you,” said Marilyn. “My hero.”

She put her arms around him and kissed him. Right there in the hall. Right on the lips. It was just a momentary kiss but even the other cheerleaders seemed a little surprised.

“Oooo! I think she likes you, kid,” laughed Wendy, nudging Hunter with an elbow.

“Yeah?” Hunter broke into a grin, then remembered his awkwardly big canine teeth, and stopped smiling like an idiot. “Um, well, I’ve got class to—”

“So, we talked it over, and we wanted to invite you to our annual campout,” said Becca. “It’s gonna be at Camp Tawny Lake this Friday and Saturday night. You know, the camp that closed down back in ‘83? It’s soooo creepy out there. And you’re like an outdoorsman sort of guy.”

“A camping weirdo,” interjected Wendy.

“Right,” continued Becca, “but a good sort of weirdo to have around when you need a fire started or like a bear run off or something. Right? So we were thinking that since you helped us so much on our grades we would make you the guest of honor at our campout.”

“And you can scare off the bears,” added Marilyn.

Hunter’s elation at being invited on the campout was almost immediately interrupted by the intense throbbing in his pants. His cock was swelling beyond normal human proportions. It took a superhuman effort of will to keep it from bulging into a full lupine knot. He bumped into Zoey and Rosa as he backed away from Becca and Marilyn.

“I… I can’t,” he said, feeling more sheep than wolf. “I can’t do it. Sorry.”

“What?” Becca looked furious. “I’m the prom queen. We’re cheerleaders. How can you turn us down?”

He couldn’t tell them that they made him want to turn into a sex-crazed werewolf beast. He definitely couldn’t mention the full moon was on Friday and Saturday night, when his resistance was weakest to his werewolf transformation.

“I… I have to go see my brother in jail,” said Hunter. “Sorry.”

He turned and practically ran for his next class. What he didn’t expect was for Marilyn to follow him. She caught his arm in hers.

“Hey! What are you doing?” demanded Hunter.

“We need to talk,” said Marilyn.

She steered him away from the hallway and into the door to the custodian’s supply room across from the bathrooms. It was cramped as she pressed in close to him. Her breasts so soft in her pink sweater as they pushed against his chest. Her scent filled his nostrils.

“We really need you with us,” she said. “None of us are good at camping and we just really… really… really want to show our appreciation.”

As she said each “really” her hand slid lower and lower on Hunter’s body. He could hardly believe it as he felt Marilyn’s fingers reaching for the fly of his jeans. He tried to protest, but Marilyn’s soft lips pressed against his. His words were smothered by her lips. A hot, slippery thrust of her tongue devoured the last of his resistance.

Marilyn. At long last. In a janitor’s closet. A real kiss from her and it was all he could do not to give in to his beastly instincts. She was lucky it was daytime, or he would already have her on her hands and knees. Howling at the moon as he stuffed her with his—

“Mmmmmmm, it’s so big,” she moaned, wrapping her hand around his cock. “I knew it would be.”

“Ohhhh, you did?” he gasped, looking down to where Marilyn’s small hand had wrapped around his thankfully still-human cock.

“Mmmmhmmm,” she said, biting her lower lip as she pumped her fingers faster on his shaft and stroked beneath his tip. There was no doubt she was not the innocent virgin she had seemed. She had clearly been practicing her hand jobs.

“Ohhhh, Marilyn, this is… this is crazy,” he gasped, feeling his pleasure building alongside his lupine lust.

“Yeah?” she pumped him faster. Nibbled at his ear. Her breath hot and her soft tits against him. “Just think how crazy it will be Friday night when you have all five of us to yourself. Mmmmmm. Then we can really have some fun.”

“Ohhhhh! Ohhhh god! I’m going to… it’s going to…”

“Yeah!? Already!?” Marilyn giggled and stepped back, leaning against Hunter’s side as she worked her fingers over his cock. “Go on, Hunter. I want to see you cum.”

It was taking every shred of Hunter’s willpower not to transform into a werewolf. He felt the intense, burning itch on his shoulders and arms. The bulging lust in the base of his cock. His body almost on fire with the need to transform and satisfy his animal desire.

He bit back a wolfish howl as his pleasure rushed through him and exploded from his cock in long gooey ropes. Marilyn squealed with delight as the milky spunk splashed against a gallon bottle of cleaning liquid. Spurt after messy spurt pumped out of his throbbing cock as she worked her hand over his shaft.

She stroked him until his cock began to bulge unnaturally. He could feel the knot coming and he knew he had to stop her. Hunter pulled away, grabbing his cock, and stuffing it, still dripping, into his jeans.

“What’s wrong?” demanded Marilyn.

“Gotta… I gotta go,” said Hunter, turning away so she couldn’t see his face. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to… grrrrrr… GRRRR… gotta ggggrrr go!”

He shoved past her and out into the hall, moments away from fully turning into his werewolf form.

“So you’re coming with us this weekend?” called Marilyn as hunter ran to the parking lot hoping he would make it to his van before the change came over him.

“GGRRRRR!” he snarled, his shoulders bulging under his shirt and his nose beginning to stretch.

Hunter

Camp Tawny Lake had seen better days. It had been shut down for two years after a boating accident claimed the lives of three of the kids at the summer camp. The cabins were derelict and already disappearing back into the woods. Most of them were completely uninhabitable thanks to visits from vandals, but a few of the old cabins, built in the 1960s, were relatively intact. One even had windows still in the panes and a door that closed if you gave it a good kick.

“Let’s stay in this one,” said Wendy, shining her flashlight around the interior.

“Maybe we should just set up outside,” suggested Marilyn. “We brought tents. I don’t mind sleeping under the stars when it’s this nice. What do you think, Hunter?”

He flushed as she addressed him. He couldn’t help but picture her hand on his cock and his cum squirting against the bottle of floor cleaner as Marilyn breathed hotly in his ear. He fought back the itching in his shoulders. He’d barely made it to his van in the school parking lot that day. How was he going to spend a whole weekend with these girls?

“Um, well, maybe I should set up a tent outside for me to sleep in,” he suggested. “And I’ll clear out the cabin so you girls can use that.”

“What a gentleman,” smirked Becca. “Yeah. That’s a good idea. But you do all the heavy lifting.”

“Right,” said Hunter, relieved to be given a task that did not involve staring at the five smoking hot cheerleaders in their tight shirts and sexy little shorts.

He unloaded all the sleeping bags, lanterns, and other camping gear from his beat-up van and into a big pile in front of the cabin they had chosen. The girls had a look around the campground and found a couple usable bunks in the other cabins. While the girls joked and laughed by the campground’s derelict fire pit, Hunter made up their beds with their sleeping bags and moved their stuff into the cabin. He even found some sun-bleached old curtains to hang over the windows to give them a little more privacy.

Then he got to work gathering wood and preparing a fire in the fire pit. He spent a lot of time outdoors growing up because his family was pretty broke and lived up in the foothills of Peach Valley. This all came naturally to him and it made him feel good to be helping Marilyn and the other girls. They seemed impressed as his big campfire lit up Camp Tawny Lake.

Wendy passed out hot dogs and marshmallows and Hunter sharpened sticks for cooking over the fire.

“So, did you hear about Camp Tawny Lake?” asked Zoey.

“The boating accident?” asked Marilyn.

“No, I’m talking about the killer,” said Zoey. “There’s supposedly a crazy psycho killer prowling these woods, looking for hot young teens to murder. He wears a wolf mask and uses a big butcher knife.”

“You watch too many slasher movies,” said Hunter.

“Yeah, I didn’t hear about any murders in the news,” said Marilyn, sitting down beside Hunter and impaling a couple of marshmallows on a stick.

“I heard about the creature in Tawny Lake,” said Becca, leaning her face into the golden light of the campfire. “It’s this slimy fish man and he swims around looking for a pair of sexy legs kicking in the water. He loves to grab bikinis and tries to take women back to his secret lair.”

“What does he want to do to them there?” asked Rosa.

“You ever seen Humanoids from the Deep?” asked Hunter, thinking back to the raunchy horror movie he’d watched on VHS with his brothers.

“What? Is that like Jaws?” asked Zoey.

“I bet he’s like the Creature from the Black Lagoon,” suggested Wendy. “He just wants to be loved. I don’t know. I could see myself with a fishman. The right fishman.”

“Yeah, I could see you with a fishman too,” laughed Marilyn.

Hunter laughed along with the girls and listened as they shared increasingly far-fetched stories about escaped lunatics, psychos interrupting make out sessions, and even a green slime that slurped up people alive and digested them like melting popsicles.

Marilyn helped Hunter clean up after supper and then suggested they take a walk together. Hunter glanced warily at the full moon rising above the forest and tried to resist her.

“Sorry,” he said, shrugging away from her. “I should stick by the fire to make sure it doesn’t spark any of those abandoned cabins.”

“Oh, no, I’m not going for a walk down by the lake alone,” she said. “There is a crazed killer and a fishman on the loose. Not to mention the green slime that wants to melt me into goo.”

“Alright,” chuckled Hunter. “But there are actual bears out here, so we shouldn’t go too far.”

They left the vandalized cabins behind and made their way down the overgrown path to the lake. They walked around the abandoned boat dock and down to the sandy lakeshore. It was strewn with driftwood and clumps of fallen leaves. The full moon was bright and doubled in the dark surface of Tawny Lake. Hunter tried to ignore the itching in his shoulders and down his arms.

“I’m really glad you came, Hunter,” said Marilyn. She blushed a little and smiled as if realizing her accidental double entendre.

“Yeah? You mean… uh… I mean, yeah. Me too.” Hunter smiled back at her, fighting the call of the moon and the stirring desire in his jeans. “It should be fun.”

“I’m glad I could get you alone,” said Marilyn, leaning against him a little more. “Like this afternoon at school. In the closet.”

“Yeah, um, maybe we shouldn’t talk about that,” said Hunter, feeling his cock swelling in his pants.

“Mmmmm. Feeling ashamed about it? It’s normal for it to happen that fast when you’re all excited.”

Marilyn nuzzled against him. Hunter could hardly believe how lucky he was to have the girl of his dreams pressing against him, but not now. Not here, under the full moon.

“It’s just… I can’t… we shouldn’t have done it like that,” said Hunter, coming up with a moral objection for what was a purely physiological problem. “I mean, we haven’t gone out on a date or anything.”

“This is kind of date like,” she said. “Romantic, you know?”

“Ummmmm, yeah, I guess,” he said, glancing back at the lake and seeing the full moon like an eyeball staring at him. “Maybe we should get back to camp.”

“Already? Why do you think I brought you out here, silly?” She put her arms around him. Her lips were on his neck. His ear. Her voice was a hot whisper. Her sweet smell tinged with teenage lust. She was wet with arousal. His wolfish senses could smell it like a raunchy perfume in the air.

“Ohhhh, fuck, Marilyn,” he moaned, stiffening against her in more ways than one. “We really should be… back to… mmmmmmm.”

Her lips devoured his objections. There was no restraint in that kiss and in seconds their mouths seemed to melt together. Her tongue eager and hungry. His responding with natural desire. His shoulders burning. His chest itching. His cock swelling more and more.

“Mmmm! No!” Hunter pushed her and staggered back a step. “GRRRR! No! I can’t! GRRRrrrrRRAAA!”

“What!? What’s wrong!?” cried Marilyn.

He could only turn and run for the woods as the change came over him. It had never been this bad before. Full arousal and a full mon.

He felt his body exploding from his clothing. Seams ripping. Hair bursting forth in thick, dark tufts. His nose and mouth elongating into a snout. His ears stretching into the pointed ears of a wolf. His eyes yellowing and filling with the light of the moon. Fur covering his body.

“NAAAARRRROOOOOOoooo!” he let out an anguished howl as his knees snapped and inverted painfully. Claws tearing from inside hands. He hunched over in agony as a tail sprouted from the base of his spine. His cock was huge and lupine, erect and glistening red in the light of the moon as Hunter, in full werewolf form, lurched into the dark forest.

His bestial craving overtook his human mind. He would kill and take what was his. The law of the forest was all that mattered. The scent of a woman on the air. The sweet smell of her eagerness guiding him through the moonlit trees.

The beast was drawn towards his prey.


1.2

I Can’t Hold Back

Hunter

Hunter Garrow was no longer human. He was a beast.

He loped through the moonlit forest, his lupine head swinging back and forth as his yellow eyes hunted the darkness. He was covered in shaggy, gray fur and his human hands had become claws as deadly as knives. His lupine muzzle hung open, panting, a long pink tongue lolling over his sharp teeth. He was inflamed. Hot with lust. His glistening red cock poking out of his furry sheath and heavy, cum-filled balls swaying in his furry sack.

Hunter was ruled by his beastly desires, but a part of him fought against these animal instincts. The craving to mate and defile urged his werewolf body to double back and take Marilyn. The girl of his dreams. Her lips so soft. Her tongue so daring. Those eager hands…

“GRrrrrrrrr no,” snarled Hunter. “Not… not her.”

He wrested control of his body from his animal self and went charging through the forest in the opposite direction. He could only fight those urges briefly, but it was long enough to get him out of range of Marilyn’s scent.

And to pick up another. Another girl. Another cunt ready for his cock. This fucklust was stronger than the bloodlust he had felt during earlier transformations. The need to kill and devour was nothing compared to this animal hunger to breed.

He followed the female scent, a delicate note amid the rich, earthy aroma of the forest. That gave way to the algae and fish stink of the lakeshore. He heard voices. Low, but hot with anger. His long ears twitched and stiffened with excitement.

There were two humans out there beyond the forest. One, the woman he had scented, and the other was a man. He caught the whiff of testosterone and his lips curled back from his sharp teeth. His blood pumped hotter and his claws flexed. He wanted to rip and tear at the man’s flesh, then claim the woman as his own. This was the way of the alpha. Prey and conquer.

Hunter’s human mind recoiled. He had never killed a human before. He couldn’t do it. He was able to calm the worst of this bloodlust, but not stop the beast from heading towards the sound of the conversation. Hunter the predator watched from the forest tree line as two figures walked along the shore of Tawny Lake.

Wendy. The girl on the cheer squad with the biggest tits. She was wearing a one-piece bathing suit that could barely contain her curves. Not fat, but ample in a way that excited Hunter’s most animal desires. Her wet hair clung to her bare shoulders as she walked along the sandy shore. He knew her hair was red but the color was washed out in his moonlit, lupine vision.

She was arguing with the young man walking alongside her. His hand was possessively on Wendy’s ass. He was big and handsome. An athlete of some kind. But weak flesh that Hunter could easily rip apart.

“Brent,” said Wendy.

The name meant very little to the beast. Hunter could not even understand their words, only their intention. Brent was touching Wendy, stroking her body. He wanted something from Wendy and Wendy was not willing to give it to him. Brent pulled her closer more forcefully and squeezed her ass with both hands.

“No,” said Wendy and Hunter the beast understood that much.

She pushed Brent away. He retorted angrily. She grew more agitated and gave Brent a hard shove. He shouted back at her and started walking away, up the beach and towards the camp.

Hunter growled softly. His cock throbbed with need.

Wendy stopped, almost as if she had heard the growl. She turned her back to the forest. Her shapely hips and round luscious ass swallowing up the back of her bathing suit. Those thick thighs still damp from swimming. Hunter could smell her, even from this far away. The lust of her body yearning to be fucked.

For an instant, he considered following Brent to tear him apart, but the sight of Wendy standing alone on the beach was far more compelling. She seemed to be watching the reflections of the moonlight on the surface of the lake. Almost as if she were waiting for someone else.

Or something else.

Hunter loped slowly out of the tree line, his head low and his ears pinned down as he sniffed the air. He could smell the lingering scent of the male, but it was fading, the stink overwhelmed by the hot, pulsating aroma of desire emanating from the woman. He curves so luscious in that overflowing bathing suit. Her pussy practically stewing with desire.

Hunter’s red lupine cock jutted from its bestial sheath as he padded softly towards the woman, so low that he was almost on all-fours. He had never smelled such lust before. It wafted off the woman. He could smell her cunt. Her ass. Her body. Shuddering from each breath she took. She was practically begging to be taken. To be claimed by his cock.

Each breath inflamed the lust of the beast. Hunter’s human consciousness shrunk into the dark recesses of the werewolf mind. He dropped fully to all-fours. Scarcely more than a huge, gray dire wolf. Every bestial instinct attuned to the throbbing scent of desire wafting from the human.

Hunter tried to tell himself that it wasn’t him. That it was a different creature. But he could feel the sand under his paws. The night air on his inflamed cock. The soft breeze that rippled the surface of the moonlit lake. Closer, closer, he prowled, the stupid human slut never even looking back over her shoulder. Trembling though. Why was she trembling?

The werewolf fell upon its prey with the savagery its bestial instincts demanded. It leapt the last few paces and flung the woman down into the sand. She cried out as the Hunter tore open the back of her bathing suit, ripping with his jaws and his sharp claws and tearing away the entire back from her shoulder blades down to her jiggling buttocks.

The redheaded girl pleaded and moaned. She seemed to panic, but Hunter locked his jaws on the back of her neck and she stopped struggling. Her plush bottom was raised. Her bathing suit torn away down her back, exposing the red trim of her hair and the fragrant pink folds of her cunt. Hunter desperately wanted to sniff her, but he dared not release his prey from his jaws. He pinned her face down to the sand, her big, soft tits still squeezed into her bathing suit and pressing into the sand as well.

His cock rubbed at the backs of her thighs. He felt the slick entrance of her pussy. He breathed and drooled over the back of her neck, not intending to hurt her, but not caring if he did. He worked his hips, rubbing his cock against her hot slit. Feeling its softness. He thrust forward and his cock only grazed her entrance and slid up along her trembling buttocks. He drew back and thrust again and this time his aching cock slid over her silky hair and between her thighs.

“Grrrrrrrrrrrr,” he growled with frustration.

He might have easily lined up his first thrust with a hand or even with a werewolf’s claw, but the beast was fully in control. His fingers retreating into the primitive claws of a dire wolf that hooked tightly over the girl’s shapely hips.

She was moaning, crying out, and bucking her hips against him. Her ass so big and soft. Warm against his beastly cock. He tightened his jaws on her neck and the fight went out of her. The flared tip of his lupine cock found the slick entrance of her cunt and he thrust forward with sudden urgency. The girl howled and clawed her finger into the sand as Hunter’s mighty beast cock plunged into her pussy. He drove in deep, but the bulging knot just above his testicles did not quite fit inside her.

There was no tender lovemaking. No care for his partner’s pleasure. Hunter was in full animal rut and he hammered his hips and drove his knot into the girl.

She wailed. Pain? Pleasure? Hunter did not care. He felt only the hot, tightening slickness of her human cunt gripping him. Better than any kill. Better than any fading memories of a girl’s hand caressing his human cock. This was where he belonged! Mounting a bitch! Snarling and slamming his furry hips against her plush bottom. Drool dripping hotly down her neck. His huge cock knotted into her pussy.

Pleasure! Animal pleasure rushing through him! His thrusts frantic! His mind completely consumed by his bestial instincts as he snarled and let loose with torrents of his cum. Hot, pulsating pleasure that rushed up his cock and filled the human girl’s shuddering cunt. He would have howled, but he kept her firmly clenched in his teeth as he pumped her full of his seed. Not knowing or caring if such a thing could have consequences. Rutting into her and plugging her creamy cunt with his knot.

He slowed his thrusts but kept his swollen cock inside her. He released her from his jaws. His lust abated but not gone. His knot still tying her to his furry body. 

She whimpered and said something in her human language, but the beast could not understand. It sounded like pleading.

Wendy

“Morrreeeee,” moaned Wendy, jerking her hips and feeling the furry underside of the massive wolf creature rubbing against her ass.

Little trickles of warm cream were spilling out around that fat plug of his cock. What was that? It was incredible! Stuffing her pussy better than any boyfriend she’d ever had. Pulsing and trickling out more cum inside her. Like a little drum beating in all the right places. Creating constant pressure against her clit. She needed more. She squeezed the huge cock buried in her teenage snatch and felt the slimy sensation of cum shifting inside her.

Wendy had been terrified when the creature attacked her, but the moment that thick cock sunk into her aching cunt, she knew everything was going to be just fine. She began to move beneath the furry body of the beast. Pushing herself back onto the thick knot with lewd squelches from her creamy pussy. The beast growled and pawed at her hips. His long, velvety tongue lapped at her neck and cheek.

“Yesssss,” moaned Wendy. “That’s it, big boy. Stuff me full of that cock. Ohhhhhhh! Oh, fuck yeah! Mmmmm!”

Her words were muffled as she went wantonly tongue-to-tongue with the beast. Her head turned to the side so she could slurp on that long pink tongue. It made her feel like a total freak. She loved it. She couldn’t get enough of it. Pounding her pussy back onto the beastly knot. Feeling the pinch of its claws against her hips as it resumed humping at her.

Deep down, she’d always wondered what this sort of thing might feel like. She finally knew. That cock so much hotter and more slippery than any man. Much bigger than Brent. Her stupid boyfriend. He could never satisfy her like this incredible cock.

“MMMMMMM!” she cried, her ginger eyebrows knitting as she felt another orgasm surging through her body. Rhythmic spasms deep into her core as her pussy clutched at the beast’s knot thrusting inside her.

She finally broke the kiss with the furry muzzle of the beast and let her head drop forward. Tits in the cool sand. Her ass being push-push-pushed by the furious strokes of the furry beast.

“Ooooh! Oh, that’s tit. Fuck meee! You gonna… gonna give me some more? Oh, fuck, I don’t know if any more cum will fit inside me. I don’t knooHHHHHH!!”

She threw back her head as she felt him cumming. A hot, savage howl over her shoulder as he hilted so deep she could feel his furry balls twitching against her cuntlips. The hot flood of beastly spunk spurting out around his knot and splattering the backs of her thighs. Warm cream drooling from her folds. Overflowing her cum-stuffed pussy as her spasms of ecstasy milked him for every drop.

The beast finally slowed his strokes. He tried to pull back, but his knot was too big. He whined with discomfort and Wendy tried to comfort him. She felt so dirty, so used, yet she didn’t want him to leave.

“One more time, boy,” she said, looking back at his handsome lupine face. “C’mon. Fuck me some more. I know there’s more… more cum in those furry balls.”

She reached back and stroked them. This time he growled at her and bared his teeth.

“Al-alright,” she said, pulling her hand away and feeling the slimy cum smearing her thighs. He pulled back, whining, the pressure in Wendy’s cunt building to pain. The beastly knot popped free with a shock of sensation. She felt his long, red cock leaving her. His cum pouring out of her stretched pussy. Her ass raised and her face in the sand. She stayed like that as the beast padded away and the cool, night air caressed her gaping cunt.

It was the best sex of Wendy’s life.

Hunter

He was in the camp shower cleaning off when Marilyn found him. She walked in on him beneath the flow of cold water. Their eyes met. She had seen his cock before, but not all shriveled up in the cold. He covered himself with one hand. She blushed and grinned for a second.

“S-sorry,” she said, backing out of the camp shower house. “I heard the shower and I came looking for you. Wendy has been attacked.”

Hunter stiffened. He remembered bits and pieces of what had happened when the beast took over. His heart pounded in his chest. He prayed that he hadn’t killed her.

“Is… is she okay?” asked Hunter.

“Yeah, she seems okay,” said Marilyn. “Just some scratches and a couple bite marks on the back of her neck, but nothing bad. She’s shaken up though. She said it was… it was a werewolf.”

“What? That’s, uh, that’s not a real thing.” Hunter shut off the shower and looked out through the flimsy curtain. Marilyn had her back turned. “But maybe we should go home. I can drive us in my van.”

“Nobody believes her. It was probably some psycho in a costume. She said it could have even been Brent messing around with her. Becca says we need to keep a watch tonight.”

Marilyn finally turned back to look at him and Hunter felt his cock jump beneath his hand. She was so hot, the girl of his dreams. He wondered what would have happened if he had let the beast take over with her instead of running into the forest.

“What do you think?” asked Hunter.

“I think we can’t let some creature, real or fake, scare us out of here,” said Marilyn, smiling at him. “Besides, we’ll be fine. With you protecting us.”

“Um, yeah, right,” said Hunter. “I’ll keep watch.”

He grinned sheepishly at her and glanced up at the sky. He was still staring at the full moon overhead as Marilyn said she’d be waiting with the other girls by the fire.


1.3

Tainted Love

Hunter

The moon was out, the woods were singing with life, and Hunter Garrow was on guard duty to protect a summer camp full of gorgeous cheerleaders. From himself.

“Keep it together, Hunter,” he muttered, casting a wary glance at the full moon reflected in the surface of Tawny Lake. The only reason the beast hadn’t taken over again was that it had been sated, temporarily, by what had happened with Wendy.

Hunter wasn’t even sure what exactly had happened with the curvy redhead. He remembered her on the beach, he remembered fighting for control, and he remembered vague sensations of what had happened after that. The warmth of her. The wetness. The softness of her curves pressing back so eagerly. Throbbing, pulsating pleasure that excited him if he dwelled on it.

“I’m not thinking about the shit you do, you animal,” he muttered to the beast.

An involuntary growl escaped Hunter’s lips. A warning that if he provoked the animal inside him it might just take over again. And he was supposed to be protecting these girls?

He glanced at the woods across the lake. The best way to protect Marilyn and her friends would be to walk as far away as his legs could carry him from the camp. They wouldn’t be happy he had abandoned his post, but at least they would be alive.

“Hey.”

The soft word startled Hunter so badly that he almost fell over turning around. He had been so focused on the beast that he hadn’t heard Marilyn walking up behind him. She looked tired, but that somehow made the bleached blonde beauty even hotter. She had little bags under her brown eyes. Hunter’s bestial craving stirred as he took in the sight of her. She was wearing only pajama bottoms and a tank top. No bra. Nipples stiff beneath the Hello Kitty pattern on her tank. Taut against the softness of her breasts. Big fluffy slippers on her feet.

He was attuned to the smell of her. Perfume, deodorant, campfire, summery sweat. That faint aroma, undetectable to a human, but tickling his heightened sense of smell. Her most intimate parts. Her lust.

“Marilyn,” said Hunter.

“Not a very good guard if I can sneak up on you,” she said, passing him a thermos lid full of steaming coffee. “Here, maybe this will help you.”

“Uh, yeah, thanks,” he said, trying not to focus on how badly he wanted to tear off her pajama bottoms and thrust his face between her legs. To soak up her scent. To taste it. To let the beast run wild. He took the coffee and brought it to his lips, breathing the strong scent deeply to ward off his swelling lust.

“No problem,” said Marilyn. “You know, I really appreciate having you here, Hunter. Without you I don’t think this semester would have ended well at all. Everything you did – and are doing here – means so much to me.”

She reached for him. Touched him.

“W-what are you doing?” he asked, taking a wary step back.

“I mean, it’s not like we didn’t fool around before,” said Marilyn, biting her lower lip and following him. “I thought maybe I could keep you company. I think everybody else is asleep. It can be just you and me now.”

“N-no,” said Hunter, taking another step back. Not that he didn’t want to do everything imaginable with Marilyn. It was that they wouldn’t be alone. The beast was waking up and Marilyn would have to contend with it intruding.

“The moon… it’s… I can’t,” said Hunter. “I need to… um… I need to do a patrol.”

He turned and started walking quickly away from the campgrounds and towards the woods.

“Wait, Hunter,” called Marilyn. “Come back. I didn’t mean to come on so strong. Hey!”

But Hunter wasn’t listening. He desperately wanted to go to her. Desperately did not want to hurt her feelings. More than anything. He could feel the beast waking up. Growling at him with anger. Urging him to go back and pin her down and fuck her senseless. The beast wanted him to do other things. Darker things. He fought back. He shut it down.

Several minutes later, deep in the dark woods, Hunter was pretty sure he had actually won the battle with the beast despite the mocking silvery glow of the moon overhead. That didn’t mean he was ready to turn back. He figured he would just keep “patrolling” until the moon went down and then he could go back to camp.

Maybe Marilyn would even still be awake. They could talk, he could make her breakfast, and then, with daylight on his side, he could finally make his move. He could go all the way without the beast being involved.

He was smiling to himself and feeling confident when he heard the voices. They were low whispers. A soft laugh. He moved towards them and pushed aside the branches of a fir tree to get a view of who was talking.

“Holy shit,” whispered Hunter, his eyes going wide at what he saw in the small clearing.

Zoey and Rosa were there in the clearing, sitting beside each other, embracing, and making out like they were trying to trade tongues. A part of hunter wasn’t surprised to see Zoey, with her punky pink hair and pierced bellybutton, making out with a girl. He was much more surprised to see the girl was Rosa, the toned, hot-bodied Latina of the cheer squad. Rosa’s crucifix gleamed against her heaving breasts in her tank top.

“Mmmmm, you are such a good kisser,” said Zoey.

“Don’t talk about it,” laughed Rosa, kissing her again. “I don’t want to think about what I’m doing.”

“Sinning? Being bad?” Zoey slipped a hand under Rosa’s tank top and cradled one of Rosa’s perky breasts. She squeezed. She teased. “Come on, this isn’t the 1950s anymore. It’s 1985! Anything goes, and you’ve got a body made for sinning, hon.”

“Shhhhh,” said Rosa, pulling Zoey’s hand out from under her shirt. “Stop it or I’ll make you do that thing again.”

“Oh, will you?” Zoey fought to get a hand back under Rosa’s shirt, giggling and kissing on Rosa’s neck in the process. “Will you make me go down on you like last week after practice? Are you going to become Boss Bitch Rosa again?”

“Yeah, if you don’t stop,” said Rosa, but she was laughing about it as she fought to keep Zoey’s hands out of her shirt. “Can’t we just kiss?”

“Yeah, sure,” purred Zoey, nibbling at her ear and then turning that into a smothering, tongue-heavy kiss on the lips. Both girls moaned, embraced, and fell back onto the grass. When Zoey lifted from Rosa it was to shed her own top and let her soft, creamy tits hang free.

Hunter could see the glint of Zoey’s nipple piercings. He had noticed them before, under her shirt of course, but now he was seeing those stiff pink nipples with the silver barbels through them. The piercings matched Zoey’s silver bellybutton piercing.

Rosa’s hands lifted almost reluctantly and cradled Zoey’s breasts. She stroked them gently. Zoey pressed her tits fully into Rosa’s hands, leaning into her touch and making Rosa squeeze her breasts and feel her pierced nipples.

“Ooohhh, that’s right, you’re a bad bitch,” moaned Zoey. “Pinch them… pull on them. Ah! Yessss! It goes straight to my clit when you do that.”

“Mmmm, what if I do this?” teased Rosa, her honey-brown eyes sparkling as she leaned up to flick Zoey’s pink nipples with her tongue.

Hunter knew he should look away from what was happening. Not for the girls’ privacy, but because his cock was as hard as a spear and he could feel the beast snarling to be released. His arms and neck were itching, and he could smell the arousal in the air.

“Yeah, I think it’s time,” said Rosa, her uncertainty hardening into a mean smile. She tangled the fingers of one hand in Zoey’s pink hair. “You slut. You know what you need to do.”

“Like last time?” asked Zoey, grinning with anticipation.

Rosa pushed her away and turned over onto her tummy. She raised her hips and eased down the workout shorts she was wearing.

“Exactly like last time, slut,” said Rosa, looking back over her shoulder as she bared the creamy brown peach of her ass.

It was perfect. Magnificent. Heart-shaped, golden brown, and toned without sacrificing any of its roundness. She raised it higher and used one hand to spread her cheeks.

The sight of Zoey leaning forward and beginning to lick Rosa from behind was more than Hunter could bear. As Zoey began to eat Rosa’s perfect ass, Hunter fell back into the woods, the transformation overtaking him like fire spreading through a drought-savaged forest.

Zoey

Zoey had never seen a better ass than Rosa’s. Not that Zoey got to admire those luscious buns much with Rosa grabbing a handful of her hair and smothering her with those creamy golden cheeks. The harder Rosa pushed back and yanked on Zoey’s hair, the hotter it made Zoey.

“Mmmmnnnnn,” moaned Zoey, vigorously tonguing the tight ring of Rosa’s asshole. She pushed two fingers in and out of the slick folds of Rosa’s pussy.

“Yeah, that’s it,” gasped Rosa, throwing back her head, her crucifix bouncing against her swinging tits as she fucked Zoey’s face. “Lick it. Get that tongue deep, slut. Ohhhhh, fuck, you love it when I make you eat my ass. Ohhhhh. Go on. Ooonhhhhh. Fuck. Make me cum, Zoey. Come on. Ohhhhhh shit. Oh fuck. Here it… CUMMMMS!”

Zoey thrust her fingers deep into Rosa’s clutching cunt and her tongue deep into the hot latina’s clenching backdoor. The moment of Rosa’s ecstasy was rudely interrupted by a crash from the forest nearby.

“Mmmwaaah?” Zoey fell back, her tongue slipping out of Rosa’s asshole as Zoey’s own butt hit her heels. Rosa bolted to her feet and dove for a nearby tree as a figure came crashing out of the forest.

A werewolf! Honest to god, hunched over, dark-furred, and with a big, red wolfy wiener jutting from his furry crotch. Wendy had claimed she’d been attacked by a werewolf, but Zoey couldn’t believe it until she was looking right at it.

And looking right at that big, red, wolfy dick.

“Holy fuck, that thing is massive,” murmured Zoey, dragging a hand across her lips as she starred at wolf boy’s red rocket. “Are you seein’ this, Rosa?”

“Zoey,” hissed Rosa from behind a tree. “Get out of there. It’s coming towards you!”

With a lurch of fear, Zoey realized that Rosa was right. The werewolf was staring right at her. It hunched its shoulders and a deep growl escaped its slavering jaws. Its yellow eyes seemed to bore into Zoey as it loped slowly towards her.

“Oh shit,” she murmured, watching its red cock bounce and its big furry balls swing with each step.

It cleared the last few paces in a leap, grabbing hold of Zoey’s shoulders and staring down into her face. It looked like it was deciding whether to tear out her throat or throw her down and fuck her soul out of her body. As the growling beast was making up its mind, the glistening head of its cock brushed hotly against Zoey’s breasts. That big, beastly cock squeezed between her tits and up to her throat. She looked down, confronted with that obscene, bestial appendage.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Zoey. She knew exactly what to do to save her life. She opened her mouth wide and slowly stuck out her tongue. The moment her tongue made contact with the head of the beast’s cock, it whined and looked at her with surprise.

“What the fuck are you doing?” hissed Rosa.

Zoey gestured absently in the direction of Rosa and wrapped her lips around the werewolf’s huge, throbbing cock. Then she did the only thing she could think of to save her life: she began to suck.

Zoey had given her fair share of blowjobs, but it had never been like this before. It wasn’t just the big, deadly beast standing over her and growling. Or the claws grabbing her shoulders. No, it was the werewolf’s cock. So warm and slick. With that taboo red rocket look. Bulging the further she got it into her mouth. She moaned and tasted the salty liquid leaking out. She slurped on it and bobbed on its cock as the werewolf started hunching it back and thrusting between her lips.

“Mmmmnnnnhnmnnm,” moaned Zoey, taking its strokes with the skill of a real slut. The werewolf seemed to calm his anger if not his lust. He rocked back on his inverted knees and let Zoey take over. She popped his cock from her wet mouth, spit dripping from her chin. “Oh, you like that, big boy? Okay… let’s see how you like this!”

She pressed her pierced titties around the hot length of the werewolf’s shaft and locked her wanton lips on the tip. She licked and sucked and slobbered on the werewolf cock. To her surprise, this slutty show coaxed Rosa back out of the trees. She came crawling out, bare-assed, and the werewolf grabbed her in one hand and began sniffing and licking at Rosa’s shapely back end.

“Ooooh! It tickles! Ahh! Oh, god, it’s licking me! Ohhhhh! Fuck its tongue is so soft! Lick me, you evil beast! OOOOOO!” Rosa went from being a god-fearing Catholic to a booty-licking werewolf’s midnight snack. She writhed and wriggled against his lupine snout as snarfed on her golden peach.

Zoey was enthralled by the sight of her cheerpal getting her rump rimmed. She squeezed her tits tighter around the werewolf’s hot cock and slurped with eager lust upon his beastly bulge.

When the werewolf stopped licking and started howling with pleasure, Zoey knew she was in for a treat. She fit as much of his cock between her tits and into her mouth as she could and sucked like her life depended on it. The wolf’s huge cock throbbed, twitched, and unloaded a flood of hot cum into Zoey’s mouth. She tried her best to keep sucking, but it overflowed her lips and poured down to her breasts.

Zoey finally pulled free, gasping, cum pouring from her mouth. But the werewolf was hardly done. He grabbed the two girls and threw them face down on the soft grass. Hip-to-hip, their asses raised, they were at the mercy of the werewolf.

And he was merciless. He slammed into Rosa first, shocking a wail of pleasure from her mouth as he pounded into her tight tan pussy. When Zoey tried to sit up, the werewolf shoved her back down and pulled his cock out of Rosa to ram it deep into Zoey’s wet pink pussy.

The girls cried out as they were brutally fucked. The werewolf howled as he slammed into them again and again, filling their hot little human holes with his seed and painting their luscious booties with his slimy lupine loads.

And Zoey had never enjoyed anything more in her life.

Marilyn

Why wouldn’t Hunter just get the message? Marilyn thought she had made it clear to him what she wanted. Every time she tried to get his attention he went walking off into the woods. It was starting to make her so frustrated.

Marilyn paddled deeper into the lake. Enjoying the bright light of the moon on the cool, dark waters. It felt good to swim naked. To be alone in the water. Some people might have been afraid to swim in the dark, but not Marilyn. She was called dolphin girl by some of her meaner friends and was almost as big a star of the swim team as the cheer squad.

She dove underwater and down to the bottom, feeling the soft darkness of the lakebed beneath her fingers and the pressure of fifteen feet of water on her ears. Something, maybe a catfish, brushed against her leg and sent her back to the surface. As she broke through into the air, she heard something. It sounded almost like two people screaming, but then she didn’t hear it again.

“Hello? Zoey? Was that you?” She bobbed in the water, searching the shoreline. “Is somebody there?”

She strained to hear more but could only make out the growling sounds of some wild animal halfway across the forest. She was going to shout again when she felt something touch her foot under the water. Whatever it was it was slimy and grabbed her foot. Were those fingers?

“Ah! What’s that?” She kicked desperately, freeing herself before she could be pulled under. She swam towards the shore, but something was close behind her. It moved swiftly through the water, a greenish-black shape that hardly even had a wake.

It looked even bigger than her. She swam with all her strength, making it to the shore just as a webbed hand grabbed at her foot. She gasped, running onto land, expecting to escape. But the thing – the Creature from Tawny Lake – followed her onto the land. It was big, slimy, and had a noseless face somewhere between man and fish. Its wide lips opened and closed and it had a disgusting pink penis jutting from its scales.

“No! Stay the fuck away from me!” shrieked Marilyn, covering her breasts as she backed away from it. The creature closed in on her, reaching for, his weird, slimy cock twitching obscenely.

“Grrrraagllll!” he said, grabbing at her wrist and dragging her closer.

“I don’t need a boyfriend! I have one! I have—MPPHHH!”

The slimy fish man pressed a disgusting kiss to Marilyn’s lips and rubbed his slimy fish man cock against her bare thighs. One clawed hand groped for her ass, squeezing it and pulling her closer.

Marilyn was sure she was about to be mated by the fish man right there on the shore of Tawny Lake.

“Mmmmmm! HellppmMMMM!” she cried, her pleas smothered by the fish man’s lips.

Suddenly, there was a loud growl from behind Marilyn. A dark shape loomed on the beach. A massive creature with dark fur, huge jaws, and curving, deadly claws. The werewolf! Snarling angrily at the creature from the lake!

The two monsters exchanged several guttural barks and gurgles and then the creature shoved Marilyn away. He turned and ran and the werewolf chased after him.

Marilyn watched her big, furry protector disappear into the forest in pursuit of her slimy attacker. She couldn’t help but wonder why, if she was stuck in a horror movie, she felt so incredibly turned on.


1.4

Every Breath You Take

Hunter

Hunter staggered into the campgrounds in the waning hours of the night, his clothes askew and his hair disheveled. His mind reeling from half-remembered thoughts of what he had done when the beast had taken over.

He saw flashes of a big, tan ass pressed against his snout. The raunchy scent of a woman’s lust lingered in his nostrils. He remembered the taste. The warm feel of a mouth sucking at his beastly cock. Explosions of pleasure, one after another. A creamy ass. A tan ass. Hot, slippery cunts. He had fucked Zoey and Rosa. Both at the same time. He wished he remembered every detail, but he remembered enough, and he could feel the wetness of the intense sex still clinging to his human cock.

“Not… not what I wanted to happen,” he groaned. “I can’t even remember my first threesome.”

The door to the nearest cabin slammed open and the girls came rushing out. They were all talking at once. Surrounding him. Rosa and Zoey were clinging to each other and teary-eyed. Marilyn was talking as fast as she could about some creature coming out of the lake. Wendy was recounting how she had been attacked first.

And Becca. She was glaring murderously at Hunter.

“I’m… I’m sorry,” said Hunter, staggering through their midst and dropping down onto one of the logs positioned next to the smoldering remains of the bonfire. He couldn’t even say what he was sorry for without revealing the truth. He ran his fingers through his hair as the girls surrounded him again, all of them chattering at him. Marilyn rested a comforting hand on his shoulder, but she seemed somehow more annoyed than any of the others.

I saved her, he thought. What reason does she have to be mad at me? I protected Marilyn from that stupid fish-faced lake man. Dwayne.

He wasn’t sure how he had done it, but he had somehow communicated to the lake man that the girls were under his protection. The lake man had, in turn, gurgled and gargled and somehow communicated to Hunter in his werewolf form that the lake man was named Dwayne and was desperately lonely and just looking for a girlfriend.

Aren’t we all, thought Hunter, glancing over at Marilyn and smiling wearily.

“What are you going to do?” demanded Wendy, prodding Hunter with a finger. “Everybody has been attacked except for Becca and you’re wandering around in the woods alone.”

“Yeah, you were supposed to guard us,” said Zoey.

“It was a big, hairy demon,” sobbed Rosa, although it looked to Hunter as though she had cried herself dry because there were no tears on her face.

“He’s trying to protect us, but there are two monsters out there,” said Marilyn. “I’m just lucky they both came for me at the same time.”

They all started shouting at him and arguing with each other at once, making it difficult for Hunter to shut out the beast still growling in his mind. He squinted up at the moonlight. Setting, but still with more than an hour to go before it disappeared below the horizon. And all this fucking was making the beast more powerful. Giving it more control over his mind.

The arguing among the girls was getting louder. Hunter couldn’t take it anymore. He stood up again and declared, “We need to leave.”

“What?” Wendy looked at him uncertainly.

“We haven’t even stayed a full night,” said Zoey.

“Are you sure, Hunter?” asked Marilyn.

“Yes,” he said, his mind made up. “Get your things and—”

“We are not leaving,” said Becca, her green eyes flashing with determination. The blonde had a murderer’s smile on her face as she pushed past Wendy and prodded Hunter’s chest with her fingertips. “We’ve been counting on you alllllll night, Hunter, and you’ve let us down. But I believe in second, third, and fourth chances.”

“I haven’t done anything right,” cried Hunter, stumbling backwards and nearly falling over the log he had been sitting on.

Becca was terrifying. She was gorgeous and perfect and pressing herself close to him. He could see her little nipples poking at the tank-top she was wearing. No bra. Nothing but that thin white material between him and those perky tits. She pushed him again with her fingers.

“You need to get your ass back out there and scare this creature—”

“Creatures plural,” corrected Marilyn.

“Scare these creatures off with your manliness,” finished Becca. She ran both hands over Hunter’s chest and up onto his shoulders. She was standing close enough to kiss him. Her eyes studying his face. “Don’t you want to go back to school next week and brag about how you protected the whole cheer squad from two monsters?”

“Y-yeah, I guess,” said Hunter, feeling his cock stirring dangerously as he tried not to peek down Becca’s top.

“We’ll be sooooo grateful if you just let us have a nice, peaceful campout,” purred Becca, pressing her body against him so he could feel those nipples teasing his chest. The warmth of her and the sweet smell of her smothering him. Her lips against his ear, tickling the hair on his neck as she exhaled hot words, “Maybe I’ll even give you a special reward. Something really nice. If you take care of us and do your job.”

“Ohhhhh… ohhhh fuck,” moaned Hunter, his cock stiffening and the beast snarling in his head. Becca’s tongue lashed at his earlobe and he almost shouted. He finally pushed the overbearing queen of the cheerleader’s away and cast a wide-eyed glance at Marilyn. The bleached-blonde beauty was watching him with a little annoyance and, he couldn’t help but notice, she stole a glance at his bulging pants.

“C’mon, big guy,” giggled Becca. “Get out there and protect us. I promise I won’t let any of the other girls go wandering off this time.”

“Um, yeah, you got it,” said Hunter, backing away from all of them as the beast threatened to take over again. “Yes, guard duty again. Got it. I’ll keep the, uh, the monsters away. Patrol the lake. Keep the fish man in the water. Uh, that sort of thing.”

Marilyn waved goodbye. Hunter waved and then turned and jogged into the darkness. He could hear Becca giggling at his almost panicked departure.

Becca

“’He can be a hero, just for one day,’” sang Becca, watching Hunter scrambling off into the woods. She turned back to her friends and her expression soured. “I’ve waited as long as I’m going to wait, Marilyn. I can’t help that you have fumbled all night. It’s my turn with your weirdo hunk.”

Marilyn looked like she wanted to say something bitchy to Becca but thought better of it. Becca grinned.

“Oh, don’t be a sourpuss. Maybe I’ll bring back some souvenirs. Like a nice, big, juicy bone for you to chew on.”

Becca could feel Marilyn glaring at her as she sauntered back to the cabin and scooped up her jacket. Zoey and Rosa were standing in her way as she tried to leave the cabin.

“It’s no joke, Becca,” said Zoey.

“Yeah, that thing is big and strong and it has huge teeth,” said Rosa.

“And you two dykes made it back alive,” said Becca. “I’ll be fine. You go back to 69ing or whatever and I will do some Hunter gathering. It’s not so scary, is it, Wendy?”

Wendy was standing away from the others and staring at the full moon starting to sink beneath the forest treetops. She looked over and said, “Huh?”

“Exactly,” said Becca. “I’ll be fine. I have a little doggie bag and everything.”

She held up her little travel purse containing her vibrator, lube, condoms, and a tiny revolver she had stolen from her mother’s bureau and loaded with silver bullets. Just in case. None of the other girls knew that Becca was armed, but she liked to come prepared for any situation, including werewolves.

She set off after Hunter with Marilyn still glaring at her as she disappeared into the woods. The moonlight was not as bright as before, but Becca had a flashlight stashed in her purse. She pulled it out and followed the broken branches and footprints through the woods. She was no tracker, but she was sure she was on Hunter’s trail when she found his shoes, his jeans, and his shirt within a few feet of each other. Ahead yawned the dark mouth of a cave.

Becca crouched outside and shut off her flashlight. She could hear grunting and growling in the cave. The sound sent a shiver down her back and made her momentarily consider running back to camp. She resisted that urge as well as the urge to take out her gun. After all, Becca wasn’t looking to shoot the werewolf.

She was looking to get fucked by it. If everything Wendy, Zoey, and Rosa had told her was true, she was about to have the time of her life.

Becca slid her shorts down from her slender hips and eased her bikini cut panties down her long, toned legs. She had been thinking about getting fucked by the werewolf since before they even showed up at Tawny Lake. It was the reason she had organized this whole overnight outing. A last, wild night before her and the other girls went off to college.

The night they all got fucked by a werewolf.

She left her little white panties, still slightly damp from her fantasies of being mounted, in a dainty pile right outside the mouth of the cave. She pulled her shorts back on and backed towards the woods again, confident that the werewolf would track her down by the scent of her hot, steamy pussy.

“Come and get me, Hunter,” she giggled, running into the woods. But not too fast.

Becca did not have to wait long before she heard a howl pierce the forest night behind her. Even though it was her plan, it still sent a cold child through her body. She ran faster, crashing through trees and scuffing her shins in the undergrowth.

“Owwww,” she whined, kneeling to rub at scratches on her bare leg. She heard snapping twigs behind her and stood up again. Yellow eyes were staring at her from the darkness. She froze, her heart hammering in her chest. Her hand reaching instinctively towards the purse and the gun with its silver bullets.

The beast came thundering out of the trees. Half man and somehow more than half wolf. Towering over Becca as he loped into the clearing. He stood upright, his head that of a gray and black dire wolf, lips curled back to reveal huge, white fangs. His ears flat with anger as he snarled at her. His front limbs ended in clawed hands. His back legs were more like those of a massive wolf but allowing him to stand upright.

Becca’s wide-eyed gaze followed his thick fur down his body to the black balls and furry sheath of his cock. A partial length of glistening red flesh was jutting from the sheath. Obscenely wet, flared at the tip, and seeming to throb with the beast’s heartbeat. The beastly cock, like the werewolf itself, was terrifyingly big. Fucking half the Spartans offensive line had not prepared her for this sort of thing.

“Oh Jesus Christ,” murmured Becca, suddenly doubting every part of her plan.

The beast leapt upon her with the force of a charging bear. It flung the purse from her shoulder and with a slash of its sharp claws it tore open Becca’s tank-top and exposed her firm tits. Her tan lines exposed. Nipples pink at the center of the creamy triangles framed by her perfect tan.

“No! Nooooo!” she cried, screaming what she had been planning to scream all along, but actually meaning it.

The beast wasn’t listening. He tore off her shorts with a loud ripping sound, the gusset bound tight against Becca’s pussy for a moment before the fabric gave way. The beast thrust its furry muzzle against her, snorting and sniffing at her cunt. Her ass. Breathing her scent and confirming to its predatory senses that she was the girl it had smelled outside the cave.

“Stop! Ahhh! Your nose is cold!” cried Becca, twisting and bucking against it. Then she felt the first lash of its tongue, a forbidden pleasure dragging across her clit and down to her clenching asshole, and she forgot all about her fears. The werewolf’s tongue was so big, warm, and soft, seeming to bathe her pussy and ass like a washcloth. Tonguing her again and again and flicking against her clit until Becca plunged into an orgasm. “Ohhhhh! You stupid animal! You’re making me cummmmm! AHHHH!”

She bucked feverishly against the werewolf, cumming on its tongue, spilling her nectar into its fanged mouth. The beast gave her several more licks as she lay quivering with pleasure, then turned her over and with its humanlike claws it lifted her hips. Becca’s ass was a small, firm, perfect peach. Buns tight from constant cardio. Toned thighs. Tanned skin. Cheerleader perfection, dripping with her cum and wet with beastly spit. She was eager for more.

“Ohhhhh, don’t attack me,” she moaned, wiggling her hips. “Don’t mount me with your… your big red cock. Ahhhhh!”

The beast looked down at her shameless wiggling and tilted its head to the side like a family pet trying to understand a television commercial for dog treats. It decided whatever she was saying, it had already made up its mind. It was going to fuck her.

Becca looked back at over her shoulder, taking in the unbelievable sight of its huge furry body, that massive red cock poised above her upturned ass, and the beast’s pink tongue lolling somewhat comically from its mouth.

“Noooo, please,” she moaned. “Don’t put it in my pussy. That would be terrible! AH!”

The werewolf mounted her as suddenly as it had leapt at her before. Its huge, clawed hands grabbed hold of her hips and its massive red cock speared into her pussy without any gentleness. It was incredible. A savage thrust that filled her to her womb. She howled with pleasure, clawing at the undergrowth, feeling its furry weight against her ass and its huge balls swinging against her cunt.

There was no sweetness or care to the way the werewolf fucked her. It held her in its painfully tight grip and it hammered its huge cock in and out of her tight little cheerleader pussy. As it fucked her, she felt the bulging knot at its base working open her cuntlips. The pressure built with each thrust until suddenly that huge knot was inside her.

“Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck!” cried Becca, all pretense of being in charge forgotten as she began to cum on that massive knot. Waves of pleasure made her slick pussy clench around the pummeling pillar of the werewolf. The great gray beast howled with ecstasy, hilting and knotting her teen pussy and unleashing its own hot, pulsing orgasm.

Becca had let a few boyfriends cum inside her, but she had never felt anything like what the werewolf was doing. Rapid, oily spurts that would stop for a few seconds and start again. Pumping, gushing werewolf spunk that slicked its cock but remained mostly trapped inside her pussy by that massive knot.

Becca came more times than she could count. Each orgasm stirring the werewolf’s load inside her and seeming to make it cum even more. It would stop and start and just when she was sure it was done it would start up again. The sensation of being mounted by the werewolf was incredible, but it was also wearing her out. She was hot and sweaty under its furry body. It kept drooling on her neck and shoulders. And her stretched, cum-stuffed pussy was starting to get sore.

“Okay… okay, big boy,” she gasped, looking back over her shoulder. “You’ve had your fun. Come on. Pull it out of me and go on your way. I don’t… don’t want anymore.”

The werewolf growled at her.

“Yeah, I know, you like my pussy,” she said, starting to get annoyed. “It’s the best in Peach Valley. But that thing is too big. It’s starting to hurt. Now take it out and AHHH!”

She cried out as the werewolf picked her up, spun her around onto her back, and bent her legs up until her knees were in her face and her ass was curled into the air. Her feet hung past her head, bouncing as the weight of the werewolf settled atop her contorted body and it began to pummel its cock into her pussy. Face-to-face. Drooling and growling right in Becca’s face as it churned the massive load inside her and began to fuck her every bit as hard as before.

“OHHHHH MMMMMMYYYY GODDDDDD!” wailed Becca, painfully, intensely cumming on the huge cock. The walls of her pussy squeezing around that hot, thrusting cock as the werewolf let loose with fresh pumps of cum. Frothy spunk oozing out around its knot and drooling down the crack of her ass and over her twitching asshole.

The werewolf was in a full rut, driven wild by her teasing. Becca’s fun had only just begun.


1.5

Rock You Like a Hurricane

Hunter

Becca’s head bounced up and down with the rutting thrusts of the werewolf. Her hands clung to the trunk of the tree she had used to pull herself to her feet. The werewolf’s cock had never left her overflowing pussy. Even now, panting and growling, he was rutting away at her. Sweat dripped from Becca’s face as she whimpered and moaned.

Hunter’s mind was returning, his beastly urges almost satiated, his muscular, fur-covered body beginning to grow weary. His pleasure surged once more, and his red lupine cock pulsed and spurted another throbbing load of his beastly cum into Becca’s quivering cunt.

“OoooooOOoooo,” moaned Becca, clinging to the tree trunk as more of Hunter’s werewolf spunk trickled down her thighs all the way to her ankles.

Hunter felt his knot diminishing after that climax. He released his clawed grip on Becca’s shapely hips and stepped back. The red knot pulled free of her creamy pussy with a loud slurp, and he watched as a gush of his trapped goo poured out of her freshly stretched cunt.

“Ohhhh fuck,” moaned Becca, no doubt feeling the sudden emptiness as a shock. Her legs shook and she looked back at Hunter over her ass. “Are… are you done?”

He growled and licked his chops, resisting the sickly animal urge to lick her slimy cunt and froth-smeared ass. She seemed to take that as permission to leave and went staggering off into the night. She could hardly walk after the rutting Hunter had given her.

Hope you’re satisfied, he thought bitterly and fell back against a nearby tree.

Becca hadn’t been afraid of him. She had preyed upon him. That wasn’t some accidental encounter with his animal side. She had wanted it and she had inflamed his beastly desires until he could not control his lust. Was she just a freak or was this part of some bigger plan?

As Hunter calmed, the dark fur covering Hunter’s body began to retreat. The beastly muzzle of his face returned with pops and clicks to its human configuration.

Transforming back into a human after one of his werewolf experiences was always less painful than transforming into the beast. It even felt like a relief to be human again. But he was always so tired after his time as the animal. It was worse than ever before. He must have fucked Becca without stopping for the better part of an hour and, unusual for Hunter, he remembered everything. The tightness of her pussy gripping his throbbing knot, the smell of her shampoo and her sweat, the way her firm ass felt beneath his furry hips. It was stuck in his mind.

“Fuck,” he groaned, sliding down the tree trunk and to the ground. He pulled his knees up to his chest. His cock was filthy with the residue of sex. His body ached. And he had no idea where he would find his clothes. He wanted to just sleep the rest of the night away. It wouldn’t be much longer now before dawn.

“Hunter!?”

Hunter’s eyes jolted open and he sat up just as Marilyn ran into the clearing. Her eyes were wide and her breasts were heaving against her sweater with each gasp she took. She looked down at Hunter sitting against the tree trunk. She blinked once, twice, and then her gaze slid down his naked body to his flaccid red cock.

She frowned. Hunter remembered he was completely naked and he covered himself with both hands.

“Marilyn? What are you doing here?”

“What… um… what happened to you?” asked Marilyn.

“I was, um, I heard a sound here,” said Hunter, pushing himself to his feet. “And then there was this big furry thing. It must’ve been the werewolf. It attacked me and… um…”

“Took your clothes?” Marilyn glanced around.

“Well, I thought there was a bug in my shirt and then I thought it crawled down in my pants and that was when the werewolf attacked me and—”

“I don’t believe you,” said Marilyn, folding her arms across her chest.

“You don’t? But, everybody has been attacked by the werewolf. He’s on the prowl.”

“Yeah, he is on the prowl for girls. But you’re not a girl at all.” Marilyn prodded Hunter in the chest with a finger. “I saw Becca coming from this way. I think Becca found you and you did something with her.”

“It’s not like that,” said Hunter. He could tell she was winding up to get really mad at him and he blurted out, “Marilyn, I only ever wanted you!”

That stopped her in her tracks. The anger dissipated and she smiled a little.

“I mean it,” he said. “I wish none of these other girls were here. I wish it was just me and you out here in the woods together.”

“What about the werewolf?” she asked, her little smile turning into a smirk.

Hunter was luckily saved from answering the question by the sudden appearance of a snarling, white-faced monster.

“RAAAAAAAAA!” shouted the beast and something flashed silver in his grasp. Marilyn screamed and lashed out with a punch that momentarily knocked the white oval of the monster’s face askew to reveal skin and scraggly hair.

It took Hunter a full second to realize that it wasn’t a monster at all but a huge, hulking man in a hockey mask wielding a bowie knife. He yanked his mask back into place with a snarl and slashed at Marilyn again with his knife. This time his blade caught her sweater and tore open the back and down one sleeve.

Hunter smelled her blood in the air. Only a scratch across one arm, but the blade had drawn blood and the huge, masked man was coming for her. The giant grabbed Marilyn around her slender neck with one huge hand and raised the knife to plunge it into her chest.

Hunter was already transforming with fury as he hurled himself at the man. His claws were out, his snout and legs following a moment later. He clamped his jaws onto the mask and tore it away, revealing a pale, flabby man with a crazed look in his eyes. Hunter knocked the blade from the maniac’s grasp with a slash of his claws.

“RAAAAA! DUMB DOG!” shouted the giant.

The maniac released Marilyn to grapple with Hunter and for a few seconds Hunter was overpowered. The hulking brute hammering punches into Hunter’s furry body.

But Hunter had claws and teeth. He bit down on the maniac’s shoulder and tasted blood. He raked with his claws and felt the flabby side of the maniac spurt more blood. The giant howled in pain and flung Hunter at a nearby tree. The impact knocked the breath out of Hunter. By the time he had recovered the maniac was already gone from the clearing, crashing away through the woods.

Hunter took two steps to pursue him and then realized Marilyn was on the ground, covering her wounded arm with one hand and staring wide-eyed at hunter.

“I always knew you were the werewolf,” said Marilyn, her gaze settling on the red cock jutting from his sheath. “God… it’s so big.”

“Rrrrrrrrr,” growled Hunter, watching her and unsure what to do.

“Fuck, Hunter, that was so hot how you saved me from that guy,” she said, crawling towards him across the ground.

“Grrrroowwrr?” He growled, unable to speak with his lupine features, but too aroused to turn back into a man.

Marilyn was gorgeous in the moonlight. Her face speckled with blood. Sweat glistening on her body. Her toned body and ample breasts partially revealed by the tear in her sweater. Hanging so heavily as she crawled closer. She knelt before Hunter.

“Don’t be mad at me. Please. We were so curious about you, but… I told Becca we should just ask. She wanted to do it this way. Wanted it to be like a horror movie. But it was, just now. That guy was going to kill me and you saved my life. I owe you my life.”

“Grrrrrrrrr?” wondered Hunter, cocking his head to the side. His big, red fuckmeat bounced with a reflexive spasm of lust. Even after fucking Becca silly, his beastly side wanted more. He had to have Marilyn.

Marilyn

The sting of the knife scratch and the terror of being attacked by the maniac were already forgotten. Marilyn stared in awe at the gorgeous werewolf that Hunter had become. So big and bulging with muscles beneath his dark fur. Those yellow eyes staring down at her and that long pink tongue hanging from his massive jaws. And then there was that cock. It was huge and naughty and red. More of a beast’s cock than a man’s cock. With a flattened tip, a bulge at the root, and big, furry balls hanging beneath the base.

She knelt before Hunter – before the beast that hunter had become - feeling those yellow wolf eyes watching her as she slowly reached out and touched the pulsating length of his cock. So warm and a little bit slimy. She only used her fingertips as she stroked slowly down his shaft, feeling the thump of his heartbeat and the tense twitch of his lust. The bulge at the root was huge.

“Oh my god, it’s so fucking big,” she whispered, tracing her fingers around the bulge and making the whole cock jerk. Hunter growled and Marilyn looked up at him.

She couldn’t see a trace of the cute, shy boy she knew from Peach Valley High. Was he still in there? Did he know it was her on her knees in front of him?

“Hunter, can you hear me in there? If you can, um, wag your tail.”

The dark-furred werewolf wagged his tail back and forth and began to pant as he looked down at Marilyn. He seemed so peaceful and sweet, which Marilyn thought was really at odds with his big, glistening red cock pointed straight at her. She leaned closer, the smell strong and bestial, the sight so obscene that it was equal parts repulsive and alluring.

“Okay, boy,” she whispered. “Easy. I’m just going to… going to give it a little… mmmlllll…”

She closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue as her hands gently grasped his cock by its root. Her first taste was strong and disgusting. She pulled back, frowning, but when she saw Hunter the werewolf looking down at her so expectantly she forced herself to try again. To lick the hot, beastly head of his cock. To really taste the glistening pre oozing out.

Can’t believe I’m doing this, thought Marilyn as she parted her lips and let his tip slide into her mouth. But that’s not so bad. Actually, mmm, it tastes sort of good. A little sweet to go along with that saltiness.

She started to suck Hunter’s beastly cock. No blowjob queen like some of the girls on the squad, it took effort for Marilyn, but it was an effort she was willing to make for Hunter. Her lips stretching around him. Her mouth filled by this throbbing cock. Her spit coated him and the strong taste of his pre mingled with her fresh saliva.

Marilyn couldn’t take him all into her mouth. He was much too big for that, so she put both hands to use on that massive werewolf cock and bobbed on the first few inches. Slurping louder. Moaning around him.

She was so intent on what she was doing that she missed the signs that Hunter was nearing his peak. His soft growls. The slight movement of his hips. She was making love to his cock with her eager teenage mouth and didn’t stop to think what would happen when he reached his climax.

Hunter’s clawed hands suddenly grasped Marilyn’s head and he thrust his cock deeper into her mouth. She gurgled in surprise, fighting to keep from gagging as the beastly head of his cock thrust into her throat. Hunter howled, lost in his pleasure, and fucked her mouth with intense, deep strokes. His cock gave a powerful pump and suddenly Marilyn’s throat was filled with the hot, thick, salty spurt of Hunter’s cum. She swallowed hard around his throbbing length, kissing the bulge of his knot as he emptied his load down her throat. Her eyes watered, her stomach rebelled, but she held strong as she took his hot, filthy lupine load.

“Mmmmhhhnnnnnn,” moaned Marilyn as Hunter’s thrusts slowed. Despite the discomfort and the near-gagging, being face-fucked by the big furry beast was hot. Her pussy felt like it was on fire and her panties were soaked. It was the dirtiest thing she had ever done, and she wanted more.

Luckily for Marilyn, Hunter had only just begun.

He pulled his huge cock from her throat and left her gasping and coughing, cum overflowing her chin. He leaned his huge muzzle down and began to lick her face. Sniffing and snuffling and lapping at her cheek. Licking away her tears like an excited dog. She began to kiss him back. It was a strange, taboo feeling, but she began to kiss his long, soft tongue and felt his furry muzzle against her lips.

Hunter’s clawed hands almost gently undressed her. He yanked and pulled, not too concerned about buttons or laces, but making an obvious effort not to rip her clothes.

“Mmmmm, it’s okay,” gasped Marilyn, too horny to wait. “You can rip them.”

He growled, his yellow eyes flashing in the moonlight as he tore her clothes to shreds and exposed her big, soft tits and her toned and slender body. His hot tongue lapped at her heaving breasts and tasted her straining nipples. He licked lower, pressing apart her legs and lapping at the hot seam of her cunt. Sniffing and licking at her ass. Making her shudder with shameful pleasure as that warm, wet, velvety tongue wiped again and again between her cheeks and over her cunt.

It was such a thrillingly dirty feeling, so intensely wrong, that she could not hold back. She bucked against his furry muzzle and hot, lashing tongue. She came against him, holding onto the furry wedge of his head and bucking her hips. Her nectar licked clean as it flowed from her quivering cunny.

“Ohhhhhh, fuck, so good,” she moaned, arching in the grass and jerking her hips against him.

Hunter’s head lifted from her trembling twat and the big, furry brute climbed atop her. This was no doggystyle fuck. This was an intense and surprisingly tender fuck. He pushed her legs back and bared her pussy as he used only his hips to guide his cock to her soaking slit. She gasped as he eased his throbbing cock into her slowly, her breath taken by the intense pleasure of being filled by werewolf cock.

He looked down at her, tongue lolling from his jaws as he began to thrust into her pussy. Slow at first, then faster. His knot beating against her clit, gradually forcing it way into her tight teenage cunt. Stretching her around him. Filling her like no man had ever filled her before. Until his full cock was inside her.

Knotted, she realized with a taboo thrill.

“Oh my god,” she cried, holding his furry hips. “I’m cumming… cumming again! AHHHHH!”

She threw back her head in ecstasy as his knot at last completely pushed into her pussy. The spasms of her climax gripped and squeezed that hot, throbbing bulge. Hunter leaned over her. Panting and licking her face as he drove deep.

“Cum!” she gasped, still in the throes of her orgasm. “Cum with me! Cum… cum inside me!”

Hunter obeyed like a good boy, his cock jerking and pumping and unleashing a massive load of cum deep into Marilyn’s trembling cunt. She threw her arms around his neck and pulled closer. Kissing him passionately and taking his tongue into her mouth as her pussy rippled around his spurting cock. The sensation of being stretched and plugged by his knot was incredible. And he just kept cumming. Each time she was sure he was done, his thrusts slowing, he would begin again. Stroking and spurting into her until his load was oozing out around his knot.

It had never been so good for her before. No boy had ever satisfied her like this. Hunter seemed ready to fuck her all night and Marilyn was ready for him.

It was almost morning when Marilyn and Hunter finally came walking into camp. Their hair mussed and stuck with twigs. Their expressions glazed with pleasure. They were mostly naked, with only the few scraps of clothing they had each recovered on their way out of the woods. They held hands as dawn began to lighten the horizon.

“I still can’t believe you tricked me,” he said, looking over at her as they approached the quiet camp. “I mean, I don’t know… I might’ve done it if you had asked me.”

“That’s what I told Becca,” said Marilyn. “But she wanted it to be real.”

“Real dangerous,” said Hunter. “I might’ve killed one of you girls. Although with Becca… I guess that might’ve been okay.”

“Don’t even say it after that weirdo came at me with a knife,” said Marilyn. “But you saved me, Hunter.”

She leaned over and gave him a peck on the cheek. He was cute and shy in his human form, but she thought she could see traces of the exciting beast that lurked within him.

“You’re all I wanted,” said Hunter, squeezing Marilyn’s hands. “And at least now I can be myself around you and the others.”


1.6

Girls Just Want to Have Fun

Hunter

“So you wanted a big bad wolf? Did your fantasies come true?” Hunter stared down Becca, Wendy, Zoey, and Rosa. Marilyn stood at his side with her arms folded across her chest.

“It wasn’t like that,” said Wendy. “We just wanted to have fun.”

“Shut up, Wendy,” said Becca. “Because it totally was like that. You’re a werewolf, Hunter. Just like Jacob and Dylan from the Wolf Brothers books.”

“Oh, god, they’re hunks,” admitted Rosa.

Zoey agreed, “So hot when they throw Vanessa down in the woods and… well…”

Hunter frowned. This wasn’t going quite like he’d hoped. The cheer squad hardly seemed to have learned their lesson.

“It was sooo hot,” said Becca. “Don’t act like you didn’t like it, Hunter.”

“You took advantage of him,” said Marilyn.

“So did you,” said Wendy.

“Look, it’s not me I’m worried about here,” said Hunter. “I came out here willingly. I hoped that maybe, you know, I might hook up with Marilyn. But… you don’t understand about the werewolf. This isn’t some movie or book. I might’ve killed you or seriously hurt you.”

“Mmmmmm, but you didn’t,” said Wendy, reaching out with a shapely leg and rubbing her bare foot against the front of Hunter’s shredded pants.

He grunted and stepped out of her reach. Wendy giggled and her laughter spread to Zoey and Rosa. Only Becca remained unaffected, a tight smile on her lips and her arms crossed over her large breasts in a mirror of what Marilyn was doing.

“You know, we can stay tomorrow night too,” teased Wendy. “Now that we’re all on the same page, we can like… have fun.”

“Like a monster movie,” suggested Zoey.

“Only safer,” added Rosa.

“What does your princess there say about it?” asked Becca. “Is she going to let you off your leash and share you with us or is she going to keep you staked in her yard?”

“This is a bad idea,” said Marilyn. “Even if Hunter can control himself, there is a real psycho out there in the woods. Not to mention some sort of slimy fish creature in the lake.”

“The lake guy is harmless,” said Hunter. “But Marilyn is right. There’s a knife-wielding maniac in the woods.”

“Then you’ll just have to protect us from the real danger, Hunter,” said Becca, rising to her feet and approaching Hunter with her eyes locked on his. “Because we’re staying another night. And we want to have fun. With you.”

Hunter couldn’t back up anymore with the campfire right behind him. He was trapped as Becca laced her arms around his neck, leaned up, and planted a kiss on his lips. He tensed and looked guiltily sideways at Marilyn. His lips tight for a moment, but his resistance melting as Becca pressed her shapely body to his. Before he could think with his brain instead of his libido, he was kissing her back, making out with Becca right in front of Marilyn. His cock getting harder by the moment.

Becca pulled back suddenly, giggling as Hunter’s lips tried to follow her.

“Looks like the beast is waking up,” she said, gesturing at the obvious bulge in Hunter’s jeans. “What do you say, Marilyn? Are you going to share him?”

Marilyn looked to Hunter. He felt his face go hot with embarrassment and shrugged sheepishly.

“I mean, I think I can keep myself under some sort of control,” he said.

Marilyn sighed.

“Oh, alright, one more night,” she said. Just as the girls were starting to cheer, Marilyn turned on Becca and jabbed a finger against her breasts. “But after this campout, you leave him alone. He’s not some toy for your games. He’s… he’s my boyfriend.”

“Really?” said Hunter and just about everyone else around the campfire echoed the word.

“Yeah, really,” said Marilyn and she planted a scorching hot kiss on Hunter’s lips. Hotter than even Becca’s kiss. Hunter kissed her back without reservation, eagerly tongue-to-tongue with his hot new girlfriend. She broke the kiss to add, “Now let’s get some rest while the sun is out, because it’s going to be a long night.”

But Hunter didn’t get much sleep during the day.

It was hard with the sun out, birds singing, and zipped into a sleeping bag with Marilyn. Her firm, round ass pressing back against him as he wrapped her in his arms. She made sweet little sounds while she was sleeping and that just made his cock even harder. She finally woke up at one point, turning to face him and kissing him. He didn’t care that there were other people in the cabin with them. He shifted closer to her, drawing her panties aside as she wrapped her soft hand around his cock and guided him to her hot little pussy.

They fucked on their sides, facing each other, one of Marilyn’s legs over his hip as he rocked forward and worked his stiff cock in and out of her tight folds. He had one hand under her tank top, kissing her, gasping with pleasure into her lips as he caressed and squeezed the soft warmth of her breast.

“Oh, fuck, Hunter,” she moaned. “Your human cock… feels so fucking good.”

“As good as the werewolf?” he grunted.

“Mmmmmm, not quite,” she admitted. “But they both have… their incredible qualities.”

He kissed her again and thrust harder into her depths. She moaned against his lips, her tongue sliding against his as she tightened around him. He felt the tremors of her orgasm clutching against his hardness. He couldn’t hold back. He let her cum as much as he could stand and then he reached between them, pulling out his cock into his hand and stroking himself with his tip against the soft lips of her cunt.

“Ohhhh fuck, no, not like that,” moaned Marilyn, reaching inside the sleeping bag. “Put it back inside me.”

She met his eyes as she drew his hardness back into her pussy. Hunter couldn’t hold out. The moment her heat enveloped him again he let loose with a hot, throbbing climax. His cum jetting into Marilyn’s pussy. His kiss desperately against her lips as he filled her with his hot load.

He finally got a little sleep after that. Their bodies still intwined. His cock softening inside her creamy cunt as he slipped off to rest.

It seemed only moments later that he was being roused from the sleeping bag by Marilyn and Becca. Dusk was gathering on the horizon and a fresh campfire had been lit. The girls were waiting, hungry looks on their faces. They wanted the beast, and it was time to give them their fantasies.

“The only rule,” said Hunter, “is don’t tease me. If I lose all control something really bad might happen.”

“We want it to be rough and scary,” said Wendy.

“We want the beast,” added Becca, looking Hunter up and down. “Not this.”

“You’ll get the beast,” said Hunter, taking off his t-shirt and handing it to Marilyn. “Now you had all better run as fast as you can, because I’m going to catch you. And I’m going to… fuck you.”

He growled as he dropped to all fours beside the campfire. As he kicked off his shorts, he let the transformation begin. He could feel Marilyn watching him, clearly disgusted by the breaking bones, and stretching sinews, but unable to look away as her weirdo boyfriend became the werewolf of the cheer squad’s fantasies.

Wendy

Wendy didn’t make it far from the campground. She wasn’t quite as fast as the others, and she also wanted to be caught. She was breathing heavily, waiting for Hunter, and she turned just in time to see him come bounding out of the woods. He growled and stared her down with his hungry yellow eyes.

“Oh, no, not the werewolf. I’ll do anything if you’ll spare me.” Wendy pulled her bra and tank top beneath her fat tits, squeezing them with the overstretched material. She slid down to her knees and cradled her tits in her hands. “I’ll even… suck your big werewolf cock.”

With a lusty snarl, Hunter launched himself at Wendy. The curvy redheaded was bowled over by the impact, the air knocked from her lungs as she tried desperately to get her hands wrapped around his big, red beast cock.

But the beast wasn’t interested in being pleasured by the horny slut. He grabbed Wendy’s head in his clawed hands and thrusts his massive monster cock straight into her mouth and down Wendy’s throat. She gurgled in surprise, bucking beneath his furry body as he hunched over and began to roughly fuck her face.

Wendy’s throat bulged and tears of discomfort streamed from her eyes as the werewolf spanked her chin with his furry balls. Wendy never would have let one of her boyfriends treat her like that. Not even when she dated Kenny on the basketball team with that magnificent, huge black cock of his. But there was no stopping the werewolf. He was a force of primal lust. And that made it so fucking hot.

She gurgled submissively as she was being throatfucked by the beast. One hand sliding down into her panties to plunder her pussy as the furry beast fucked her mouth and down her neck.

“AWWWOOOOOOO!” howled the werewolf, throwing back his head to the moon and letting loose with a hot load of cum straight down Wendy’s throat. It was all the redheaded cheerleader could do to keep it from flowing back up her throat and out her nose. She gulped again and again as the knot stretched her jaws and the thick cock pulsed and pumped down her raw throat. Her tummy was filled with the hot, slick broth of the werewolf’s beastly balls.

He pulled out and she gagged and spit cum onto the grass. The beast was already gone by the time she had recovered, but Wendy stayed in that same spot, used and filthy, fingering her hot twat in search of a cum-drenched climax.

Zoey

Zoey’s pierced nipples with their little barbels were always stiff because of the piercings, but they were so hard they hurt as she ran through the forest. Her staining buds rubbed against her tight tank. No bra to restrain her perky tits. Only shorts to cover her firm little ass. She was running, but she wanted to be caught. Wanted it so bad that as she heard the wolf howling behind her, she slowed down.

When she heard him crashing through the forest, she stopped. Froze. Pressed her back to a tree as the huge, dark werewolf came loping out from among the trees.

“G-good boy,” she said, holding up a hand to appease him. “No need to be rough. I’ll… I’ll do whatever you want.”

He growled and padded closer, dropping to all fours but still almost even with Zoey’s face. She could see his red cock bouncing beneath his furry abdomen. Milky spunk dribbling out of his tip and his knot fully engorged. Wendy had been behind her. Had he already fucked her?

Zoey stopped worrying about Wendy’s fate as the werewolf that had been Hunter strode closer and sniffed at her.

“Oh fuck,” murmured Zoey, fighting the urge to run from the beast. “Don’t… don’t be too rough, okay?”

There was no negotiating with a wild werewolf. Hunter charged at her and seized her throat in his jaws. He threw her to the ground and tore away her tight tank top. He slashed again with his clawed fingers and ripped the shorts down her legs, tearing them away from her hot mound. He let go of her throat, his teeth leaving marks but not drawing blood. He stood over her as she moaned with fear and looked away from his savage face.

She wanted to scream, but she couldn’t make a sound. Her throat just wasn’t working.

The beast’s muzzle sniffed her neck and her breasts. His warm, soft tongue lashed her pierced nipples and sent perverse pulses of pleasure down to her clit. His teeth grazed her buds and dragged against her heaving breasts. His snorting muzzle moved lower and Zoey instinctively parted her thighs to him. That cold nose pressed to her sex and breathed deeply of her scent. She was shocked as his tongue lapped at her cunt and then her ass. Teasing her and awakening her desire.

His rough hands grabbed her legs and he rose above her. His mighty red cock slapped atop her abdomen. He drew back and thrust into her hot cove and she wailed as pleasure took her body. Ecstasy gripped at his cock in his first thrust and her pleasure grew as he forced his knot into her pussy.

She sunk her fingers into his fur, head bouncing, tits shuddering as he fucked her hard and deep. One orgasm became two and then three. Her walls gripping and squeezing him until the mighty beast let out a howl that tore the night sky. She felt his cum pouring into her and it sent Zoey crashing into a fourth climax. She bucked her hips and pushed against him, taking his werewolf jizz like a hot vampire girl at a Monster Mash.

He pulled free of her pussy with a lewd slurp, his cock thumping against her thigh and cum leaking from her stretched cunt as Hunter bounded off into the night. Rosa whimpered, reached down, and played her fingers through the spunk pouring out of her gaping gash. Her body arched upon the grass and her pale breasts thrust against the summery night air.

Rosa

Rosa ran until she could not run anymore. She had been certain that she wanted to be fucked by the werewolf when everyone had started running, but after hearing Zoey screaming in the distance and the wolf howling with pleasure, she wasn’t so sure anymore. She saw an old, abandoned ranger’s station and ran for it. She pushed open the graffiti covered door and tumbled onto a dusty old cot.

She heard another howl pierce the night. It seemed much closer than before.

“It’s just Hunter,” she told herself. “Oh, God, please. Forgive me. I don’t want to do this.”

She held her crucifix in her hand, kissing it and praying to God that the werewolf would go find somebody else.

“The other girls wanted it… I just want to be good. I promise. I’ll never have sex before marriage again. I’ll vote for a third term Ronald Reagan, and I’ll never think of licking a girl or… or…”

Her words trailed off as she heard the pad off animal feet outside the dusty old cabin. A shadow fell through a window and spilled across the floor of the cabin. The shape of a huge wolf silhouetted by the moonlight.

“Noooo,” whispered Rosa, the word escaping her lips in a trembling rush of breath.

The werewolf entered the cabin on all fours. He pushed open the door with his nose and his yellow eyes blazed in the darkness as he stared down Rosa. She cringed atop the bunk, holding up her crucifix like it might protect her.

“Please,” she moaned, her heart hammering in her chest. Her knees drawn up and her face hidden behind them. There was nowhere to run. No way out as the werewolf loped towards her. He licked his chops and Rosa whimpered at the sight of those huge, white teeth.

But Hunter did not assault her like a beast. He climbed onto the bunk and nudged her back. He sniffed and licked at her face, his soft tongue dragging across her lips until she unconsciously parted them. His tongue was in her mouth. Working against hers in a strange, bestial kiss.

He sat back on his haunches, his red cock sticking up from his furry loins. He looked at her, panting, and Rosa nodded with agreement. She stripped her sweatshirt and t-shirt off and unbuckled her bra. Her breasts were creamy brown with darker tan nipples sticking up with her arousal. She wiggled out of her jeans, some of her fear returning as she covered her mound with one hand and felt the damp heat beneath her fingers.

I’m turned on by this thing, she realized.

That was enough of an admission to make the next part much easier. As the werewolf eased his big, furry body atop her and parted her thighs. He teased his cock at her entrance, then slid it slowly into her pussy. She cried out with pleasure, unable to deny it. She hung her arms around his great furry neck and moved beneath him as he began to fuck her. His cock felt huge. Amazing, but huge. His knot working its way past her dark tan cuntlips and into clutching pussy.

“Ohhhhhh, God, forgive me, it feels so… so fucking good!”

“Awwooo!” agreed Hunter, rutting into her faster.

Rosa gave herself over to the pleasure, cumming hard on the beastly knot before turning over onto her hands and knees and throwing her firm bottom back against Hunter’s dark, furry underside. His cock plowing into her pussy. His huge arms holding her shoulders as he humped away at her luscious rear. His cock drilling deep into her cunt until she howled with him in mutual pleasure.

He filled her innocent Latina pussy to overflowing with his hot, werewolf spunk. Her pussy sucking out spurt after spurt like a hungry mouth. So eager for his thick, oily wolf cum. Trembling with pleasure as Rosa came with the werewolf’s might eruption.

She didn’t know if God could ever forgive her, but it felt so fucking good she could learn to forgive herself.


1.7

Dancing in the Dark

Becca

Becca was beyond annoyed. The fit blonde had gone to all the trouble of donning her string bikini and posing on the beach beneath the moonlight only to be ignored in favor of Wendy, Rosa, and Zoey. She could hear all three of them getting loudly “taken down” by Hunter as the werewolf rampaged through the woods.

Becca sighed and rolled onto her side, her nipples stiff beneath the crimson top of her string bikini and gooseflesh starting to creep onto her arms in the surprisingly chilly breeze. She watched the moonlight on the rippling surface of the lake and thought she might fall asleep.

“Maybe that lake monster will come and fuck me,” she muttered to herself, running a hand between her slender thighs and pressing two fingers against the softness of her cunt through her bikini.

She felt a warm flutter of pleasure and pressed a little harder. Her fingers started to move with a familiar steady rhythm. One she had experienced late at night in her bed or alone in her shower many times. Thinking of cute boys or even, once or twice, cute girls. But this was different. She was picturing that big, furry beast bending her over and tearing off her bikini. His wolfy snout shoved into the crack of her ass. His breath hot and his tongue hotter.

“Nnnnno,” she moaned, jerking her hand away. “I’m not diddling myself tonight. That’s not the deal.”

“Good to know,” chuckled a voice behind her.

Becca jerked onto her back, her breasts jiggling with the sudden motion. Marilyn was crossing the small strip of beach between the woods and the lake. She had her blonde hair pulled back in a tight ponytail and was wearing workout shorts and a tank top that seemed a bit sheer in the moonlight. Becca grimaced with annoyance at Marilyn’s arrival.

“I suppose you were first,” said Becca, sitting up and propping her upper body on her elbows. “Your furry boytoy panting and eager to hump away at your firm little butt.”

Becca glanced over at Marilyn’s peachy bottom in her tight shorts.

“Oh, no, I’m last on his list tonight,” said Marilyn, crouching down beside Becca in a way that made her shorts almost disappear between her cheeks. She toyed with a stick in the sand. “The animal takes over, you know? He warned me it would be first come, first serve.”

“It sounded like there was a lot of serving and cumming,” said Becca, looking in the direction of the woods.

“Yeah, almost enough to make a girl jealous.” Marilyn tossed the stick away. “Maybe we need to get his attention.”

“What were you thinking?” asked Becca, raising a perfectly manicured eyebrow.

“Let’s generate a little heat,” said Marilyn, rising to her feet and offering Becca a hand up.

It took a few minutes to gather fallen branches and sticks from the edge of the woods. They piled them up on the beach made of hauled-in sand. Becca was pretty sure that bonfires on the beach were strictly forbidden but didn’t exactly care at the moment. She worked up a good sweat hauling brush to burn and so did Marilyn.

With a little effort and a lighter, they soon kindled a decent-sized bonfire on the beach. Golden light painted their bodies and their shadows danced across the beach.

Becca leaned on Marilyn’s shoulder.

“Not a bad idea,” she admitted. “That will definitely get his attention.”

Marilyn looked over at her and smiled. Becca couldn’t help but notice the way Marilyn looked first into her eyes and then down at her smile. Like she was waiting for something to happen.

“Yeah,” whispered Marilyn.

“Hey,” said Becca, a naughty idea occurring to her, “remember that time we went to cheer camp in San Diego? That night where they had that big bonfire and started singing all those stupid songs?”

“Yeah, I think they played Kumbaya three times,” said Marilyn, but there was a definite color blooming in her cheeks. Becca could see it by the firelight.

“And me and you went around to the other side of the fire so we could escape and talk,” said Becca, looking down a little at Marilyn’s plump lips.

“I seem to remember, we did more than talk,” said Marilyn, her voice lower and huskier.

“Yeah, we did a couple things that could have gotten us into big trouble,” chuckled Becca, sliding an arm around Marilyn’s back and drawing the slender blonde closer. “I mean, a little kissing is one thing, but I seem to remember… mmmm… I had my hand down your shorts.”

Becca brought her lips closer to Marilyn’s. She spoke at a whisper as she ran her other hand down the flat of Marilyn’s toned tummy and to the waistband of her shorts.

“I think… think my hand was down your shorts too,” replied Marilyn, her lips so close they brushed against Becca’s as she spoke.

“I never asked you,” whispered Becca. “Did you… cum?”

As she asked that question, she thrust her hand down into Marilyn’s shorts and pressed a searing kiss to Marilyn’s lips. Becca felt the heat of Marilyn’s trimmed cunt beneath her fingers and sought the little bud of her clit. She massaged it forcefully enough to shock Marilyn and make the bottle blonde’s body stiffen, but then Marilyn seemed to melt into Becca’s kiss. Her lips opening. Her tongue inviting Becca’s tongue. Her hips jerking as she thrust herself against Becca’s fingers.

Becca was relentless. She brought Marilyn down to the sandy ground and broke their kiss to peel off Marilyn’s shirt.

“Becca,” gasped Marilyn, stroking Becca’s head as Becca bent her face to Marilyn’s pert breasts and began kissing them and licking Becca’s brown nipples.

Becca sucked one of Marilyn’s perky tits as she thrust two fingers into Marilyn’s hot cove. At one time or another, Becca had fooled around with all of the cheerleaders in her squad. She didn’t consider herself a lesbian, not even close, but she wasn’t shy about having some fun. She liked the sounds these girls made and Marilyn was no exception. She practically vibrated with pleasure as Becca sucked her tits and fucked her with two practiced fingers.

“That’s it,” said Becca, kneeling beside Marilyn and forcefully pumping her fingers into Marilyn’s hot, tight little pussy. “I want you to cum for me. Right now. Cum for me you little wolf slut.”

“OhhhhHHHHHhHhh fuUUUUCK!” cried Marilyn, bucking her hips and clinging to Becca. “Ohhhh, god, it feels… FUCK!”

There was no need for Becca to ask if Marilyn was cumming. The little slut was bucking hard and her pussy was practically squeezing the life out of Becca’s fingers. Becca watched the agonizing pleasure on Marilyn’s face. The intense contortion slowly relaxing as the spasms receded.

Becca eased her fingers out of Marilyn’s pussy and held them up so she could see the plentiful nectar glistening on her digits by the light of the bonfire. She thought about tasting it. Wondered if it was sweet like honey. Instead of sticking out her tongue, she held her hand down to Marilyn.

“Clean it off,” she said.

Marilyn’s eyes were lidded with pleasure. Her face flushed. She looked up at Becca and let her tongue creep out and taste her own cum. Becca pushed her fingers into Marilyn’s mouth and Marilyn sucked them and licked them clean. Marilyn kept her eyes on Becca, sucking those fingers almost like she was sucking a cock.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Marilyn and Becca knew what she wanted.

“You want to taste some more?” asked Becca, reaching her free hand to the string on the side of her bikini. “You want to taste mine?”

Marilyn

“Yessss,” moaned Marilyn, lifting her head and sitting up as she watched Becca taking off her bikini.

Marilyn could hardly believe she said it, but she couldn’t deny how badly she wanted it. She liked the way Becca had so forcefully taken control and she wanted another taste of that. She wanted to be told what to do.

And Becca wasn’t shy about telling her. The hot blonde captain of the cheerleading squad was used to be in charge. She stood up and yanked away her bikini bottoms. There were gorgeous contrasting tan lines on Becca. She clearly liked to get sun in her bikini. Her white-framed nipples and mound light against the golden color of her skin. Marilyn was drawn to that bewitching perfection. She crawled closer, looking up at Becca as Becca reached down and cradled Marilyn’s head.

“Have you done this before?” asked Becca.

“No,” admitted Marilyn. “The furthest I’ve gone is… that campfire. And just now.”

“But you know what to do though, right?” asked Becca, raising an eyebrow and pulling Marilyn’s face closer to that neatly trimmed little pussy.

“Yeah,” admitted Marilyn, looking from Becca’s pale green eyes to the tiny golden triangle of hair and the pink lips of Becca’s delicate cunt. It wasn’t like Marilyn hadn’t seen it before, but never this close. Never thinking about tasting it.

The slightest pressure from Becca’s hand was all it took to draw Marilyn closer. She braced her hands on Becca’s thighs and leaned in to breathe the scent of sex. To taste the first sweet dew on Becca’s folds. To lick the first pussy she had ever licked. Her tongue traced the length of Becca’s steamy slit and up again. Tasting the swell of sweetness. Feeling the bud of Becca’s clit.

Marilyn licked there, knowing how good it felt when a boy did that to her. Kissing it. Sucking it a little. But mostly licking.

“That’s it,” gasped Becca, tightening her fingers on Marilyn’s head. “Give me an S. Give me a U. Give me a C. Give me a K. Ohhhhhh, that’s it. Spell it just like that.”

Marilyn was so lost in the act of pleasuring her friend that she didn’t hear Hunter approaching until he was almost right on top of them. By then, it was too late to stop what happened next.

Hunter

Hunter and the beast were in agreement. He was the beast in full rut, aware of who and what he was, but uninterested in holding back. He smelled two girls. Familiar. Eager. Marilyn and Becca. Marilyn on her knees and nuzzling the cunt of the taller captain of the cheerleading squad. Hunter burst from the woods at a charge, his tongue lolling from his mouth as he ran on all fours towards them. His red cock bouncing beneath his furry body and still dripping with spunk from his latest conquest.

Becca had just enough time to cry out before Hunter slammed into her and bore her down to the sand by the light of the bonfire. She yelled something and then he saw a flash of a smile. That was all the permission his beastly mind needed. He grabbed Becca’s ankles and spread her legs wide. His cock was inside that tight, juicy cunt with a single thrust. His furry balls battering her little pink asshole as he slammed down to the knot into her pussy.

She was wailing with pleasure as Marilyn moved beside Hunter. He snarled at her, thinking she was trying to stop him, but then she clung to his body. He turned his head to the side and pressed a slobbering kiss to her lips. His tongue thrusting and tasting the sweetness of girlcum on Marilyn’s lips. His huge cock hammering into Becca as he made out with Marilyn.

The sounds of their pleasure brought the other girls. Wendy, Rosa, and Zoey came limping out of the forest and approached the wild scene of Hunter fucking Marilyn and Becca at the same time. Marilyn and Becca were passionately kissing as Hunter moved between them, humping them both from behind and stretching their little cunts with his knot.

The sight gave permission to Rosa and Zoey to let their lesbian lust loose and soon they were 69ing right there beside the fire, tonguing their creamy cunts in full view of everyone else. Wendy, never shy about her desires, moved closer to Hunter, and began brazenly fingering her snatch with almost her whole hand. She had her soft tits popped out of her top and was pulling at her nipples with one hand as she fucked herself hard and deep with the fingers of her other hand.

Hunter snarled with furious lust. The sight of so many hot young women in the throes of pleasure sent him over the edge as he was pounding his cock into Becca’s hot cunt.

“AWWWWOOOOOOOooooOOO!” he howled, knotting deep inside Becca’s cunt and unleashing pump after pump of his hot puppy paste. Becca wailed with mutual pleasure, thrusting herself onto his cock, skewering her pussy as he took her from behind.

When he finally pulled his cock out, Marilyn’s mouth was right there to clean it off. She sucked him wantonly, like a real slut, and then leaned down to tongue his raunchy wolf cream from Becca’s overflowing pussy. Hunter’s beastly lust was undiminished. He snarled and threw Marilyn down on her back, climbing between her legs and slamming his cock into her pussy.

He was rutting into her when he smelled something strange. Something wet and amphibian.

Hunter’s thrusts slowed as the creature came staggering out of the water. It was hideous. The greenish-black Creature from Tawny Lake looked at the orgy happening beside the bonfire and a gruesome pink cock with strange ridges rose from its scaly loins. It let out a low croaking sound, somewhere between a bullfrog and a scream.

The girls froze and stared in shock at the creature wading slowly out of the water. But Hunter understood the creature’s cry. It was horny and their rutting by the lake had inflamed its lust to an almost painful degree. It also said its name was Dwayne.

Hunter roared at it in a bestial language that the creature could understand. He told it there was enough to go around. That it couldn’t take any of the girls back to its lair, but it could have as much fun there by the fire as it liked.

Dwayne, the Creature from Tawny Lake, croaked his gratitude and singled out Wendy for his lust. Her eyes went wide as he approached and reached for her soft tits with his webbed hands. Her cries of protest turned to laughs of pleasure as he sunk his big, pink cock deep into her hot cunt. Hunter had to admit, Dwayne’s cock seemed even bigger than his, although the girls did not go quite as wild for the slimy fish man as they did when Hunter was fucking.

In the heat of full rut, both monsters took their turns with every girl. Well, every girl except Marilyn. She was on her hands and knees, dripping with cum after being fucked a third time by Hunter, when Dwayne tried to take a turn with her cream crammed cunt. He grabbed her hips and guided his cock to her dripping entrance. Before Dwayne could slide inside, Hunter realized what was happening and pulled his cock away from Zoey and Rosa sharing him with a double blowjob. He leapt on Dwayne, knocking him to the ground and snarling furiously.

Dwayne could understand the message, whimpering and retreating towards Zoey and Rosa. They offered him the same hospitality they had been giving to Hunter, slavishly slurping Dwayne’s amphibian fuckpole as Hunter turned his full attention to Marilyn.

He sniffed her well used cunt and could only smell himself there.

“It’s alright,” gasped Marilyn. “I didn’t want him, I was just going along with the party. Let me… let me make it up to you.”

Hunter rocked back on his knees as Marilyn lowered her face to his cock and began licking him and sucking him adoringly. She couldn’t deepthroat him like Wendy had proven capable, but she more than made up for her deficiency with true love. Kissing his cock and hugging it against her face and neck. Tonguing his knot. Sucking his tip while both hands massaged his length.

He felt his pleasure rising for what must have been nearly the twentieth time that night. He glanced over at Dwayne, rutting into Zoey’s cunt while making out with Rosa, and Wendy and Becca fingering each other and making out. Hunter knew he was in heaven. It couldn’t get any better than this.

Hunter’s beastly pleasure exploded from his cock in thick ropes of hot cum that Marilyn eagerly swallowed. She sucked hard, draining his lust as he howled loudly with his release.

So loud that he couldn’t hear the person creeping at the edge of the woods. The madman watching them, waiting, and, yes, jerking off a little bit.


1.8

Sweet Dreams (Are Made of This)

Hunter

“This one should have been an easy win for the Spartans, but their heart just didn’t seem to be in the game,” said one of the announcers over the radio.

“Those cheerleaders were looking worn out before the game even started,” agreed the other announcer. “Final score is 17 to 10. Peach Valley High, with three wins going into tonight’s game, gives up its first loss of the season to the 0 and 3 Pine Grove Pirates.”

Hunter switched off the radio in his van as the fans began to file out of the stadium. Wendy was the first of the cheerleaders to exit. She was arguing with her hunky boyfriend Brent and as Hunter watched the slutty redhead shrugged out of his letter jacket and let it fall to the ground. She jabbed a finger into Brent’s chest so hard that it made her big, soft tits jiggle in her tight cheerleader sweater.

Hunter couldn’t hear what she was saying, but it looked like it really hurt Brent. He stood there in disbelief, holding his discarded letter jacket as Wendy went bouncing out into the parking lot to a very rusty and delipidated Oldsmobile. The windows were tinted, so Hunter couldn’t see the driver. Wendy climbed into the passenger seat and the rusty car pulled away with a screech of tires.

Before Hunter could get too invested in Wendy’s drama, he spotted Marilyn coming out of the game. She was saying a polite but firm goodbye to one of the football players before she cast her gaze in Hunter’s direction. Her cheeks colored and she smiled in a way that made Hunter’s heart beat a little faster. He couldn’t believe this gorgeous cheerleader was his girlfriend, but ever since that long weekend at Camp Tawny Lake they had been a couple.

She practically came skipping across the parking lot to Hunter’s van. She climbed into the seat beside him, laughing and sweaty from cheerleading as she threw her arms around his shoulders. Her smell, perfume and deodorant, sweat and a hint of sex, nearly awakened the beast within him. He growled and kissed her and hugged her tighter.

“Oooh, getting excited already?” she giggled. “Did you see any of the game?”

“Sorry,” said Hunter. “I listened to what I could on the radio, but I had to help my dad and my brothers with, uh, a family thing.”

“A werewolf thing?” asked Marilyn, raising an eyebrow.

“Maybe,” said Hunter, still not comfortable talking about his secret heritage, even with Marilyn. “But it sounded like, uh, the game didn’t go too well.”

“We were distracted thinking about you,” laughed Marilyn. “It’s no big deal. Early in the season still, so they can make it up later.”

“As long as you girls get back in the team spirit,” said Hunter. “Going back to Camp Tawny Lake with me this weekend probably isn’t going to help for next week’s game.”

“Au contraire,” said Marilyn, hanging from him as he began to pull his old van out of the lot. “We have a ‘bye’ week next week, so I’m free to camp my heart out with you.”

“Oh, really, you want me to camp your heart out?” Hunter glanced over at her, managing a scruffy smirk.

“Ohhh, fuck yes, camp me bareback, Hunter,” gasped Marilyn, using her sex voice. “Camp inside me.”

“Stop that,” growled Hunter, feeling the beast waking inside him and his cock stirring in his pants.

“Oh, really?” Her hand pressed into his lap and kneaded the bulge in his jeans. “You want me to stop acting like a total, incurable, panting slut for your biiiig, bad, wolf cock? Hard to concentrate on the road? What if I… took this out of your pants?”

Hunter had to avoid swerving as he felt Marilyn’s soft hand close around the thick shaft of his straining cock. His gorgeous cheerleader girlfriend, the girl he’d had a crush on for as long as he could remember, leaned her lips to his ear and her soft, perky tits to his shoulder.

“I might wreck the van if you don’t stop,” said Hunter, trying not to stare down Marilyn’s cheerleader sweater at her cleavage.

“Ohhhh, does the big, bad wolf want me to stop?” she teased, working her hand up and down his cock and using her thumb on his tip.

“No, I didn’t… I just… grrrrrrr,” the growl of frustration that escaped Hunter’s clenched teeth was decidedly lupine. He could feel the beast stirring inside him, which would be a real problem if he transformed while driving down the country highway towards Camp Tawny Lake. There was a deep ditch on either side of the road and no place to pull over. He fought back against the beast, pushing it away from his mind, forcing it into the corners of his body.

“Oh, I think something’s happening,” giggled Marilyn.

Hunter stole a glance down and saw that his efforts to control the werewolf within him had only managed to accelerate the bestial transformation of his cock. Marilyn was gripping the bulging knot at the root of his oversized wolf cock. His human balls had even sprouted a thick pelt of dark hair. Marilyn ran her fingers up and down the throbbing pinkish-red length of his cock, sending a shudder of pleasure through Hunter and producing an ooze of musky precum from his flattened lupine tip.

“Fuck, Marilyn,” he said.

“Yes, Marilyn wants to fuck,” she panted in his ear. “I’ve been thinking about this big cock the whole time I was jumping up in the air and showing off my lonnnnng legs and my perky butt. I need it, Hunter. I need this wolf cock.”

“I’m… I’m driving,” gasped Hunter, trying to keep his eyes focused on the road as she pumped her hand on his straining cock and nibbled at his ear.

“I know, it’s so dangerous,” she giggled into his ear, rubbing those soft tits of hers against his shoulder. “Oh, it’s really leaking. Are you going to cum?”

“I might,” he admitted. “I’m getting closer.”

“Not close enough,” she said as they passed an overgrown old sign for Camp Tawny Lake announcing it 12 miles ahead.

“It’s going to… going to make a mess,” he grunted, trying to fight back the building urge to erupt all over his steering wheel, lap, and Marilyn’s devilish hand.

“Mmmm, don’t worry,” cooed Marilyn, already leaning down to his lap. Her words breathed hotly over the head of his cock as she added, “I’ll take care of it.”

Her mouth engulfed Hunter’s hard red rocket, lips sliding down to kiss his knot and her throat opening up to his bulging tip. He swerved off the road, in among a copse of trees, as his pleasure peaked.

“Ahhhhhh! Grrrr! I can’t stop it! I’m going to cum!” Hunter managed to throw the van into park.

Marilyn laughed around him, sucking his cock like only a cheerleader could ever really suck a cock. Her throat massaging him and her tongue teasing his knot. Spit trickling down around her lips as Hunter gripped the steering wheel with both hands and pumped a hot, gushing load of his werewolf sack syrup straight down Marilyn’s throat. She gagged once, but didn’t stop, nursing and slurping his cock as it jerked and his balls emptied into her tummy.

At last, she lifted her lips from his cock, panting as she dragged the back of her hand across her cum-smeared lips.

“That was… a lot,” she said, breaking into a grin. “You’re a naughty boy.”

“Get your perfect ass in the back of that van and I’ll show you just how naughty.”

“Oh, no,” she said, pushing his hands away. “Let’s get to camp, then we can talk about your bad behavior. And my ass.”

Wendy

“Right there looks like a good spot,” said Wendy, pointing to a level stretch of Tawny Lake’s shore that looked like it could stand up to her boyfriend’s car. The bulky Oldsmobile rumbled up to the water’s edge and her boyfriend killed the engine.

“Ggggrguugglllee,” said Dwayne, his eyes blinking with those totally weird translucent membranes.

“Yeah, I’ll bet you want to go for a swim,” giggled Wendy. “You’re starting to dry out. And stink. But I forgot my bathing suit.”

“Ggguggggrggle?” asked Dwayne.

“Oh, no, I’ll just go skinny dipping,” she said, opening the car door and climbing out. “I hope you don’t mind.”

She kicked off her shoes, peeled off her socks, and stripped away her cheerleading uniform as she made her jiggling, bouncing way to the water. Dwayne was right behind her, admiring her curvy young body with those weird fish eyes of his. He shed the old trench coat he was wearing to hide his fish man body and that big, pink fish man cock already sticking out as he watched Wendy’s curves go bobbing into the water.

“Ooooo! It’s cold!” she cried, wading out to her knees. “Get over here and warm me up!”

Dwayne jumped into the shallow water and disappeared. Wendy saw ripples on the surface as she waded deeper, until the cool waters were just reaching the undersides of her ample teenage tits. She hadn’t been joking about the water being cold. She had goose pimples on her arms and the back of her neck and when she tried to call out to Dwayne her teeth clicked together with the cold.

“D-Dwayne?” she finally managed. “Dwayne, where are you?”

She turned around looking for more ripples. She pushed out deeper into the lake until her toes were just touching the soft bottom and her breasts were rising and falling in and out of the water.

She felt his slimy hands on her legs and almost screamed. His fingers crawling up her thighs like eels. His slimy face pushing between her legs. And then that tongue. Incredible! Slipping and sliding over and into her pussy. Slithering between her plush cheeks and licking her ass.

“Ohhhhhh Dwayne,” she moaned, caught with her legs around his fish man head as he licked and sucked at her cunt. His lips were so strange. She didn’t really like to kiss them, but they felt amazing sucking at her pussy. Her pleasure built like an underwater vortex, pulling her down against his face, making her hips buck beneath the lack and churn the water around her. “That’s it! Ohhhh yes! Your tongue! So fucking good! AHHHH! DWAYNE!”

She howled with ecstasy, her submerged pussy pulsing with pleasure against the fish man’s tongue and sucking lips. Her thighs tensing in his grasp. Her body quivering with the ecstasy of that strange pleasure.

Dwayne gave her a sudden yank, swimming with her wrapped around his head and dragging her down into the water. Her yelp of surprise was submerged and she was pulled deeper and deeper. Dwayne slithered his body between her legs. His cock at her scarlet-thatched cunt. Her eyes wide with fear as he thrust into her.

Wendy’s lungs burned as she looked up at the fish man. Her pussy squeezing in terror around his thrusting cock. She bucked and fought to escape his grasp, but his hands were so strong and his cock felt so incredible. Pounding into her. Driving her to the brink as she was sure she was about to drown.

Bubbles escape her nose and mouth in a howl of terror. Suddenly, she was rising to the surface, her legs wrapped tightly around Dwayne’s slimy body as he swam them both into the air. As she broke the surface with a gasp of breath, she was cumming. The peril and pleasure united in a surge of ecstasy as Dwayne’s fishy fucksauce launched his creamy tadpoles deep into her clutching cunt.

Still gasping for air, but cumming harder than she ever had with any of her human boyfriends, Wendy had to admit that dating a fish man had its advantages.

Becca

Becca heard the twig snap behind her a moment before the werewolf burst from the foliage. He was a snarling beast, with long claws, white fangs, and wild, yellow eyes. His thick grayish-black fur made him seem twice her size as he leapt over a tree stump and came for her. She could not look away from that huge, red cock throbbing with lust as the werewolf landed and charged the last few feet.

“No!” she cried, turning to run. “No! Please! Don’t hurt me!”

Her cries were answered by a mocking snarl as the savage wolf caught her in his claws and bore her down to the forest floor. His jaws tore at her jacket, ripping it from her back. His breath hot and wild as he yanked away her tank top and sports bra. Her soft breasts fell free as he ripped the garments away, turning her over and drooling on her face as his jaws opened in a horrifying snarl. His tongue lapped at her cheek and chin. She tried to scream and his tongue thrust into her mouth.

“Ooohhhh,” moaned Becca. “Mmmmmm.”

She kissed him back, wrapping her arms around his furry neck and swapping spit with the savage beast. His tongue so long and soft as it swirled between her lips. Her tongue inviting more as his huge body pressed atop hers.

“Oh, god, are you going to fucking kill me?” moaned Becca, jerking her hips and rubbing the soft gusset of her shorts against the hot bulge of the werewolf’s cock. “Are you going to pin me down… and… and breed me with that big cock?”

“Don’t worry, Becca!” came a voice from behind the werewolf. “I’m here to save you!”

Marilyn came charging out of the woods dressed in her best monster hunter costume and swinging a baseball bat.

“You’re too early,” shouted Becca. “We haven’t even started fucking yet!”

“I thought you wanted me to come out just as you were starting,” replied Marilyn, lowering the bat.

The werewolf growled with annoyance, looking from Marilyn to Becca.

“Hunter, get off me,” grunted Becca. “I brought some spare clothes and we can start—”

“GRRRRRRR!” The werewolf growled, low and dangerous.

“Get OFF me!” shouted Becca, smacking at Hunter with her fists. “Quite joking around!”

“Uh, I don’t think he’s joking,” said Marilyn.

He wasn’t. The beast that they had encouraged Hunter to become tore away Becca’s shorts and panties. His long tongue lapped at her cunt, but before she could really enjoy the sensation, he grabbed her in his clawed hands and flipped her over. He was on top of her in a second, claws pinning her hips and jaws latching onto her neck as he thrust inside her. His strokes were intense and furious. Bestial rutting that slammed her face down into the grass. She clawed at the earth as the werewolf plundered her pretty pink pussy. His knot forced inside her. His cock throbbing with his lust.

“Hey, get off her, Hunter,” said Marilyn. “You told me not to use this, but I will.”

She cocked the bat back to her shoulder. The werewolf lashed out with a claw, slicing open Marilyn’s top and cutting the straps of her backpack. She recoiled, grabbing at her tattered shirt, and Becca saw drops of blood on Marilyn’s perky tits.

“Hey, careful,” cried Becca, but then her next words were muffled as the werewolf pushed her face into the dirt. He rutted into her with the complete abandon of a beast. There was no game. No Hunter. Just a wild, savage animal and a hot sheath for his hard cock. His knot swelled and Becca howled with pain and pleasure. Her cries smothered in the grass. Her pussy clutching at the werewolf’s huge cock as it pumped and spurted inside her.

But the beast had only just begun. He yanked his knot free of her pussy with a painful slurp. Becca whimpered as she felt cum dripping from her gaping cunny. The werewolf turned its attack on Marilyn and, if anything, it was even more savage. It pinned her face down to the ground, tore off her shorts, and thrust its red cock into her glistening cunt.

Becca was still recovering. As the werewolf howled and drenched the depths of Marilyn’s pussy with his load. He pulled his cock out, grabbed Becca by the hair, and thrust his cock straight into her mouth. She gurgled and tears poured from her eyes as he fucked her face and her gurgling throat. The werewolf stopped short of cumming, turning back to Marilyn just as she tried to get up and guiding his big, red, throbbing cock into Marilyn’s ass.

Becca sputtered and choked. She watched, helpless, as the werewolf knotted Marilyn’s tight backdoor, filling her ass with a huge load of lupine love goo. Becca crawled to Marilyn’s side and embraced her friend.

“So hot,” she laughed, her face flushed and sweaty.

“Oh my god, this is so big in my ass,” whimpered Marilyn. “I had no idea he was going to do that.”

“Well, you wanted a fucking animal and you got… a fucking… animal. That’s why you’re dating him,” giggled Becca, planting a kiss to Marilyn’s lips. Their tongues twisted together as the werewolf resumed its rutting.

Somewhere, deep inside that bundle of fur and fuck-lust, Hunter smiled and let the beast have its way with the two beautiful blondes. 


Epilogue

Wonderful Christmastime

Hunter

“Do you have to make it so… anatomical?” asked Hunter, looking at the snowman as Marilyn applied the finishing touches. The hot, bleached-blonde cheerleader looked sexy in her puffy coat and earmuffs and insulated pink leggings as she leaned over and sculped the snowman’s impressive cock and big balls.

“Why? You getting jealous?” She looked over shoulder as she stroked her hands up and down the snowman’s shaft.

“Maybe a little,” chuckled Hunter. “Oh, now don’t do that!”

Marilyn giggled as she leaned her face down and licked the head of the snowman’s cock, using her tongue to form a little slit in the tip.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, tonguing it a few times while looking at Hunter’s reaction out of the corner of her eyes. “Yummy. Really gets me in that Christmas spirit.”

“Yeah, well, I still need to pick up some of those decorations,” said Hunter, starting towards Marilyn’s family’s huge mountain house.

Their college break together had been like a dream for him. Alone with Marilyn in her rich family’s ski house in the snowy mountains. Nothing to do but make out, fuck, and roast marshmallows in the fire. But Marilyn had decided she needed some proper Christmas decorations to really celebrate the holiday.

Hunter called out to her, “Are you coming with me into town?”

“Sorry, babe,” she said, turning and rubbing her firm ass against the snowman’s huge snow cock. “Gotta get fucked by Frosty. Don’t have time to go shopping for decorations.”

Hunter growled. There was something about that stupid snowman with his corn cob pipe, carrot nose, and button eyes that was annoying. It wasn’t that he resembled a human, except for his giant, well-sculpted cock. His arms were sticks and he didn’t even have legs. But there was something arrogant about his stupid smile.

“I can’t wait for you to melt, buddy,” muttered Hunter, resuming his walk down the mountain towards Marilyn’s house. One last glance up and he saw Marilyn still pantomiming sex with the snowman, bouncing her hips and rocking her butt against his frosty fuckpole. She turned around suddenly and pretended to be taking his snowman cum shot on her face. Hunter growled louder, some of the beast coming out as he resolved to fuck the sassiness out of his hot girlfriend when he got back from the store.

The Snowman

It didn’t happen often. Two or three times a decade at most. It took just the right mixture of holiday cheer, winter magic, and unrestrained, youthful desire. The snow had to be given the shape of a human so that its stick arms could swell with life and its snowy body could develop legs.

He didn’t have a name, but as he became aware of his wintery surroundings, he knew that he was male. His cock was huge and bulging and still tingling with the magic of a young girl’s lust. A smile spread on his fluffy face as he watched the distant shape of the young woman disappear into her house.

The snowman walked slowly at first, his legs short and awkward, but he was going downhill. He made it to the door and curled the sticks of his fingers around the knob. The door creaked open and his snowy feet met the hardwood floor.

Pish-pish-pish…

It was so very warm inside the house. He could feel the first trickle of melt water after only a few seconds indoors. He would have to make this quick. Find the girl and enjoy her while he had the chance. The magic, like his body, could only last so long.

He staggered through the sweltering warmth of the house, finding a snow-flecked coat and snowy boots. There was more. Damp leggings like the kind that the human had been rubbing all over his erection. Panties, still radiating the heat of her body when his snowy foot stepped upon them. A bra, dangling from the back of a chair.

Christmas music started playing in a nearby room. Sleigh Ride. Coming from a machine just up the stairs. The snowman made his way up, listening to the familiar music, but also hearing the human singing along poorly to the tune. He hated it when the humans couldn’t sing. It ruined the whole Christmas mood.

He reached the bedroom and was delighted to see the human dancing around in the buff. Her pale, golden skin was toned and fit, but her breasts were perfectly ample for such a young woman. Her nipples were tan and stiff. Her cunt was fuzzed with a trimmed triangle of dark hair that did not match the platinum blonde of the hair on her head.

The snowman did not care about such details. His arousal was mystical. A force calling him from timeless yule to this eager young slut. He would slake the holiday hunger within her trembling flesh. He would make her cum like she had never cum before.

Pish-pish-pish…

He hurried into the bedroom just as she departed for the adjoining bathroom. She reached into the shower, turning it on and starting to warm it up. The snowman was there to greet her as she turned around.

She stopped, her eyes wide and disbelieving as she stared into the snowman’s button eyes, down the round layers of his body, and to his enormous snowy cock. Then she did something that surprised even the snowman: she began laughing.

“Ohhhh, that’s awesome,” she giggled, covering her mouth with one hand. “How did you do it, Hunter? Is this some of your werewolf magic?”

The snowman was not sure what she meant by werewolf magic. As far as he knew, werewolves were just one of the many stupid myths that the humans believed, not real and extremely horny like living snowmen.

The snowman lunged at the human, wrapping her in his frosty arms and pressing her back into the bathroom. She screamed in shock as the cold snow of his body pressed against her naked teenage curves. Ice against straining nipples. Ice arms against her lower back. Twig-boned ice hands cradling her firm little bottom.

“Ah! You’re so fucking cold! Get off! Ahhhhhh!” She wailed in shock, bucking her hips as the snowman drove his round body between her thighs. His icy cock rubbed at the dark triangle of hair and dragged over the steamy heat of her cunt. The young beauty sucked in a shocked breath as the head of his snow cock teased up and down her tight channel. “Nooooo! Too cold! Stop that! FUUUUCK!”

The snowman’s strength overpowered her struggling arms and pushed her up onto the bathroom counter. She was pinned against the mirror, her legs apart and thighs pressed against the icy shape of the snowman.

“Happy holidayssssss,” rasped the snowman, his charcoal mouth curling into an even more crazed smile. He was going to enjoy plundering this warm-bodied beauty and giving her a Christmas she would never forget.

Marilyn

Marilyn was overwhelmed by what was happening. The shock of realizing that the guy in the snowman costume rubbing his cock against her pussy was not her boyfriend was immediately overwhelmed by the realization that this wasn’t a snowman costume. This guy, cock and all, was made out of snow. And having snow squeezing her, grabbing her, and rubbing at her naked teenage pussy was not a pleasant experience.

At least not at first.

The cold numbed her skin as the snowman groped her and pressed a coal-studded kiss to her lips. She tried to scream and a frosty tongue thrust into her mouth. It was like sucking on an old snow cone and was making a mess of her face. But the snowy kiss was the least of her concerns with that ice-capped cock rubbing at her overheated slit.

“Mmmmmm! Mmmmmm!” she complained, pressing on the snowman’s body and feeling her fingers sink into his painfully cold crust. The numbing cold of his body against hers and the squeezing, frosty fingers were forgotten the moment the snowman plowed that frosty scepter into her depths. Hunter had gone down on her once with an ice cube in his mouth. It had been a little too cold after a minute or two.

This was like getting pounded by a packed snow dildo. It stretched her cunt even wider than Hunter’s wolfy fuckpole and burrowed the snow in all the way to her backwalls. The snowman wasn’t slowing down either. With stop-motion thrusts, he worked his whole, bulbous body back and forth, holding her tightly in his arms and ramming his subzero cunt chisel in and out of Marilyn’s hypothermic honeyhole.

“C-c-c-colllldd!” she cried, teeth chattering as her firm tits bounced with each thrust of the snowman’s cock.

“You’re heating me up,” laughed the snowman, his strokes intensifying and his cock’s icy shell seeming to grow even harder. “That’s it! You wanted some holiday cheer in that hot human hole? Well here. It. CUMMMMS!”

The first spurt of the snowman’s frosty fuckjuice painted Marilyn’s inner walls in a super-chilled glaze. Each slushy spurt numbed her pussy more than the last, until the cold began to feel warm, and the frosty pain started to become pleasure. Whatever was happening to her, whether it was magic or something else, the result was that it felt amazing.

The snowman popped his heat-squeezed ice dick out of Marilyn’s creamy cunt and he released her from his grasp. She slid down off the counter and to her knees. She moaned as she grabbed hold of his cock with both hands and began licking it like it was her favorite dessert. The frosty fucksauce had the consistency and texture of a half-melted ice cream but tasted like salted peppermint. She clamped her hot lips on his cold cockhead and started to suck. It wasn’t long before she was bobbing on the snowman’s dick and slurping out a spurting load of minty man milk.

“Ooooohh, yessss,” gasped Marilyn, chugging the frosty concoction. “That’s it. Give it all too me, snowboy.”

“You want more? Baby, I got more than you can handle!” He picked her up off the bathroom tiles and bent her over the counter. His frigid hands gripped her firm, round cheeks and spread them wide. She looked back over her shoulder and wiggled her teenage ass in his grasp.

“C’mon, Frosty the Fuckstud! Give me that dick!”

“Which hole do you want it in, human?” Laughed the snowman, rubbing his dripping cock up and down her ass crack and down over her pussy. “You will be my ice queen? You will take another ice load?”

“Put it in my ass,” cried Marilyn, looking back at the snowman and reminding herself that she was about to get her ass fucked by Frosty. “Come on, stick it in my AAAAHHH!”

She wailed with shock as the snowman’s frozen fuckpipe drilled into the tender clench of her backdoor. She was getting a full sixteen inches of snow plowing, his frozen hips splattering her cheeks and his huge cock driving deep into her ass. She had to cling to the bathroom counter, watching the snowman moving behind her as the mirror began to steam up from the shower.

“This hole is even tighter!” laughed the snowman. “Never had a human ask for it up her ass before! Oh! But it’s so niiiice! I don’t mind melting in this hole!”

She could feel it happening. His cock sloshing and slicking with meltwater. His balls splattering against her cunt and starting to trickle down her thighs. Even his hands, holding her hips tightly, were starting to soften up in the steamy heat of the bathroom.

The snowman gave a final cry of pleasure and unleashed a peppermint pole milk straight up Marilyn’s hot asshole. She screamed with ecstasy, leaving indentations of her firm ass on the snowman’s melting hips as she threw her ass back with every stroke. Her tight, clenching asshole milked his gooey snow load into her backdoor.

That was enough to finish off the snowman. He dragged his cock out of her stretched ring, leaving her hole dripping with milky white snow spunk as he staggered out of the steamy bathroom.

The poor snowman shed pieces of his face, one of the sticks from his arms, and a long puddle of water from his melting body. He almost made it down the stairs and to the door, but by the time he reached the last hot air register, he was just a lump of slush.

Marilyn, stunned, shivering, and leaking jiggling icicles of snowman cum, staggered into the steamy shower and let the water wash away the bizarre experience. She lathered her tits and between her legs, so intent on warming up and restoring feeling to her numb holes, that she never even heard the door opening to the garage.

Hunter

There was water all over the floor. Hunter wasn’t sure why Marilyn had left such a mess, but he grabbed some towels and cleaned up as best he could. As he was following the trail of water up the stairs, he came across a corncob pipe, pieces of coal, and a button.

“What the hell?” He looked at the button in his hand and he could picture the snowman looking back at him. Mocking him for the way Marilyn had been rubbing all over the snowman’s sculpted cock. Hunter growled with anger and crushed the button in his hand. “No woman of mine is teasing me with a snow fuckbuddy.”

He tried to tell himself that he was being ridiculous, she had just been messing around for a laugh, but the beast within him was quickly taking over. By the time Hunter reached the bathroom door, he had shed his clothes and transformed into a hulking black and gray werewolf.

Steam wafted out of the bathroom in a thick, hot fog. The beast strode through it, towards the hazy silhouette of the beautiful young woman in the shower. She had her head leaned against the shower wall and the body jets spraying her curves. She was oblivious to Hunter’s predatory approach.

She didn’t even turn to him when he opened the shower. He stepped into the steamy confines and reached around her body. His furry hands engulfed her soft tits and she let out a shocked cry. That was all she managed before Hunter’s randy red wolf cock was pressing at her slick folds. They parted more easily than usual against his flared tip and he sheathed most of his length inside her hot cove.

“OOOOOooOOooo HuntterrrrrrRRRRrr!” she cried as he rutted into her with the savage fury of a beast. His cock stretching to fill her. The base swelling and invading her cunt with his knot.

“Been thinking about this,” he growled, lapping at her shoulder and neck as he crammed the entirety of his knot in Marilyn’s snug little cunt.

She howled with pleasure, hands and face against the shower wall as he slammed into her pussy and leaned over her back. His huge hands never left her tits as he snarled and yipped and unleashed a hot flood of werewolf spunk in Marilyn’s tight cove. Spurt after spurt filled her to overflowing, drenching her womb until he was satisfied.

He slowed his strokes but did not stop them entirely. He was knotted to her and this could last for more than an hour. Soon, his lust would surge again, and the rutting would resume.

The beast smiled its fanged smile. His cock pulsed and released another spunky gush that oozed out around his swollen knot. This was what the little slut deserved for teasing him with that snowman. A very white Christmas.


Book Two: Island of the Minotaurs
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By Amanda Clover


Prologue

Pasiphae and Her Bull

For men to endure upon an island they must worship the gods of the sea. Foremost among these was Poseidon, the ruler of the waves, who demanded the sacrifices of beasts and wealth in exchange for his mercy. If men wished Poseidon to give up the bounty of the deep to their nets, they needed to grant him extravagant sacrifices.

Upon the Isle of Crete, sacrificing a human life was outlawed for many centuries, but animal sacrifice continued to be popular. The rarer and more beautiful the animal, the more favor Poseidon granted to the humans. Poseidon’s favor seemed to wane. Ships were tossed upon the shores and the old king died from unusual cold weather.

The new king, Minos, resolved to end this ill-favor by sacrificing the most beautiful animal that any man or god had ever seen. He sent out word to every farm and every hunter to bring him the most beautiful beasts and to raise up prize animals for the solstice sacrifice. He inspected wild beasts caught from faraway lands. Resplendent birds and spotted predators. But it was a bull that won his interest. A bull with pure white fur and horns that shone like gold beneath the sun. This great beast was placid with the calmness of a beast of such power it could destroy any man who tried to slaughter it.

“This beast will be my sacrifice,” declared King Minos. “I will make a sacrifice of this magnificent bull to Poseidon so that Crete will have his favor again!”

The bull was paraded before the crowds and much acclaim was given to King Minos. Each time he brought the bull out he was met with adulation. It was such a fine and handsome beast, so happy to be caressed, that the king found he could not sacrifice it to Poseidon. When the solstice came, the king offered many beasts as substitutes for the bull, thinking this might appease Poseidon. A great pyre of animals burned through the night. An entire ship full of bulls was sunk into the ocean.

But this was not what Poseidon desired. The god of the sea gave voice to his fury as a storm that engulfed Crete and wracked its harbors. Many perished, but King Minos and his lovely wife Pasiphae lived in the palace upon the high ground and survived unharmed, along with the king’s beloved bull. Poseidon’s rage gave way to a need for vengeance upon the defiant king. The next morning, Pasiphae stood upon the balcony of the palace and gazed into the Sea of Candia. Poseidon’s baleful eyes gazed back from deep within the ocean and he put a curse upon Pasiphae.

Straight away, she went to the stable and found the king’s beloved bull. Denied the bull as sacrifice, Poseidon had blessed the beast with magic, transforming it from a simple animal to an intelligent and lusty vessel for the god’s vengeance. Pasiphae was overcome with lust for the golden beast, she climbed into his stall and offered herself to his godly desire. All of Pasiphae’s love for the king had become lust for this beautiful bull and the bull, now possessed of the intelligence of a man, was happy to grant pleasure to the king’s wife. Day after day, she crept into his stall and offered her body to him, withholding no pleasures in these secret moments and receiving his beastly seed in her fertile womb.

The king’s joy at his wife’s pregnancy became shock and anger when he discovered that the child was not his but the very sacrificial bull he had coveted. Word of this perverse coupling spread through Crete and King Minos was mocked for being cuckolded by the bull. Still, he could not slaughter the beast, nor could he bear to kill Pasiphae.

A son was born. A son that was half bull and half man, called a minotaur by those who would mock King Minos. The heartbroken king declared that the minotaur was a son of Poseidon and that he must be worshipped. Unable to stand the sight of the child, Minos constructed a temple on a nearby island where the minotaur, Pasiphae, and the bull could live out their days. They were loaded onto a boat and the sea became very placid as they were taken to the maze. The noble families of Crete observed this and realized that King Minos must have spoken true. The minotaur was holy and must be worshipped.

Each year thereafter, the sea became calm at the winter solstice and a ship would depart with a chosen family of noble blood to live in the Temple of the Minotaur. This strange pilgrimage was greatly desired by those who performed it. In the temple, it was said, they would live in harmony and pleasure. Serving Poseidon and venerating the minotaur. No more toil. No more earthly fears. Only peace and tranquility.

Those sent to the island found a far different truth in the Temple of the Minotaur…


1

Chosen for the Minotaurs

The bell sounded nine times to signify each of the nine great houses of Crete. The sound echoed through the halls of the high temple and stirred the incense that hung in the air. The nine great families gathered before the altar where the high priest Calos stood in his ceremonial robes. The white marble statue of the Bull of Minos loomed behind him guarding the Golden Door of Ascension. The high priest was joined by acolytes wearing bronze minotaur masks and holding red tapers topped with flickering flames.

There was great solemnity to the selection proceedings each year. Each of the most prosperous houses sent members from within the house to attend the temple and be considered for elevation to the Island of the Minotaurs. There was paradise. There, after generations of toil, was a true reward for service to Crete. Only the richest could hope to attain such an honor as to be allowed to worship on the island.

Stergios Vassakos lifted his gaze as the final peal of the temple’s bell faded into the smoke. He was a tall man, broad-shouldered and well-muscled for a man of great wealth, with a graying thicket of curly hair atop his head. He was accustomed to working alongside his many laborers farming sheep, growing olives, and pressing oil. Today, his life’s work would finally be rewarded.

His wife, Phoebe, was once the greatest beauty in all of Crete. To his eyes she was still the loveliest. Full-bodied now in her forty-fifth winter and after seeing two daughters and a son to adulthood. More lines on her face and a white streak in her long, dark hair, but no less lovely for it. She clasped his hand tightly, looking up at him and smiling.

She alone knew what Stergios knew: that unless there was some surprise twist, such as one of the families bribing Calos, then Stergios and his family would be given the honor.

Stergios glanced back at Thodoris, his son, still young and more interested in athletics and girls than work. A good boy, tanned from his time by the sea rather than hard work in the olive groves.

Stergios’ two daughters stood behind Thodoris. Milena, older, difficult for she took after her mother. Buxom and beautiful and wild. She was easy to make smile or laugh and just as easy to make angry. She did not dare raise her voice to her father, but Stergios often heard her yelling at his wife.

His youngest, Isidora, assertive and intelligent, like her father. More interested in her studies than in finding a husband. Fair-haired and blue-eyed, like Stergios’ mother had been. He smiled at her. He had thought one day she might run his business, but if she joined him on the Island of the Minotaurs then his field would pass to his brother.

“All gathered and worthy,” began Calos, “the mantle of ascension will soon weigh upon the shoulders of the chosen. The king has watched and I and the others have measured your deeds over this past year. There can be no doubt that your families have accomplished much, but only one may be selected to join the minotaurs in their holiest of temples.”

“So speaks the bull,” intoned Stergios and all the others.

“You will enjoy a lifetime of leisure in your service to the minotaurs, for this island paradise is the inheritance of Minos and the minotaurs will be your masters in pleasure.”

“So speaks the bull,” chorused those gathered.

“Do you think there are real minotaurs there?” whispered Milena.

“Shhhhhh,” hissed her mother.

“Stergios Vassakos,” called Calos, his voice booming through the temple like an accusation, “step forward with your family.”

The glowering heat of jealous stares fell upon Stergios as he climbed to the altar at the head of his family. He knelt before the high priest.

“You stand out among your peers, Stergios,” pronounced Calos. “You have driven your workers harder and have harvested more olives, pressed more oil, and sheered more wool than any of the other families. You have brought great wealth to the island of Crete and for this, the king personally extends his congratulations.”

“Hear, hear,” muttered the patriarchs of the other eight houses.

“For this reason, and for your character of honesty and faithfulness, the bull has chosen you and your family to travel to the Island of the Minotaurs.” Calos turned to one of the attendants who held the golden mantle and horned headdress of the chosen. He lifted it from the hands of the masked man and settled its weight upon Stergios’ shoulders. “You wear the mantle of the chosen. You lead your family through the Golden Door of Ascension. To Stergios of House Vassakos. To his wife and son and daughters. The bull has spoken.”

“The bull has spoken,” echoed the other families.

“Rise Stergios of House Vassakos,” commanded Calos. “Bid this old life farewell. Lead your family through the Golden Door of Ascension.”

Stergios stood and turned to face the other families. He saw jealousy, even hatred, but also a covetousness upon several of them. Stergios knew all too well that the departure of one of the great families meant a scramble by the remaining families to take up their business. His brother would do well, Stergios knew, but he was not so shrewd and not so driven.

Stergios looked from the other families to his own. His wife, brought to tears with pride and happiness, his son, Thodoris, smiled and raised his chin like he had just won a race, and Milena, his oldest, flushed and giggled with the thought of serving the minotaurs. Only his youngest seemed at all unhappy. Isidora frowned and looked back over her shoulder as she climbed the stairs to the altar with trepidation. Stergios comforted her with a callused hand upon her shoulder.

“It will be alright, Isidora,” he murmured and walked between the legs of the bull.

The statue was remarkably detailed. The huge bull as big as a barn, with stout legs and even a partially aroused cock jutting from its bestial sheath. Stergios looked at that blunt-headed phallus and for a moment was struck with a strange sense of doubt. He almost stumbled, caught himself, and glanced back at Calos who still stood before the altar and gave him a hard stare.

Stergios led his family beneath the bull (and its huge cock) and to the golden door. There was a fresh peal of the bell and the door began to groan and swing outward. They walked past lovely maidens clad in clinging white gowns and spreading flowers before them.

The winter light was wan but golden and sparkled on the water at the docks. Two minotaur-masked boatmen waited to help them onto the red-painted bireme. Stergios and his family were seated in a special structure on the foredeck as the boatmen retreated to the taller pilothouse. One of the men rang a gong and drumming commenced belowdecks. The oars began to thrash at the water and soon the Ivlia was raising its sails and setting out into the sparkling Sea of Candia.

“I have never seen the sea so placid,” remarked Stergios as the waves seemed almost to flatten to nothing.

“I have,” murmured Isidora. “Last year when you thought we might ascend. We watched from the shore as the boat set out with the Ikonos family and the sea was like a sheet of Athenian glass.”

Stergios thought for a moment and then smiled and declared, “Then we are doubly blessed! Poseidon watches over us on our journey!”

The journey across the sea would require many hours, even in calm seas and with the wind at their backs. The night fell and they were given wine by one of the boatmen. There was nowhere to sleep other than on the hard benches in the ceremonial house in which they sat. Phoebe, Milena, and Isidora took the benches and Stergios and Thodoris slept upon the floor. The wine made Stergios tired and the drumming thumping through the deck beneath him helped to lull him into a trancelike sleep.

He awoke hours later. The sky was clear and the moon bright. Stergios sat up and saw his wife asleep on the bench beside him. He looked past the ample swell of her hip and saw Isidora asleep as well. He had given her his heavy cloak and she seemed almost like she had as a child. He smiled and looked past her.

The last bench was empty. Milena was not there.

“Hmmmm?” His head was spinning and the thumping of the drums made him feel like he was still dreaming. But the idea that his eldest daughter was missing awoke him more and he climbed to his feet. He staggered out onto the deck. A lone boatman stood in the pilothouse, steering the ship through the calm sea.

“Have you seen my daughter?” called Stergios.

The boatman turned his masked face towards Stergios but did not answer.

“She was asleep beside me, but now she is gone,” said Stergios, swaying unsteadily as he walked towards the pilothouse. The boatman still did not answer. Exasperated, Stergios pleaded with the man, “Surely you must have seen her. I fear that she might have fallen overboard. Was she at the railing?”

The boatman turned away from Stergios as if to signal he was done listening to him. This angered Stergios, but as he walked towards the pilothouse he spotted a staircase set into the floor that led belowdecks. He was drawn to the stairs. He was not entirely sure why, perhaps it was the drumming that he still felt through his feet or some hope that perhaps Milena had sought a more comfortable place to sleep inside the ship.

A door opened into the large rowing deck that ran almost the length of the entire bireme. Nearly fifty muscular men were steadily rowing, their bodies damp with sweat and their heads covered in eyeless hoods. A similarly hooded drummer beat a steady rhythm with his palms on a toubeleki drum.

The beat of the drum and the steady clack-slosh of the oars added to the dreamlike feeling as Stergios staggered past the rowers. There was a door at the far end of the rowing deck and he approached it and almost fell against its frame. His breath came in gulps and sweat trickled from his curly hair down his face and chest. He felt sick, but not like he would be sick. Like a fever had taken him. A fever that throbbed in his head to the beat of that damned drum.

“Milena?” he rasped, reaching for the door, and pushing it open.

The creak of the bireme’s hull and the knock of the oars could not quite cover the soft sounds coming from within the ship’s small hold. Stergios could see the movement before he could make sense of it in the deeper darkness. A bit of plump thigh. Curling toes. A single heaving breast with a nipple framed by a lock of dark hair.

He opened the door wider, his breath caught in his throat, and light spilled into the hold.

Milena was sprawled atop barrels covered in a spare sail of sun worn canvas. Her ceremonial gown was pulled up to her waist and down beneath her breasts. Her back was arched, her plump tits shuddering and her thighs parted for the boatman stood between her legs. Stergios stared, horrorstruck, as the masked boatman plundered his beautiful daughter’s dark-thatched cunt with a thick cock glistening with Milena’s nectar.

“Ooooohhhhh, yesssss!” cried Stergios’ daughter, bucking her hips and causing the quivering mounds of her breasts to sway and splash against her ribcage. The boatman reached a hand to her chest, gathering one breast in his grasp and running his fingers over Milena’s jutting nipple. She cried out with wordless ecstasy as he plucked at her stiff bud. “Cummmmmming! CaaaaaHHHH!”

The boatman let out a bullish bellow and drove deep into Milena’s fleshy cunt, his cock an oiled piston of pleasure and his muscular body seeming huge as he stood over her. Milena stroked his shoulders and hooked her legs tightly around him, drawing his cock deep as he threw back his masked head and bellowed loudly.

“Yessssssssss! Breed me, oh mighty minotaur!” cried Milena.

The masked boatmen fell atop her, bellowing and snorting with his release as he pumped his seed deep into Stergios’ beautiful daughter. The boatman’s strokes slowed. Milena kissed and caressed the bronze muzzle of the mask.

“Ohhhh, yes, I feel it inside me,” she moaned. “Filling me up. I—”

“Milena!” Stergios finally managed to give a hoarse cry.

“Father?” Milena, still clinging tightly to the boatman and squeezing him between her creamy thighs, lifted her head and looked to Stergios. Her eyes went wide with shock. But then the boatman began to move atop her again. Seeming to draw back only to thrust in deep again, his cock sloshing and producing an overflowing drool of cum that spilled down the side of the barrel beneath Milena’s bottom.

“Milena…”

Stergios took a staggering step towards his daughter. She laughed and threw back her head. The boatman’s mask pressed to her breasts and a wide pink tongue slid out from the bronze muzzle. Far too big to be human. It dragged across her breasts and circled her nipple. It licked its way up Milena’s quivering chest and straight to her face where it thrust hungrily into her mouth.

She moaned around that tongue and seemed to return its passion.

The sight of Milena locked in a passionate kiss, still being plundered by the masked boatman, was enough to drive Stergios momentarily mad. The world spun around him and the deck rose to greet him. He collapsed with a loud thump. The last sound he heard before darkness claimed him was his daughter crying out with pleasure as the minotaur-masked boatman began to snort once more.

Stergios awoke beside the bench where his wife was still asleep. The first light of dawn had broken across the placid sea and kissed the peaks of the waves with trembling golden crescents. His head hurt as he sat up and rubbed the sleep from his eyes.

“Milena,” he rasped.

She wasn’t on her bench. He rose uncertainly to his feet.

“Milena!” he called, beginning to rouse the others.

“Over here, father!” shouted Milena.

She stood at the railing at the bow of the ship. Her ceremonial gown clung to her ample curves, flapping in the morning wind that caught her dark hair and stretched it out past her shoulder. Stergios joined his daughter at the railing. He told himself that what he had witnessed had only been a dream.

“Did you sleep well, father?” she asked.

“No. I had a vivid and terrible dream. I dreamt that you… that…”

“Look!” cried Milena, bouncing on her toes with excitement and pointing out past the railing. “There, on the horizon! Land!”

In the distance, just beginning to rise above the horizon, lay the Island of the Minotaurs. A horn sounded from the pilothouse and the drums belowdecks increased their tempo. The oars thrashed and the ship gathered speed, driving Stergios and his family on to meet their destiny.

To discover the pleasures on the Island of the Minotaurs.
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The Truth of the Island

The ship coasted into the slip and the masked crewmen threw ropes ashore to a pair of beautiful fair-haired women waiting along the dock. Stregios and Thodoris stared in surprise at the two women. They were buxom and beautiful, and their plump bellies poked through the soft white of the gowns they wore.

“Strange to have women at the docks,” murmured Stergios.

“Isn’t that the Andrianakis girl?” wondered Phoebe.

“From four years ago,” said Stergios.

“She is so very fat,” sneered Melina.

“She is so very pregnant,” said Isidora, with a hint of worry in her voice. “I wonder if it was…”

She left unsaid what they were all thinking: were these two buxom women mooring their ship into dock pregnant from minotaurs? Stergios and Phoebe had dismissed such tales of minotaurs taking wives from the women sent to their island as lurid tales to frighten young girls.

“No,” said Stergios, refusing to believe the wild tales. “I am sure it is not so, my daughter. There is no reason to fear.” He put a hand on Isidora’s shoulder to comfort her. She looked at him uncertainly as the gangplank was lowered from their ship and onto the shore.

“Welcome!” called the older of two women. “I am Carissa and this is Medora. Welcome to the Holy Island of the Minotaurs. Blessing of Poseidon upon you.”

The women helped them ashore and hung garlands of yellow flowers on Stergios and Thodoris and garlands of red flowers on Phoebe, Melina, and Isidora. The masked men aboard the ship wordlessly and almost immediately pulled the plank back and cast off.

“Where are they going?” wondered Stergios.

“Oh, there are few ships on the island,” said Carissa, “and they are almost always engaged in bringing things to the island to provision us here.”

“We live in luxury on the island,” added Medora, stroking Isidora on the arm. “Everything we need is provided for us. Our every desire is granted.”

“Come,” said Carissa. “We will take you where you belong.”

The island was a paradise of white stone buildings, beaches, and warm, sunny streets. Stergios followed Carissa and Medora and tried his best not to stare at their nipples visible through their sheer gowns. Their hips swung and luscious buttocks bounced as they walked. He saw several groups of women moving around the island, all clad in similar outfits and many of them appearing very pregnant. They laughed and talked and seemed happy, which put him at ease.

Thodoris was gawping at the woman and their big, jiggling breasts and wobbling buttocks. Phoebe and Milena seemed entranced by the sight. Perhaps slightly scornful of all the women with their shameless clothing, but also intrigued. Stergios was intrigued as well. He found his cock swelling at the sight of so many shapely beauties.

Then he saw one of the minotaurs and his excitement froze in his gut. The beast was in the distance, carrying an open book in one hand and surrounded by a group of five women looking up at it adoringly. Its face was that of a black bull, with forward angled horns capped with gold and a golden ring in its bestial nose. It spoke and though it was too far to make out what it was saying its deep voice rumbled in the air.

“It’s a minotaur,” gasped Isidora.

“Look at the size of him,” marveled Thodoris.

“Glorious,” said Milena, staring in amazement.

It passed in front of them, still quite far away, and Stergios glimpsed something he would rather have not seen. The minotaur wore a loose loincloth and as it walked something as big as Stergios’ arm was swinging limp inside that fabric. He saw it. A dark sheath and blunt-headed cock and two huge bollocks that seemed to form a sack as big as Stergios’ head. The minotaur glanced in his direction at that exact moment. Its yellow eyes stared at him with a hint of amusement. A touch of cruelty.

Stergios was startled by a sudden grip on his arm. He looked over and saw his wife Phoebe staring at the same thing he had noticed. Her eyes wide and her mouth hanging open.

“Did you see that?” she whispered, clinging to her husband with a mixture of fear and something else. Something he feared was excitement.

“Yes,” he said, prying her clutching hands loose and grasping one of them in his. “Best not to think of such things. For the sake of our daughters.”

“R-right,” she said, nodding in agreement. Stergios could not help but notice a deep blush across his wife’s cheeks.

They continued down a road lined with cottages. They could hear singing, conversation, and laughter that once more put them at ease. But something else was bothering Stergios. Where were all the men? He was about to ask Carissa when they walked into an open plaza with a huge golden statue of a bull standing atop a fountain of sweet-smelling water. Carissa and Medora filled small golden cups from the fountain and brought them to Stergios and his family.

“Drink,” said Carissa holding the cup to Stergios.

“Why?” he asked, hesitating.

“You are not truly of the island until you drink of its waters,” she said, pushing the cup against his lips. “Once you drink of the waters of the island, you want for nothing and you will find happiness and your place on the island.”

“Oh, just drink,” said Phoebe, accepting the cup from Medora and drinking from it. Medora smiled and nodded slightly, then brought the cup over to Milena who drank without hesitation.

“I was thirsty,” gasped Milena, wiping her lips after she was done.

Stergios exchanged an uncertain glance with his youngest daughter Isidora.

“It is too late to refuse them,” she said to her father.

“Yes,” agreed Stergios. “We are here. There is no turning back.”

He took the cup and drank. The water was cool and refreshing, though he did not drink much out of lingering unease. Carissa took the cup from his lips and offered it to Thodoris who drank it dry and let out a belch.

“A thirsty boy,” chuckled Carissa. “Well done. By the waters you have joined us. You are now servants of the minotaurs as are we all. The rules of the island are very simple. You must obey whatever command a minotaur gives you and you must devote yourself to serving them as they desire. You must never speak back to a minotaur unless invited to do so and you must not raise your voice or hands in anger or you will be punished severely. You will be given your first duties very soon. When they are done, you will be taken to your houses.”

“What do you mean by ‘punished severely’?” worried Isidora.

“Come,” said Carissa, placing a hand on Isidora’s back. “The women will follow me. The men will follow Midora. We will take you to your first duties.”

Stergios felt a sudden fear. He looked at his wife, but Phoebe was already turning to follow Carissa. Milena as well. Only Isidora glanced back at him over her shoulder as she was led away by Carissa. Stergios almost called out, but then he felt a small hand on his back. He looked over to Midora and her friendly smile calmed him.

“Come, Stergios,” she said, though he never remembered giving her his name. “I will take you and your son to the baths.”

There was a color to her cheeks and a hint of mischief in her eyes that excited him. Would it be like the baths in Heraklion with their garlanded beauties eager to attend to the pleasures of the men? Stergios felt his cock stir at the thought. He could use something to calm his nerves like a nice tight cunt.

“Let us go, Thodoris,” he said, smiling to his son. “We will find our ‘duties’ in the baths.”

“I like the sound of that, father,” laughed Thodoris, falling in beside Midora as she led them from the fountain.

Their First Duties

The baths resembled a temple more than a public bath. The marble building was surrounded by white columns and the building had a familiar white roof that came to a low peak. The frieze above the entrance depicted minotaurs bathing and relaxing in the water surrounded by beautiful human women in gowns. Stergios noticed men for the first time in this imagery. Bare-chested men seeming small and feeble next to hulking minotaurs. They were depicted pouring pitchers of water into the baths and carrying trays of soap cakes.

“The men are servants at the baths?” wondered Stergios.

“We all must serve the minotaurs,” said Midora.

They climbed the steps and entered the baths, passing into a world of low lights, billowing curtains, and echoing voices. There was laughter and moans and deep, bestial grunts. The sound of sloshing water and the wafting scent of powerful fragrances filled the air.

There were many women in the baths. Moving among the curtained chambers, revealing glimpses of minotaurs soaking in huge tubs. Minotaurs reclining amid perfumed steam. Minotaurs fondling the naked bodies of the women that bathed and massaged them.

“There are so many minotaurs,” said Thodoris.

“They keep us all busy,” said Midora. “Come. Through here. You will find your duties.”

She parted a curtain and Stergios recoiled in disgust. A huge, tiled pool lay before them, tiles broken and out of place, covered in grime, and water channels stuck with fur and bits of cloth. The animal stench was thick in the air. There were smears of something white congealing on the floor and snatches of blonde and brown hair glued to the tiles.

Thodoris actually retched at the sight and stench, but Stergios maintained his composure.

“What… what must we do?” he asked.

“Clean and repair the bath,” said Midora. “This is the will of our masters. The bath must be ready for the morning. Here are buckets, soap, and brushes. You will find trowels, mortar, and tiles in the closet there. Return everything to its place when you are done.”

“I cannot do this,” moaned Thodoris, doubling up and gagging.

“You must,” said Midora, smiling without sympathy or cruelty. “This is the desire of the minotaurs. We must obey our masters.”

“Masters?” scoffed Stergios. But his anger was frozen by the thump of hooves on tiles. The dark silhouette of a minotaur moved past the curtain nearby and Stergios and Thodoris both trembled with fear.

They picked up brushes and soap and set to work cleaning the bath. It was as Stergios knelt amid the filth, scrubbing up bits of fur and foul smears, that his mind began to wander to his wife and two daughters. What tasks might they be given by the minotaurs?

As Stergios pondered what was happening, Carissa was delivering Phoebe, Milena, and Isidora to the Great Temple of the Minotaur. There was no mistaking the temple for venerating other gods.

Isidora looked in wonder at the towering statues of bulls and minotaurs forged in gold. There was a central statue featuring a woman being mounted by a golden bull. The detail was exquisite. The woman made of pure marble with large breasts dragged nearly to the ground and plump buttocks smothered by the golden bull’s underside. Its huge cock visibly stretching her marble cunt. Golden bollocks seemingly frozen mid-swing against the marble woman’s clit.

“Look at that,” said Milena, grinning as she stared up at the obscene statues. “Imagine spending weeks sculpting that prick.”

“Oh, Milena, do not speak like that,” scolded Phoebe, but she was staring as well.

Even Isidora, increasingly concerned by the statues, could not help but admire the bull’s cock and the statues of the minotaurs. They passed beneath the crossed cocks of two huge marble minotaur statues and entered the temple proper. Pews lined the walls and the smell of sweet incense hung in the air. A raised altar featured a strange saddle-shaped table with a drain beneath its stone legs. Was this for human sacrifice? Would the men be brought there to be killed?

No, thought Isidora. As afraid as she was of this secrets of the island, she could not believe the minotaur cult was killing men. As Carissa led them past the pews and towards the altar, Isidora could not help but give voice to her fear.

“What is done here?” she asked.

“We celebrate our masters,” said Carissa, smiling dreamily. “We carry out various ceremonies here. That is the altar of conception.”

“What about those cushions?” asked Phoebe, nodding towards a row of red velvet cushions on the floor that they seemed to be approaching.

“Ah, those are the baptismal cushions.” Carissa walked towards them. “This is for you to receive your baptism and to learn to worship our masters.”

“The minotaurs,” said Milena, a blush growing on her cheeks as she looked around at the obscene reliefs and statues.

“Yes, the masters have each chosen one of you,” said Carissa. “They will baptize you here today. Come. Undress and kneel upon the cushions.”

“Undress?” Isidora looked on in shock.

“You do not want to ruin your clothing,” said Phoebe, who began to remove her own gown as though it were perfectly normal to be undressing in the minotaur temple. Isidora’s dark-haired mother shed her gown with ease, revealing her plump, pendulous breasts, shapely hips, and thick thighs. A dark thatch of hair concealed her mound.

Melina undressed just as eagerly as her mother. Her breasts higher and firmer than Phoebe’s, but almost as large. Her hips and buttocks ample and sure to burgeon when she became a mother. Melina’s cunt was completely shorn like a whore might shave. Phoebe frowned in disapproval but kept any comment to herself.

Isidora burned with fear, but she could not disobey as her mother and sister walked ahead of her and knelt upon the cushions. There was a portentous solemnity to the moment. Their heads bowed as if in prayer. Their bare buttocks resting on their heels. The altar and the huge statue of the minotaur looming above them.

“Let me help you,” said Carissa, stepping behind Isidora and sliding Isidora’s gown from her shoulders. Isidora gasped as the gown slid down her slender back and firm, peachy buttocks. She covered her pert breasts and stiff pink nipples. She was fairer than her mother and sister. Her blonde hair like cornsilk and her skin lighter in tone than the olive skin of Phoebe and Melina. She did not resist as Carissa guided her to her knees on her own cushion an arm’s length from Melina.

Almost at once, a bell pealed and reverberated through the temple. Three huge figures emerged from behind the altar. Isidora’s breath caught in her throat. Three minotaurs. Muscular, huge, and with their cocks barely hidden in clean white loincloths.

The largest of the minotaurs, dark-furred and with a broken horn, stepped before Phoebe. The next largest minotaur, with reddish-brown fur and a scar on his chest, stepped before Melina. The third minotaur was the smallest, though still much larger than any man that Isidora had seen before. His fur was pure white and his eyes were an odd pinkish red color. His horns were similarly as white as bleached bone. He stood before Isidora and gazed calmly down at her.

The three minotaurs reached down to their loincloths as one and untied the garments that were doing little to conceal their enormous cocks. Isidora heard her sister and mother react, but she could hardly pay attention to what was happening next to her as the white minotaur revealed the immense length of its pink cock. It was as thick as Isidora’s wrist and as long as her arm including her hand. It was light in color, but darkened almost to red around the flattened, bestial tip. The bulging bollocks of the minotaur were similar in color. A rosy blush upon the heavy, cum-laden satchel of pink.

The smell was fresh and clean, like soap, but with a note of animal fur and flesh beneath that scent.

“Daughters of Crete,” intoned the booming bass voice of the largest minotaur, “you attend us upon this day of your arrival so that we may baptize you in the holy seed of the bull.”

“You will use your bodies to serve us from this day forward,” declared the red-furred minotaur.

“You will become the wives of every minotaur who rules this island,” said the white-furred minotaur. Then, in a slightly softer voice, he added, “You will serve our every desire, though you may find love for a single minotaur.”

The other two minotaurs spared a glance for the white-furred minotaur.

“W-what do we do?” asked Phoebe, almost out of breath.

“I think I know,” said Melina, reaching for the cock of the minotaur standing before her.

“This one has spirit,” chuckled the red-furred minotaur as he watched Melina take hold of his cock in both her hands. She hefted the hose of his maleness and began to stroke him and arouse him.

“You may use your hands,” said the dark-furred minotaur, reaching down to stroke Phoebe’s head. “Or your lips. Your tongue. Your lovely breasts. Whatever you desire, daughter of Crete.”

“Y-yes,” said Phoebe, reaching for the dark cock of the minotaur before her.

“Do not be afraid,” said the white-furred minotaur, drawing Isidora’s attention back to his pink cock. “I will not hurt you, human. Take your time. This is no competition.”

“Ahhhhh,” groaned the dark-furred minotaur, leaning his head back as Phoebe began to loudly smack kisses to his cock and stroke him between her fat tits. “I think I shall win, my brothers.”

“I am not so sure,” rumbled the red-furred minotaur, cradling Melina’s head as she began to lick her way from his bollocks up the underside of his cock all the way to his tip. “This harlot will make me spill my seed first. I can… mmmm… sense how badly she wants it.”

“Ohhh, yesss,” moaned Melina shamelessly. “Mmmmmm! Your cock is so big! Mmmm!”

She licked and kissed his cock, though she did not dare try to fit it into her mouth. Her hands worked wantonly upon it.

Isidora was hesitant. She stared at the pink cock before her, watching as it stiffened and swelled and finally rose erect, its flattened tip red and beginning to leak a clear liquid.

“I have never… never been with a boy before,” she said apologetically.

“Give me your hands,” said the white minotaur.

She held up her small hands and he took them gently and guided them to the warm pillar of his cock.

“Grasp it near the root,” he said.

She obeyed, feeling his hot cock throb beneath her fingers with the beat of his heart. She could not believe the wanton sounds her mother and sister were making, but she could not tear her gaze away from the minotaur’s pulsating flesh.

“Now stroke it slowly,” groaned the white minotaur. “From the root all the way up to the tip. Good. Yes. Ohhhh, you are doing so well. Squeeze harder. You will not hurt me with those small hands.”

Isidora was entranced by the warmth of the minotaur’s cock in her hands. Her breath came in shuddering gasps. Her fingers worked faster up and down, trying her best to encircle the thick column of his flesh. Though her focus was intense, she could not help but notice her sister and her mother growing more heated beside her. Their bodies rubbing and squeezing against the minotaurs and tongues flicking at the minotaur cocks.

Isidora looked up at the red-eyed minotaur.

“Should I… should I kiss it?” she asked.

“Yes, if it is your desire,” he groaned.

She pressed her lips beneath his tip. Breathing the fresh scent of his oozing nectar. She tasted his crown with the tip of her tongue. Tasted the faint saltiness of his oozing pre. She pumped her hands faster. She kissed and sucked just beneath his flattened tip.

“Ohhh!” he let out a shuddering bellow. “You have found the spot! Lick me there!”

“Yesss,” she hissed kissing him and licking him just beneath the crown of his cock. It seemed to drive the minotaur wild with pleasure. His bollocks tightened. His cock throbbed. He drew back suddenly and with a great bellow unleashed torrents of hot cum onto Isidora’s face and breasts. Thick, oily minotaur cum poured all over her. It seemed to be pitchers of it. She blew air out through her nose in bubbles and closed her mouth tight so she did not choke on the spewing spunk.

Beside her, Phoebe and Melina were similar drenched by gooey geysers of minotaur cum. A great, slimy baptism in the rich, musky spunk of the godlike beasts. A blessing from the gods that Phoebe and Melina drank with glee. Their mouths open and tongues shamelessly wagging in the raunchy spew.

Isidora, looking up through cum-smeared eyes, saw the white minotaur gazing down at her. At last, she opened her mouth, and tasted the thick, salty sacrament of the minotaurs. She reveled in the strange raunchiness of it. She savored and swallowed it, thick in her throat.

Across the island, her father and brother labored in the baths.
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Serving the Holy Beasts

For some, the Island of the Minotaurs was a paradise. The warm sea lapped at rocky shores. The bright moonlight illuminated the cobbled streets of the city of Labyrinthus and the lanterns of night revels glowed from the mansions and palaces in the hills overlooking the city. There lodged the minotaurs. While the human servants of the exalted beast men served and dwelled in the city.

For others among those humans, like Stergios and Thodoris, the island was no paradise. Father and son were at last relieved from their duties at the baths and sent trudging home. Their bodies unwashed and sticky with sweat from their long labors. Stergios, so tired he could barely speak, and Thodoris looking angered by the indignity of their disgusting work.

“How long must we endure this, father?” demanded Thodoris, his delicate brow furrowed and his face smeared with grime.

“My son, we swore an oath when we embarked upon this journey,” croaked Stergios, limping along beside his son. “We must endure for as long as we are asked. It is our solemn duty to serve the minotaurs. To learn the ways of this island and serve.”

They returned to an empty house. The small cabin afforded them seemed spacious without Phoebe, Milena, or Isidora to greet their arrival. Thodoris fetched a pail of water to fill a pitcher and Stergios found a ration of hard biscuits left for them to eat. They did their best to wash with cold water from the pail and then father and son dined in silence. Too tired to speak of their labors. Thodoris simmered with anger and Stergios slumped with exhaustion.

“I must rest now, my son,” croaked the old man, limping over to his bed and crawling beneath the sheets.

Sleep was little relief to Stergios. He dreamed of the minotaurs, massive and disturbingly nude, lounging in the baths he had just cleaned. Beautiful women gathered around them, clung to them, and cooed with sweet desire. The women began to pleasure the minotaurs and Stergios could not look away. He watched the water churn with the rough acts of lust. Women bouncing upon the pillars of beastly cock. Women begging for the seed of the beast men and moaning with lust as their soft breasts and upturned faces were covered in the thick, white minotaur spunk.

Stergios awoke with clenched fists, the bed shifting as Phoebe climbed in beside him. He lifted his head and looked at her in the moonlight through the open window.

“Go back to sleep, my dear,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. Her voice was thick with drink. He knew her well enough to know the sound. He drew her against him, urgent and hard from his lurid dreams. She stiffened as he prodded her with his cock. “Ooh! Now, now, it’s late! None of that.”

He pressed his face to the hair that spilled down the back of her neck and over her shoulder. Nuzzled against her the way those women had nuzzled against the minotaurs in his dream. He kissed her neck. Her shoulder.

“Stergiosssss,” she hissed, her voice low as he ground his hardness against the back of her sleep dress.

His hands explored her soft curves. He breathed her scent. Kissed her. Breathed her scent again. And stopped.

There was something about her smell that tickled in his nostrils. Her usual perfume, yes, but an unpleasant muskiness. It was familiar. Like something he had smelled working in the baths.

“What is it?” she said, turning to face him in the bed.

“My love, it is only that there is an odor…”

“You’re the one that stinks,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “But I still love you, Stergios.”

She pressed a kiss to his lips. It lingered and grew hotter. His lips parted and he thrust his tongue against hers, tasting a faint saltiness on her tongue. An odd taste, as though she had been eating salted fish. He pulled back again and looked at her strangely in the moonlight.

“That taste on your lips is strange too,” said Stergios.

Phoebe looked at him in the moonlight and Stergios swore he saw a blush darken her cheeks. Then she kissed him again, only a peck this time, and turned away from him on the bed.

“Sleep now, my love,” she said, a note of sadness in her voice. “We have many duties tomorrow.”

He felt a sting of anger and he wrapped an arm around her, beneath the soft weight of her large breasts, and he drew her tightly against him so she could once more feel the poke of his hardness.

“No,” she moaned. “All you do is work to clean the baths. Scrub some tile or clear a drain. We must tend to the minotaurs. Now get some sleep, my love.”

“Yes, right,” he said, chastened by her words. He did not know what duties were asked of her among the minotaurs. After his dream, he did not dare to dwell on it. A quiet settled over the small cabin. The breeze stirred through the windows and owls patrolled the rocky hills overlooking the city.

In the long darkness, Stergios remained sleepless. He could hear Isidora snoring. Thodoris muttering in his sleep. The deep, regular breathing of Phoebe beside him. And Milena… a soft gasp from her bed. Another. Strange sounds that made Stergios feel unpleasantly warm.

He raised his head and squinted across the dark cabin. A curtain hung from the rafters blocked his view of Milena’s bed, but he could faintly make out her silhouette. When had she returned to her bed? Her head and shoulders raised. Her knees parted. Her arm moving rhythmically against her body.

Stergios rose from his bed and crept to the edge of the curtain. He stayed in the shadows, out of sight, as he drew the cloth aside just enough to peer into his eldest daughter’s bed. His eyes went wide at what he saw.

Milena was pleasuring herself shamelessly. Her legs apart and her fingers plunging into her trimmed thatch of dark hair. Her large, firm breasts shuddered as she pumped her fingers into her slick cunny. But this was not even the most shocking sight, for with her other hand, Milena was thrusting three fingers into her mouth. Pushing her digits in and out and stretching her lips as drool spilled down her chin. She sucked at her fingers and rolled her tongue around them as she pleasured herself with her other hand.

“Mmmmnnnnnn,” she moaned softly, spit sliding through her fingers and falling onto her quivering breasts. Her stiff nipples jutting from her mounds. Her hips working as she fucked herself with her fingers.

Stergios felt his cock twitch in his sleep shirt and he suppressed a cry of horror. To see his daughter doing such a thing was bad enough. To feel aroused by it sent him reeling. What was she doing to herself? Why was she doing it?

He staggered back, nearly colliding with Isidora’s bed. To his relief, his fair-haired youngest daughter was sleeping. He limped back to his bed and climbed in beside Phoebe. After a moment, he covered his head with his pillow to shut out the sounds of Milena gasping with pleasure.

Milena’s Duty in the Halls of Glory

The next morning, Milena arrived with her sister and mother at the Great Temple of the Minotaur. They passed beneath the marble cocks and their faces flushed with remembrances of the day before.

Milena found her body growing hotter with each step she took. She recalled the reddish-brown fur of the minotaur with the scar on his chest. The way his big hand had cradled her head as she had given him pleasure. The snorting sounds he had made before covering her in his seed. So much seed. A great, warm, gushing fountain. The smell of it and taste of it lingered with her still. The memory sent a hot throb through Milena’s core.

The huge doors of the temple groaned as they swung slowly open. Milena, her sister, and mother were greeted by a darkly tanned sister with long, braided hair, pendulous breasts, and a pregnant belly. She was like a fertility goddess, and she introduced herself as Zala.

“Today you are given your first garments of acolytes,” she said, handing Milena a stack of folded clothing. “Please dress and prepare yourself for service.”

Zala showed them to a bare room where they could change. Milena looked away from her mother and sister to hide her excitement as she undressed from her simple shift and inspected the garments she had been given. A sheer robe hung over her shoulders and loosely down her body. Beneath it she was given stockings and garters to wear as well as a bustier without any front so that it lifted and enhanced her ample bust but left her breasts and nipples exposed. She suppressed a moan as the sheer robe hung against her stiff nipples. The material dragged against her sensitive buds as she turned.

Milena was surprised to see that her mother and sister were not dressed in the same costume. Her mother’s outfit seemed to be little more than an apron that tied around her ample body and squeezed her breasts so that they were visible around the sides of the apron. She wore a choker with the apron and this had a small golden bell on it. Isidora was dressed in a high-collared blouse that was tight but more modest and a long skirt that reached almost to her ankles.

“You look like a teacher,” giggled Milena, looking at her sister with her golden hair piled upon her head.

“I feel like one,” said Isidora, turning and looking down at the way the skirt moved against her slender body. “But they did not give me anything to wear beneath it.”

Isidora turned back to face Milena and Milena saw that her sister’s words were true. She could easily make out the small pebbles of Isidora’s nipples straining beneath her blouse.

“I like mine,” giggled Phoebe, turning shamelessly and showing off her dimpled bottom and thick thighs. “Very airy.”

“Yes, mother, anyone can have a look at you,” laughed Milena. “Seems you’ll be working in a kitchen today.”

There was a knock at the door and Zala entered.

“You will be assigned to your duties for the remainder of the week,” she said. “If you fit well, you will continue in these duties. If there is difficulty, you will find another duty. Phoebe, you will be going to work in the Trapezaria, preparing feasts and daily meals for the minotaurs and their close servants. Isidora, you will serve in the Vivliothiki. The library keeps the lore of our masters and the history of this island.”

“What about me?” asked Milena, stepping forward eagerly.

“You, my dear Milena, will be going to the Hall of Glory here in the temple. Your eagerness was exemplary yesterday, so you have been chosen as a temple bride. You will serve your masters in anonymity until the time comes that you may join the temple brides like me in the Saloni.”

Milena smiled with joy, but Phoebe interjected.

“You make a whore of my daughter?” said Phoebe with a frown.

“Be careful how you speak,” said Zala, her tone hardening. “There are no whores on this island. Your daughter has been chosen to be one of the favorite servants of the minotaurs. Brides of the temple may rise to either become very popular among many of the holy minotaurs or be chosen by one to serve as his consort. She will be lavished with gifts and know untold pleasures. Do you deny your daughter such an honor?”

“N-no,” said Phoebe, shrinking back from Zala’s fervor.

“Good,” said the dusky woman. “I shall take Milena to her duties. Someone will return to escort each of you to yours. Are you ready, Milena?”

“Yes!” said Milena brightly, bouncing on the balls of her feet and causing her pert breasts to jiggle beneath her sheer robe.

“Oh, yes, you will do well for the minotaurs,” chuckled Zala, brazenly admiring Milena’s body. “Now, come along. It is time for you to ascend to glory.”

The Hall of Glory was not quite what Milena had imagined. It was not very wide but it was long and darkly lit. On one side of the hall was a series of more than a dozen simple wooden doors. On the other side of this hall, candles burned in sconces and censers smoldered with the smell of herbs. The cloying smoke could not quite cover other smells. Like the rich musk of sex that excited a throb in Milena’s core.

“These doors will take you to your duties,” said Zala. “The ones that are closed are occupied. When you arrive for your duty, simply choose a door that is open, go inside, and begin your work.”

“My… work?” Milena raised an eyebrow.

“Pleasure, of course,” chuckled Zala, gently guiding Milena towards one of the open doors. Before they reached it, one of the doors opened near the end of the long hall. A fair-haired woman staggered out, red-faced and disheveled. She wore a robe and bustier similar to Milena’s, but this was smeared with white stains. The woman took a staggering step, one hand on a slightly paunchy abdomen. She looked sick to Milena.

“Is she alright?” asked Milena.

“She will be fine,” said Zala, watching as the woman staggered past them, seeming to be on the verge of getting sick. “One lesson you must learn is to vary the ways in which you give pleasure to the minotaurs. If all you do is swallow their seed then you will soon find yourself cum sick. Like that poor girl.”

The woman disappeared at the far end of the hall and only moments later there came a terrible retching sound.

“She will be fine,” repeated Zala. “She is still learning. But be careful. If you are not diligent in your duties you will be punished in the golden bull.”

“The golden bowl?” wondered Milena.

“No, no, it is a statue of Pasiphae being mounted by the bull. But the bull is not there. The acolyte who is punished is placed into this bull and her body is offered to the minotaurs. The amount of time the punished spends within depends on the severity of her offense. It could be hours or days. She will take little pleasure in this but the minotaurs find it a great enjoyment. In this way, she makes up for her past sins. But you will not end up in such a way, I am sure. You are an eager girl.”

“Yes, very eager,” agreed Milena as Zala led her through one of the doors. They were in a small room scarcely big enough for them to stand. There was a small cushioned stool, a clean towel hanging from a rod, and a wall with several sliding partitions. There was also a large hole in the wall, though this was covered with a plug decorated with the symbol of a bull’s phallus.

“Your duties are simple,” explained Zala, lighting a lantern with the candle she was carrying. “You will remove the plug from the hole to let the bulls know that you are available for their pleasure. The minotaurs will slide their holy member through this hole in the wall and you will pleasure it. You may open the partitions to entice or offer them parts of your body. Or simply so they can see through to what you are doing. They might request more from you, which you will obey, although you are not permitted to leave the room during your shift.”

Milena listened attentively as heat spread through her body. Each detail was both horrifying and exciting in equal measure. To be so thoroughly degraded that she was beneath some back-alley whore and yet to do it all in service of those glorious minotaurs was a strange and alluring proposition.

“My shift? How long is that?”

“You will work for five hours, then you will have one hour to bathe and rest, then five more hours. You may find yourself feeling sick, particularly after your first day, but I suggest you drink liberally from the cool spring water. Oh, and I have this for you.”

Zala reached into the folds of her robes and brought out a thick jar with a silver top. She handed it to Milena.

“Aloifi. This will serve to lubricate and prepare you if needed. It can also soothe you if you feel sore. Do not lose this jar. This is a valuable commodity on the island as women are often in need of Aloifi to cope with the constant attentions of the bulls.”

“Um, thank you,” said Milena, fidgeting with the lid.

“You are eager to begin. I can see it in your eyes.” Zala gestured to the plug covering the hole in the wall. “Simply remove it and they will come. They know a new acolyte is starting today and will be competing to be your first.”

Milena worked her trembling fingers around the edge of the wooden plug depicting the bull’s cock. She eased it out and it popped loose into her hands. Zala took it and set it aside and Milena leaned close to the hole, peering through into the deeper darkness beyond. She could hear sounds coming through the hole. Grunting and thumping. Soft moans and wet sloshing.

A furry shape moved close to the hole. Reddish-brown fur. A glimpse of a hip. Then a dark sheath and a flat-headed pink cock rose from the darkness like a vessel leaving a boathouse. It pressed through the hole, nearly knocking Milena back onto the stool. The length of it was impressive. Was this the bull she had served in the temple the day before? She stared at its flared tip and its long, twitching shaft as the minotaur on the other side knocked heavily on the wall.

“He is impatient,” laughed Zala. “Do you know what to do?”

“Yes,” gasped Milena, unable to look away from the obscene sight of the cock thrust through the wall. She did not even glance back at Zala as the dusky woman left the room and shut the door behind her. She had so many questions to ask Zala, but they all seemed unimportant when confronted with the glorious cock of the minotaur before her.

She ran her fingers over the warm pillar of flesh, feeling each throbbing vein that bulged from the sides, tracing her touch down to the wrinkled, furry sheath. Running one hand to the huge, red-furred bollocks. Fondling them and testing their weight in one hand as her other hand worked slowly from the minotaur’s root back to his flared tip. She was very close to his cock. Breathing his musky animal scent and exhaling against his twitching tip.

“You are the new girl?” groaned the minotaur. “I have never felt such experienced hands.”

“Oh, thank you, master,” she moaned. “I am new to this island, but not to pleasuring a man.”

“A man?” She heard an indignant snort and the stomp of a hoof. “I am no man!”

“Forgive me,” gasped Milena, burning with shame at her poor choice of words. “I meant no offense, mighty minotaur. Only to say… mmmmm…” She pressed a warm, lingering kiss to the head of his cock and finished her words, lips brushing his tip, “Only to say that I am happy to serve such a glorious scepter.”

“Mmmmm,” rumbled the deep voice of the minotaur as Milena pleasured him with her hand and her lips. Her tongue slipped out and mapped the terrain of ridges and veins. She tasted the salty oil oozing from his tip. She made him groan and thrust against the divider, which caused his blunt cock to nearly knock her over.

“More,” groaned the minotaur. “Let me feel your breasts upon my cock.”

“Yes, master,” moaned Milena, eagerly parting the soft fabric of her robe and leaning up from the stool to cradle the minotaur’s cock against her breasts. She began to rub up and down his shaft and tongued his dripping tip. The more of him she tasted, the more of him she craved. She parted her lips wide, struggling to fit his whole tip into her mouth. Moaning and softly gurgling as drool spilled from her chin and slicked her cleavage.

“More,” rumbled the voice again. “Let me feel your ass rubbing against my cock.”

“Ohhhhhh, yessss,” moaned Milena, feverish for the minotaur’s pleasure. She stood and turned, pushing her ass back so the underside of his cock met her firm, peachy rear. She held him there, cradled in the warm valley between her cheeks, rubbing between her garters and up and down her crack as she rolled her hips. His precum slicked his throbbing member. She worked faster and faster, panting with effort, her tits heaving as she bounced back against the divider with each stroke.

“Ohhhhh! Yesss!” roared the minotaur. “More! Put it in your cunt! Am I your first?”

“Yes, my first,” cried Milena, eager to grant the minotaur’s wish. She took hold of his cock, staggering a step forward and then guiding his blunt tip to her sopping cunt. So wet for him. A veritable virgin who had never truly experienced a cock like his.

“Slowly now,” rumbled the minotaur. “Do not hurt yourself.”

She eased back, stretching her folds, feeling herself opened in a way that meant no human would ever satisfy her again. Opened wider and wider as she slid back onto his cock. Filling herself. Changing herself for the minotaur’s pleasure. Her body united with his mighty pillar. Her pleasure stealing her breath.

And then the minotaur began to fuck her through the hole and in a few thrusts all of Milena’s past sexual experiences were forgotten. She bounced against the wall. She braced her hands on her thighs and received the mighty strokes of the minotaur. Taking his cock as deep as it would go. Feeling it bulge her flat tummy and rearrange her with each thrust.

“Ohhhhhh! I’m cumming!” cried Milena, unable to hold back.

“Yes! Cum for your master!” rumbled the minotaur with delight. “Feel the power of the bull!”

“Ohhhhhh! Thank youuuuuu!” cried Milena, weeping tears of joy as she was seized by an ecstasy like none she had ever felt before. She rocked back against the wall, taking him to the hilt. Feeling his huge cock pulse and twitch deep in her cunt. And then came the mighty rush of his seed. Not just pumping into her but gushing out of her. Spurting around his thrusting cock. Cream pouring down her trembling thighs as she clenched him and milked his cock with her climax.

His strokes slowed. The flow of his cum diminished. The minotaur pulled back from the wall and his cock popped free of Milena’s freshly-fucked cunt with a wet pop. She stumbled a step forward and felt the uncorked spurt of spunk from her creamy pussy. It poured out of her in a splashing stream that landed between her feet on the stone floor.

She steadied herself, still gasping for breath, and turned slowly.

“Well done,” rumbled the minotaur, already stepping back into the darkness. Disappearing from the other side.

“You’re welcome,” she said softly.

Only a few seconds later and she heard the heavy clop of hooves and saw a shadow pass by the hole on the other side. She leaned down as another cock slid through. Black and not quite as flared at the tip, but even longer. It drooped slightly, not fully erect.

“Open the divider,” commanded a soft voice. “Let me see your breasts.”

“Y-yes,” said Milena, still recovering from the first minotaur. She slid open the chest-level partition on the wall and thrust her chest into the darkness. Her hands grasped the minotaur’s cock as she felt hot breath and then a thick, wet tongue against her tits.

She bit back a whine of pleasure and wondered, as the unseen minotaur licked and nuzzled against her breasts, just how many lovers she might have in a single morning. The thought brought a smile to Milena’s face as she began to work her hand on the minotaur’s mighty black cock.
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Thodoris the Sinful

Young Thodoris could not bear the work in the baths. It was filthy and humiliating, crawling around on his knees, drenched in sweat, scrubbing the tiles and cleaning up clumps of hair. He had been so innocent on that first day, believing his duty to be a holy one, but by the third day his heart had hardened.

He listened to the minotaurs grunting and groaning. The cries of women being fucked echoed through the tiled chambers day and night. He glimpsed those huge cocks, like the cocks of full-grown bulls, dripping with foamy cum or hanging over their fat bollocks. Beastly cocks that made messes that Thodoris, his father, and the other men assigned to the baths had to clean up.

Sometimes they even had to carry the women out of the baths to the infirmary. Cooing whores, their bodies spattered with cum, their eyes rolling and smiles on their pretty faces. Fucked so completely that they were in a daze. The stink of cum clinging to their naked flesh. When he carried them, Thodoris looked away as though he were doing something wrong to even gaze upon their soft breasts, creamy thighs, or the minotaur spunk decorating their dark thatches of hair.

All the while, during all his toils, Thodoris hungered. His lust was agonizing.

On the fourth day, they delivered another woman to the infirmary. She looked almost exactly Milena. The same plush breasts and lovely hips. The same nose and sparkling eyes. He could not help but look at this girl as he and Stergios carried her by her arms and legs down the path to the healers. She was smiling. That same dazed expression. A moan escaping her lips as her bust jiggled and shook with each step they took. Smears of minotaur cum on her thighs and dripping from the reddened, well-used folds of her cunt.

“Milena,” murmured Thodoris, imagining his sweet sister in such a terrible state.

“What is that, my son?” rasped Stergios, his throat dry with lack of water.

“Nothing, father,” muttered Thodoris, looking away and feeling his face grow hot with shame. He realized that his cock had stiffened in his loincloth from looking at the insensate beauty in his arms.

“You are hungry,” suggested Stergios.

It was true. The awful, hard biscuits they were given were not enough to sustain them. They worked long hours in the heat and crept home each night exhausted.

“Yes, father,” admitted Thodoris, glad to speak of something other than the embarrassment he felt from being aroused by this helpless woman in his arms.

“Well, last night your mother told me she has been assigned to the kitchens,” said Stergios. “Perhaps she can bring us something better to eat from the leftovers.”

“Leftovers?” Thodoris felt a hot spasm of indignation. The idea of being fed the scraps from the tables of the minotaurs was almost as infuriating as the realization that he would lick their dirty plates clean for a chance at some gravy or lamb meat. He managed a weary smile, “Yes. That would lift my spirits, father.”

“Good boy,” said Stergios, smiling back as though he and his son were not carrying a woman in their arms who had just been fucked senseless by a minotaur.

Thodoris and his father delivered the girl to the infirmary and were brusquely sent back to the baths by a senior nurse with huge, pendulous breasts. Her eyes were hard and she offered them no thanks. They trudged back across the beautiful island and spent the remainder of the morning disassembling and cleaning a clogged drainpipe.

Thodoris could not understand why his father endured it all with a faint smile on his face. As though he still believed what they were doing was something more than a humiliating chore. They ate their lunch of hard biscuits soaked in bitter, mineral-rich water. A gong sounded the end of their brief rest and they returned to their labors.

But Stergios had put the image of great heaping platters of food for the minotaurs into the head of Thodoris. As he scrubbed and washed and his belly gurgled unhappily, Thodoris imagined all the favorite foods he had eaten back on Crete. The fish he could catch in the crystalline waters and the olives his family grew before they were brought here.

He made up his mind to sneak away, only briefly, and go to the kitchens to beg his mother for some food. He knew where the kitchens were. The meals were prepared in a large, low building adjoining the palatial megaron where the minotaurs ate. He had seen congregations of women wearing aprons heading there while he and his father ate their hardtack.

Thodoris had to go there. He had to have something better to eat. Something to give him hope.

“Father,” he said, hefting filthy sections of drainpipe into a cart. “I am going to take these down to the wells and rinse them clean.”

“Wait, I will join you,” said Stergios, beginning to rise.

“No, no,” said Thodoris, urging his father back to his knees on the rolled towel he used for padding. “Your back is not so limber as mine and will pain you if you keep standing and kneeling. You disassemble the pipes. I will bring the clean ones back and load up another cart when I return.”

Stergios seemed to consider and then, wiping sweat from his forehead, gave his son the slightest nod of agreement. Thodoris resolved to bring his father back something to eat as well. He hated to see his father suffer without complaint.

Thodoris pushed the cart out through the back doors of the baths, lead pipes weighing heavily against the axle. He was lean and strong despite his hunger. His body bronzed from the Mediterranean sun and glistening with sweat. A passing minotaur paid him no mind, as though he were no more than a goat or a dog. This gave Thodoris hope that his plan would succeed. He felt as though he was breaking the rules, but the minotaurs did not seem to think about the men on the island at all.

He left the cart of dirty drain pipes by the wells, washed his hands and face, and crept away. At first, he felt like a thief in the night, trying to stick to shadows and avoiding the minotaurs. But his heart swelled as he saw the sunbaked walls of the kitchen and smelled the wafting aroma of roasting meat. He slipped inside and was struck at once by the uniforms the women in the kitchens wore. They were naked save for long aprons that covered the front of their body. This left their buttocks, the backs of their thighs, and the sides of their breasts exposed.

The women in the kitchen tended to be both older and younger than Thodoris, with the older women toiling with the ovens and preparing the dishes and the younger women, just come of age, bringing the trays of food out in an endless parade of savory and sweet delights.

These younger women wore lace collars and stockings, and their aprons were smaller, leaving their pert breasts bare. Thodoris watched them come and go from a linen closet, admiring the lovely young women, peering through the slats as the beauties with their bare asses and breasts paraded right past his hiding space. When there was a momentary lull, he slipped out of the closet and down a side corridor that wrapped around the kitchen. He was just about to round a bend when he heard a loud groan.

“Oooohhhhh!” The voice was that of an older woman. The sound of her cry made Thodoris’ prick twitch in his loincloth. He could hear the slapping of flesh and the familiar, snorting sounds of a bull in full rut. He had heard those grunts and snorts echoing in the bath house a thousand times. He slowly crept to the corner and peered around the side.

His heart froze in his chest.

It was his mother.

Phoebe had seemingly been preparing a dish of roast pork when she had been accosted by the minotaur. She was wearing one of the larger work aprons, but this had been untied from her neck and hung beneath Phoebe’s large, motherly breasts. Her thick nipples stood out from her creamy mounds and the weight of her breasts jostled and bounced with the motion of the minotaur. She stood upright, tits hanging over the meal she had been preparing as the minotaur held her by her hips and rutted his huge cock into the slick passage of her cunt. Her big, round ass slapped and wobbled with each mighty stroke of the minotaur’s cock.

It was a huge brute of a minotaur. His fur ruddy brown and with a thick tuft of black mane atop his head and down the back of his neck. His nostrils flared as he worked his mighty hips, pummeling Phoebe’s ass and plundering her pussy with the glistening pillar of his beastly pink cock.

“OooooooOOooo yessssss,” cried Phoebe, her brow furrowed with pleasure as she clung to the countertop. She leaned forward, her huge breasts dangling and swinging with the force of the rutting minotaur. The brute hunched over Phoebe’s back, plowing harder into her and snorting with pleasure.

“You are tight,” growled the minotaur. “Do you not fuck the others?”

“Ohhhh, Rogar, they like them younger,” moaned Phoebe, looking back over her shoulder. “But you have a taste for me, don’t you?”

“You fuck like you want it,” agreed Rogar, the ruddy brown minotaur with the black hair.

“I dooooo,” moaned Phoebe.

The scene was riveting and beyond surreal. As Thodoris watched his beautiful mother being fucked by the minotaur, the other women continued cooking and preparing platters. As though a minotaur intruding and fucking one of them was a common occurrence no different than their usual tasks.

But Thodoris could not look away. For all he had heard and glimpsed in the baths, he had never stared directly at such a scene. Hardly able to blink as he watched the minotaur’s cock plunge deep into his mother and slide back out again. Pink and red and glistening. Huge, heavy bollocks swinging. Rogar reached around to roughly squeeze and fondle one of Phoebe’s breasts. The thick fingers of the minotaur plucked at her nipple.

“AAAHHHHH! YEsssss! Hold nothing back, Master Rogar!” Phoebe threw her ass back against him, just as eager as the minotaur. “Your mighty cock is going to make me…. AAAHHHH!”

“CUM! CUM FOR ME!” roared the minotaur, pounding harder into Phoebe and making her wail with ecstasy.

Thodoris bit back his own moan of lust as he pressed to the wall, watching intently as his mother reached her peak of pleasure. Her thighs quivering and her mouth hanging open in a low, rapturous moan. Rogar hilted his cock in her and spanked her clit with his bollocks with each thrust. His huge hands held her shapely hips as he drove Phoebe mad with pleasure.

“He is getting close now,” rasped a woman’s voice close to Thodoris’ ear. He stood up straight and felt the warmth of a woman press against his back. She was a little older than his mother. Fair-haired and blue-eyed. Not quite so pretty. But her huge, soft tits mashed wonderfully against his shoulder and left arm. Her hand reached around him and massaged the bulge of his cock in his loincloth.

“Who… who are you?” gasped Thodoris, his voice a terrified whisper as the older woman’s hand drew aside his loincloth and freed his stiff prick. She wrapped her hand around it, looking over his shoulder as she began to stroke his already dripping cock.

“I am Nomiki,” purred the woman. “Keeper of the ways here in the kitchen. You are not supposed to be here, you naughty young man.”

“I… I am sorry,” moaned Thodoris, looking down at his cock as Nomiki stroked him in time to the thrusting of Rogar.

“I am sure you are sorry you were caught,” whispered Nomiki, squeezing his cock harder and rubbing her thumb across his sensitive tip. “To not just sneak into the kitchen, where men are forbidden, but to watch one of the hallowed minotaurs taking his pleasure? Oh, you must be punished.”

“Please,” panted Thodoris, looking away from his cock as he felt his pleasure building.

But looking away only caused him to look in the direction of his mother. Rogar had turned her over and put her on her back atop the kitchen’s counter. Her feet were in the air and her legs spread wide by the minotaur as his massive cock plunged in and out of her slick cunt. Thodoris could see the bulge in her abdomen as the huge minotaur cock thrust into her. How could she be enjoying this so much? How could she ever know the pleasures of a wife with her husband again?

“Please? You plead to spill your seed?” Nomiki chuckled cruelly. She pressed her lips to Thodoris’ ear. “Cup one hand beneath your cock. Do it. Do not think. Do not doubt. Obey me. Cup your hand, palm up, just beneath your red tip. Now watch her. Watch the minotaur with her. Such a wondrous slut! She does not even need the Aloifi to take his cock to its fullest. Do you see the pleasure on her face? How she cums again and again for him?”

“Mmmmm. Y-yes.” Thodoris whispered shamefully as he held his hand cupped beneath his cock and stared at his mother being fucked by the minotaur. Her tits bouncing and splashing wildly against her ribcage. The minotaur leaning over her. A giant rippling with muscle. His huge bollocks tightening.

“See how taut his stones become,” rasped Nomiki, her hand working intently on Thodoris’ straining cock. “He is going to fill her up. His cum will overflow her and drip down her ass and onto the floor. Are you ready?”

“Yes,” admitted Thodoris, his pleasure surging, but the word lost to the bellow of the minotaur.

The hulking bull threw back his head and drove his cock deep into Phoebe’s stretched cunt. His mighty cock pulsed and a rim of white suddenly appeared to ring his shaft as frothing cum overflowed Phoebe’s cunt on the first spurt.

“Cummmmm,” whispered Nomiki. “Fill your hand with your seed.”

Thodoris was in agony, letting loose hot ropes of his seed that splashed into his palm and filled it with a quivering milky white pool. Some overflowed and dripped down his wrist. Some missed entirely and splashed onto the floor. He came again and again, with such force he seemed to be emptying every drop of seed in his body as he watched the minotaur filling up Phoebe with cum. Thick strands dripped down to the floor and a frothy mess spilled onto the countertop beneath her.

“There you are,” whispered Nomiki. “There. Let it all out, boy. Did that feel good?”

“Yes,” whimpered Thodoris, his cock painfully oversensitive as Nomiki squeezed out the last of his cum.

“You came here hungry,” she whispered. “I would not want you to starve. Go on. Drink what is in your hand.”

“W-what?” Thodoris looked from his slime-filled hand to her with disgust. “I cannot. That is… that…”

“It is your sin filling your hand,” she said, her tone growing harder. “Your foul deed manifested as this thick residue. That guilty feeling is an acknowledgement of your misdeed. Now lick it up, or I shall call out to them and let Rogar punish you.”

Thodoris looked from the woman’s hard, blue eyes and back to the cum filling his cupped hand. The thought of even tasting a drop of such a foul mess turned his stomach. But then he looked back out into the kitchen and saw his mother crouching before Rogar. Her cunt stretched and drooling out the beastly spunk. Her hands on the creature’s massive cock, now drooping. The horned giant stroking Phoebe’s head as she licked his dripping cock and fat, loosening bollocks.

The shame of such a display caused Thodoris to bring his hand to his face. The smell was strong, like lye, but he brought it up to his mouth. He closed his eyes.

“No, watch them,” hissed Nomiki, squeezing his sensitive cock. “Watch your mother clean the holy minotaur as you clean up the mess you have made.”

“Mmmmmm,” whimpered Thodoris as he stuck out his tongue and tasted his own cum. The first taste was revolting. Salty and strong. The second less so. The third and he buried his tongue in the mess and began to lick it up.

“Goooood,” chuckled Nomiki. “You take to it well. Imagine what the cook is tasting. Such a glory. You only have human cum, but she is savoring the seed of the gods.”

“Oooohhmmmmmm!” moaned Phoebe, slurping and sucking at Rogar’s cock.

“Mmmnnnn,” moaned Thodoris, licking his palm clean and feeling the foul thickness of the cum in his throat. He wanted to retch, but worse than the feel of cum in his mouth, worse even than his mother degrading herself so eagerly, was that his cock was once more hard in Nomiki’s grasp.

“Ah, you obey, but you still crave sin,” chuckled the older woman. “Very well, boy. Come with me. I will give you your punishment.”

Thodoris was utterly defeated. He could only nod and follow the busty woman back through the kitchen. In the open this time, receiving scornful stares from the other women. The younger ones laughed. The older women, with their huge breasts straining beneath their aprons, looked at him with something more like pity. Nomiki would not even permit him to put his cock away. She paraded him naked back to a small, windowless room.

Nomiki turned and began unlocking a cabinet of red-painted wood. Thodoris looked around the small room. There were candles and a small writing table. The only real decoration was an alcove with a golden minotaur and three nude women depicted in a relief. They seemed to be worshipping the minotaur’s oversized cock.

Or was it oversized? Thodoris thought of the minotaur drawing its huge cock out of Phoebe. The spear of a god. The way the cum had poured lewdly out of her. Thodoris wet his lips and tasted his own cum lingering there.

Nomiki turned to him with a small silver cage in her hands. She walked over and matter-of-factly closed the cage over Thodoris’ partially erect penis. It pinched uncomfortably over him as she locked it with a tiny mechanism.

“What are you doing?” he moaned, looking down at his reddened cock bulging at the cage.

“You are hereby sentenced to 100 days of chastity,” she said. “If you are caught here or anywhere else you are not permitted it will be 1000 days. If you are caught a third time, you will be castrated.”

“Castrated!?” cried Thodoris.

“Yes,” said Nomiki, hanging the key around her neck and into her generous cleavage. “Most learn their lesson after the first offense. But the cage is painful, particularly when there is so much to… stimulate you.”

She ran a finger around the neck of her robe, teasing her ample breasts and drawing his attention into that deep valley.

“Please, I cannot do this,” moaned Thodoris.

“And yet you must,” replied Nomiki. “Unless you wish to take the maiden’s vow.”

Thodoris looked at her with confusion. He would have sworn any oath to get his prick out of the painfully constricting cage.

Nomiki walked back over to the cabinet and opened it so that he could see several vials of swirling pink liquid.

“All you must do is swear to serve the minotaurs and drink the maiden’s nectar,” she said, selecting a vial. “We make it from our own milk. It will transform your urges and make you into a much better servant of the bulls.”

“What? Just by drinking a potion?”

“Many of the women on this island were once like you Thodoris,” said Nomiki, bringing the potion closer. “Confused boys. Outrageous young men. You swear the vow and drink the maiden’s nectar and you will change. You will have the body of a woman and you will come to be a woman. You will be given a new name and new duties.”

“A potion cannot do that,” cried Thodoris, revolted by the thought of his body turning into that of a woman.

“It can do that and more,” laughed Nomiki. “Do you doubt the magic of the minotaurs? Some who take the vow even manage to give birth. It is a fine choice to make. Honorable.”

“Never,” cried Thodoris.

Nomiki sighed and returned the vial to the cabinet. She shut it away.

“Very well, but consider the offer,” said the older woman. “Now, go back to your duties, boy. You would not want to be punished from both ends.”

With that, she let him put on his loincloth and leave the kitchens. Thodoris went limping back to the wells, feeling the cage pinch around his cock with each step. Somehow, his cock twitched each time he thought of taking that accursed vow. Or when he thought too long of his mother crouched before the minotaur.
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The Exalted Wife and Her Lowly Husband

Phoebe had always known she was a beautiful woman. When she was younger, her beauty had attracted the attention of all of Crete. Her long, curly dark hair had waved in the warm air and her shapely body had been taut with the firmness of youth. Many men had sought her affection, and some had even won pieces of it.

A lusty whisper, a soft kiss, a caress that traveled down their body. So many kisses, tongues tangling and hands fumbling. The thump of their heart in her palm when she wrapped her hand around a cock. The sight of their seed spilling like milk upon her thigh. Once she let a handsome boy kiss between her legs. She had wrapped her legs around him and crushed his face against the impossible, exploding pleasure of her womanhood.

Another, a great, strapping athlete named Mikos, she rewarded for a victory with her mouth. Oh, how that had excited her, to taste the sweat of his loins and feel him stiffen. Hear him cry out. Taste the hot flow of his seed. It had seemed to salt her lips for a week after.

That hot Cretan summer of her eighteenth year she had discovered a great aptitude for using her mouth in such a way. She was always smart enough to keep her maiden’s honor, but she employed every other wile to tame those eager boys. She would never forget that long night of dancing and drinking retsina with Hector, the stonecutter’s son, when she let him lift her gown, smear her buttocks with olive oil, and plunge his fat prick into her ass.

Oh, the hot delight of such a deed! To defy her vow without breaking it. To feel his cock throbbing and pumping inside her until he cried out and pulled back and she felt the warm trickle of his seed down her thighs and spilling from her ass over the dark-tufted folds of her cunt.

“Next time,” Hector had promised, “I will put my seed here.”

He had thrust a finger into her cunt and taken her maiden’s veil with that finger. She had cum, yes, but when she had seen her virgin blood, she was furious. She never spoke to him again. She cursed him. She even told herself she hated him for a while. Though later, after he was gone from her life, she thought of his handsome face and broad, muscular chest some nights in the bath, her finger pushing into her ass and her other touching her clit. Remembering Hector. Imagining what it might have been to be the wife of a stonecutter. 

Not long after she ended things with Hector, she met Stergios Vassakos. He was handsome, clever, and very, very wealthy. His family owned half the olive groves on Crete’s eastern slopes. She gratefully accepted his gifts and repaid him with the pleasures she could offer. On their wedding night, she feigned the pain of virginity as his cock took her. She made love to him whenever he asked. He rarely made her cum, but she pretended to be in ecstasy whenever they shared their bed.

She gave him a daughter, a son, and another daughter. Her body growing soft and voluptuous in her motherhood. Her breasts swelling and slipping with the rise and fall of her milk. She was still lovely, still beautiful, but her daughters had surpassed her. The young men hardly glanced in her direction.

As her fortieth year came, she grew a lock of white in her curly, dark hair. For a time she hid it from Stergios, knowing it might drive him to younger women, but when she caught him with one of the house maids, some young slut from the mainland, she decided she no longer cared. It was not that she thought the house maid might replace her. No, Stergios loved her still. But Phoebe had lived too much to let her life hinge upon Stergios and his pleasures. He could plow the housemaids and she would let herself live as she wanted.

But their journey to the Island of the Minotaurs had changed everything. She was not just free to live as she wanted, she had found new desires and new satisfactions. The minotaurs. Gorgeous and beastly. So muscular and huge and with their massive cocks dangling over their thick, cum-filled bollocks. Her heart beat faster when they were near. She cried out with lust when one looked directly at her or groped her luscious curves.

And she fell to her knees readily to offer herself to the holy beasts. To submit to pleasuring them or to present her body for their lust. Her time spent preparing feasts in the kitchen was only time spent between each moment in the embrace of a minotaur. She had been taken by several, including a black bull with a cock so large it had made her weep when he thrust it into her, but none excited her more than Rogar.

He visited her in the kitchen almost daily. Even if it was only to grope her breasts or thrust his tongue into her mouth, it was the highlight of Phoebe’s day. She hardly thought of her husband or children when Rogar was near. The rusty-brown bull towered over her. All muscle and furry brawn, with those brooding eyes and that thick mane of black hair down his neck. His horns curved from his bull’s head and his long, pink tongue thrust into her mouth, as big as a hand.

“Ohhhhhhh, Rogar,” she moaned, clinging to him as he yanked aside her apron and thrust his steaming muzzle into her cleavage. His tongue roamed across her creamy tits and dragged over the fat buds of her motherly nipples.

She clung to his head, grabbing his horns and thrusting her tits against his beastly face. She momentarily wondered if anyone was watching her in the larder with the bull. She’d heard from Nomiki that just the day before some boy had been caught and punished for sneaking around the kitchen.

Then Rogar sucked greedily at her tender nipples, and she forgot all about such concerns.

“Your breasts should be filled,” snorted the brute, lashing her fat bud with his huge tongue. “These tits… would quench my thirst.”

“Ohhhh, but I am old,” cried Phoebe, though in truth she felt younger with each day she spent on the island.

“Many breeding years to come,” snorted Rogar, giving her plump hip a smack and a squeeze. “I’ll fill your belly yet. You will be my personal cock sleeve.”

“Oohhhh!” cried Phoebe, scandalized by his words as the brute turned her around and bent her over one of the larder’s stone shelves.

She tensed as she heard the dragging fabric of his loincloth. She was naked save for her apron and there was nowhere to hide. Not that she wanted to get away from him. He lifted one of her legs all the way up to the knee onto the shelf top, bent and sideways, leaving her balanced on one leg. He dropped the length of his cock against her buttocks and up her back. She crooned as that warm shaft weighed atop her. His heavy bollocks pressing to her cunt. He was teasing her, letting her know how deep his cock would reach.

“Are you ready, slave?” he asked, running one hand down her back and dragging his cock along the cleft of her buttocks with a slow roll of his hips.

“I can never… never be ready for a cock… that magnificent,” she gasped, looking back at him over her shoulder.

Rogar rumbled with amusement and his bestial muzzle broke into a grin. He drew back his hips and the heavy length of his cock dragged back from Phoebe’s plush cheeks. He pressed her flat against the shelf, squishing her tits against the cool stone surface. This position forced her hips to tilt and offered her cunt to his lusty gaze. She felt his cock bumping the back of her thigh. The soft inner flesh of her leg. He rubbed the flattened head at her slick folds.

“Mmnnnnn!” she moaned, biting her lower lip as the massive minotaur thrust forward. For an instant, his huge cock caught on her folds and Phoebe felt a sharp pressure on her tender flesh. His cock bulled past her entrance, and he plunged the massive, throbbing length of it into her slick cunt.

Rogar’s hands surrounded her waist like bands of iron and his huge hips worked with the intense thrusts of the beast. His massive bollocks swung and slapped against Phoebe’s clit as his huge cock plunder the depths of her cunt. He let out a bestial roar, hunching over her and making the larder shelves shake with the force of his passion. Phoebe could only gasp with stunned ecstasy, caught and pinned to the cool marble by the force of a tempest of lust.

She came with explosive force, her whole body seeming to spasm around each thrust that plunged into her pussy. Rogar must have felt it, for he bellowed with pleasure of his own as he felt her slick cunt gripping and squeezing against him. He slammed his hips against her plush bottom and hilted his huge cock inside her again and again.

Through the pulsing of her pleasure, she felt his cock swelling. Throbbing. His hands tightening on her waist.

“Y-yessss,” she gasped. “Yes, Rogar! Cummmmm! Cum for me! Cummmm inside meeee!”

“RRRRAOOOOAAAA!” He threw back his bestial head and bellowed savagely. His bollocks tight, his massive cock jerking as he let loose a flood of hot seed into Phoebe’s depths. The pumping ecstasy of the brute gushed into her and sent another orgasm, slick and shameful, shuddering through her body.

She felt his hot cum churning inside her with each plunging stroke. His massive load coating her inner walls and overflowing her stretched cuntlips. It was a shameful ecstasy. The knowledge that she was violating every vow of marriage to receive the hot flood of the minotaur’s cum.

And it felt so good.

“OooooooHHH yesssss,” she cried, bucking her hips and pushing back against him. Her inner muscles working to wring out every drop.

Rogar’s thrusts slowed. He was snorting and breathing heavily as he eased his huge cock from Phoebe’s creamy cunt. The fat head of his cock popped free of her stretched folds and Phoebe gasped as a warm, frothy trickle of minotaur seed poured out of her flooded cunt. She could feel so much more still inside her.

“Mmmmmm,” rumbled Rogar, looking down at her and caressing her plush bottom. “I have made quite a mess of you. We go now.”

“Go?” she looked back at him over her shoulder.

“Yes, I will take you to the baths,” growled the minotaur.

Fear and guilty shame jolted through Phoebe.

“My husband is…” She trailed off as she looked into Rogar’s eyes and knew she could not refuse him. She smiled wanly and said, “Yes, the baths would be… nice.”

Hooded and Humiliated

Stergios Vassakos had come to the Island of the Minotaurs a strong and proud patriarch. Not even a week on the island and he was almost a broken man.

He told himself that he was doing his duty for the holy minotaurs, but it was hard to believe the gods wanted him crawling around on his knees under a pipe and wearing a leather hood to keep the hot water from scalding his scalp. He turned the wrench and grunted as he felt the steaming water patter on the hood. He had almost located the leak he was trying to fix when he heard one of the other men calling out to him.

Stergios cursed, crawling out of the waterworks and back to the tiled surface of the bath he was servicing. Ludos, one of the other workers at the bath house, wiped his grimy brow with a rag. The older man was out of breath.

“I must repair this pipe before the sun sets,” growled Stergios. “Why do you interrupt me?”

“One of the minotaurs has asked to see the man fixing the pipes. I don’t know why. But you had better hurry or you will be punished.”

Stergios jumped to his feet. Ludos pointed the way down the hall and Stergios all but ran to attend to the minotaur. He knew well that punishments could be severe if the minotaurs felt slighted in any way. His son endured a punishment so terrible he would not even speak of it to Stergios, only knew that Thodoris had been caught doing something in the kitchens and punished. Whatever had been done weighed heavily on the young man. Stergios could not help his son, but he did not want to share his fate.

He was in such a hurry that he forgot to remove his leather hood.

Stergios hobbled into the bath where the minotaur was waiting and sucked in a breath at the sight of the huge, brown-furred brute standing beside the filled bath. He had been around many minotaurs, but they rarely even glanced in his direction. This one was staring right at him.

“Are you responsible for this bath being cold?” demanded the minotaur, stirring the water in the bath with a hoof.

“N-no,” stammered Stergios. “No, please. I work on a schedule and it was not yet time for me to service this bath. One of the others—”

“Silence!” boomed the minotaur. “This is the bath I prefer. I wanted this human cleaned before I savored her but the water is too cold for her. Isn’t that right, my sweet?”

“Yes, Rogar,” she said softly. “Too cold to dip my body into.”

Stergios finally looked over at the voluptuous woman seated on the edge of the pool. She had her legs dangling in the water, her thighs slightly parted, her large, soft breasts hanging bare as she kicked her feet slowly beneath the water’s surface. She was blushing, her eyes lidded. She looked up at the minotaur and smiled as he stroked her curly black hair.

Stergios froze. It took him a moment more to see that this was not some random plump nymph.

Phoebe.

His wife. Blushing and smiling at the minotaur. The minotaur smiled back at her and caressed her shoulder. Her breast. Gently squeezing and hefting one pendulous tit. Running a thumb across one of the nipples that had nursed Stergios’ daughters and son.

Anger and horror churned in Stergios’ gut. He stared at the sight of the huge brute caressing his wife. The minotaur growled as he turned his attention back to Stergios.

“Well? What are you going to do about it?” demanded the minotaur,

That snapped Stergios out of his paralysis.

“Um, yes, I will go and fix the pipe now, master! Of course! The pipe!” Stergios took a step back to the door. He wanted to be out of the room. Wanted desperately to look away.

“Stop!” bellowed the minotaur. “I will not wait while you do the job you should have done yesterday! Come here. Get into that bath and come over to this sweet woman! You will clean her, fool! Clean her… with your tongue!”

“W-what?” stammered Stergios.

Rogar snarled and grabbed Stergios by one arm. The huge minotaur flung him into the cold bath and Stergios came up sputtering only an arm’s length from Phoebe’s parted thighs. He stared, not just at her shameless nudity, but at the way her cunny was red and gaping. At the trickle of yellowish white liquid spilling out onto the tiles at the edge of the bath. The thick, familiar musk of minotaur cum tickled in Stergios’ nostrils and he felt like he might be sick.

The minotaur loomed over Phoebe’s shoulder, that huge, beastly cock dangling between his muscular thighs.

“Do not stare at her,” snarled the minotaur. “Clean her! Now! Or so help me I will have you flogged!”

“Y-yes, master,” whimpered Stergios.

He put his hands on Phoebe’s knees and leaned closer to her. She giggled and looked away, blushing deeply as Stergios watched more of that thick, slimy cum drool out from her stretched cunt. The minotaur had fucked her. It was something he had feared, but deep down had known was happening. He had heard stories from the other workers. Ludo himself had told Stergios to forget his wife and daughters. That they belonged to the minotaurs now.

“Gods, please,” whispered Stergios, his nostrils stinging with the raw scent of bestial cum.

“What is that silly mask he is wearing?” asked Phoebe. “He looks like an executioner.”

“He will face one if he does not GET TO IT!” bellowed the minotaur, stomping a hoof and cracking two tiles.

Stergios felt like he might be sick, but he did the only thing he could: he licked. He ran his tongue over the sloppy gash of his wife’s cum-filled cunt. She giggled and squirmed as he lapped over and between her slimy folds. Breathed the scent of her damp bush. Tongued the salty filth that oozed from the well-used depths.

It was a humiliation beyond any he had imagined, yet he clung to the hope that the mask gave him. That his wife did not know. That she might retain some scrap of respect for her husband and only thought it was some anonymous man thrusting his tongue into her cum filled depths.

Slurping at her fleshy folds.

Licking and swallowing the foul, briny goop that squeezed and squirted out of her cunt. It stung his throat and sat heavy in his belly. He sucked and thrust his tongue deep.

“OOooOOOOoooh!” cried Phoebe. “I think he likes it!”

“He should,” laughed Rogar. “My seed is better than this fool deserves! Look at him, sucking away at you like he’s drinking honey from the comb! Squeeze it out, my sweet! Feed this wretch his supper!”

“Ooooohhh!” moaned Phoebe, tossing her head and pushing more cum into Stergios’ mouth.

He moaned as he sucked her cunt. He could feel her quivering against his tongue. He wanted to make her cum, as if he might reclaim some bit of his love for her by giving her pleasure. She cried out, louder, but the minotaur suddenly lifted her into his arms and kissed Phoebe.

Stergios could only watch from the cold water, his body trembling, his traitorous cock hard in his trousers. Phoebe kissed the minotaur passionately. Her mouth filled with the minotaur’s thrusting tongue. Her body offered to the huge brute like a feast.

“Leave us!” snarled the minotaur. “I forgive you this once. But if this should happen again, your punishment will be one for legend!”

“Y-yes, thank you, master,” moaned Stergios, crawling out of the pool and wiping cum from his lips.

The minotaur watched him go. Phoebe giggled and whispered something about an “old fool” that stung Stergios to his core. He limped away, dripping water down the hall as he heard Phoebe gasp with delight.

The familiar sounds of rutting soon echoed from the bath chamber. Each rhythmic slap, each cry of pleasure, each bestial grunt and feminine gasp, another spike driven into Stergios’ heart.

He held his head in his hands and felt the weight of the minotaur’s cum like a rancid slug in his belly.
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Free at All Costs

Stergios could not bear the humiliation of serving the minotaurs for a moment longer. He could feel the sickening weight of the minoatur’s frothy seed mingled with Phoebe’s nectar in his stomach. He could still taste that foul saltiness on his lips and still hear her cries of ecstasy as the beast rutted with her in the bath. His face burned with shame. He clenched his fists and trembled with impotent anger.

After helping one of the giant beasts defile his own wife, Stergios knew that he must act in some way. He had to save his daughters from a similar fate. Before they could be put under the spell of these cruel brutes. Before Milena or, gods forbid, sweet, innocent Isidora succumbed to minotaur lust.

He did not know where Milena could be found, but he had heard that Isidora was working in the library. He prayed that such a duty would provide her with some protection from the depravity of these lustful monsters. But he had to warn her and quickly. He had to save her from the fate of his wife and likely his elder daughter.

“I’m going,” he said to Thodoris.

“Mmmmm,” grunted Thodoris, who had not spoken much in the past day.

They unloaded the heavy sacks of tiles they had been carrying in a bath chamber that was being renovated. Two other exhausted, sweaty men crowded into the bath chamber with them. Stergios labored taking tiles out of the sacks until the men were busy and out of earshot. He leaned closer to his son and murmured.

“Something terrible is happening on this island, Thodoris. It is not the paradise we were promised.”

“You do not need to tell me this, father,” said Thodoris, his tanned arms shaking with effort as he lifted another stack of tiles and arranged them for the others.

“Your mother… I… never mind her. I am going to warn Isidora in the library. It is my duty as her father to protect her from what these minotaurs are truly doing here.” Stergios looked at Thodoris expecting support or at least some reaction. His son did not look at Stergios. He continued to work, moving tiles for the other men to grout. His back bent and his head bowed. “Thodoris, what has become of you these past days?”

“You know, even if you do not know, father,” muttered Thodoris. “Do not go. If we disobey them, there are worse fates than being forced to work here in the baths.”

“I must warn her,” repeated Stergios. “She is my daughter.”

Thodoris said nothing. His eyes were dark and his brow was knit with unhappiness. Stergios wished he could comfort his son, that he could understand the fresh source of his sorrow, but there was no time for such things.

Stergios waited until they were sent for another load of tiles. As Thodoris stood in line with the other workers, Stergios slipped away, moving wearily back through the queue of laborers, and slipping down a side passage through the bathhouse.

The halls echoed with sounds of rutting pleasure. Slapping flesh, sloshing water, bullish bellows, and feminine howls. Stergios could hear these sounds from the chamber where his wife was being fucked by the bull named Rogar. Stergios’ guts twisted with revulsion and anger and he wanted to run inside and attack the beast with a trowel. It would be the end of him, he knew, but at least he would die a man.

“No,” he muttered to himself through clenched teeth. “Isidora is more important than my honor as a man.”

He rushed past attendants carrying baskets of soap and lotion for the minotaurs and more than one busty, beautiful bath girl in a sheer gown. They looked at him with confusion, surprised to see a grimy laborer running through their midst. Stergios escaped through a door for food deliveries and ran into the afternoon heat. He sucked in a breath of fresh air, glad to be free of the scent of fur-clogged drains and the greasy residue of perfumed oils. His lungs were no longer choked with mortar dust.

Stergios stood on a hill and gazed across the island. At the placid beauty of olive groves and date palm trees gently waving in the breeze. A stream rushed into a waterfall that filled a lagoon surrounding a golden statue of the great bull. Every building was a barracks for servants of the minotaurs or temples to serve the great beasts in some way. Sculptures and reliefs of minotaurs decorated every wall and entryway. There was no escaping their glowering faces, muscular bodies, and huge, dangling cocks. Their stone eyes mocked Stergios as he set forth to find Isidora.

The Vivliothiki was situated in the shadow of the grand temple. A smaller building, but stately with Doric columns of white marble and polished floors of pink marble. Stergios felt like a beggar climbing the stairs of such a beautiful building in his filthy rags. But there were no guards. No one to stop him from entering. The huge doors, sized for minotaurs, stood open with only billowing curtains to cover the doorway.

Stergios stepped inside. The library’s scale became apparent once within its walls. A large reading area of couches and tables was surrounded by three tiers of shelves connected by both wide stone staircases sized for minotaurs and narrow spiral staircases of wrought iron. Stergios saw several minotaurs seated in the reading area and attended by female librarians. The minotaurs seemed focused on the books while the women, dressed in modest, but tight-fitting bodices and wide skirts, moved among the giant beasts bringing refreshments or books the minotaurs had requested.

Each of the librarians was of a certain type. Young, beautiful, slender, and innocent-looking. They wore their hair up in tight buns and wore heeled boots upon their feet as they went to-and-fro to attend to the desires of the minotaurs. They spoke in soft whispers and offered no complaint as the minotaurs, though focused on reading, idly fondled their bodies.

Stergios burned with anger at the sight of one black-furred minotaur slipping his hand under the skirt of one of the librarians and rubbing his fingers between her bare thighs and over the dark thatch of her hair. The huge thumb of the minotaur massaged into the crease of her buttocks and rubbed at the knot of the woman’s anus. She tried to pour a pitcher of pomegranate juice for the minotaur. The girl moaned softly, her face flushed, her blonde hair and delicate features bearing more than a passing resemblance to Isidora. Stergios’ cock stiffened as he watched the girl being molested. This only caused his anger to grow hotter.

Where was Isidora? Where was his daughter?

A minotaur stepped into the library and nearly stepped on Stergios without paying him any notice. Stergios scurried out of the giant’s way and into the stacks of books. He passed a librarian who looked at him with confusion.

“I do not think you are allowed to be in here,” said the beautiful redheaded girl.

“My daughter,” rasped Stergios. “Blonde. Slender. Her name is Isidora. Have you seen her?”

“Isidora? Oh… I think I have. She is helping Master Agamemnok in the archives. Down the stairs there in the vault. But you should not—”

Stergios was already running past her for the stone stairs that led down into the library’s basement. He shoved past two more library girls and they let out a squeal of surprise at seeing a bedraggled old man such as Stergios charging past them. He ignored their surprise and ran through the huge doorway and into the vault.

It was darker and cooler down there. The books were kept behind lock and key. In circles of light provided by lanterns, several minotaurs hunched over ancient texts. The air here was more solemn and intense. Stergios crept through the shelves of books. He searched for his daughter. There were fewer librarians in this part of the library. He saw no sign of her.

But, after frantic searching, he heard Isidora. Her soft voice sent a thrill through him even though he could not make out the words. She was in a small room off the main library. The door was almost closed, but he could hear her speaking and being answered by the gruff rumble of a minotaur’s voice.

He pressed his face to the door and peered through the narrow crack between door and doorframe. A warm light met his eyes. He could see the minotaur’s back as it sat before a table. White-furred and with curving horns visible as it shook its mighty head. One of the beast’s huge hands rested on the arm of its chair. The other hand rested on the slender hip of Isidora Vassakos. It stroked her. It squeezed her. Gently and almost affectionately.

She stood before the minotaur, most of her body blocked from Stergios’ view. His eye quivered, straining to see more. His breath came in furious shudders. His fingers clawed at the stone wall. His young, innocent daughter stood before the minotaur. His hands already stroking her body.

“You are clever,” rumbled the minotaur. “Clever girls are worthy girls.”

“Thank you, master,” said Isidora softly. “I am still new to the library. I do my best to honor you and the others.”

“Honor me then,” rumbled Agamemnok. “Show me your body, girl.”

“Yes, master,” whispered Isidora. Stergios was relieved to hear reluctance in his daughter’s voice, but that relief was nothing compared to the horror he felt as he heard her undressing. Her hand appeared holding her bodice. It dropped from her fingers to the floor. She turned, her body blocked by the furry brute.

“Wait,” said the minotaur. “I will remove your skirt, girl.”

There was a sharp ripping sound. Another. The torn pieces of Isidora’s skirt were cast aside by the minotaur. Stergios glimpsed his daughter’s slender legs. A momentary flash of her small, firm bottom. She turned and he saw, as the minotaur lifted one arm to embrace her, a flash of the golden thatch of hair between Isidora’s legs. Then the minotaur’s hand pressed there, covering her loins completely and causing Isidora to suck in a breath of surprise.

“Your flesh is on fire,” said the minotaur. “A fever burns in your sex. Have you been claimed?”

“Taken by a minotaur?” asked Isidora, a slight whine in her voice as the minotaur massaged her cunt with the flat of his hand.

“Or by man,” said Agamemnok.

“No, master,” she gasped. “I am a virgin. But I… I have been baptized at the temple.”

A chuckle escaped the minotaur.

“To be covered in the holy seed is not the same as being claimed,” rumbled the minotaur. “Such a pretty treasure as you must be savored. Perhaps I will claim you myself.”

“Please… I am not sure… I am ready,” whispered Isidora.

“Perhaps not,” chuckled Agamemnok. “Serve me then, girl. Let us see what you have learned in the library. Serve your master well and I will save the claiming for another day. Serve me poorly… and I will make your womb mine today.”

“Yes, master,” said Isidora.

Stergios bit back a shout of rage. Tears welled in his eyes as he saw his young daughter slide obediently to her knees and disappear before the furry bulk of Agamemnok. He could hear what was happening even if he could not see it. His mind conjured images more vivid than it would be to witness what innocent Isidora was doing on her knees for the minotaur. Cradling his heavy bollocks in her hand. Pressing kisses to them and running her tongue over them. Licking her way up his shaft as it swelled with his arousal. She moaned softly, her lips making wet popping sounds as she sucked at his flesh.

Stergios felt his own cock twitch at the sounds his daughter was making. His beautiful girl, so fair and sweet, kneeling before this treacherous, enslaving brute and worshipping his cock with her hands and lips and tongue.

“Oh, master, it grows so large,” moaned Isidora, the lust unmistakable in her breathy tone. “I do not know if it will fit in my mouth.”

“Your mouth is small,” chuckled Agamemnok. “But you will try. Stretch your lips wide and let me feel you suck.”

“Oh, mmmmm, yes, mmmmm, yes master, aahhhmmmmmmm!” Her last word was accompanied by a terrible wet slurping and gagging as she struggled to suck the minotaur’s huge cock.

“Do not fight it,” laughed the minotaur. “Enjoy it. Serve it. That’s good… ohhhhh… soon you will be my favorite girl. A fine cocksucker like you.”

“Mmmmmnnnnmmm,” replied Isidora, her words muffled as she sucked on the minotaur’s huge cock.

Stergios could see her head moving up and down as she pleasured the minotaur obediently. He couldn’t see her face, but the soft sounds of lust she was making were shameful. Agamemnok draped her head in one huge hand, encouraging her to suck deeper. His thick fingers tightened on the blonde bun of her hair and he lifted.

His cock pulled free of her mouth with a wet pop. She gasped to catch her breath and wiped drool from her chin with the back of her hand.

“You are good,” rumbled the minotaur, “but I desire more. Do you deny me my right to claim you, girl?”

“N-no,” she said. “It’s just that… it’s so big.”

“You will learn to love it,” chuckled the minotaur. “Will you submit to your destiny as my cocksleeve?”

There was a long beat. A moment when Stergios might have charged into the room and interrupted what was about to happen. His cock stiff in his ragged trousers betrayed him. His cowardly fear kept him at bay.

“N-no, master,” said Isidora. “I give myself to you. My body is yours.”

It happened with such terrible momentum that Stergios fell back from the door and pressed himself to the wall. He could not bear to watch, but he heard the cry of Isidora as she was thrown across the library table. He heard her gasp of surprise as the minotaur pressed his cock to her virgin entrance. And he was wracked by her wail of pain as her virgin cunt was speared by the hulking minotaur.

“Toooo biiiiig!” she cried.

“Calm yourself, girl,” growled Agamemnok. “Thrashing about will only cause you pain. Relax. Accept my scepter. Accept your purpose as your tight walls grip at me with every thrust.”

“OOooOOOOooooo goddddsssss,” gasped Isidora.

Stergios prayed for strength for his beautiful young daughter, for her to resist the minotaur, but with each stroke he heard the pain and fear leaving her voice. Her cries of resistance became soft gasps of pleasure. The steady, rhythmic thump of the thrusting minotaur and the slap of flesh against flesh resounded through the vault.

“It feels… it feels like my body is changing,” gasped Isidora.

“You awaken to the pleasures of a minotaur cock,” laughed Agamemnok. “It will train your body with or without potions and salves.”

“Ooooohhh, forgive me, I am… I am going to…”

“Yes, cum!” roared the minotaur. “Cum for the first time! Cum on the cock of your master!”

Isidora’s howls of ecstasy chased Stergios as he fled. He could hear her cumming. Hear her begging for more. Hear her innocence destroyed and reshaped into the lust of a whore for minotaur cock. She was gasping, begging for more, as Stergios ran up the stairs, out of the library, and into the city that belonged to the minotaurs.

He staggered back to the baths, unmissed, unnoticed, and rejoined the work. His shoulders slumped, his face slack with sorrow. Thodoris asked him something and Stergios hardly took notice of his son or his words. He could still hear Isidora, wailing with ecstasy, begging for the minotaur to fill her with his seed.

Homecoming

Isidora did not return home that night. Neither did Milena. Thodoris was asleep as soon as he had finished his meager supper. Stergios lay awake. His mind wracked with what he had endured. His cock stiff each time he thought of Phoebe or Isidora being defiled. His trousers were stained with his precum, his hardness coming and going again and again as he fought the urge to touch himself.

It would be too depraved to pleasure himself to such thoughts. To such pain. A surrender to the will of the minotaurs every bit as terrible as what he had heard his young daughter enduring. Yet it taunted him. The promise of release after such frustrating revelations. He found his hand sliding towards his stiff prick more than once and quietly cursed himself.

He was enduring another such battle when he heard the door open. A sliver of moonlight spilled into the small house and for a moment he saw his wife there, silhouetted and silvery-blue in the night. Beautiful as he remembered her in their years together on Crete. Then he saw her as she truly was, flushed and drunken, her curves barely hidden by the plain shift she wore, and her long dark hair pulled back from her aging face.

Her eyes met his and she smiled.

“Still awake, husband?” She sauntered over to the bed, kicking off her shoes and standing beside him as he sat up. “Mmmmm? Think about your wife, I see?” She nodded at the glistening bulge of his erection poking beneath his night shirt. “I’ve been thinking of you, too, my husband. How you loved to pleasure me. Remember that night in Knossos? Your tongue was everywhere!”

She drew the shift up her long legs, past her thick thighs, baring the soiled mound of her cunt to him. The stench of cum clung to her like a stinging perfume. She reeked of it and even by moonlight he could see the glistening white remnants on her thighs.

“Phoebe,” he said, ready to object.

“Pleading for it already?” She laughed and tossed her head as she pulled the shift all the way off and bared her big, pendulous breasts and thick, motherly nipples. He said nothing else as his beautiful wife climbed atop him and swung one ample leg across his face.

“What are you doing?” gasped Stergios, though he already knew the answer.

Phoebe knelt astride his head, gathering his thicket of graying hair in her hand as she sat her filthy cunt upon him. The heat of her and the smell of sex wafted from her soiled folds.

“I had so many suitors then, but you convinced me that night. Remind me, my love, why I married you. Show me my choice… was not misguided.”

He brought up his hands, cradling her hips. Fingers on the warm softness of her buttocks. He breathed the thick musk of beastly sex that dripped from her cunt. He wanted to throw her off. To accuse her of exactly what he knew she had done.

“Come now, husband,” she said, yanking on his hair. “Feast upon your wife. Suck the cum from my thicket. Drink the nectar of my loins. You know what it is, don’t you?”

His fingers tightened on her. He fought to turn his head aside but her thighs squeezed tighter and held his head in place.

“I’ve lain with the minotaurs,” she moaned. “I’ve had them inside me. Their huge cocks, plundering your wife’s vessel. Filling it with their steaming seed. Oh, gods, I came so many times I lost count. But I want more. I want you… to lick me. To drink me. To pleasure me as you once did, knowing full well that my cunt belongs to the beasts.”

Her cruel words drove the fight from him as surely as a whip. He licked, his tongue thrusting into the filthy cove of his wife’s cunt. Cum poured out, into his mouth and down his cheeks. Down his chin. She laughed and rode atop him, moaning, “Thaaaat’s it, Stergios! Drink the nectar of your wife’s loins! Eat the cum of the minotaur masters!”

“Mmmmmmnnn!” he moaned, gulping the thick, foul liquid that poured from his wife’s pussy. He licked at her clit and she squeezed more and more out. It seemed impossible that such a gagging mass could be inside her and yet it kept flowing loose. Dripping and drooling down his throat as he licked her.

“Aahhhhh! You love it! Haaaa! Yes, Stergios! I have some use yet for you! Ohhhhh, they gave me such sweet wine, my love! Such beautiful cocks! Ohhhhhh! And the baths! You… clean them so well! AHHHHH!” She bucked hard, cumming atop his face and squeezing out a fresh, frothy spurt of her cum mingled with minotaur spunk.

And still he licked. He drank. He swallowed. Thrusting his hips until Phoebe took notice. Until she reached back and pulled up the hem of his night shirt to encircle his cock in her hand. As he bathed in the reek of the minotaurs. As he swallowed their oily filth. He felt his wife’s fingers on his cock and he almost immediately gave in to the pleasure.

“MMMMM!” he cried, muffled by her cunt, and he felt the horrid rush of ecstasy as he let loose with his orgasm. Warm spurts splashing his thighs and Phoebe’s fingers. A final, desperate surrender to the lustful horrors of his day.

He was beaten, no longer a husband. No longer a father. As his wife stroked the last of his seed from his small, trembling cock, Stergios was nothing more than a pathetic, defeated cuckold ruled by the minotaurs.
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Two Lovers, One Master

Isidora Vassakos lay gasping across the table of the holy Vivliothiki, her body pale against the dark of the polished wood. Her golden hair had spilled loose from the bun she had been wearing and surrounded her head like straw. Her pert young breasts capped with pink nipples rose and fell and shuddered with each breath. She had a stunned glassiness in her eyes.

But she was smiling. Her cheeks were colored with the flush of her pleasure. Another quivering tremor ran through her body and she lifted her head and looked down at her bulging abdomen.

Agamemnok, the mighty minotaur, had just claimed her virginity with the massive pillar of his cock. The weight of it still filled her, but the great brute had stopped moving. He smiled, lips curling back from his teeth on his bestial snout.

“Your pain has turned to pleasure.” His voice rumbled through her when he spoke. “It was inevitable.”

“It’s… I feel different,” she gasped, running her hand over her stretched abdomen and feeling the outline of his cock pressing against her skin. She looked up at the minotaur again. “Will I… will I recover?”

“No,” said Agamemnok. “Each time will change you more until you crave nothing but the pleasure my kind can give you. But this is your sacred duty. You have come here to serve us. Do you see now what that entails?”

“Ohhhh, yesssss,” she moaned, a tremor running through her core and causing her slick inner walls, stretched almost to their limit, to clench and flutter around Agamemnok’s huge cock.

“Good,” he said, easing back and slowly sliding his cock from Isidora’s pussy.

The flared tip caught for a moment in her folds and seemed as if it might pull her inside out. She winced and cried out. The huge minotaur pressed a hand to her abdomen to hold her steady and yanked his tip free with an obscene, wet pop. She gasped with relief but felt almost immediately hollow without the huge minotaur cock inside her.

“M-master,” she whimpered, sitting up.

“You have had your first taste of pleasure,” said Agamemnok, lifting her into one arm and draping her over his shoulder. “But I have only sampled your sweetness, girl. I have not yet given you my seed. It is a precious thing.”

Isidora remembered well the volcanic eruption of the minotaur she had pleasured on her first day. The baptismal shower of his cum had been a shameful awakening for the young beauty. It had prepared her for her duties as a servant of the minotaurs. She had seen similar things happening in the library. Pretty librarians on their knees and showered with cum. Staggering through the stacks with their thighs drenched in the copious spunk of their masters.

“I’ve not yet felt it inside me,” gasped Isidora, imagining that volcanic explosion happening inside her body. Would he fill her womanhood with so much cum that it would pour out of her throat? Could it fill her body completely?

“I will take you to my lodge and I will have my pleasure with you,” rumbled Agamemnok, caressing Isidora’s creamy buttocks with one hand as he left the library’s archives. She was ashamed to be naked and draped over his shoulder as he went clomping through the library, but none of the other librarians spared her even a glance.

Another minotaur, black and slightly shorter than Agamemnok, stopped them at the door and looked Isidora over. He ran a big hand over Isidora’s leg and squeezed her left buttock. She whimpered in reply.

“Is this a fresh one?” asked the minotaur.

“Just off the boat a few days,” said Agamemnok.

“She’s a fine piece of flesh.” The other minotaur sniffed. “I smell a bit of blood. You’ve hurt her. Perhaps you should—”

“I’ve not hurt this one,” growled Agamemnok. “I was her first. I take her now to bestow my seed. Out of my way, Gorok, or I’ll ram my horns into your ugly face.”

“If I were not busy myself, I would gore you and take this slut for my own bed,” growled Gorok.

Agamemnok snarled in reply, shoving past the smaller minotaur. Isidora lifted her head from Agamemnok’s muscular back and looked up at the black minotaur watching her. His cruel smile sent another tremor of pleasure through her body. It felt strangely exhilarating to be desired by the minotaurs so much that they would fight over her.

The warm afternoon air stirred Isidora’s golden hair and tickled between her buttocks and over the parted folds of her cunt. Her freshly sullied flower yawned open still with the emptiness left by Agamemnok’s mighty pillar. She was sore and used by him and yet found herself longing to be filled once again as she jostled and bounced against his shoulder.

The lodges of the minotaurs were as lavish as Isidora had expected. Most of them were constructed from polished white stone and built on a scale purely for the comfort of the minotaurs. They stood upon the bluffs overlooking the island. Each was a personalized temple to an individual minotaur. Some facing inward and others, like Agamemnok’s, looking out upon the sea. His was one of the larger lodges, perhaps befitting his station, though every lodge was far more opulent than the cramped housing for the human servants of the minotaurs.

Agamemnok cradled Isidora’s bottom as he carried her up the stairs and parted enormous crimson curtains to enter his towering lodge. A handsome, middle-aged woman with bare breasts greeted them. Her red hair was in a braid and her breasts were lifted by a golden girdle. Her thick nipples were pierced with golden rings. Her generous hips exposed and her plump bottom scarcely covered with a hanging loincloth.

“Master,” she said, bowing her head. “Shall I prepare supper for two?”

“Yes, Thalia,” rumbled the minotaur. “I will take this one to my bed while you prepare our food.”

The woman bowed and retreated from the minotaur’s path. He clomped through the marble halls of his lodge and to a bedroom with a balcony overlooking the sea. The curtains rippled and moved in the warm sea air and natural light spilled across a massive four-poster bed constructed to the scale of a minotaur.

Isidora’s heart was pounding in her chest as Agamemnok swung her from his shoulder and down to the bed. She bounced once, crying out as he stood over her and untied his loincloth anew.

“Come here,” he said, unveiling the fat hose of his dangling maleness. “Put your mouth to use again. Wake it up so that I might bless you with my seed.”

“Y-yes, master,” panted Isidora, hot with desire as she rolled onto her hands and knees. She lifted the fat cock in both her hands and guided it to her mouth. She tasted it. Tasted herself upon him. Lingering, but overwhelmed with the strong salty taste of his glistening precum. She lapped his oozing slit and let that warm trickle flood across her tongue until her mouth seemed to be coated in his taste.

Isidora became so lost in the submissive act of pleasuring the minotaur that she forgot her purpose was not to make him cum. She was bobbing and slurping wetly upon him, massaging his huge bollocks, when he suddenly gave a snort and tightened his fingers in her hair. He yanked her head back and her mouth popped free of his cock trailing strings of saliva.

“Mmmmm master?” she looked up at him, pert tits quivering with each shuddering breath.

“My seed is not meant to wash your throat,” growled Agamemnok in a stern tone, though there was an amused twinkle in his eyes. “Lie back now, sweet girl, and I will give your body what it has learned to crave.”

Then, with one swift motion, the great beast was atop her. She was so small beneath him, scarcely a doll upon his giant bed. His cock nearly an arm’s length of pulsating flesh that lay against her flat stomach. She trembled as the warmth of it and the weight of it sat atop her. Agamemnok pinned Isidora’s wrists above her on the bed, shifted his hips, and dragged his cock down her body until it fell between her thighs. She looked up at him, at that prison of furred, muscular flesh above her, and she quivered with anticipation that was tinged with fear.

“Be calm, sweet girl,” he rumbled, perhaps sensing her trembling, “the worst is over for you. The pain of your first forever taken. Now, you will know the pleasure, and your body will learn the way of the bull’s cock.”

“Y-yes, master,” gasped Isidora, her thighs apart. Her cunt warm and slick with need. His cock, flattened at its head, pressed to the sensitive furrow of her young cunt.

He moved with the confidence of a godlike beast, thrusting into Isidora’s freshly broken cunt and filling her with half his length. His flattened tip beat against her tender walls and his throbbing girth stretched her wide. That first stroke stole her breath. There was pain, to be sure, but a warm pleasure too. That warmth rose with the second stroke. The third.

“Ohhhhhh, gods,” she gasped.

“Only one here,” rumbled Agamemnok. “The bull is with you now, my sweet. Cry out for me. Let me hear your pleasure.”

“Y-yes! Ohhhhh! YES!” she cried, giving in to the hot tide of pleasure within her. She let it carry her away from pain and fear and began to move beneath the mighty minotaur. His thrusts grew more intense. Her eager body provided copious lubrication, slicking his shaft and quenching his hot tip. He kept his weight off her body, except at the deepest point in each thrust and then, for a moment, his heaviness settled on her parted legs.

“My sweet,” rumbled the minotaur. “You open to me like a curtain. Your body… welcomes me with every stroke. Such a small thing able… GRRRRR… able to take my mighty cock.”

“It’s so big,” she gasped, bucking her hips beneath him. “But it… it feels incredible. I want more of it inside me. I want all of it.”

“Not yet,” chuckled the minotaur. “You are not ready. But in time, your body will learn. You will be mine, Isidora.”

“I am already!” she cried as pleasure burst through her last resistance. “It feels… feels like heaven! AAHH!”

Isidora could not hold back the rush of pleasure. An ecstasy like she had scarcely felt in her life. Gripping him and squeezing his bulling cock with the spasms of her pleasure. Her entire body wracked with such intense contractions that it felt as if each muscle in her body, even her heartbeat, was thumping and tightening around him.

It was at that moment that the great minotaur bellowed with his own pleasure and hilted his massive cock inside his young lover. Her abdomen bulged and she felt his cock seeming to rearrange her. A hot welter of liquid burst within her and she felt the swollen throbbing of his orgasm. Spurt after spurt of his holy seed flooded Isidora’s depths. It burst out around his shaft, greased her thighs, and poured in a pulsing spill down the crack of her buttocks.

The pleasure was so intense that Isidora blacked out for a moment. Thinking she was dying, but in such a pleasurable way that she did not care.

But she did not die and awoke just as Agamemnok eased his massive cock from her freshly fucked netherlips. There was a soft slurp and she gasped as a great dammed tide of his cum was unleashed, pouring out of her in a gush. Warm and slick and filthy. He released her wrists and stood over her, snorting in the aftermath of his pleasure. A godlike brute. His wet cock dangling between his muscular legs. She smiled weakly and touched her cunt. So wet that she was afraid she was injured, but her fingers came away slick with only cum.

“M-master,” she moaned. “That was… that was incredible.”

“Yes, it will always be so with me, little one,” rumbled the minotaur. “But the hour is late. I know you came here with a family, did you not?”

“Y-yes, but I would stay with you, master,” she said, sitting up and clinging to his hips. She nuzzled against his cock and kissed his flaccid shaft.

“No,” he rumbled. “There will be many days to come when you will know the pleasure of my cock, but tonight you should return to your family. Tell them of me. Tell them you serve me now.”

“Yesssss,” moaned Isidora. “Oh, yes, master.”

He bathed her from a huge pitcher and caressed her naked body. He draped her in a white sleeveless cloak decorated in blue flowers, and she ate with him at his massive table, feeling like a child on a seat raised to just beneath his level. After the meal, he held her in his arms and kissed her. She groped for his bull’s cock, but he gently pushed her away.

“Home,” he said. “Be safe. I will see you in the library tomorrow, Isidora.”

“Yes, master,” she said and they shared a soft kiss between woman and beast.

She desperately wanted to stay with him, to feel the forbidden pleasure of his cock again, but she knew not to argue with a living god. Thalia bundled up some leftover food and Agamemnok walked Isidora to the door. She clung to him and kissed him as long as she dared and then stepped out into the night.

It was a long walk from the lodges back to the meager houses where the servants dwelt. Isidora did not make it far. In fact, she was still in the lodge district. As she passed an alleyway between two lodges, she heard a snort and looked over. She was surprised to see Gorok leaning against a wall. The black-furred minotaur that had accosted Agamemnok as he was carrying Isidora out of the library was not quite as large as the white-furred minotaur, but still towered over Isidora. His dark eyes glittered in the moonlight as he looked down at her.

“Home so soon?” rumbled the beast.

“Y-yes, Master Agamemnok thought I should—”

Gorok took the bundle of food from Isidora’s arms and tossed it against a wall of the alley, smashing clay jars and smearing the delicious food on the ground. Isidora looked at it sadly. Gorok laughed and took hold of her cloak and tore it away from her body.

“Ah! Master Gorok!” she cried, bouncing against his muscular body and thick, dark fur.

“You know me? You were listening?” His big hands roamed over her naked flesh. Squeezing her roughly. Smacking her bare buttocks. “You know what I desire.”

She felt his warm cock pressed against her abdomen. The head of it brushing against her breasts. Isidora knew exactly what this brute desired. What surprised her more was that she desired it too.

“Y-yes,” she gasped. “I know.”

“And you do not resist?” chuckled Gorok.

“No, m-master, I am here to serve,” she said, looking up as she pressed herself against Gorok.

“The old fool,” laughed Gorok. “He should not have let you run into the night. You’re not bound to him yet and I am free to have you as I please. And I please. Serve me, slut.”

“Yessss,” moaned Isidora, falling to her knees before the mighty minotaur.

Gorok grabbed her hair roughly and pulled her face to his bollocks. Her nose pressed against his fleshy sack and she breathed his bestial scent.

“Lick,” he growled, shaking her head with a tug at her hair.

She tongued his bollocks, tasting the salt of his sweat and suckling his huge stones one at a time in her gentle mouth. The minotaur grunted and growled with pleasure. He drew her face back, his cock much redder than Agamemnok’s and barely more than half the size of that mighty pillar. Yet still huge. Still far larger than any human cock that Isidora could imagine.

She took it in both her hands and she surrendered herself to her lust. Her mouth engulfed him and she sucked upon Gorok’s cock like a proper slut. Like her sister or how she imagined her mother with these beasts. She pressed the softness of her tits against him and worshipped the rude beast’s cock.

“Not so innocent,” chuckled Gorok as he began to fuck her mouth. Taking her throat with rough thrusts that made her choke and tear up. Every few strokes he pulled his cock free of her mouth, leaving her gasping and with thick strands of drool connecting her lips to his bestial cock.

“Oh, yes, that fool has let you slip through his fingers,” laughed Gorok. “I will make you mine, my gagging golden-haired flower. You will belong to the bull.”

He picked her up to her feet and turned her roughly around, pressing her face and breasts against the wall of the alleyway. His cock rubbed at her slick folds. He held her hair tightly in his fist, mashing her to the rough stone as he smacked her bare ass with his other hand. His cock teased up and down her slit. Isidora whimpered and squirmed.

“Please,” she gasped.

“Please what, whore?” laughed Gorok, smacking his cock against her cheeks and rubbing it in her crack. “Please let you go? Please stop?”

“Please,” moaned Isidora, looking back over her shoulder, “fuck me.”

“Ha!” The black bull snorted with amusement. “Perhaps you belonged with me all along. Very well, slut. I shall give you what you crave.”

There was no gentleness to this brute. He drew back and pounded his hard cock deep into Isidora’s cunt. He stretched her wide and plundered her back walls. He kept her pinned against the rough stone, sawing his length in and out of her. He hilted with each stroke, his huge bollocks swinging against her and his cock hammering inside her. His hips spanked her ass. Thwap-thwap-thwap, louder and louder, faster and faster.

Isidora’s pleasure shook her thighs. Gorok’s savage ecstasy rose volcanically.

Until they both cried out, almost in perfect unison, and Gorok let loose with a pulsating flood of his beastly spunk deep inside Isidora’s body. It was so hot, the spasms so intense, that his cock seemed to thrash inside her with each spurt. Her own body reacted feverishly. Her thighs shook as they were drenched in his spilling seed. Her cunt gripped and squeezed and wrung every drop from Gorok’s climax.

“Yes,” he growled, leaning his head to her shoulder and licking at her cheek. His tongue dragged across the track of her tears. “This is how you belong. Skewered on my godly cock. Shall I take you back to my lodge for the night?”

“Yes,” moaned Isidora, trembling with aftershocks.

“Shall I fuck you until you cannot possibly walk?” he laughed, sawing slowly into her pussy and stirring his overflowing load inside her.

“Yessss,” she moaned, turning to look at him over her shoulder.

“Shall I make you mine, little slut?” he asked, pressing a kiss to her lips and thrusting his massive tongue into her mouth. His cock drew back and thrust in again with a lewd, sloshing slurp.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned against his lips, her tongue working against his. “Please. Take me, master. I will… do whatever you desire.”

“Yes, you will,” agreed Gorlok, finally drawing his cock from her sloppy cunt. “Because I am no fool like Agamemnok. Soon, I will bond you to me. And you will be my slave.”

The thought sent a cold jolt through her body, but she could not deny the dark-furred minotaur as he scooped her up and slung her over his muscular shoulder. She was afraid, but such fears were inconsequential in the face of her new desires.

To be owned by the minotaur.
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Chosen by the Bull

Milena Vassakos served eagerly as a temple bride in the Hall of Glory. With her luscious body clad only in a flimsy gown and her dark hair back and banded with silver, she spent much of the day kneeling before the holes of glory or in one of the mating stands that allowed her to present her body to the godlike minotaurs.

The more minotaur cocks she pleasured, the more she craved from them. Some of the other temple brides seemed awed by Milena’s willingness to take on any minotaur, no matter how large, and the ease with which she recovered from each encounter. The buxom beauty could ride the throbbing pillar of one minotaur and scarcely shower off her sweat before stuffing another into her pink cunny.

Milena could hear some of her sister brides whispering that she could be followed throughout the temple by the trail of spunk dripping from between her thighs. She did not mind such comments. These women were jealous of Milena. They were not so beautiful as she and did not attract as much attention from the minotaurs that visited the Hall of Glory.

But even a woman as enthusiastic as Milena was still made of flesh and blood. Her body became sore. She was nearing the point of collapse by the time she returned from being rutted by her latest visitor. She had to seek relief.

Zala was waiting for her in the gynaeceum used by the women to rest and recover between visitors. The beautiful but very pregnant and plump woman helped Milena to sit down on some cushions.

“You are most popular, Milena,” said Zala, stroking Milena’s sweat-damp head and cradling Milena’s cheek against her pendulous breasts. “But you have done enough at the Hall of Glory for today.”

“Please, I can do more,” said Milena. “I just need some Aloifi. I have emptied my jar today.”

“Yes, yes, I will replenish your stock,” said Zala, dipping a cloth in cool water and soothing Milena’s face with it. “But rest now. You have a special duty to carry out this evening.”

Milena was so weary that she did not immediately think to ask what Zala meant by this special duty. Instead, Milena sprawled upon the cushions with her thighs apart and her chafed cunny bare and red. Zala wiped the dribbling cum from her folds and then set a dish of ice on the cushions between Milena’s parted legs. Zala brought in another temple bride to wave a fan and waft cool air onto Milena’s well-used pussy.

“That feels nice,” said Milena, smiling sweetly and stretching back among the cushions.

“I’m so very proud of you,” murmured Zala. “You should drink now, Milena. Replenish your strength.”

“Water?” Milena lifted her head as Zala knelt down beside her. The plump woman hefted her breasts in her hands, presenting her engorged flesh and thick brown nipples to Milena.

“Not water,” murmured Zala. “The milk of a mother of the holy minotaurs will refresh and invigorate you. Drink, Milena. Drink me.”

The thought of sucking milk from the bosom of a woman had never occurred to Milena. Not that she had not kissed her fair share of girls after a few cups of wine or let a towheaded gladiatrix from the north kiss her tits after some oiled wrestling one night. But that was different. Just a bit of fun. This seemed somehow serious as Zala leaned closer and cradled a hand to the back of Milena’s head.

“Are you certain?” asked Milena, wetting her lips and swallowing hard.

“Yes, dear,” said Zala, drawing Milena’s face closer to her breasts. “Suck them. Drink as much as you like, and you will feel so much better.”

Zala’s laden breasts seemed to envelop Milena. They were soft, but not so soft as Milena’s ample breasts, which had never been stretched by the weight of milk. Zala’s nipples were darker and much thicker than Milena’s as well. Milena inhaled the woman’s scent, smelling rosewater, sweat, and the faint aroma of milk. Those thick nipples, as big and prominent as the first knuckle of a thumb, dragged across Milena’s lips.

“Drink,” whispered Zala and she pressed at her breasts with her hands. Warm milk sprayed out against Milena’s lips. She licked and tasted the sweet milk, thin and yet rich with nutrients. Her lips parted, more milk sprayed into her mouth, and then she pressed her lips to the heavy curve of Zala’s left breast.

Milena engulfed Zala’s straining nipple and began to suck. She was rewarded with a great gush of sweet cream and she swallowed it immediately. So warm and sweet that she let out a moan against Zala’s breast.

“That’s a good girl,” murmured Zala, stroking Milena’s dark locks. “Suck it just like that. You’re a thirsty girl, aren’t you? Mmmmmmm.”

Milena was thirsty. She found herself growing more enthusiastic by the moment, suckling greedily from Zala’s heavy breast until it began to lose its tautness and grew soft. The older woman popped one breast free of Milena’s lips and fed the other thick nipple into Milena’s mouth. With a grateful moan, Milena resumed sucking. Between the warmth of the milk that seemed to spread from her stomach throughout her body and the cool of the ice between her thighs, Milena’s body mounted a complete recovery.

Milena was feeling an incredible feeling of contentment nursing from the older woman’s breasts. She felt at peace with the world and with her new place in it. She was glad to serve the minotaurs. Glad to bring them pleasure. It was her holy duty, after all.

Zala freed her nipple from Milena’s mouth and smiled down at the young beauty.

“You’ve had so much, sweet Milena. I must tell you now that the milk of a minotaur’s mother is particularly potent. Not only in rejuvenating, but also in increasing fertility.” Zala ran a hand from Milena’s breasts down to the flat of Milena’s abdomen. Zala kneaded her fingers just above Milena’s mound. “Do you feel it inside you? That warmth? Soon you will free a throbbing as your womb prepares to receive the seed of your next lover.”

Milena could think of a hundred objections, but they all seemed so unimportant. She asked the only meaningful question that occurred to her.

“Who?”

“A special request has been made of the Hall of Glory,” said Milena, gently kneading just above Milena’s mound. “One of the chosen bulls has decided to take a mate. This is a blessed thing. His name is Spyridon and he is not like the other minotaurs you have encountered. The blood of the Golden Bull is strong in him. He is more beast than man and he has asked the Hall of Glory for its most eager and capable young temple bride.”

“Me?” asked Milena, her face flushed and her heart beating faster at the thought.

“Silly girl,” chuckled Zala. “Of course, you. There could be no other. You are ready for him now that you have had so much of my milk.”

“But this…. this Spyridon… is a beast?” asked Milena breathlessly.

“He appears like one and has the nature of one, but he is able to speak. That does not mean he will speak to you tonight. He does not live as a man or minotaur either. He lives with his servants more like a bull.” Zala smiled and seemed to stare off into the distance. “Mighty Spyridon. He is so very handsome.”

Milena felt honored by the bull’s decision and was still afraid. She had grown to feel an intense attraction to the minotaurs. A bull was a different matter. A beast. The stories of Pasiphae with the Golden Bull had titillated her as a girl. The truth of it was far different.

“Will he hurt me?” asked Milena.

“No,” said Zala, smiling serenely. “He will make you feel things you have never felt before. Good things, my innocent girl. Things you will remember for all of your days. Come. I must prepare you for your visit to Spyridon.”

Zala and two other temple brides helped Milena to bathe. They massaged her and anointed her with scented oils before draping her body in a gauzy peplos that hung from her breasts and clung to Milena’s shapely hips. Zala placed a garland of anemones on Milena’s head and walked with her into the warm night air. She pointed to the glow of torches on the nearby hill.

“There,” she said, indicating one of the minotaur lodges that resembled a stable built of stones. “Go to him, my dear. Do as his servants tell you.”

“Will I stay the night with him?” asked Milena.

“If he likes you a little,” said Zala.

“And if he likes me a lot?”

“You will stay for him until your child is born,” said Zala. “And maybe longer. Remember, the choice will be yours, Milena. Spyridon’s lust will be that of a beast. But you will decide whether you receive his seed and how you will receive it. If you are to be a mother or a whore.”

The very thought sent a hot thrill through Milena’s body.

Spyridon’s Arena

The bull’s hooded servants brought Milena into his arena. It was a large open chamber with a floor of fine sand. There was a wooden bench built unusually low to the ground and another wooden table that was unusually high. It took Milena a moment to realize that these were for positioning her body to be mounted by the bull.

“He will be with you shortly,” said one of the servants and they departed from the arena. Milena waited, studying the bench and the table and imagining positions she could assume for the mating. She found herself growing more excited by the moment. Her nipples stiff and sensitive beneath the sheer peplos and her cunt throbbing hotly with need.

Chimes sounded and a gate behind Milena slowly swung open. Spyridon appeared from the darkness. She saw his red eyes first as these seemed to glow in the dark tunnel beyond. She heard the heavy clop of his hooves and then saw his huge snout and curved horns.

His pelt was jet black with only some brown around his muzzle and the white of his horns contrasted with his thick dark pelt. He was massive and muscular. Bigger than any bull she had ever seen. The only signs that he was not some beast were the hands on his forelimbs, but he walked on all fours like an animal, loping slowly into the torchlit arena. He snorted and looked Milena up and down. He seemed displeased and it took Milena a moment more to realize why he was angry.

She fell to her knees and lowered her forehead to the sandy floor.

“Forgive me, Mighty Spyridon,” she called. “I was so struck by your majesty that I forgot myself. I am here to serve… serve your every desire.”

The bull snorted and strode closer. He loomed above Milena as she prostrated before him. His breath snorting from his nostrils. His bestial scent hick in the air.

She dared to lift her head just a little and found herself gazing up beneath his barrel-shaped, muscular body at the thick, pinkish red length of his cock sticking out from his sheath. It was as long as any minotaur’s cock and as thick, but it came to a narrower tip at the head and lacked any of the ridges she had encountered with the minotaurs. Still, it was beautiful, bestial, and exciting.

“You are forgiven,” rumbled the resonantly deep voice of the bull. “Tell me your name.”

“Milena, my lord,” she said, lifting her head a little more and looking up to meet his red-eyed gaze.

He did not say her name or speak again that night. He simply walked over her so that she was enclosed beneath the muscular barrel of his body. His fragrant, beastly cock rubbed across one cheek and over her shoulder. He stood there, snorting, his cock slowly bouncing against her with each breath he took. His bollocks subtly twitching in their furry pouch.

She was overwhelmed by the heat of the moment. She took his cock in her hands, eliciting a snort of pleasure and a stomp of his hooves. She began to kiss him. To rub him against her face and body. The softness of her breasts in the sheer fabric cradling his shaft as she ran her tongue over the musky flesh of his tip.

Spyridon bellowed and bucked his hips. His cock began to dribble precum and Milena tasted it as if it were a holy sacrament. Her tongue twirled around his tip and her warm mouth engulfed him and suckled him.

Spyridon did not hold back his beastly lust. The moment her lips were around him, he thrust forward, impaling Milena’s throat on his massive cock. Her eyes went wide and she gurgled around the bull’s cock as it seemed to reach all the way to her stomach with every stroke. She was entirely at his mercy. Tears of discomfort streaked her face as he rutted into her mouth and slapped his bollocks against her drool-smeared chin.

“Ggrkk ggrrkk grrkk,” she gurgled with each stroke of the bull’s massive cock. Her throat bulged and the acrid sting of bile worked its way into her sinuses. No matter the discomfort, she endured. Eager to show the mighty chosen bull that she was willing to pleasure him no matter the pain it caused her.

Spyridon let out a deafening bellow and his entire muscular body seemed to double up as he rammed his massive cock down Milena’s throat. She felt the jaw-straining swell of his root and the throat-thrashing pulse of his eruption. Warm cum pumped directly into her belly. A gushing flood that threatened to back up into her throat before the bellowing bull had emptied his load.

But the tension left him, at least for the moment, and Milena was able to ease her mouth to the head of his cock. She sucked him again, tasting the salty-sweet discharge of his cock and cleaning him of his tangy flavor with slow, whimpering licks of her tongue.

She would have gladly pleased him with her mouth throughout the night, but she knew Spyridon needed something more to satisfy his beastly lust.

Though afraid, she intended to satisfy Spyridon’s every desire.

“Oh, master,” moaned Milena, still kissing and caressing his great, beastly cock. “Your pillar is so magnificent. The spear of a god. Would you wield it and plunge it into my body? Please, master…”

She crawled out from beneath him and the huge bull followed slowly along behind her sniffing at her hindquarters and snorting lustily. She crawled to the structure that resembled a sturdy table and pulled herself up onto her feet. She bent over the table, gathering the flimsy peplos up her legs, her thighs, and finally, her luscious buttocks. Her dark-tufted cunt was dripping with her desire. Her pussy throbbing with the need imbued from Zala’s sweet milk.

Milena looked back at Spyridon over her shoulder as the great, black bull lifted on his hind legs and grasped the table with his humanlike hands. He towered over her, awkward on two legs, with his massive red cock thumping and rubbing against her rear.

She reached a hand between her thighs, caught Spyridon’s huge cock just beneath its narrowed tip, and guided it to her steamy snatch. Spyridon squealed and snorted with pleasure and hunched over her, rutting his huge cock through her fingers, and plunging it into her hot honeypot.

It was like nothing she had experienced with the other minotaurs. Spyridon fucked her with the brutal, ceaseless lust of a charging bull. His muscular forelimbs pinned her hips in place and his body arched over her. His huge, muscular body seemed to enclose her as he rammed his cock rapidly into her stretched cunny. Her days of serving in the Hall of Glory had taught her how to pleasure and adapt to the minotaurs, but not this bull.

“Ohhhhhhhhh, Spyridon,” she cried, cumming with such force it almost made her pass out. She held onto the table for dear life, her tits bouncing wildly with each grunting thrust of the mighty bull. Her pleasure building with him. His cock swelling inside her.

He was snorting and bellowing and she could feel his muscles tensing. It would not be long before he came again and this time with his cock buried deep inside Milena’s fertile pussy.

She remembered Zala’s warning. It was Milena’s choice if she took the bull’s seed. Her decision of whether or not she should sacrifice her womb and give up her firstborn to the beast pounding into her pussy. Another orgasm rose through her body. Her womb quivered as if thirsty to drink the bull’s seed.

“Master!” she cried, tears of epiphany pouring down her face. “I give… give myself to you! Claim me with your seed! My body is AAHHHH YOURSSSS!”

She howled with ecstasy as she felt the bull rutting into her, slamming her womb and thrashing his curved cock inside her. His massive spear pulsated and pumped and a forceful rush of the bull’s cum spurted into her depths.

In that moment, Milena knew that she had been bred. She cried out with religious ecstasy, cumming with him. Cumming again and taking his pumping speed. As his thrusts slowed, as he shuddered and snorted and eased his cock from her creamy cunt, Milena wondered if she had ever really had a choice in the matter.

Or if being bred by the bull had been her destiny all along.
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Wife Worship

Some men in the position of Stergios Vassakos resisted. These men retreated into solitude and hardened themselves to the humiliation of serving the lust of the minotaurs and seeing their families broken apart. Stergios saw these men. Months or years into their life on the islands, they were dead-eyed shells of men. They had no refuge or escape from the misery. No hope of freedom from the prison they had created for themselves.

Stergios swore that he would not become such a man. He let go of his pride. He took his happiness from the knowledge that his wife and his two daughters were experiencing pleasures they had never dreamed of on Crete. He hardly saw them, but he wished to see them. He wished to know the details of their lives on this island.

After all, no matter what occurred, Phoebe would always be the woman he married, and Milena and fair Isidora would always be his daughters. His blood.

Stergios worked in the baths so obediently, groveled so well, that he was promoted to the role of servant of the camp. This meant that Stergios was not always confined to the baths. He wore a special medallion and was permitted to leave to undertake various tasks and chores.

The medallion thumped against his chest as Stergios made his way to the kitchens that served the great feasts of the minotaurs. Their appetites in all things were bottomless and this meant that they dined day and night at every hour. Laughter and beastly bellows echoed from the dining hall as young women, their pert breasts bare, brought endless trays of food to their beastly masters.

Stergios was not permitted into the great halls to witness the feast, but he saw that many of these young serving girls returned flustered and disheveled. Their clothing torn askew, their bodies marked with minotaur filth, and dazed looks on their faces from the rough handling by the minotaurs.

The sight of such young, innocent women, just come of age, being treated so brazenly might have angered Stergios ten days earlier. No longer. He watched them return and only wondered at the pleasures they had experienced. Rough pleasure, to be sure, but ones they would learn to enjoy. All women seemed to learn to enjoy serving the minotaurs. Women like his daughters and his wife.

Such was the will of the gods.

A hand roughly grabbed him and pulled Stergios aside. It was an older, matronly woman with her large breasts barely held back by the roll of her apron over her bosom. She might have been beautiful once, but age had drawn lines over her face and her ample flesh was sagging.

“Stay out of the way,” she growled at Stergios. “What are you doing here anyway? What do you want?”

“Uh, my wife,” he said. “My wife works here. Phoebe. Do you know where I can find her?”

The older woman nodded and pointed to a pantry area of the kitchen.

“Should just be finishing up,” said the woman and she smiled at Stergios, but with a knowing twinkle in her eyes that caused a knot to form in Stergios’ stomach.

“Thanks,” he said, heading towards the pantry.

He drew back a curtain over a door and found his wife standing among the rows of shelves stacked with dry goods. She had taken off her apron and let down her hair and was just wrapping herself in a cloak that tied around her neck and covered her body down to her ankles.

“Stergios?” She looked at him with surprise. “What are you doing here?”

“They let me out of the baths now,” he said, lifting his medallion. “You would know if you’d come home these past few nights. Where have you been, my love?”

“Oh, Stergios,” she said, and there was a sadness to her smile. “You must know where I’ve been. With the minotaurs, of course. It is my duty to serve them.”

“Your duty?”

“Yes,” she snapped. “And yes, I enjoy it. Why would I not? They give me so much pleasure. Their cocks are so excited by me. So big and thick with such heavy, cum-filled bollocks. Yes, I go to them every night. Different minotaurs. Different pleasures. It is as if I spend my nights with the gods themselves.”

Stergios ignored her blasphemy. He felt his cock stirring at the thought of his beautiful, curvaceous wife submitting to the lust of the minotaurs.

“You cannot stop me, Stergios,” she warned.

“Do you think I come to stop you?” He furrowed his brow. “No, my love, I know that cannot be. But must you turn your back on me completely?”

“Oh, I see.” Her smile grew a little colder and meaner. “That’s it then. My husband lusts after me still. Does your little human cock grow hard at the thought of the hallowed brutes having their way with me? Claiming what once belonged to you?”

“It does,” hissed Stergios, coming closer to her. He reached for her, but she caught his wrists.

“You want me, Stergios?”

“Yes, please,” he said.

“My poor husband,” she sighed. “Well, if you are to have me, my sweet husband, it must be on my terms.”

“Anything,” agreed Stergios.

The warmth of Phoebe’s smile returned. She pressed closer to Stergios and let him feel the familiar softness of her body beneath her cloak. As plush and lovely as he dreamt each of these recent nights when he had slept alone.

“I am going to see Zorren and Gorreth this afternoon,” said Phoebe. “They are brothers. Two young minotaurs that I have visited before, by themselves. But tonight, they will share me.”

“Both of them at once?” moaned Stergios, feeling his cock throb in his trousers.

“Mmmmmm, yes, my love,” purred Phoebe, caressing Stergios and kissing his cheek. “They will have all they want of me and I will have all I want of them. My body, this body you feel pressed against you, will be theirs for this evening.”

“Ohhhh,” groaned Stergios, clinging to his wife’s hips and pressing himself against her shapely thigh.

She pushed him away and stepped back.

“Would you like to see what I am wearing to visit them tonight?” asked Phoebe, raising an eyebrow.

Stergios swallowed hard and gave her a slow nod.

Phoebe slowly untied the cloak of her throat and shrugged it from her shoulders. The heavy, fur-trimmed fabric swung back from her body and Stergios saw that she wore the finest lingerie he had ever imagined. Dark cups cradled Phoebe’s ample breasts in sheer black lace. Her wide areolas and thick nipples visible beneath the fabric. Her breasts supported almost as if she wore a corset. Her abdomen was bare, but upon her hips and the mound of her cunt she wore a similar V-shaped garment to match the cups upon her breasts. She turned slowly, swinging aside the cloak to show him the tiny shorts formed a thong between her plump buttocks.

“Gods,” moaned Stergios at the sight of his wife in such a shameless garment.

Her round ass was framed by the straps of garters that attached to a lacy belt and to the tops of thigh-high stockings. She was a picture of ample loveliness. In the dim light of the pantry, she was more beautiful than ever before. Her pale hidden curves contrasted with her bronzed flesh so that she fairly glowed in the candlelight.

“You want to touch me,” stated Phoebe, caressing her soft breasts and squeezing them in the cups of her intimate bodice. “I know you do. But I am not going to fuck you now, Stergios. Not before I see the brothers.”

“N-no?” he said, twisting his hands together and feeling his cock jerk in his trousers.

“No, but I shall let you pleasure me, my love,” she said. “And if you do a good job of it. There will be a reward.”

“Oh, yes, Phoebe,” said Stergios and without even being asked, he fell to his knees before her.

“You really have become such a cuckold, Stergios,” laughed Phoebe, running her fingers through his hair and drawing him closer to the soft gusset of her undershorts. He nuzzled against the warmth of her mound. He kissed her and breathed her scent. Familiar and yet different. Other men had been there. Or beasts. Or gods.

Phoebe looked down upon him with a mixture of affection and cruel superiority, her fingers tightening in his hair as she drew aside her shorts and bared her cunt to him. It was different. Changed. Fleshier and with lips that had been well-used by her massive lovers.

Stergios had little chance to savor the sight of his wife’s beautiful cunt before she pulled him roughly against it. His face was buried in her thicket of hair and his lips met the juicy folds of her cunt. Without hesitation, he began to lick.

“That’s right,” moaned Phoebe. “Taste me there, my love. Soon a mighty cock will be plunging into me. Oooooh, yes, suck it. Make me nice and wet for Zorren and Gorreth. Ohhhhh, get your tongue in deep. It will never reach as deep as their mighty cocks. Ooohhh yes!”

Stergios moaned as she rode against his face. Her scent and her wet, sweet taste smothered him as he obediently licked.

“Go ahead and take out your cock, my love,” moaned Phoebe, thrusting against his tongue. “That’s right. Show me that little cock of yours. I’d almost forgotten it. Like a little dagger compared to the mighty swords I have been battling. Stroke it for me. Stroke it while you pleasure your wife.”

“Mmmmnnnnnnn,” moaned Stergios, pumping his hand desperately on his cock as it began to drip with precum. He worshipped at the temple of his wife’s fertility. He sucked her fat clit and plunged his tongue deep into her hot channel.

Phoebe moaned with pleasure but seemed to stop short of cumming upon his face.

“There is another hole you must prepare for my lovers,” she said. “Are you ready for that, Stergios?”

“Yes, Phoebe,” he moaned, licking his glistening lips and gazing adoringly up at her as she stepped back. “Anything you ask, I shall do.”

“Oh, look at you with that little cock all red,” she laughed. “Don’t you dare cum, Stergios. Not until I say you can cum. Now… worship my ass. Get it nice and prepared for my minotaur lovers.”

“Yes, Phoebe,” moaned Stergios eagerly as she turned around before him and presented the plump onion of her bottom. She kept one hand on the back of his head, drawing him to her plush globes as she used her other hand to spread her cheek to one side. The dusky knot of her ass was bared to him and Stergios did not hesitate to tongue and spit upon it. He licked his wife’s velvet rim and thrust his tongue into her tight hole.

Tight… but not as tight as it had been. Minotaur cocks had loosened up her ass and Stergios found that his tongue slipped deep inside with ease. He tasted her bitter back passage and licked it obediently as her soft rump smothered his face.

He kept one hand on his cock, stroking his hardness, feeling his pleasure fizzing in his bollocks. But he did not want to disobey Phoebe. He moaned desperately, tongue-fucking her hot knot as she rode her ass against his face.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “You might have uses yet, my love. Ohhhhh fuck. Your tongue… nice and deep. Lick me. Lick my assss! AAHHHH!”

She threw back her head, her hair cascading down her back and over her shoulders as she bounced her ass against her husband’s face. Stergios struggled to breathe, pumping his hand on his cock and unable to restrain himself. The feel of her ass clenching around his tongue was too much. He let loose, moaning, pumping his cock, and spurting his seed onto the floor.

“Ohhhh, my, what a bad boy,” laughed Phoebe, stepping away from him and looking down at the mess Stergios had made upon the floor. “Well then, I was going to come home and let you have a try fucking me. But I cannot reward that behavior.”

“Please, forgive me,” moaned Stergios, his face red with shame. “I have been too long without you.”

“Mmmm, you did do a good job making me ready for Zorren and Gorreth.” She drew her cloak back over her ample curves. “Perhaps I shall bring you a gift tonight. Would you like that, Stergios?”

“Y-yes, my love,” he said, nodding profusely. “You are too generous.”

“Yes, I am,” she agreed, tying the cloak around her neck. “Well then, clean up your mess and find your way out. I need to be going.”

Stergios cleaned up his seed spattered upon the floor and departed the kitchens with his head hung in shame. He returned to the baths and to his usual duties there. He was lost in his thoughts of Phoebe being fucked by the minotaur brothers. His cock twitched at each new fantasy of his lovely, curvy wife being enthusiastically plundered by horned giants.

He was so lost in thought as he scrubbed tiles in a drained bath that he did not hear anyone approaching until he felt an elbow nudge his side.

“Hmmm? Oh, Thodoris.” He smiled sadly at his son. “What are you doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be replacing the pump pipes?”

“Yes, father, but I needed to see you,” said Stergios’ young and athletic son. “Mother, Isidora, and Milena are being taken by the minotaurs. We are losing them to the beasts. You are being humiliated daily, turned into a pitiful cuckold, and I am facing no better future.”

“Why do you say this to me?” asked Stergios, wiping the stinging sweat from his eyes. “There is nothing we can do, my son. There is no—”

“We will escape,” said Thodoris. “Boats bring supplies from Crete. I know where to get the bronze minotaur masks the boatmen wear. I can get two and we can escape back to Crete. Together, father. We will take the story of what is happening here with us and—”

Stergios hit his son. He had not struck the boy ever before. His hand slapped the words from Thodoris’ mouth and staggered him back a step.

“Speak no more of this, my son,” said Stergios. “We cannot escape. The punishments I have heard are grave indeed if we are caught even talking of this. Go, Thodoris. Back to your labors. And do not speak of this again.”

Stergios watched his son retreat with disbelieving tears welling in his eyes. It pained Stergios to do this to his beloved son, but he saw no better way to convince him of the painful truth: they were stuck upon the Island of the Minotaurs for the remainder of their lives. The best thing to do was to find what happiness they could manage. To make new lives no matter the sacrifice.

The Late Night Gift

Thodoris and Stergios returned to their meager quarters with the sweat of their labors still drying upon their brows. Thodoris ate and went to sleep. Stergios could not eat nor sleep. He lay in his bed, awake and turning, as he pictured the depravities being visited upon his comely wife. He pictured Phoebe bridging the space between two minotaurs, supported by nothing but the pillars of their cocks. Her throat bulging. Her stretched cuntlips dripping with their spunk. Her heavy breasts hanging and swinging beneath her ribcage as they bounced her between them.

It took every bit of Stergios’ will not to pleasure himself to such thoughts. He was as randy as a teenage boy. Feeling the urge to pleasure himself that he had not known since his wild years. The hour grew so late that he was certain he would not hear from his wife. Just as he was resigned to sleeping, on the brink of total exhaustion, there was a soft knock upon his door.

Stergios put on his robe and went to the door. A tiny speck of an old man, hardly larger than a dwarf, was waiting in a threadbare cloak. He held a lantern in one withered hand.

“Yes?” asked Sergios uncertainly.

“Follow,” said the old man, beckoning with his free hand.

Not knowing what else to do, Stergios followed. The little old man shuffled halfway across the island and to the lodges of the minotaurs. They towered over Stergios. Most were quiet at this late hour, but from a few Stergios could hear the unmistakable sounds of bestial pleasure and feminine moans. He was reminded of the late-night appetites of the minotaurs at the feasting hall. Evidently, they feasted in other ways at all hours.

“Here,” rasped the old man, pointing a withered finger at the door to a lodge of some modesty by the standards of the minotaurs. Stergios opened the door and climbed the huge staircase built for the size of a giant. He followed the light and the soft sounds of pleasure. His cock growing harder with each step until he arrived at a massive door of rough-hewn wood that stood slightly ajar.

He could not deny the anticipation he felt in his thudding heart as he approached the gap in the door and peered inside.

Phoebe was framed by the dark, muscular bodies of two massive minotaurs. Her hair was a mess and her pale curves were marred by red splotches and handprints. Her breasts were pearled with the gelatinous spunk of a minotaur and her thighs parted wide to reveal the dark tangle of hair matted with cum and raw, red cuntlips drooling with the filthy discharge of her lovers.

One huge hand reached out lazily to grope Phoebe’s breasts. She turned her face towards the furry muzzle of one of the minotaurs and Stergios watched as his wife kissed the giant beast. Her tongue tiny compared to the fat, pink muscle that the brute thrust into her mouth.

It was as she kissed the minotaur that Phoebe saw her husband standing in the door. She broke the kiss with her bestial lover and sat up in the bed.

“Do not stand at the threshold like a trespasser, my love,” she called out. “Join us. I’ve asked Zorren and Gorreth and they have said you could join us in the bed.”

“R-really?” Stergios staggered into the room.

He felt the contemptuous stares of the minotaurs. The cruel smirks on their faces as they luxuriated on either side of Phoebe and as Stergios shuffled towards the bed. He felt their contempt and he didn’t care. He was drawn towards his beautiful wife.

Phoebe smiled sweetly at him as she reached a hand to her lovers. She rested her delicate fingers on both cocks. Her hands seeming so very small atop such massive, flaccid serpents. Stergios tried not to look at them as he reached the foot of the bed and began to climb onto it.

“Ah-ah!” said Phoebe. “We are all naked in this bed. You must undress, Stergios.”

Stergios keenly felt the gaze of the minotaurs. His wife watching him, judging his inadequacy as he revealed his rangy body, bruised from his hard labors, and his red cock, stiff and jutting from his loins. So small and inadequate compared to the mighty, blunt-headed cocks of the minotaur brothers.

“You are married to this?” rumbled one of the minotaurs.

“This is what the humans call a man,” laughed the other. “How does he please you, Phoebe?”

“After you, I am not so sure he can,” laughed Phoebe. “Come and try, husband. Show Zorren and Gorreth what you can do.”

“I can do so little,” admitted Stergios. “I am but a man and these are living gods.”

“Do you hear that?” laughed one minotaur. “He thinks us gods.”

“He should. He is an insect to us.” The minotaur grabbed Stergios by the nape of his neck and lifted him towards Phoebe. “Go on then, human. Amuse us. Show us how you pleasure your wife.”

“Fuck me, Stergios,” moaned Phoebe, spreading her legs and drawing back her knees. Her pussy and ass both gaped open from the rough minotaur fucking. Cum dribbling out from her well-used holes and onto the bed in massive quantities.

Stergios had no choice. As the two minotaurs watched him, he climbed atop his beautiful wife and thrust his straining cock into the hot pit of her cunt. It was so loosened by the minotaurs that most of what he felt was their seed slathering his hardness. He thrust deep, not even coming close to touching her stretched depths, slapping his balls against her cum-smeared ass and letting out a frantic cry of pleasure.

“I’m cumming!” he wailed, throwing back his head and hilting in Phoebe’s creamy cunt. His seed pumped out and joined the fragrant mix of minotaur spunk.

“That’s it,” moaned Phoebe. “That’s a good boy. Give it all to me.”

“Pathetic,” laughed one minotaur.

“Cumming already? I think he likes the feel of our seed in your cunt, Phoebe.”

“Ohhhh, yessss, he loves it,” moaned Phoebe, wrapping her legs tightly around her husband. “And he’s such a good boy, Gorreth. After he’s done cumming in me, he’ll clean up the mess he made. And the mess you made. Won’t you, my love?”

“Y-yes, anything,” gasped Stergios, falling limp against his wife’s heaving breasts. “I’ll clean it… clean it all up.”

“Good,” laughed the minotaur. “I’ll fuck her again when she’s fresh and clean.”

Phoebe pressed a kiss to Stergios’ lips, but it only lasted a moment. She pushed down on his head and shoulders, guiding him first to her heaving breasts, to clean her pearly tits with his tongue, and then lower. To bathe his face in the raw, raunchy filth of the minotaurs. To clean his own pitiful spunk from the gushing remains of the minotaurs’ pleasure. To suck the salty froth from her ass. To pleasure and grovel and clean with his tongue until Phoebe and the minotaurs were satisfied she was ready.

For Stergios was nothing now. Not a husband. Not a father. Not really.

He was an obedient, groveling cuckold, on his knees beside the bed, resisting the urge to stroke his cock as Zorren and Gorreth fucked Phoebe into the morning.
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Sealed to One Bull

Milena knew the great bull Spyridon had claimed her womb the first time he mounted her. She felt the hot rush of his virile seed and her milk-fed fertility opened the gates of her womb as she surrendered herself to destiny. She savored each pulse of his cum into her depths, overflowing her stretched cunt, and dripping down her trembling thighs.

But even then, in that explosive moment, she had known with total certainty that Spyridon had claimed her. Thankfully, it was her duty to reassure the bull that she was with his child.

For nine nights, without departing Spyridon’s lodge, she gave herself over to the bull. Each day, she feasted, rested, and was bathed in scented waters and dressed in gossamer robes. She was brought into the bull’s arena and made to lean across the mating table. Her sheer robe clinging to her shapely body. Her cunt growing more and more accustomed to her master’s massive cock. She waited for him, thighs trembling, breath coming in tense gasps as she awaited the mounting.

Most nights, he entered the arena and charged at her. Heaving his great bulk atop her back and closing his powerful hands against her shoulders. His beastly body rammed his massive cock into her depths and all thought was driven from her head. It was exhausting. Brutal. But Milena was bolstered by the overwhelming need to please her master. To prove herself worthy of this ultimate blessing.

Her pink cunt stretched around his mighty minotaur cock. Her slick young walls tight against the thrusting might of his pillar. She clung to the table, crying out with ecstasy as each stroke of Spyridon rearranged her body to his satisfaction. Her organs pressed inward. Her cunt stretched and yet clinging to him with each thrust into her dripping depths.

“My Lord,” she cried. “Mighty Spyridon! My bull! My master!”

“Milena,” he snorted, blessing her by speaking her name. His cock plundered her with such force that she could go numb from his rutting. But her senses always awakened to his pulsating eruptions. Hot bull cum pumping into her body. Flooding her womb with fresh tides of his virile seed. She willed her muscles to contract around him. To squeeze and stroke him to prolong his release. Until that slick cum was dripping down her legs to her feet in warm trickles.

Most nights, he fucked her more than once. Sometimes again and again, pounding into her until her body ached and the cum was churned to a thick, fragrant froth that dropped from her overstuffed cunt like dollops of cream. His spent spunk puddled between her feet and soaked into the sand. On those night, she remained lashed to the table for hours and required many unguents and attentions from the servants on the following day to recover.

Other nights, Spyridon took her a single time and then remained in the arena. He allowed her to rise from the table. To stroke his muscular flanks and admire him. To kiss his muzzle or even, when she desired, to crawl beneath his bestial body and take his cock into her hands. To press her lips to it and trace its tip with her tongue. To lick the remains, so salty and sweet, of his potent discharge. To grasp him between her breasts and suck from him until he might rise again to take her or simply stand idle as she drained his bollocks with her mouth. Drinking the hot, blessed nectar of his loins. Feeling it fill her belly and soak her breasts. A fluid more holy than any. The seed of a god.

On Milena’s tenth morning, Zala visited and inspected her. She prodded and fondled Milena’s naked body. She pinched at Milena’s tender nipples and bent Milena over her bed to plunge her fingers into Milena’s well-used cunt.

“He has trained your body well,” chuckled Zala. “I could reach my whole arm inside you.”

“Please,” moaned Milena, shaking her hips shamelessly. “Do it.”

“No, not now,” said Zala, her tone growing cold as she slowly withdrew her fingers from Milena’s stretched cunt. “I have blessed news for you, sister. Your womb has been taken by the bull.”

“I knew it was true,” gasped Milena. “Will… will I… will I be permitted to leave?”

“Oh, no, my sweet,” said Zala. “You have been honored by Spyridon. The bull has decided to add you to his stable of wives. He has only two others, you know, so this is a rare privilege.”

“Wife?” Milena lifted her head from the bed to look at Zala. “I am to marry him?”

“You will be bonded to him, yes,” said Zala. “When the time is right and you are well into your pregnancy, the bull will wed you. It is my honor to oversee the ceremony. For now, you will serve your husband, and his servants will prepare you for the birthing. For now… would you like to drink of my bosom?”

Milena remembered how it had excited her when Zala had allowed this before. Her cheeks colored. She nodded to the older woman.

“Come then, my sweet girl,” said Zala, sitting in a chair beside the bed. “Drink your fill. Spyridon will be in the mood for celebrating the news tonight and you shall need your strength.”

Zala unveiled her laden breasts, so creamy white and taut with milk, dark veins visible along the outer swells and the nipples thick and red, perhaps from suckling other young women.

“Will my breasts grow as large as yours?” asked Milena, sliding off the bed and onto her knees beside the chair.

Zala smiled, stroking Milena’s head and cradling it as she guided Milena to her right breast and fed her thick nipple into Milena’s mouth. Milena moaned as she took to that warm breast and began to suck. Her mouth filled with Zala’s sweet milk, spurting out in plenty each time that Milena sucked, and as Milena drank a great since of peace and desire mingled within her.

“Your breasts will grow even larger than mine,” murmured Zala, holding Milena’s head tightly to her breast. “The seed of a bull changes a woman more than even the biggest minotaur. You will be his milk cow. His birthing bride. He will fill your womb again and again, my sweet, and you will be milked to make elixirs for the others.”

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Milena, deciding she very much desired this fate. She popped her lips free of Zala’s breast and moved to the other. She drank her fill, until the sweet milk of Zala was heavy in her stomach and her body was hot with desire.

Then, at the urging of Zala, Milena put her tongue to work between Zala’s legs. The older woman spread her thick thighs wide and hung her legs over Milena’s shoulders. Milena, drunk on Zala’s milk, did not give such acts a second thought. She licked greedily at Zala’s hot cove and sucked the nectar, like sweet oil, that spilled from Zala’s cunt. Zala cried out, her fingers tightening in Milena’s hair, her nipples trickling out milk excited by her pleasure.

“Yesssss! Mate of Spyridon! Milena! I cum!” Zala bucked and bucked, her hot thighs squeezing tightly against Milena’s face as her pleasure peaked.

Once the last shudder of pleasure had subsided from Zala, Milena climbed from between her legs and into Zala’s arms. She lay her head upon Zala’s shoulder and Zala kissed her and caressed her as though they were mother and daughter.

“I am proud of you, Milena,” whispered Zala. “Few women can truly satisfy a bull like Spyridon. You took to it as if born for such a cock.”

“I love him so,” murmured Milena, nuzzling tighter into Zala’s embrace.

The Long Journey

Bearing the son of a bull was no ordinary pregnancy. Spyridon was many times larger than a human man and his son would be at least twice the size of a human child when born. Milena knew that the pregnancy would be a struggle, but she was helped by Spyridon’s servants and by his wives, Cora and Ophelia.

Cora was older and had only been able to give Spyridon a single son. He hardly ever demanded her affections. She was bitter at the attention Milena was getting and treated Milena with contempt. She wrote down some helpful tips for Milena, but hardly spoke to her at all and avoided her at meals.

Ophelia, plump and voluptuous, had given Spyridon two sons. Her breasts were so enormous and milky that she spent most of her time being milked and stimulated by Spyridon’s servants. This involved a milking stand which allowed Ophelia’s huge breasts to hang over the wooden support. Women sat on stools and milked her like a cow or attached an apparatus that steamed and clicked like the wheels of a great clock as it rhythmically drained Ophelia’s milk. Despite this constant state of stimulation, Ophelia was quite friendly to Milena.

“Your back will hurt a lot the first time,” explained Ophelia as her huge, dangling breasts were worked by two serving girls. “First your tits will swell up, your udders will thicken and be sensitive all the time. Then your belly will get huge. Not soft either. Like a boulder saddled to your waist.”

“Do we… will I recover?” asked Milena, finding it difficult not to watch the two serving girls tugging on Ophelia’s red nipples and squeezing her dangling breasts.

“Oh, you’ll be fine,” said Ophelia, reaching back to itch at one plump buttock scantily covered by a loincloth. “After that first birth, after Myrrok, I thought I’d never feel anything again. But not three days later I was begging to be mounted. Not twenty and I was ready to be seeded again.”

Milena listened to Ophelia’s advice and found herself increasingly fascinated by the milking process. She wondered what it would feel like to be milked and at night she often played with her nipples picturing them squirting out milk.

Days became weeks. Weeks became months. Milena fell into the routines of Spyridon’s lodge. The meals, the ritual bathing, the monthly worship of Spyridon by all his wives and servants. This last was a great orgy of oiled bodies as every woman in the household served the mighty bull as he stood before them.

He hardly moved, except when Milena pleasured him. Even Ophelia looked on jealously as Milena impaled herself upon the holy bull’s cock. He snorted and stomped his feet and at last shoved Milena aside so that he could rain his seed down on all his wives and servants. His hot fountains of cum decorated their bodies and they began to kiss and lick the droplets of spunk up as he watched, nostrils flaring, horned head looking back and forth as he presided over the oiled bodies of his faithful cult.

By the third month, Milena’s breasts were becoming tender and enlarged. By the fourth, milk began to bead at her nipples when she stimulated her breasts enough. Her belly was growing swiftly. Pregnancy would soon make it more difficult to serve her master.

By the fifth month, her milk fully let down and her breasts were often painfully engorged. She was given a milkmaid named Cybele who would use her hands to massage Milena’s breasts. She filled bottles with Milena’s sweet milk and sometimes, if Milena asked, Cybele would even suckle it from her breasts. This naturally led to Milena and Cybele becoming lovers. Their fingers and tongues satisfying their desires. Milena was just as eager to please the slender young milkmaid as Cybele was to serve the future wife of Spyridon.

The more Milena’s body grew, the harder she worked to pleasure the mighty bull. She was enthusiastic in her duties, even as her back ached just as Ophelia had warned. She pushed herself against the mighty bull. She did not even need the table. She threw her bottom beneath him, rubbing against his furry underside, her pussy impaled upon that glorious cock. Panting, tits swinging and leaking milk, her ass bigger and thighs thicker with the idleness of her pregnancy. He sheathed his cock deep in her cunt and snorted with his pleasure.

“Milena, my love,” he bellowed and blessed her with his seed until it poured in rivers down her legs. She stood, shakily, and offered her breasts to him. The mighty bull snorted and looked at her with his wise eyes as he licked at her leaking cream.

Even the days when she hurt too much to be mounted, Milena pleasured the bull. She oiled her breasts and squeezed him between them. She tongued and slurped at his cock. She begged for him to cover her body in his thick, hot cum.

And he always obliged.

The Wedding

Milena wore her white peplos with one engorged breast hanging exposed. Milk dripped steadily from her thick red nipple and her heavy tits swayed in their sling as she walked down the temple aisle. The servants watched her adoringly. Ophelia and Cora looked on with naked jealousy. Milena thought she saw her father watching her from the entryway of the temple, but she could hardly spare him a glance as she approached the altar where Spyridon awaited.

The huge bull, so like a massive specimen of a beast rather than a minotaur, seemed completely at ease within the temple. His muscular physique seemed to perfectly match the golden bull statue that towered behind the altar.

Zala stood in a sheer white robe beside him, one step up as the officiant for the wedding. Though she was not actually priestess, she had been blessed by the church to perform the ritual.

Milena could not help but smile at the beautiful older woman as she arrived at the foot of the statue. She turned from Zala to Spyridon and Milena’s heart sang for the bull. Though only his eyes and his hand-like forelimbs resembled anything human, Milena had fallen rapturously in love with Spyridon. She found him handsome and everything about him excited in her something beyond desire. It was total devotion. She loved her beastly master and wanted to be his wife for the remainder of her days.

“Milena,” said Zala, “do you pledge to faithfully serve Spyridon as his wife?”

“Yes, I do,” said Milena. “With all my heart.”

“And Spyridon, do you claim Milena to be your bride and bearer of your sons?”

“Yes,” said Spyridon, the single word a rumbling affirmation that pulled at Milena’s heart.

“Then you are hereby bound in marriage, before the gods and before the Holy Bull. You may consummate your bond.”

Zala stepped back and Milena passionately embraced Spyridon. She hung her arms around his muscular neck and kissed his beastly muzzle. His huge tongue thrust into her mouth, smothering her kiss and reminding her that he was a holy beast and she was a mere mortal.

The crowd watched as Milena disrobed and handed her wedding gown to Zala. Then, she lay upon the altar, and Spyridon claimed her as his bride. His huge cock glistened as it worked in and out of the snug folds of Milena’s cunt. Morning light through stained glass bathed them both in color. Their bodies moving in perfect unison. Her laden tits bouncing and her pregnant belly shuddering with each thrust of Spyridon’s swollen pillar.

“Yes, my love,” cried Milena, her voice echoing in the vaulted space of the temple. “Oh, I cum for you! I cum for you, my master! My husband!”

“Milena!” snorted Spyridon. “Milena! My love!”

His roar of pleasure shook the stones of the temple as he unleashed a massive tide of his seed within Milena. His cum spurted with such force and in such quantity that it pumped out around the root of his cock to the rhythm of his pulsing pillar. Gushes of his seed spattered her thighs and legs and his cum began to pour out down the altar like wax melting upon a table.

Milena, filled by her mate, by her husband, was transported to heaven. She clung to him and came again and again, a warmth and happiness suffusing her flesh. A sense of joy like she had never known before.

She was the bride of the bull.
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Last Hope for Escape

Thodoris could not endure much more. Each new day brought fresh humiliation in the baths, witnessing human women submitting to the lust of the minotaurs and being forced to attend to their debased needs. The women, including his own mother, seemed to enjoy pleasuring the giant minotaurs. Thodoris had once been able to turn to his father for agreement, but Stergios was a broken man. He had accepted being a pathetic cuckold, subsisting on the foul seed that dripped from his own wife’s cunt.

Thodoris missed his mother, but he hated the nights when his mother returned to their miserable house on the island even more. Those nights, Thodoris covered his head with the pillow to try to shut out the noise of Stergios moaning and whimpering beneath her as she spoke words of betrayal. For each time Phoebe visited, she was more in the thrall of the minotaurs than before. She described their cocks as mighty, throbbing pillars and told how they took her in the kitchens or in their lodges. How she was filled again and again and could never get enough. And Thodoris had to listen to his father moaning in agreement with each new detail.

Worse, the lurid descriptions made Thodoris’ cock stir. A cock that was kept in a metal cage placed upon it as punishment by the matron Nomiki. The more aroused he became, hearing his mother describe the pleasures of serving Rogar and other minotaur lovers, the more his cock swelled painfully against the confines of its cage. Thodoris buried his head in his pillow and hoped not to hear any more.

When Thodoris had brought up his plans to escape the island to his father, Stergios had told him to be silent. To speak no more of it and to abandon all hope of escape. But these humiliations ate at Thodoris until he could think of nothing other than escape. He had not seen his sisters, Milena and Isidora, in days. Word had spread across the island that Milena had been given over to the bull-like Spyridon. Though it pained Thodoris, he had little hope of ever saving Milena from such a fate. But Isidora, sweet and innocent, might still be saved.

Thodoris made his preparations to escape. First, he managed to steal two bronze minotaur masks and togas such as those worn by the boatmen that brought supplies and new pilgrims from Crete. Then he memorized the comings and goings of those boats so that he and Isidora could stow away on one of the ships returning to Crete.

Thodoris waited for a task that would bring him close to the towering library where Isidora worked and stole away from gathering painted tiles to visit her in the Vivliothiki. He learned from one of the other girls that Isidora was rarely there. That she spent her nights and many of her days in service of an elder minotaur named Agamemnok. With a little convincing, one of the library girls gave up the location of Agamemnok’s lodge.

That night, when he was supposed to be confined to his bed, Thodoris stole into the darkness with a bag containing the togas and bronze masks. He avoided minotaurs and their servants and made his way to the far side of the island, where he found the lodge of the elder Agamemnok. Just as he arrived, the great doors creaked open and Isidora stepped into the light of the torches that blazed along the path to the lodge. The huge, white-furred minotaur was smiling as it took delicate, fair-haired Isidora into his arms. She clung to the giant’s chest and kissed his bestial muzzle.

Thodoris hated to see such affection, but he knew his sister well enough to see that she was holding something back. She did not love this minotaur completely. She embraced him and nuzzled his fur but was eager to depart when he set her back on her feet.

“Farewell, master,” she called out. “I will return in the afternoon.”

“Yes,” rumbled the minotaur. “Unless my desire brings me to you and your books.”

“Mmmmm, then I will see you at the Vivliothiki,” she giggled, waving to him and setting off down the path.

Thodoris could not approach his sister the moment she departed from Agamemnok’s lodge. There were provisioners from the kitchens delivering food to the lodges and several minotaurs playing a game that involved throwing tree trunks across a green. The loud cheering of the slaves and wives of the minotaurs turned Thodoris’ stomach. He wanted to call out to Isidora, to be away from that place, but instead he shadowed her as she made her way back towards the library.

But the hour was late. Why would she go in that direction?

As Thodoris followed her and awaited the right opportunity, he noticed his sister casting her eyes about as if looking for someone. She stopped near a dark garden and stepped in among the vines and night blooming flowers. Moonlight lit her golden hair as she moved through the shadows. Thodoris stole closer to her. Just as he was about to call her name, the shadows themselves seemed to come to life and Isidora, laughing softly, embraced the darkness.

The minotaur was dark-furred and not so large as Agamemnok, but there was a youthful strength to him that was equally impressive. He took Isidora into his arms and she passionately kissed him.

“Master Gorok,” she gasped, her tongue working against his as Thodoris watched in disbelief. “I have come, just as you said.”

“Yes,” rumbled the minotaur. “As I knew you would. Our bond has been delayed too long. Tonight, our bond will be sealed and Agamemnok will have no more claim to you.”

The black-furred minotaur took Isidora by her hand and led her deeper into the garden. There, beside a fountain depicting a woman kneeling before a minotaur, was a small brazier with a glowing fire within. An iron rested in the brazier, its symbol glowing in the fires.

“Bare your body to me,” commanded Gorok.

“Yes, master,” gasped Isidora with an eagerness in her voice that sent a pang of despair through Thodoris. He watched from the bushes as his sister undressed. Her body was young and firm and yet amply feminine. Her hair golden in every place it grew and her soft breasts capped with stiff pink nipples. He was aroused by the sight of her beauty, his cock pressing painfully against his cage, but denied himself any thought of pleasure with his own sister. He turned away for a moment and when he looked back she had assumed a lewd position before the minotaur.

Thodoris suppressed a cry as his cock swelled against the cage and precum began to ooze from its tip. He saw fair and lovely Isidora with her pert breasts cushioning her body and her hips raised in the air. Gorok stood behind her, his thick black cock drooping between his muscular thighs, one hand grasping the iron that glowed with his mark.

“Swear yourself to me,” said the minotaur, his voice rumbling with desire. “Swear before Poseidon that you belong to me. That I am your master for all of time and you will bear me sons to continue my blood.”

“I swear it all,” cried Isidora, wicked delight on her face. She looked back at the minotaur over her shoulder and wiggled her ass back and forth. “Seal our bond with your mark upon my flesh. I am yours, Gorok, for all of time. Please.”

Thodoris wanted to cry out. He wanted to leap from the bushes and strike down the huge, black minotaur. Instead, he retreated from the sight. Seeing his sister so shamelessly offered up to the black minotaur. He fled from the garden.

He thought he saw Agamemnok walking towards it, his shaggy old face brooding with fury, but Thodoris could not fully understand what that might mean. He was shattered by what he had seen in the garden. Isidora begging to become the branded slave of Gorok. He had no hope of saving Isidora. She was as lost as his mother and Milena. As submissive to the minotaurs as his father had become.

He donned his boatman’s disguise and stole away to the docks. There, among a cargo bound for the mainland, he awaited the dawn and the arrival of the boat from Crete. His hopes were reduced to nothing more than his own escape. He would leave his life behind on the island.

Thodoris began to weep in an unmanly way. His sobs echoed in the bronze mask. His knees clutched to his chest. Such was his despair that he never heard the approach of the minotaur called Furion.

Liberty, Death, or a Third Option

“What is the meaning of this?” roared the minotaur, snatching Thodoris by his neck and lifting him to his feet. Thodoris tried to choke out a desperate reply as the bronze mask was knocked from his face. Blood trickled from his nose as he gazed up at the anger fuming from the minotaur. “You are not allowed to be here. Wait! I know you! One of the laborers from the bathhouse. You are trying to escape!”

“N-n-o, please,” Thodoris managed to stammer. “Only… waiting for tile… from Crete.”

Thodoris knew this minotaur. Furion. He recognized the pattern of brown and white on his muzzle and body. He was small for a minotaur, but incredibly muscular, and with horns that curved forward to match his aggressive posture. His eyes were cruel and red, and he never wore a loincloth, preferring to let his very long cock dangle free and taunt the humans.

“You know the penalty for trying to escape,” laughed Furion and he picked Thodoris up and slung him over one shoulder like a minotaur carrying his bed slave.

“Please, I meant nothing by it,” whimpered Thodoris, struggling against the minotaur. This only caused his caged cock to rub against the mighty Furion’s muscular chest.

Furion laughed and smacked Thodoris on his bottom.

“You are too scrawny to escape me, silly human,” laughed the minotaur. “I have seen you working in the baths. A pitiful little creature. You were not made for such labors. Death is better.”

“Death?” cried Thodoris.

“Oh, yes, for trying to escape?” Furion laughed cruelly. “A most horrible death. Perhaps roasted alive or disemboweled. It has been too long since the last screaming sacrifice to the gods.”

The idea of being brutally killed was more terrifying than the horror of spending day after day upon the island. Thodoris shifted against the minotaur’s shoulder again, his cock pressing against its cage reminded him of the last time he was punished. The offer Nomiki had extended to him as an alternative to his misery. Of a potion that could free him from his masculinity and save him from certain death.

“The… the maiden’s vow,” gasped Thodoris.

“Hmmm?” Furion stopped. He hefted Thodoris from his shoulder with one hand and held him up so they were almost face-to-face. “You would surrender your cock and become a woman? A bed slave?”

“Yes, anything,” gasped Thodoris. “I just… just don’t want to die.”

“Oh, you may wish that again,” chuckled Furion. “But you have a fine little body, human. I’m sure you will make an even better maiden. And it will be my pleasure to be your first. Ha ha ha!”

Thodoris moaned with horror as Furion carried him to the temple of punishment. In those miserable halls, caged men and women pleaded for mercy and endured the whips, vises, and hot pokers of their tormentors. Hooded minotaurs pierced human nipples with needles, strapped men to wracks, and bound slave girls to be used as living furniture.

In the depths of such a place, Thodoris was re-introduced to Nomiki. He had thought her merely a senior cook or a matron of some sort when he had met her before. Now, surrounded by bubbling cauldrons and decanting elixirs into vials, she seemed more like a witch. One with huge, laden tits that she occasionally hefted and squeezed into her cauldrons, spurting out milk for her potions.

“Ahhhh, the prodigal son returns,” laughed Nomiki.

“Potion Mistress,” rumbled Furion, throwing Thodoris at the feet of Nomiki. “I have brought a boy in need of punishment. I caught him in disguise and trying to escape. Death is what he deserves, but he begs the maiden’s vow.”

“Does he now?” laughed Nomiki, dancing by the firelight and scooping up a vial containing swirling pink liquid. “Here, my boy. Do you swear to serve your masters?”

“I swear it,” cried Thodoris, desperate to avoid the cruel tortures he witnessed as he was brought into this inner lair.

“Then suck,” laughed Nomiki, grabbing Thodoris by the sweaty locks of his hair and pulling his face to one of her dangling breasts. She fed a thick nipple into his mouth and he latched desperately. He began to suck, drinking the warm, sweet milk in thirsty gulps.

As he sucked, Nomiki unstoppered the vial in her hand and began to pour the pink potion down her breast. She yanked Thodoris’ mouth from her nipple, twisting her fingers in his hair and holding his head tilted back. She suspended her breast above his open mouth and her milk and the potion’s pink droplets mingled as they dripped heavily into Thodoris’ mouth and across his tongue.

“With such a pitifully small cock, it won’t take much to change this one into a girl,” chuckled Furion.

Thodoris’ face burned with shame, but he could not stop drinking the potion mingled with Nomiki’s sweet milk.

“By the milk of my breast, by the seed of the masters, by the blessing of Aphrodite, you are remade,” she sang as the salty-sweet elixir began to slide down Thodoris’ throat. He looked up at her, desperate to escape the ultimate punishment, swallowing again and again as he drank the contents of the entire vial. Once the last drop spilled from Nomiki’s stiff nipple, she fed it into his mouth, and he resumed sucking at her milk.

But the warmth of the potion was already suffusing Thodoris’ body. He could feel the scruff on his face and the hair on his chest dropping off as if clipped. The tone of his muscles softening. A painful swelling in his chest and his hips. The pinch of his cock against his cage receding. He kept sucking from Nomiki’s sweat cream to avoid looking at his body.

“He changes already,” laughed Furion, studying closely. “My, those buds swell from his chest. Bigger than I expected on such a slender body!”

“Give it time, Furion,” gasped Nomiki. “It was a large dose. He will soften everywhere.”

And so Thodoris did. The lean, athletic young man softening and spreading into a voluptuous young beauty. His eyes and nose remained the same, but even his lips softened, his jaw narrowed, his brow thinned, and his blond hair grew longer and blonder still.

As his penis shrunk, the cage fell away with a clank. He felt the disappearance of his cock as a mild pleasure that suddenly burst inward as his outer flesh became inner flesh. Soft and silky and damp. A cunt. A womb. A softer ass. More delicate feet and toes. Eyes looking from Nomiki to Furion.

“Blessed by Aphrodite,” chuckled Furion, already rubbing at his long cock. “She is a pretty one. What shall we call her?”

“That is your choice, master,” said Nomiki, yanking Thodoris’ hair so that his lips popped free of her nipple.

The soft gasp that escaped Thodoris’ lips sounded distinctly feminine. His gaze was drawn, as if by nature, to the stiffening length of Furion’s cock grasped in the minotaur’s big fist.

“What is your name, girl?” demanded Furion.

“Thodoris,” he replied in a voice that did not sound his own.

“Not bad,” rumbled Furion. “Theodora. Does that suit you, girl?”

“Y-yes, I would like that, um, master,” said Theodora.

“She would like that,” laughed Furion, glancing over at Nomiki.

“Yes, they are so much more obedient after they have had the potion,” laughed Nomiki. “Go on, Furion. Take your pet back to your lodge. Introduce the girl that was Thodoris to the ways of being a woman.”

“Ha! With pleasure, witch!” Furion grasped Theodora in one mighty arm and slung her over his shoulder. Theodora cried out, the world turned upside down as the massive minotaur carried her from the temple of punishment. Furion’s hand was not shy about fondling and squeezing Theodora’s plush bottom. Groping her newly ample buttocks, teasing thick fingers down her crack, and over the damp lips of her cunny. “Hot for me already, eh? If I did not know better, I would think you wanted to get caught and turned into my little cock sleeve.”

“Nooo,” whimpered Theodora, wiggling her hips as if to escape, but only seeming to entice Furion to more thorough groping.

Furion was no high-ranking minotaur. In fact, he was among the lowest ranked, but still a god to the humans on the island. His lodge was small, made from unpainted wood and still only partly constructed. There was no hearth, but a firepit, and in this crackled a fire that warmed the rustic chamber. A bearskin was spread upon the floor by the firelight. Furion placed Theodora gently onto this soft pelt.

His cock was hard as he knelt above Theodora.

I am still a man, Theodora tried to tell herself. I am a man and I will be a man again. The gods will save me from this.

It was hard to believe her own inner monologue as she felt a trickle of desire from her cunt and gazed up at the huge cock of the minotaur jutting above her.

“You are beautiful,” rumbled Furion, his gaze softening as he looked down at Theodora. “Do not fear me, little one. Our first time will be gentle. It will not always be so. But this first time, I know it is new for you.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Theodora, surprised that she meant the gratitude she offered him.

Furion snorted and leaned over Theodora, pushing her shielding hands away from the soft swells of her breasts. He lowered his face to them, snorting and snuffling, his hot breath tickling over Theodora’s new breasts. Her new, more sensitive nipples. She cried out at the soft brush of his muzzle against her tits. His lips opened and his hot tongue, huge and thick, dragged over her tits. Between them. Licking them slowly and covering them in his saliva.

His hands moved over her body. To her hips. To her thighs. He spread her legs wide and moved between them as his body moved lower. His tongue sliding down her hitching abdomen. To the fresh mound of her womanhood.

“No scent of manhood left,” sniffed the minotaur. He ran his tongue over the lips of Theodora’s cunny and she whimpered with pleasure. He licked again, his eyes gazing up at her as he nuzzled against her folds.

The minotaur’s huge tongue slipped inside her. Not deep enough to claim her but tasting her sweet opening. Her nectar. The minotaur licked her until Theodora was certain she was going to cum. A tightening within her that seemed much deeper than it had as a man. She gasped, on the brink, but Furion lifted his face.

The minotaur, muzzle damp with nectar, declared, “As sweet as any girl I have tasted.”

“Thank you, master,” moaned Theodora.

“Now you taste me,” he commanded.

He stood and she sat up, confronted with the minotaur’s huge, pink and brown cock and low-hanging bollocks. The strong male musk assaulted Theodora’s senses. She was hot she felt as if she should be steaming. Her breath coming in gulps. Her eyes wide and innocent as the minotaur draped his cock across Theodora’s face. The shaft against her lips. The head dripping on her bare shoulder.

“Mmmmmm,” she whimpered.

“Suck it,” rumbled Furion. “Taste it.”

I am a man, thought Theodora, already reaching a small hand for the root of the minotaur’s cock. She told herself, I could never suck a cock. Especially a beastly cock like this.

But her lips were already parting. Her tongue already reaching out for that dripping crown. The strong, salty taste melting into her mouth. Her lips enveloping Furion’s blunt tip.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Theodora, her eyes rolling as she began to suck.

It came so naturally to her. Sliding him deeper and deeper with each stroke. One hand on his bollocks, the other working the thick root of his shaft. Bobbing and slurping as brazen sluts had once done to the cock of a young man named Thodoris.

“The stones,” growled Furion. “Do not spare them your attention.”

“Mmmm, yes,” moaned Theodora. “Yes, master. I will suck them for you.”

Her mouth was upon the minotaur’s pink bollocks. Suckling and kissing, licking and caressing. Her hand working his wet shaft as she pleasured his musty stones. They tightened to his root.

“I will cover you now,” rumbled Furion. “Prepare… for your first baptism.”

“Yes! Yes, master!” cried Theodora, rocking back on her knees and offering her soft breasts and open mouth to him. The minotaur stood over her, stroking himself, precum dripping out onto Theodora’s face and into her waiting mouth. Each salty taste was like acid dissolving memories of her time as a man.

With a bellow, Furion unleashed the salty Santorini of his loins. An eruption of such quantity and warmth that it seemed to bathe the entirety of Theodora. Her face, shoulders, and breasts at least were completely smothered in the minotaur’s thick, slimy seed. She swallowed what she could manage and let the rest overflow her mouth and drip down her body.

Such a baptism awakened her desire. She took the minotaur’s spent cock in both hands and squeezed it between her spunk drenched breasts. She kissed and licked the crown as her soft tits massaged Furion back to full hardness.

“Such an eager girl,” rumbled the minotaur. “I thought to bathe you first, but this cannot wait. You will be mine… NOW!”

He bellowed with lust and tossed Theodora back onto the pelt. He grabbed her by her legs and spread them wide, pushing her feet up into the air as he pressed his cock to her slick entrance. Sudden terror gripped Theodora. The minotaur’s cock was too big. A finger first. A man’s cock. Anything. But, no, this was to be her first.

He thrust his cock into her tender folds and there was a sharp pain as Furion claimed Theodora’s maiden cunt. Her barrier sundered and her depths were invaded by his mighty spear. For several seconds, all she could do was stare in shock. Pain and heat sliding over the slow piston of the minotaur’s cock. Nectar trickling out of her cunt and down her ass.

Then, with another roar, Furion began to fuck her. Truly claiming her with each stroke. Making her soft tits bounce and sway against her ribcage. Her hair splayed against the pelt and her mouth open in a wordless cry of pain and pleasure. Her abdomen bulging with each stroke. Her body invaded, conquered, and claimed by the minotaur.

He hunched over her, working faster, his nostrils flaring and his eyes narrowing.

“Cum for me,” he snarled. “I will feel my slave’s pleasure before I let you have my seed.”

“Y-yes,” gasped Theodora, surprised she could even find that one word. “Yes!”

Her pleasure was like a storm inside her. Tightening and coiling around his thrusting cock. Pulsing from her clit down to the straining walls of her cunt. Gripping him with each spasm of her ecstasy. She howled his name, “Furionnnnnn!”

Bucking her hips to meet him. Feeling those huge balls slapping against her ass. Tighter and tighter until with a huge roar his seed burst inside her, pumping into her twitching pussy and overflowing her in hot spurts. Each pump of cum inside her sent an echo of pleasure through Theodora’s body. She forgot the pain. Forgot the anguish. She was made anew. Not as a man, not even as a woman, but as a slave.

As a cock sleeve for the minotaur.
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To the Victor, the Spoils

There, in the Garden of Pasiphae, beneath the prostrating statue of the bull-loving wife of Minos offering herself to the Golden Bull, Isidora knelt in a similar posture and awaited the mark that would seal her destiny to Gorok.

Isidora watched the glowing head of the branding iron as Gorok brought it closer to her firm, peachy bottom. Her supple flesh yearned for the young minotaur’s mark. The dark, rebellious Gorok was so much more exciting and forceful than old Agamemnok. She did not want to hurt the shaggy old minotaur, she respected his learned ways, but she was ready to be marked and claimed by Gorok.

“Please,” gasped Isidora, wagging her hips and inviting the mark. “Do it, master. Make me yours.”

“Then you shall be mine!” laughed Gorok, raising the iron to thrust it at Isidora’s flawless rear.

But before the glowing brand in the shape of an embellished “G” could make contact with the luscious curve of Isidora’s rump, another minotaur barged into the garden. Agamemnok swung a shaggy arm and knocked the branding iron from Gorok’s grasp. It splashed into the fountain beneath the statue of Pasiphae and the hot brand was extinguished with a hiss.

“Treachery!” shouted the old minotaur, shoving Gorok with both hands and nearly pitching him into the fountain. “You know this girl was mine to claim and yet I find you here, in a public garden no less, preparing to brand her like some milk cow!”

“You think you own her just because you have fucked her?” Gorok snorted with fury and shoved Agamemnok back on his hooves. The smaller black bull flexed his muscular shoulders and made his big hands into fists. “She offers herself to me! She would not become the breeder of some dusty old clerk! She desires adventure and boldness! She knows I can please her like no other bull!”

“I will crush you, welp! I have broken bigger bulls in half!” Agamemnok lowered his head and charged with his horns at Gorok. The black minotaur sidestepped and Agamemnok crashed into a fence covered in roses. The elder minotaur roared with fury, yanking the pieces of fence from his head and turning to look for his foe.

“Please! Don’t do this!” cried Isidora, terrified by the fury of the two minotaurs. “I don’t want either of you to be hurt!”

“Do not fear, my sweet slut,” snorted Gorok, stamping and dragging a hoof. He glanced down at Isidora. “This old fool will not hurt me and I will spare him any serious—AH!”

In his arrogance, Gorok took his eyes from Agamemnok. The massive minotaur flung the last of the fence aside and came at Gorok with both fists, hammering his massive punches into the head and shoulders of the black-furred minotaur.

“I will break your bones! I will gore your cock!” Agamemnok tried to impale Gorok with his horns even as he battered him. The smaller minotaur was too quick for that. Gorok finally managed to disentangle himself from Agamemnok by delivering a brutal uppercut to the old minotaur’s chin and knocking him back a step.

“I’ll see that you get a proper funeral pyre when I’m done with you, old fool,” snorted Gorok, blood dripping from a cut above one eye.

Both minotaurs were picking up objects to use as weapons to finish the job. Agamemnok retrieved one of the pieces of iron fence to use as a spear and Gorok picked up a gardener’s shovel, winging it menacingly and keeping Agamemnok at a distance.

Isidora could not bear it. She cried out and ran between the two fighting minotaurs. Whatever feelings of pride she might have at having two of these godlike creatures fighting for her affection, she could not stand to see either of them seriously hurt or killed. She ran into the path of their fury and both nearly struck her with their wild attacks. Realizing they had nearly killed the object of their affection, Gorok and Agamemnok backed away from her.

“Stand aside, girl,” commanded Gorok. “I have to finish this.”

“Yes, move aside. Let him run himself onto my horns,” laughed Agamemnok. “Neither of us wants you hurt, Isidora.”

“Well… well you’re going to have to hurt me!” said Isidora, growing annoyed with the both of them. She moved to stay between them, spreading her arms and presenting as big a target as possible if either minotaur tried to charge the other. “Stop it! There must be some way we can settle this!”

“Settle this?” Agamemnok snorted with fury and slammed down a hoof so hard it cracked a paving stone. “He was about to brand you with his mark! I chose you, Isidora! I brought you into my lodge!”

“And I was the one who showed her true pleasure,” mocked Gorok. “You probably couldn’t even get that hard for her, you gelded old buffoon. You are the past, Agamemnok. What use could she have for your seed?”

“That’s enough, Gorok! Quit antagonizing him!”

“You dare speak to me like that?” snorted Gorok. “Mind yourself, girl.”

“Do not threaten her!” bellowed Agamemnok, angling for a path to get to Gorok but stymied once more by Isidora as she kept her body between them.

It was Gorok’s viciousness and Agamemnok’s protectiveness that finally made Isidora realize what the only possible solution was to offer herself to them both.

“There is another way,” said Isidora. “I give you both a chance with me, to fill me with your seed, and we let the gods decide. Whichever bull gives me a child, I will be their mate.”

“But you were begging for my mark,” rumbled Gorok with anger.

“You should not sully yourself with this creature’s seed,” protested Agamemnok. “I will take you back to my lodge and we can settle this properly.”

“No,” shouted Isidora, the night breeze stirring her golden hair and her eyes blazing with determination. “No lodge. I will offer myself to you both, here and now, and once per day thereafter, until a child is conceived. The gods will decide to which of you I should belong. The other must accept this outcome.”

“You do not dictate these terms to me,” boomed Agamemnok.

“The old buffoon is right for once,” said Gorok. “You are a human. You do not make the rules for us.”

“It’s simple,” said Isidora. “You accept my terms or I will throw myself into the sea and let Poseidon decide my fate. Would you not rather take destiny on your own terms? Prove you are the mightier bull, Gorok. Agamemnok. What do you have to fear?”

The two minotaurs exchanged a hostile glance. Gorok’s lip curled in revulsion and his nostrils flared with anger. Agamemnok remained hunched with fury.

“Very well,” said Agamemnok. “I will accept this wager. But I demand to take my turn first.”

“I will not take second place to this moldering mop!” growled Gorok.

“One of you must be first and he agreed to my terms before you,” said Isidora. “Do not worry, Gorok. If your seed is as potent as you claim, I am certain you will triumph over Agamemnok.”

Gorok watched them with fury but said nothing more. Isidora was not sure if he was accepting the terms or plotting some sort of revenge. Agamemnok’s huge hand closed around Isidora’s and the massive old minotaur led her away from the fountain. He brought her to a portion of the garden devoted to flowering ferns. The smell of the bright pink flowers engulfed her as he lowered her to the soft grass.

“You were a silly girl to seek pleasure with a rogue like Gorok,” rumbled Agamemnok as he began to caress Isidora. “He will never treat you with the respect that I show you.”

“I know that,” gasped Isidora, thrusting her pert breasts against Agamemnok’s giant hands. “Maybe… maybe I like the way he treats me.”

Agamemnok’s nostrils flared with anger and his hands tightened roughly against her breasts.

“Should I be cruel to you then?” he asked, squeezing hard enough that pain shot from Isidora’s chest down through her core to her cunt.

“Oh, yesssss,” she moaned. “I’ve been so bad, Agamemnok. Be cruel to me. Be rough. I deserve it.”

His eyes widened in surprise and then narrowed as he understood her teasing. He shoved her back down to the soft ferns, shaking loose flower petals as he shoved her legs wide and moved between them. His massive cock was already growing stiff.

“That’s right, my love,” she moaned. “Punish me. I betrayed you. I deserve whatever you want to do with me.”

“I will… I will fuck you full of my seed,” rumbled Agamemnok.

He pinned Isidora’s knees back and her legs wide as he pressed atop her. The flattened head of his cock rubbed at her juicy slit. Even with her knees bent back almost painfully and pinned by his weight, she managed to rock her hips and rub her cunny against his cock.

“OooOOOooo yesss!” she cried, her cunny throbbing as she pressed against that huge, beastly cockhead.

“You are mine, Isidora,” bellowed Agamemnok and he thrust into her with a fury she had never felt before. It was thrilling and a little scary, for he was so huge in every way that she knew he could destroy her body if he so desired. He bent her beneath him with every trust, his huge bollocks slapping against her ass and his massive cock stretching her tight cunny. So big and swollen that she felt the drum of his heart in the veins that corded his thick shaft.

“Yesssss! Show me what a bad girl I have been! Make me yours!” she cried, but then even such words became impossible as he bent her bag further. Into a full mating press. His cock bulging her tight tummy as he plunged his length in and out of her slick pussy. Faster and faster, his bollocks tightening against his root. Her breath stolen with each thrust of the mighty minotaur’s cock.

“You will serve me!” roared Agamemnok. “You will birth my sons and forget that treacherous cur!”

“AAAAHHHH! YESSS! Make me forget him!” she wailed, cumming hard on the minotaur’s mighty cock. “Fill me with your seed, Agamemnok!”

His pumping pillar unleashed a hot flood of spunk into her depths. It surged against her womb and drenched her trembling ovum. Hot, slick minotaur cum that coated his throbbing cock and spilled out of her pussy. She could feel his cum frothing out from her cuntlips and dripping down her crack.

Agamemnok finished his pleasure inside her and then relaxed just enough to press his muzzle to her face and thrust his tongue into her gasping mouth. She had no choice but to kiss him in reply. Ravishing by his tongue. Her creamy cunt still twitching around the thrilling thickness of his cock.

For the moment, she felt sure that Agamemnok had won the wager. She embraced him and moaned softly against his fuzzy lips.

But she was soon to be reeducated by Gorok. When she went limping back to him, the savage black minotaur threw her into the fountain. She sputtered and gasped as he dragged her out of the fountain by her hair.

“I cannot stand the stink of that old fool on your body,” he declared. “I will make you mine… on my terms! Now! Suck my cock, slave!”

He shoved her down to her knees on the garden path and slapped his cock against her wet face. His fingers twisted in her wet hair, and he pulled again, making her cry out and open her mouth. He dragged the hot length of his cock across her lips and tongue.

“Aaaahhnnmmmm,” moaned Isidora, submitting to Gorok’s authority and sweetly tonguing his cock. She licked, kissed, and slurped upon his swelling cock. She suckled his bollocks, bathing them in her mouth and tonguing his cum-heavy stones. Her eyes rolling. Her nose thick with his musk. Her mouth full of his bollocks as her hands wanked his wet shaft.

“Mmmmmppphmmmmm. Oh, thank you, Gorok. Your cock… mmmmm… so magnificent. I will drink your seed like the finest of wines.”

Gorok snorted and pulled his cock from her grasp. He teased it across her face. Her open mouth and parted lips. Her tongue.

“You will not drink my seed again until you carry my son in your belly. My seed belongs in your womb. May it wash away the feeble spurts of that old fool’s withered stones.”

“Yesss, please,” cried Isidora. “Make my pussy yours!”

Agamemnok had shown her his fury. Gorok was a creature of fury. He lifted Isidora by her hair and hooked an arm around her body. He flung her over the side of the fountain, pushing her head down into the water as he stroked his thick cock against her freshly-fucked cove. His hand paddled her bottom, stinging impacts that caused her to cry out even as she was sputtering and fighting to surface and draw a breath. He finally let her head up, only to shock her with an impaling thrust of his big black bull cock.

“Mine!” he snorted, nostrils flaring wide as he pounded into her pussy. Her tits grazed the surface of the fountain’s water. Her dripping, golden hair hung beneath her head, slapping against her shoulder and tits as her head bounced with each thrust.

“Ahhhhhh!” cried Isidora, unable to form a coherent word as pain and pleasure ruled her body. Gorok beat her with his hips, spanking her firm bottom and forcing her to fight to keep from tipping over and submerging her head again. The pain was intense from the force of his ramming cock, but it was matched by exquisite, clutching waves of orgasmic pleasure. The black minotaur’s cock pummeled her in just the right spot. Blow after blow hammering into the core of her ecstasy.

“Take my seed! Take it and be mine!” bellowed Gorok, his powerful hands painfully tight on Isidora’s hips. His cock pounding into her. His tight bollocks beating against her clit. He roared with his release and Isidora felt the powerful jets of his cum flooding her womb. The angry force of each gush seemed to cleanse her womb of Agamemnok’s seed.

How could the wise old minotaur hope to match the youthful fury of Gorok? The black bull’s cum spurted again and again and even after he had cum he kept his cock buried inside her. Snorting, breathing heavily, not releasing Isidora or drawing his cock out.

“Oh, master,” she moaned, “you have marked me. I am sure of it.”

“I will fuck you every morning and night to be sure of it,” growled Gorok. “That old fool will never have you. His seed will never best mine. And when your belly swells with my son, I will force him to witness the birth. To prove that the fur of your child is black and not white.”

“Oh, yesssss, Gorok,” moaned Isidora, rutting back against Gorok’s softening cock. “Please, fuck me again.”

Gorok snorted and began to lazily sway his hips, working his partially flaccid cock in and out of Isidora’s cunt.

Only time would tell if his seed was indeed the most virile. Isidora was certain that it was, but was just as certain she would enjoy fucking both Agamemnok and Gorok until the matter was decided by the gods.


Epilogue

Blessed Lives on the Island of the Minotaurs

The Descent of Stergios

Many days passed upon the Island of the Minotaurs.

Stergios Vassakos had forgotten what it meant to be a father and husband. He had witnessed his wife’s eager embrace of pleasure with the minotaurs, he knew both of his beautiful daughters had succumbed to the godlike beasts, and he had been told that his son now lived as a woman with one of the minotaurs.

At last, Stergios fully understood the hollow expressions on the faces of the other patriarchs brought to the island. These were men of middle age or older. Men like Stergios that had built a family and a great fortune and had given up a life of wealth on Crete for the honor of coming to the Island of the Minotaurs.

He had believed that leisure would be his reward for an honorable life, but instead he swept the streets and crawled through the sewers fixing pipes. He hauled refuse to the waste pit and, if he was fortunate, would see his wife Phoebe for an hour or two in a week. He rarely ever saw his daughters and was not even sure he wanted to see what his son had become.

A few men threw themselves into the sea and offered their souls to Poseidon. One man hung himself in the barracks reserved for the men, his body waiting for a returning shift to discover.

Stergios thought of such men as weak. He would live on and endure. It was his duty to the gods, to his family, and to himself to labor in service of the minotaurs. Even if it meant living each day undone and utterly cuckolded.

When he was alone with such thoughts, in his bed, his hand would slip beneath the coarse blanket and fumble for his cock. He would think of his wife and the others.

He would wonder what they were doing at that very moment. And he would begin to stroke his stiffening prick.

Phoebe and Her Life of Service

The wet pop of suction was accompanied by a soft groan of pleasure. Phoebe was cradled in the arms of the hulking minotaur like a tot being held by its mother. But it was the minotaur that was suckling the milk from Phoebe. Her breasts had grown enormously since her pregnancy and the birth of her twins. Her nipples had thickened, and her milk swelled within her breasts, requiring nearly hourly milkings to keep from dripping.

“Ooooohhhhh, Planatos,” she moaned, caressing the bovine face of her latest lover. The minotaur with the creamy brown fur ran his tongue over Phoebe’s nipples and latched his lips again to her breast. She gasped with pleasure as she felt the milk spurting into his sucking mouth. Milk poured sympathetically out of her other nipple, spilling down over the quivering mound of her breast and trickling down her side.

Birthing twins had only made Phoebe Vassakos more popular with the minotaurs. She had become a “holy cow.” A woman free to be used and milked by any minotaur who desired her. So popular that she was regularly excused from her duties in the kitchen to simply luxuriate in the temples and other public areas, her gown loose and easily parted, and her body ready to pleasure or quench the thirst of any minotaur that desired her.

The beautiful, dark-haired matriarch stroked Planatos, her hands wrapping around his horns as he sucked at her breasts and drank greedily of her milk. She could feel his cock stirring against her back. Planatos visited her often. She knew he had taken a liking to her. She wondered if he might seed her soon so that her twin sons might have another sibling.

“Master,” she moaned. “Shall I pleasure you?”

“Mmmmmmm,” rumbled the minotaur, running his long tongue over and between her shifting, milk-heavy tits before lifting his fast from her breasts. “Very well. Drain my seed, my beauty. Let it fill you as your milk now fills me.”

“Yes, master,” gasped Phoebe, eagerly sliding from the minotaur’s huge lap and down to the floor before the bench in the rotunda. Minotaurs and their women were coming and going as if nothing unusual was occurring as Planatos pulled aside his loincloth and freed the brown pillar of his cock.

Phoebe moaned with desire, inhaling his rich musk and pressing kisses to the thick shaft of his cock. She nuzzled at his bollocks. Kissing his pouch. Shifting them with her tongue. Her lips moved up his mighty pillar and she squeezed his cock between the milking-softened hang of her breasts. She marveled at his size.

How fortunate to be the favorite of one of the biggest minotaurs on the island! She showed her appreciation by using her milk to lubricate his cock and wanking him between her tits. She moved her body up and down to stroke his huge cock with those breasts. She tongued his tip and looked up at him adoringly as she pleasured him.

Fitting the flattened head of Planatos’ cock into her mouth took a great deal of effort. Being the largest of her lovers had its drawbacks, particularly when she was stretching her lips around him and trying to suck. But her efforts were rewarded as her well-trained throat finally yielded to the huge head of his cock. Her neck bulged with the invasion and Planatos let out a deep, rumbling groan of pleasure.

“No other human is so dutiful,” he said, draping one huge hand on Phoebe’s head. “Now suck, my sweet. I have much seed for you to drink this morning. You need your daily dose.”

“Mmmnnnhngggnn!” agreed Phoebe, her eyes watering as she bounced her tits on his shaft and took his cock as deep down her throat as her body would allow. Mucus slicked his leaking dick. Slime from her throat mixing with the ooze of his precum. She could taste that familiar salty tang and feel his huge bollocks tightening beneath her stroking fingers.

The rotunda echoed with the glurk glurk of Phoebe’s efforts as drool poured from her mouth and soaked her cleavage. A few minotaurs and their mates glanced in Phoebe’s direction. She knew they wanted her. She could suck cock better than any woman on the island. She was the queen of draining minotaur loads and all those jealous women knew it.

She would have laughed at the women watching her if she didn’t have her throat stuffed full of minotaur cock.

“That’s it,” groaned Planatos, his head dropping back and his fingers tangling in Phoebe’s dark tresses. “My seed boils for you, Phoebe. Prepare… prepare yourself for my… RELEASE!”

He pushed her head down so far that her breasts were shoved out of the way and his cock impaled her throat deeper than it had ever been violated. Phoebe’s eyes went wide, but she recovered quickly, tightening the seal of her lips near the root of the minotaur’s massive cock and resuming her suction. She was rewarded a moment later by the powerful throbbing of the cock buried down her throat. Pump after pump flooded warmly into her stomach. He pulled back and let his cock slip free of her dripping lips to paint her face and dangling breasts in thick, warm streams of spunk.

“Ohhhhhh! Master!” she sputtered, opening wide and catching what she could. He decorated her in his cream and Phoebe moaned with delight, licking it up from her breasts and slurping her fingers clean. Even after she had licked the cum from his shrinking cock, she went lower to tongue and worship his softening pouch.

“Oh, master,” she moaned, kissing his bollocks. “Is there more for me?”

“Tonight,” promised Planatos, pushing her aside and slowly rising from the bench. “Attend me at my lodge and you will be rewarded with what you most desire.”

“You will breed me?” she gasped, overjoyed at the thought.

“You drink seed like a woman parched,” he laughed, giving her tits a rough squeeze. “You are ready to birth me a son. I know you will feed him well with these.”

Phoebe cried out with delight, thrusting her tits into the minotaur’s hands as she imagined a future with another son.

Milena and Spyridon

It was almost time for Milena. She could feel the minotaur within her huge belly, pushing against the walls of her womb. Each push only made her crave Spyridon’s cock more, but the minotaur had not visited her in several days.

“He is only being careful of your pregnancy,” said Zala, working the sensitive buds of Milena’s dangling, milk-heavy tits. Milk spurted through Zala’s fingers and into the wide pan she was using to collect the cream. “Milking is more important. It will ensure you have enough for the bull when he is born.”

“Yessss,” moaned Milena, jiggling in the milking stand and savoring each squeeze of Zala’s practiced fingers. “But… but plead to him for me. His cock… I think of nothing else, Zala. Without it, I am lost. I am still many days away from giving birth.”

Zala raised a skeptical eyebrow and glanced at the huge expanse of Milena’s gravid abdomen hanging beneath her in the milking stand. Zala gave Milena an extra hard tug on her nipples, eliciting a sharp gasp of surprise as milk spurted into the pan from both breasts at once.

“You are five days away, at most,” said Zala. “Spyridon is big in every way. You do not want him hurting you or your blessed son.”

“He can… he can be gentle,” suggested Milena, feeling a hot pulse in her clit as Zala squeezed her heavy tits again and milk spurted into the pan.

“Spyridon? Gentle?” Zala laughed. “The bull is not gentle. That is not his way. But you are so pitiful. I remember my first time birthing a minotaur. The pregnancy made me crave cock more than ever. I will take your plea to our master. Perhaps he will show you mercy, whether or not it is the sensible thing to do.”

“Thank you,” gasped Milena, feeling the flow of her milk begin to diminish. “Could you also… I mean… would you make sure every drop is out?”

“You like that, do you?” chuckled Zala. “Very well. I will get it all out for you, Milena, but only because you are my favorite of his brides.”

The plump older woman carefully moved the milking pan aside and grunted as she slid from the stool and onto her knees. Zala crawled beneath the milking stand and under the hanging weight of Milena’s still slightly laden breasts. Milena’s nipples had thickened with her advancing pregnancy and frequent milkings. They were red and beaded with droplets of milk. Zala leaned beneath one, capturing it with her tongue and latching her mouth to Milena’s breast.

Warm, soothing pleasure seemed to melt through Milena’s body as the older woman began to suck. How often had Milena sucked the milk from Zala’s breasts? More times than she could count, but to know the pleasure of being sucked was to realize a purpose she had often envied in women blessed with milk. Now that the blessing was upon her, she savored it. Each warm suck of Zala’s mouth producing another spurt until Milena was quaking in the milking stand and wriggling her hips against the restraints.

“Ohhhhh, matron,” moaned Milena. “Ohhhhh… you’ll make me cum if you keep sucking like that.”

“Isn’t that what you want?” chuckled Zala before returning her mouth to Milena’s breast.

“Yessssss,” hissed Milena, surrendering to the pleasure. She bucked in the milking stand, making the frame shake around her as she came and released the last of her milk into Zala’s suckling mouth.

After, the women shared a milk-flavored kiss. Zala helped Milena out of the stand and to her small, but comfortable bedroom.

It was well into the night when Zala unexpectedly visited Milena in her bed. The plump older woman nudged Milena awake. A candle lit her face and the depths of her cleavage.

“Come, Milena,” whispered Zala. “The master has agreed. Spyridon awaits you in the arena.”

The great and beautiful bull stood snorting in the center of the arena. His eyes blazed with lust. There was no breeding stand. Just him. Zala pushed Milena towards him and stepped back, but did not leave.

“My love,” murmured Milena, looking from the bull’s dark eyes to the cock straining from his sheath. “May I pleasure you?”

Spyridon snorted and stomped a hoof.

“Head down,” he rumbled. “Ass up.”

The position was difficult with the huge, stretched weight of her belly in the way, but Milena desperately wanted her master’s cock. She obeyed him, pressing her face and milky tits down into the sandy floor of the arena and raising her hips as high as she could.

Spyridon crashed upon her like a charging army. His mighty lance impaled her cunt. She felt it with a sharp pain and then, again and again, the rhythmic, snorting, grunting lust of the beast overwhelmed her. She began to cum through the pain. Feeling the bull’s furry underside rubbing against her ass. His huge, cum-heavy bollocks slapping her clit. His mighty pillar so very deep inside her.

“Thank you, master!” she wept. “Oh, your cock… it is magnificent! Can’t stop CUMMING!”

She wailed with ecstasy and the bull snorted in bestial rut, throwing back his head and hilting his huge cock inside Milena’s quaking cunt. He loosed a torrent of hot seed into her depths. Spurt after spurt flooded her fertilized womb. He remained like that, buried inside her, filling her clutching cunt to overflowing until at last he drew his cock from Milena with a loud slurp.

She turned to him, grateful tears in her eyes as she cradled his cock and kissed his slimy shaft.

“No more,” rumbled Spyridon. “Dangerous. Baby soon.”

“Yes, thank you, master,” she cried as he stomped out of the arena and left her on her knees, dripping with his spunk.

“Come, Milena,” said Zala, walking over to help her up.

But Milena fell forward into the sand, a painful spasm wracking her body. There would be no more waiting. No more.

Her son was coming.

Theodora and Furion

“Fuck yes, give me that fucking cum,” moaned Theodora, bucking her hips feverishly atop the mighty pillar of Furion. The minotaur’s hands cradled Theodora’s firm little bottom and the minotaur snorted with delight as he watched her pert tits bouncing nearly in his snout.

“Again? You need more to remind you… that you are my slut!” Furion smacked Theodora’s bottom and the insatiable girl cried out with delight, riding harder upon his cock.

“Yessss! So much, master! Fuck me full of your hot fucking seed! Drown me in your thick broth!! OHHH!” Theodora fell forward, wrapping her slender arms around Furion’s muscular neck and pressing a kiss to the minotaur’s beastly lips. The young beauty’s tongue met the minotaur’s as the blonde rode urgently atop Furion’s mighty cock.

Such enthusiasm was more than the great Furion could withstand. He let out a snorting, bellowing roar of pleasure and unleashed his seed upon Theodora’s womb. Gushes of hot, slick cum overflowed and dripped down Furion’s bollocks.

And still Theodora rode atop him, not permitting the minotaur any chance to recover.

“Damn you, woman!” laughed the minotaur, shoving her off his lap and to the floor.

“Ah!” cried Theodora, giggling and quickly crawling back to the minotaur. She took him into her mouth without hesitation and rubbed her soft tits against his cock.

“Wait!” Furion shoved Theodora away again. “Go and bathe yourself, slut! I have a gift for you for these months of good behavior!”

“A gift? For me?” Theodora tried to crawl back to Furion’s cock and he shoved her away and off the bed.

“Yes!” shouted the minotaur. “Go and bathe yourself! Return to me only when you are cleansed of my seed!”

“Oh, but it feels so good inside me,” moaned Theodora, but she reluctantly departed the bedroom. She wondered what her master could give her as a gift. She certainly had everything she wanted, like Furion’s cock. His fat, cum-filled bollocks. His long, powerful tongue. That hunky, muscular body. What more could she crave?

She emerged from the bath, scrubbed and flushed from the hot water. She wrapped herself in a towel and returned to the bed. She was surprised to find Furion standing beside it.

“Lie down,” he commanded. “On your back.”

He had something in his hands, but Theodora could not be sure what it was.

“Yes, of course,” she said, feeling a quiver of nervousness. “Is that how you want to claim me next?”

“It is,” said Furion. “Good. Make yourself comfortable. Now spread your legs very wide for me. Show me your shorn cunt.”

Theodora lifted her head from the pillows and spread her legs wide. She looked down at her blushing mound and stroked it with her fingers. Hard to believe scarcely a few months before there had been a cock there. She had been cursed with a different life and the urge to leave the island. This… was much nicer.

Furion stood at the foot of the bed, a smile on his savage muzzle as he revealed the vial in his hand. He popped the stopper from the top.

“Something Nomiki gave me to help you fulfill your destiny,” explained the minotaur, leaning over the bed and carefully tipping the vial over Theodora’s body. “An oil to awaken the womb within your body. So that my seed will at last find purchase within you.”

“Ohhhhh, yesssss,” cried Theodora, arching atop the bed as the oily liquid splashed against her mound and seeped into her pussy. She thrust her fingers through the oil, spreading it into her depths. Warmth seeped into her skin and her ovaries began to throb.

Furion climbed atop her, cock in hand, and fed the throbbing length of his mighty manhood into Theodora’s fertile furrow. She sucked in a breath as she was filled with hot flesh. It pulsed and twitched within her and the huge minotaur began to move. Each piston thrust drove the pleasure deeper and made Theodora’s ovaries drum inside her abdomen.

“This is incredible,” she gasped, a grin upon her face. “Oh, master, this will be the one. Cum for me, please. I need to feel it. Help me… help me reach my destiny.”

“Yes! YESSSS!” He roared like never before, throwing back his head and hilting inside her. His tight bollocks jerking and his cock unleashing mighty gushes of his seed.

Theodora came with him. Her primed body instinctively milking the spurts of potent spunk from the minotaur’s cock. Her fertile womb awash in the minotaur’s hot seed. This was it. All her past forgotten. All her future opening up before her.

She wrapped her legs as best she could around her mighty lover, drawing his spilling spear deeper into her womb as she shuddered with the intensity of her pleasure.

Bred at last!

Isidora and Gorok

Isidora sucked in a breath as the red-hot branding iron pressed into her flank. Her flesh hissed and burnt beneath the hot metal, the shape of Gorok’s sigil emblazoned upon her pristine skin. She was still drenched in sweat from the birth of her son, but Gorok had not wanted to wait. Once the birth had proved his claim on Isidora, he demanded the right to mark her as his property.

Agamemnok had no recourse but to admit defeat.

“My heart goes with you, Isidora,” said the shaggy old minotaur and he kissed her hand.

Gorok shoved the older minotaur away from Isidora.

“She carried my son, as I said all along,” snarled the smaller, but more muscular Gorok. “She is mine now and it is proven before the eyes of Poseidon. Go, Agamemnok, and do not bother yourself with my lodge! For here resides my wife and son.”

Isidora’s sympathy for Agamemnok was swallowed up by joy as she looked at the minotaur tot in her arms. She stroked its horned head and fed her nipple to its beastly mouth. The warm gush of her milk was so very satisfying. Not that Gorok had not sucked it whenever he pleased during her pregnancy, but this was different. This was what it meant to be a mother.

“What shall we call him, Gorok?” asked Isidora as she nursed the minotaur baby.

“My father was Manturok,” said Gorok, stroking Isidora’s sweat-darkened golden hair. “I would call my son Manturok.”

“Manturok,” repeated Isidora. “I like it. He will be Manturok.”

She kissed the minotaur on his dark-furred head and reclined among the cushions on the birthing bed. Gorok left her to feed the baby, but he was not away long. When the feeding was done, he insisted on having Isidora.

“It must be soon after,” he explained, untying his loincloth, “or you will take too completely to being a mother and forget your other job.”

“What is that, my love?”

“The sheath for my cock,” he growled, rolling Isidora onto her stomach. He thrust into her without pity and Isidora howled, at first with pain, but then with pleasure. She loved the rough way that Gorok treated her. He afforded her comfort, even some freedom, but his desires demanded her full attention.

Even exhausted, after birthing her son and being branded, she began to throw her ass back against Gorok. She took him with skill and enthusiasm. He lifted her into his arms and made her ride atop his cock. She came for him, waves of hot pleasure, quaking through her body, making her laden tits shudder and drip.

He took her standing up, making her tits swing and slap beneath her. Pounding into her pussy from behind with such force that she was afraid he might injure her. He fucked her ass, his bollocks spanking against her soaking cunt as she came around his long, throbbing cock.

Finally, he pulled out, pumping his seed onto her ass and back, turning her around and finishing into her mouth. Down her throat. Forcing her to clean his cock with her tongue.

Then, spent, she nuzzled against him. She slept in his arms. Her passion was satisfied by the brutality of her husband. Her love reciprocated with a rough hand and a hard, throbbing cock.

Stergios in the Depths

And so, Stergios heard of the fate of each of his daughters, the daughter his son had become, and even his wife, who visited him on occasion. He suspected she did it only to torment him, but it was a torment he endured to be with her.

She straddled his face with her plump thighs, smothered him with her ample ass, and let him taste the slick, raunchy, cum-filled trench of her cunt. He knew that if he did a thorough job of licking up the remnants of her beastly lovers, he would be rewarded with her milk. A reward sweeter than any he might hope for in his daily labors.

As he smothered beneath her, as he breathed the raunchy atmosphere of sex, sweat, and cum, as he tasted the lovers Phoebe enjoyed in his place, Stergios reached down to his cock and began to stroke himself. His pleasure built and Phoebe laughed atop him, her words vibrating through her body and against his tongue as she said, “Enjoy yourself, Stergios, for you dwell in the depths now. Poseidon wills it and the minotaurs reign.”

“Mmmmmmnnhmmm,” he agreed, his tongue buried in his wife’s salty cunt as his cock began to twitch and spurt in his grasp.

That only made Phoebe laugh harder.


Book Three: Percy
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A Bunny Boy’s First Adventures in Lust

By Amanda Clover


Prologue

The Choice for Making a New Generation

Faylana the elf felt the old farmer tense and his fingers tightened in her silky blonde hair. A moment later, he let out a deep groan that vibrated through his cock and against Faylana’s tongue as she bobbed her mouth on his straining length. A hot spurt of Farmer Nuthanger’s seed washed across the back of Faylana’s tongue and splattered her tonsils. She swallowed without hesitation.

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” she moaned, sucking harder and hollowing her cheeks around him as she nursed out every thick, salty drop of the old farmer’s big load. She looked up at him, slowing the motion of her head and reaching up to stroke the root of his cock. Her other hand was firmly stuffed down the front of her panties. Her fingers pumped into her fluttering pussy as she sucked the old farmer off.

She kept him in her mouth as she came against her fingers, panting and moaning around him before he finally stepped back and stuffed his wilting cock back into his trousers.

“Two hundred eggs for your bakery,” grinned the old farmer. “I’ll get ‘em boxed up for ya, Faylana. Maybe next week you’ll want three and I can finally try out that sweet little elf cunny of yours.”

“That would be fun,” agreed Faylana, flushed and still slightly breathless after her orgasm. She rose to her feet and watched the farmer cross the barn to retrieve the wooden crate of eggs. She had the money to pay the old man, but she was saving up to buy Caldric a nice new frock coat and leather belt. It was just more economical and convenient to satisfy the famer’s lust each week.

While the old man was gathering the eggs, Faylana wandered out of the open door of the barn and looked out across the rolling green of the farmer’s property. His various crops were planted close to the barn with narrow roads between each field for a harvest cart pulled by a mule. Beyond the fields of crops was a small orchard. Beyond that, just visible through the apple and pear trees, was a field of various brightly colored wildflowers. The colorful beauty of the flowers called out to Faylana. She wanted to walk among the flowers and breathe their scent.

“Here ya be,” said the farmer, hefting the crate of eggs onto the back of Faylana’s wagon.

“Mr. Nuthanger,” said Faylana.

“Please, call me Izek,” said the old man, stroking a hand down Faylana’s back and giving her shapely bottom a squeeze.

“Izek,” she corrected. “I was wondering if I could go pick some wildflowers before I return to the city. They are so bright and beautiful that it reminds me of my time in the Golden Meadow before I came to the human world. I would like to walk among them and maybe pick some to take back to my husband.”

Izek chuckled. “Your husband? Ah, you really are a shameless girl.” He rubbed the scruff on his chin as he considered her request. “Well, alright, Faylana. That’d be fine. But be sure you come back before dark. There are bunny holes all over that meadow and ya might miss ‘em after sundown.”

“Oh, thank you, Izek!” she planted a big smooch on his lips that almost developed into something more. “I promise I won’t fall down any rabbit holes.”

“Good,” said the old man. “Cuz the rabbits get big around here.”

The old farmer watched Faylana from the barn door as she set off down one of the paths through his crops and towards the distant field of wildflowers just visible through the forest. She lost sight of him as she passed into the cool shade of the forest.

By the time she emerged in the field, she had practically forgotten all about Izek. The sweet air of the flowers was intoxicating. Herbal and floral smells overlapped. Bees buzzed softly among the colorful petals. The fading warmth of late afternoon relaxed Faylana as her pace slowed and she took in her beautiful surroundings.

She lost all track of time wandering among the wildflowers and the sun began to set as she was still bending over to examine various blooms. She realized the sun was setting and looked around her. She was on the far side of the meadow! Far away from the barn and her shipment of eggs. In fact, she could already see the distant glow of lanterns.

She kept her focus on that glow as she walked across the meadow. It was an unfortunate distraction from where she was placing her feet and she stepped directly on one of the rabbit holes hidden in the dense growth of flowers.

These were not ordinary rabbit holes. These were as big as a sewer opening in Zeegendorf, only there was no lid to cover the hole. Faylana stepped on nothing and plunged into the darkness of the rabbit warren.

She fell hard and tumbled deeper into the cool darkness of the rabbit tunnel.

“Ohhhh!” she cried out, banging her head hard enough against the compacted dirt to knock her senseless. She pushed herself up against the side of the tunnel and held her aching head in her hands.

The Bunnies Need a Mate

“Without new does, our colony will die,” rasped Old Flop Ears, looking around the chamber at his three strongest scouts. “All of them left with Bubbles to start their own colony.”

“But there aren’t any bunnygirls,” said Wicken, tallest and strongest of the rabbiks. “We’ve scouted all the way to the farmer’s land and there are none to be found.”

“It’s true,” agreed Hazel, cleverest of the scouts and with unusual white fur. “Maybe if we look for humans.”

“Humans are no good,” grumped Old Flop Ears. “They like you young bucks, but it’s a dead end. The babies won’t make more bunnies. If only we could find ourselves an elf. They’re the perfect match for—”

Old Flops Ears was interrupted by a thump and a feminine cry of pain from somewhere not far away.

Thumper, despite his large size, was first on his feet.

“Go! Be sure it’s not goblins again!” growled Flop Ears.

The three scouts set off at a run through the warren. The rabbiks were descended from an ancient race of superintelligent rabbits. They had humanlike bodies covered in fuzzy fur, their ears were large like those of hares, and their legs were powerful and able to leap long distances in the open meadow. They reached the interloper in no time. Not a goblin or a human but a gorgeous blonde elf with her large breasts barely contained by her blouse and her skirt ripped to expose most of her thick thighs.

“Who are you?” she moaned, holding the side of her head.

Thumper’s nose twitched. He smelled it first. The distinct scent of sex was radiating from this elf beauty. Wicken’s whiskers flicked as he caught the smell too. This elf was warm and sweet and eager for cock. Hazel pushed past his brothers and approached the elf.

“I’m Hazel. You seem to be lost, elf. What is your name?”

“Faylana,” she said, accepting the fur-tufted hand that Hazel offered her.

He couldn’t resist. He pulled her close as he stood her up and planted a kiss on her soft lips. She was so ample and eager that she barely even resisted. His delicate bunny tongue and bifurcated lips collided with her soft elf mouth and with barely a word between them they began to make out.

Not wanting to miss out, Wicken and Thumper joined their brother and pressed close. The elf was overwhelmed by their rabbit pheromones. Her eyes were heavy with lust as she turned from one scout to the next, offering her lips without complaint and tasting tongue-to-tongue with the bull bunnies. Thumper was the one who grabbed for the laces of her bodice.

“Mmmmm!” cried Faylana against Wicken’s lips as Thumper tugged her blouse open and freed the soft, creamy orbs of her breasts. Hazel grabbed one and Thumper the other and between them they began to fondle and kiss Faylana’s breasts. Thumper sucked at her stiff nipple while Hazel licked around Faylana’s pink bud.

“Hey, now wait a second,” gasped Faylana, not resisting them but wanting to slow down a little. “What are you doing to me?”

“You’re an elf,” noted Thumper before going back to sucking at her breast. Hot elf milk gushed into his mouth and the horny bunny boy couldn’t get enough. Hazel was similarly addicted to her cream, sucking it eagerly as Wicken planted another kiss on Faylana’s lips. This time, Faylana did resist him and pushed at his furry chest.

“Tell me what you want,” she gasped, her lips already growing chapped from making out with the bunny’s fuzzy mouth.

“Oh, well, our warren is in danger of dying out,” explained Wicken. “All of the bunny girls have gone off with some other jack.”

“Mmmmmmph. Bubbles took ‘em,” said Thumper, milk running down his fuzzy chin as he looked up from Faylana’s breast. He went right back to slurping her cream.

Hazel, however, finally pulled free of her breast and stood up beside Wicken.

“We got no does,” said Hazel. “Without any does, we’re not going to have any more babies. Even humans can’t give us good babies. Only an elf can do that. And you’re an elf.”

“Hazel is the smartest,” agreed WIcken. “We have to breed with you, Faylana. Right now. We’ve got to breed and have as many babies as you can.”

“Oh, but I’m married,” said Faylana.

“Sure, right,” grinned Hazel. “You can stay married. We only need you to stay around with us for a few seasons. And you can even go back to your husband once in a while. You know, visit him while you’re pregnant. We don’t want to get in the way of all that.”

“Oh, well, I suppose,” said Faylana. She smiled sweetly. “I do like to be helpful. If I can help you save your den, then I’m all for it.”

“Great!” Wicken put an arm around her back. “Come on back to our nest! We’ll have all sorts of fun!”

The three rabbit scouts brought Faylana back to their comfy, cottony nesting chamber within the warren. They helped her out of her boots and trousers and were just peeling off her panties when Old Flop Ears came thumping into the chamber.

“What’s this?” he demanded. “You’ve found an elf and you didn’t tell me!”

“You said we need a doe, sir,” replied Wicken.

“We got a good elfy one,” added Thumper, gesturing to Faylana who was covering herself with her hands in the face of the big, floppy eared chief.

“We were just about to breed her, sir,” said Hazel. “She agreed and everything.”

“Is that so?” Old Flop Ears drew himself up to his fullest height. “Well then, we should get on with the breeding. But, my jacks, a bunny can only have one father. We must draw lots to see who gets the right to breed her first.”

“What about the rest?” asked Hazel, cocking an ear.

“Well, they can amuse themselves, sure,” grumped Old Flop Ears. “Perhaps your elf will even help them out. Would you be so kind? A bit of a suck? Your lovely elf rump perhaps?”

“Oh, sure,” said Faylana. “I’d be happy to take care of everybody.”

“Good, good.” Old Flop Ears patted the vest he wore and produced four slender orange carrots. “Now then, I will bite one of these in half and put them all in my hand. Then let you pick. Whoever ends up with the short carrot gets to breed her first.”

Old Flop Ears turned his back on his scouts and crunched into one of the carrots. He turned back around and offered the four carrots in his fist. The scouts reached forward one-by-one and picked a carrot. By the third, it was clear they all had the same size carrots.

“Well, jacks,” said Old Flop Ears, carefully tucking the remaining carrot back into his vest. “It seems I’ve won the bet. Now then, this elf… what was your name?”

“Faylana,” she said.

“Ah, Faylana!” Old Flop Ears ambled up to her and his red rabbit cock began to jut from his patchy white fur. “If you would be so kind, please spread those legs so that I might breed you properly.”

“Y-yes, alright,” said Falyana. She did not seem overly happy to have her foursome with the scouts turned into a one-on-one with the scraggly old chief of the bunnies. But Faylana was game for just about anything and spread her creamy thighs wide to reveal her blonde-tufted cunt to the big old rabbik.

The pinkish-red rabbik cock was not very long, but it was wide and had an odd shape to it so that it almost resembled a giant clitoris. Old Flop Ears, having been deprived of a good doe for many years, was practically frantic once he got between Faylana’s lovely legs.

He planted a kiss on her lips and drove his rabbit cock as deep as it would go into her quim. Faylana cried out, her feet in the air as the old rabbit began to hump as furiously as his aged body would permit. His cock, often troubling him in his later years, did not flag or tire in the silky warm purse of Faylana’s cunt.

“Mmmmm! Ohhhhhh! Incredible!” rasped the old rabbit. “So good! I can’t… can’t hold back!”

“Don’t hold back,” moaned Faylana.

“Yeah, hurry up,” muttered Tumbler, watching alongside the other scouts as Old Flop Ears had his turn.

It wasn’t long before the rutting rabbit chief let out a long low whine of pleasure and began to shake with his release. Hot streams of his spunk poured into Faylana’s depths, where the potent rabbit seed found unique purchase in the fertile womb of an elf. He drove in and out, spurting again and again, until Faylana’s tight cunt was positively drenched in spunk.

With a last, shuddering thrust, he hilted inside her and drew back again. His cock slipped free, and he hopped to his feet and retreated.

The scouts practically jumped across the nest to get to her. They turned her onto her hands and knees and Thumper grabbed her hips and began rubbing his cock against her asshole. Hazel and Wicken offered up their cocks to her face and Faylana obliged them with both hands and her eager mouth. She moaned around Wicken’s pink carrot as she wanked Hazel’s. Her moans growing louder as Thumper crammed his cock into her rear and began to vigorously pound in and out of her plush bottom.

“This is exactly what the warren needs,” moaned Hazel, stroking Faylana’s head.

“Maybe she could stay a few days this time,” gasped Wicken as Faylana popped her lips free of Wicken and moved over to Hazel with her mouth.

“That’s a good idea,” grunted Thumper. “We can make sure she’s all knocked up properly. AAAAHHHH!”

The furious humping of the biggest of the scouts unleashed a torrent of spunk deep into Faylana’s ass. The biggest bunny drew his cock out of her tight clench and watched as milky white cum drooled out and joined the flow from her creamy pussy.

Hazel let out a squeak and shot his spunk straight down Faylana’s throat. She nursed out every drop, eager to gulp the bunny goo. Poor Wicken didn’t even make it into her mouth again. He yipped with pleasure and his spunk shot in glistening, milky streams all over Faylana’s shoulder and arm. She was still sucking off Hazel but made sure to gently squeeze out every drop of Wicken’s cum with her fingers.

“I suppose I can stay a day or two,” she said, looking over at Old Flop Ears. “If you want to be sure I’m pregnant. And I’ll be back after that to help you repopulate.”

“I’ll be very sure you’re pregnant,” said Old Flop Ears, trundling over with his old prick already growing hard again.

It was going to be a lot of work for the next couple of days, but Faylana was happy to help the rabbiks and their den survive.
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Humans Are Very Strange

Percy Cottontail was, like most of the rabbitfolk of Downington Dale, descended from the much-beloved elf girl Faylana. Over a hundred bunny boys and girls had been birthed by the beautiful blonde elf before she went back to her life in the city. Growing quickly, most of her offspring had reached maturity already. Her one-woman breeding program had been so successful that the warren had become overcrowded, and the newly adult males were being kicked out.

It was Percy’s turn to bid his sisters, younger brothers, and the old males of the warren farewell. They left him a bindle of carrots and a few human coins and wished him luck.

Percy had not seen much of the world, just the acres around the colony, and the old farmhouse where a human couple had just moved in. His kin had warned him to be wary of humans. Old Hazel had told him that humans are very strange. Percy believed they were dangerous, but he was also very friendly and trusting. He wanted to meet the humans.

He’d have to meet them eventually. The surface world belonged mostly to humans.

So he went to the closest humans he knew about to ask their advice. His body was lean and muscular and dusted with fuzzy white fur. His ears were long and floppy, marking him as a son of Old Flop Ears, may he rest in peace. The old leader of the warren had died happy, with many sons and daughters, his heart giving out as he was breeding one last time with the great elf mother.

Percy had inherited the blond hair atop his head from his blonde mother. Unbeknownst to the young bunny man, he had also inherited the rare trait of hyper-virility created sometimes when an elf female and a rabbik male produced offspring.

Percy bounded up the path to the old farmhouse, his rabbik legs giving him great jumping power and each motion making his floppy ears bounce and flap atop his head. He arrived at the farm’s front door, knocked gently, and called out, “Hello! Is anyone there? My name is Percy! I could use some help!”

“Help?” A woman’s voice answered him from inside the house.

The door opened and Percy was greeted by a woman with sparkling green eyes and lustrous red hair that fell in wavy curls down past her shoulders. She was dressed in a peasant bodice and a long brown skirt and yet her curves could not be hidden by such modest clothing. Her more than ample breasts seemed to spill over her top in a great creamy bulge and her shapely hips decided the hang of her skirt. Her smile was sweet and friendly and her eyes widened when she saw Percy.

“Oh, my, you’re not human,” said the woman, her eyes widening as she bit her lower lip.

“No, miss,” said Percy, feeling warmth in his cheeks as he tried not to stare at the woman’s lovely bust. “I come from Downington Dale. I’m looking for work and food and a place to stay. Is there… there any way you could help me?”

“Well, I don’t know,” gasped the woman. She leaned against the door frame, squeezing her breasts against the wood. “I can think of a few things to do with you. But… I should ask Kavid, my husband, first. He should be back from the fields soon. You could ask him. Would you like to… come inside?”

“Oh, yes, that would be wonderful,” beamed Percy.

The woman stepped back from the door and brought Percy into her kitchen where she had been preparing some sort of stew. The meat did not interest Percy, but she had several yellow and white carrots set out for chopping.

“I didn’t catch your name, miss,” said Percy.

“Oh, I’m Fiona,” she said. “Fiona Dursden. My husband’s name. Would you like a carrot?”

“Oh, yes, that would be most kind of you,” said Percy. She held out the carrot to him and he leaned forward and caught it in his slightly big front teeth. She giggled as he took it from her in this odd way. She watched, fascinated, as he ate it with the rapid chewing and worried glances of a rabbit dining on a stolen carrot.

“You’re adorable,” laughed Fiona. “Are you fuzzy like that all over?”

“Most places,” admitted Percy. “Except where the fur would get in the way. You know.”

“Oh!” Fiona blushed deeply. She seemed to be considering inquiring about the fur further, but the door opened, and heavy boots came thumping in.

“Fiona! My love, I saw odd tracks through the field just now and—”

The burly, brown-haired man entered the room and stopped short, dropping a heavy sack of potatoes at his feet. He looked at Percy with surprise. Then at his wife, who was leaned on her elbows on the counter, her breasts straining the front of her bodice.

“Fiona? Who is this?”

“Percy, sir,” said Percy, tucking the last of the carrot into his mouth and offering the farmer his hand.

The farmer shook it, but looked over at his wife as he did.

“Fiona, what are you doing with this rabbit boy in my house?”

“What do you want me to be doing with this rabbit boy?” asked Fiona, an odd note in her voice.

Kavid shifted uncomfortably. He doffed his cap and scratched at his balding head. By Percy’s judgment, the burly farmer was too old and too ugly to be with a woman as beautiful as Fiona. But Percy didn’t know much of the ways of humans, so he kept that to himself.

“I was just looking for work,” said Percy.

“He wants a job,” said Fiona, eyeing her husband mysteriously and teasing the carrot in her hand with the tip of her tongue.

“We talked about the miller’s son,” muttered Kavid. “Not this… this bunny boy.”

“He’s cute,” said Fiona, stroking her husband’s arm. “You can watch, Kavid. I know that’s what you want to do. You don’t mind if he watches, do you, Percy?”

“Um, no, of course not,” said Percy, smiling obliviously. “Wait. What are we talking about, Miss Fiona? Watches what?”

Fiona approached Percy with a mysterious smile on her face. The bunny boy was bewildered by the lovely human walking towards him. He took a step back and found himself pressed against the door. She was getting so very close! He glanced fearfully at her big husband and saw the man was watching intently with his jaw clenched and his hat twisted in his hands.

“What… what is this?” asked Percy.

“Shhhhhhh,” purred Fiona, putting a finger to Percy’s hint of a harelip. “I’ll show you what Kavid is talking about. Don’t you want to get to know me a little better Percy?”

She pressed so closely that her softness squeezed against him. Her sweet, floral scent caused his bunny nose and whiskers to twitch and his ears to stand up straight. And that wasn’t the only part of him that was standing up straight as Fiona reached down Percy’s fuzzy abdomen to the ragged, hand-me-down trousers he wore on his hips.

“Um, I guess, I would like to… get to… ohhhhh dear!” He quivered as Fiona reached into his trousers and took his smooth, pink rabbik cock in her callused farm wife hands. She grasped him tightly and began to tug his cock and stroke it with her fingers.

“Oooooh, that’s different,” she moaned, looking down at the hybrid pink cock in her hands. Part elf, part bunny boy, long and pink and wider at the root. Almost like a smooth, glistening pink carrot.

“What are you doing to me?” cried Percy. “It feels weeeeiirrd! Like I’m going to… going to burst all over!”

“Don’t make a mess, love,” rumble Kavid, watching his buxom wife pumping her hand on Percy’s prick.

“Oh, don’t you like to see me all messy?” asked Fiona, tossing her hair, and looking back at her husband.

Percy was afraid of them both, but he couldn’t deny the pleasure he was feeling. He watched Fiona’s creamy breasts jiggling in her bodice as she wanked his cock. He had heard from his brothers that girls sometimes did this before mating. Did that mean that this human wanted to mate with him?

His confusion only grew as Fiona got down on her knees before Percy. She looked at his cock and pulled open her bodice to free her huge, soft tits and reveal her thick, womanly nipples. Percy groaned at the sight, suddenly wanting very much to squeeze and suck at those lovely breasts. He could not explain the urge as they were so smooth and unlike the fuzzy, smaller breasts of bunny girls.

But then Fiona did something that made Percy forget all about the relatively small differences between bunny girls and human women. Something that even made him forget about Fiona’s husband standing just a few feet away.

She opened her mouth revealing her wet, pink tongue and her many white teeth. She lunged forward suddenly and attacked Percy. All the warnings of the elders flew through his mind in an instant. Warnings about the devious nature of humans and their brutality towards bunny folk.

“Nooo!” he cried as her mouth engulfed his cock. “Don’t eat me! Let go! Let go! AHhhhhhhh… ahhhh… oooohh?”

He stopped shouting with fear and looked down. Fiona wasn’t trying to eat him at all. Her teeth barely even grazed his sensitive cock. Instead, her soft lips tightened around his throbbing, sensitive flesh and she slid her mouth up and down. So warm and wet that he thought for a moment she was trying to melt him like a sweet in her mouth. Then she popped her lips free, giggling as she tasted his tip with her tongue.

“What’s wrong, Percy? Are you afraid I’ll suck you inside out?”

“You’ll… no… I just was not ready for that,” said Percy. Then he smiled, reached down to her head, and drew her closer. “But you can have another taste if you’d like.”

“Mmmmmmm,” agreed Fiona, slurping his cock back into her mouth.

It was heaven. All of those fears about humans disappeared once more. He cradled Fiona’s head as it bobbed steadily on his increasingly sensitive cock. He seemed to swell in her mouth and he fixed his gaze on her loveliness to try to forget that her husband was watching it all. Kavid even seemed to be doing something with his hand and Percy decided he very much did not want to watch. So he stared down at those luscious lips sucking him. That beautiful face and those deep, green eyes staring up at him.

“Ohhhhhhh, Miss Fiona,” gasped Percy. “Something… something is definitely happening. I think I am going to… AAAHHHHHH!”

Her fingers held the root of his cock. Her mouth engulfed him completely. He felt a hand on his fuzzy bollocks, stroking him as something surged within him. He thrust forward, against her fingers, deeper into her mouth. Pleasure like nothing he had ever felt before rushed through him and in a foot-thumping series of spasms, his cock seemed to explode. Ecstasy pumped again and again. He could feel something leaving his body with each spurt. Was it his soul? Was she a succubus?

She sucked and sucked until suddenly it hurt Percy to feel her lips on his cock. He whimpered and she let go of him. She leaned back, turned her head to the side, and opened her mouth wide to show her husband the creamy white liquid that covered her tongue.

“Ohhhh, fuck, Fiona,” moaned Kavid, stroking himself. “That’s so hot.”

She swallowed hard and then smiled up at Percy. Her fingers gently teased his cock.

“Yes, and yummy,” she said, and planted a kiss on Percy’s cock. “And he’s still hard. Ready to go back to the bedroom and give it to me, Percy?”

“You mean… do more?” He couldn’t keep the grin off his face. “Shucks! I’d be happy to!”

Fiona undressed as she led him through the farmhouse, up the stairs, and to a pleasant bedroom with a well-used four-poster bed festooned with silk scarves. She fell to her knees, her big, creamy human ass raised and her bearded cunt glistening and pink. His nose twitched and Percy could fairly smell her fertility and the faint musk of sweat and desire.

His instincts overtook any lingering fears he had of humans in general or Fiona and her husband in particular. He approached the bed as the beautiful farm wife watched him over her shoulder. She wiggled her hips and her big, soft ass wobbled from side to side.

“Come on, bunny boy,” she cooed. “Plant that pink carrot deep in my field! I know you’ll do it so much better than Kavid!”

“Oh, yes, Miss Fiona!” cried Percy, leaping upon her from behind and grabbing the creamy softness of her hips. His cock rubbed at her thighs as he thrust between her legs. He felt her silky hair and her warm folds and then he drew back his hips, thrust forward, and plunged his cock into the heavenly, slick warmth of a human cunt for the very first time.

Fiona seemed so big compared to his scrawny body, but he felt in charge as he began to thrust himself in and out of her. It was incredible. So slippery and so tight and yet soft all around his cock. His fuzzy hips pat-pat-patted against her plush bottom. Her cunt squeezed and rippled around him and she moaned with pleasure, her fingers clawing at the quilt atop the bed.

Kavid crowded in close, wanking his red human cock and moving beside the bed as he watched Percy fucking Fiona.

“Do you like that, Kavid?” laughed Fiona. “Had to go to the burrows to find a real man to fuck me! And he isn’t even human! Stroke that pitiful cock while Percy shows you how it’s done.”

“Ohhh, yesssss,” moaned Kavid, lost in his submissive pleasure.

Percy wondered if humans always mated this way. He didn’t like Kavid being there, but he found it easy to ignore the burly human.

Percy focused all his attention on Fiona. On her pleasure and on his own pleasure. He thrust furiously into her, letting his instincts for rabbik rutting guide his vigorous thrusting. He also understood better the sensations of pleasure he was experiencing and knew to slow down just as he seemed on the brink of exploding. In this way, Percy drew out Fiona’s pleasure. The human woman howled with ecstasy, pushing her big ass back against Percy’s hips and skewering her twitching twat on his hot, pink carrot.

“Ooooooh, you’re going to make me cum,” cried Fiona. “Hard now, bunny boy! Don’t hold back! Give me that coooooock!”

She tossed her head and threw her ass back against him hard. Percy let loose with his lust, hammering into her, and feeling her nectar spilling down his balls and his trembling thighs. He grabbed her big hips tightly, plundering her plush pink pussy. Feeling the hot rise of pleasure gripping him as he stopped fighting his urges and unleashed the warm, pulsating ecstasy of his orgasm. His cum spurted again and again into her fertile human cove.

Unbeknownst to Percy and Fiona, the rabbit’s hyper-virile seed easily took hold in Fiona’s womb. A litter of hybrid rabbit folk pumping into her pussy and changing her destiny.

Kavid, similarly unaware, hollered with pleasure and spurted his cum onto his wife’s arm and shoulder. She ignored him completely, lost in her ecstasy, squeezing out every drop from the hot, twitching carrot inside her.

Percy finally unsheathed his cock from her creamy cunt and staggered back from the bed. He smiled at the raunchy sight and twitched his fluffy little tail.

“Is this the sort of work you had in mind for me?” he asked.

“Ooooooh, yesssss,” moaned Fiona, reaching a hand between her thick thighs to stroke her dripping cunt. “This and a lot more like it. I’ll cook you supper and pay you ten coppers a day if you can help around the farm… and in the bedroom.”

“Oh, I think I can help you so very much, Miss Fiona,” said Percy, excited beyond measure at the prospect of his new employment.

He failed to notice the jealous gleam in Kavid’s eyes as the burly farmer retreated to the washroom.
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Percy’s Chores Around the Farm

The barn echoed with the soft slap of flesh and the hoarse moan of Fiona Dursden. Her luscious body was half undressed, her big tits hanging free and swinging with the rhythmic motion as she rocked forward, hands braced against a stack of hay bales. Her skirt was flipped up from her thick thighs and plush bottom and Percy held tightly to her hips.

The bunny boy had his tongue tucked into the corner of his mouth and his brow furrowed with concentration as he thrust rapidly into her, his glistening cock disappearing and reappearing from the lush folds of her cunt with the speed of a steam piston. He watched her creamy bottom jiggle after each impact against her soft buttocks. He loved the way it sent those big breasts swinging beneath her ribcage. He marveled at the way her wet human cunt gripped his cock as if it did not want to let him go.

The young bunny boy loved to help around the Dursden farm and Fiona needed his help just about everywhere. At all hours. Seven or eight times a day.

“Ohhhhhhhh ffffffuuuuuck,” moaned Fiona, tossing her lustrous red hair to look back at Percy over her shoulder, her face deeply flushed. “Harder, Percy! By the goddddssss! You fuck like a brigand!”

“I’m not sure if that is good or bad, Miss Fiona,” said Percy, fighting against the pleasure swelling in his red bunny boy cock.

“It’s ssooooo good,” gasped Fiona, pushing back against his hammering cock. “So much better than Kavid’s pathetic cock. Ohhhhh gods, I never want him to touch me again with that thing. Your cock… the way you fuck… ohhhh Percy. Yes. I’m going to cummmmm! OOOOO!”

“Can I cum, Miss Fiona?” asked Percy, his nose and whiskers twitching with excitement.

“Yesssss! Burry your cock inside me and shoot your bunny loaaaaaad!” cried Fiona, thrusting her big bottom back against Percy’s fuzzy hips.

The bunny boy hammered into her frantically, practically climbing onto the plush cushion of her ass as his bulging pink cock plundered her pussy. He marveled at the incredible warm suction of her cunt. It felt almost as if her mouth was sucking him. As if she wanted to swallow his bunny cock whole.

He bit his lower lip with his bunny buckteeth and drove deep into the incredible heat of her cunt. The pulsating warmth of her slick walls sent him over the edge and for the third time that morning Percy Cottontail let loose a huge, spurting load of bunny spunk. His cock twitched rapidly, firing his seed again and again into Fiona fluttering fuckhole.

Percy was certain that letting loose his seed inside the human would never cause a pregnancy. It was nearly impossible for a rabbik to knock up a human woman and Percy had no reason to believe he was any different. He didn’t even consider that his elven blood might make him unusually potent or more compatible with humans. He happily emptied his load into the creamy cunt of Fiona Dursden believing there would be no consequences.

“You like that, Kavid?” laughed Fiona, rolling her hips back against Percy and squeezing out every drop of Percy’s load with her inner muscles. “You like jerking off up in the hayloft while this real man with the big ears and the good dick fucks your wife full of cum?”

“Noooo,” moaned Kavid pitifully as he stroked his cock and dribbled his dwindling cum onto the hay bales. The poor farmer could not keep up with his wife and Percy, both of whom were having sex several times a day. “Please, Fiona. After last night… after you slept with him in our bed. I can’t take much more of this.”

Percy’s face flushed and his ears twitched nervously at the way Fiona was talking to her husband. He was not sure he understood their relationship. They were married and yet Fiona was very mean to him. He had heard that humans were monogamous, but Fiona seemed very happy to flaunt her non-monogamy in her husband’s face.

“Oh, be quiet,” laughed Fiona, easing forward and letting Percy’s still-stiff bunny cock slip from her creamy cunt. “You love it. The more painful, the more you crave it.”

“No, I—”

It was hard for Percy to pay attention to what Kavid was saying as he watched his cum dripping out of Fiona’s blushing pussy.

“Shut up, Kavid,” said Fiona. “You want a little treat? Hmmm? You get over here and lick me clean. I’ll let you have a taste while Percy gets back to work.”

“Noooo,” moaned Kavid, but he was already climbing down from the hayloft. Fiona had a cruel look in her eye as she turned around and sat on the hay bale. She spread her legs wide and parted her creamy folds with her fingers. More cum oozed out past her digits.

She locked eyes with Percy and smiled.

“Isn’t he pathetic? Cleaning up after you?”

“Um, yes, Miss Fiona,” said Percy. “Should I go get some water from the well?”

“Yes, that’s good,” she said. “I’ll make lunch after Kavid has had his. Then we can go down to the brook together and have a swim.” Kavid reached Fiona and knelt between her legs. She laced her fingers into his thinning hair and pulled his face against her dripping cunt. “Lick, you piggy. That’s it. Ooooooh.”

Percy wasn’t sure how seeing Fiona be so mean to her husband made him feel. He still wanted to have more sex with her. That was most important, he supposed. And he liked working under the sun. It had taken some getting used to, but he enjoyed it now. Five long days of helping the farmer and his wife had been good for him.

He picked up a bucket and hopped off to fetch some water from the well. His excellent hearing meant that all the way to the well he could hear Fiona laughing and saying mean things to her husband and Kavid slurping and letting out muffled moans from the barn. Percy shook his head.

“Humans sure are different than bunnies,” said Percy as he began to work the handle of the well pump.

He brought the water bucket back to the barn, but Kavid and Fiona were still busy inside. Percy went to work doing various other small chores given to him by Fiona, then went in the house to wait for his lunch. She returned flushed and smiling from the barn and made him a vegetable stew and several carrots and planks of fresh cheese with a warm, toasty bread.

“For my good bunny boy,” giggled Fiona, feeding him a carrot and leaning the weight of her breasts against his shoulder. He crunched into the carrot and beamed happily. Outside, Kavid worked on tilling the potato patch, glancing in every so often to glower at Percy.

“He sure seems cross with me,” said Percy. “I just want to help, Miss Fiona.”

“Oh, Percy, you are helping ever so much. Kavid is just a bit jealous because you help me so much better than he ever has.” She stroked Percy’s long fuzzy ears and kissed the top of his head. “Don’t worry about him. He’ll get over it, or I will kick him out on his butt, and you can be my husband.”

“Mmmm?” Percy nearly choked on his carrot. “Miss Fiona, I am very flattered, but I am not looking to marry. I am only here for a few—MMPHH!”

She silenced him with the warm, smothering squeeze of her cleavage against his face. He breathed her flowery scent and the hint of sweat that clung to her heaving breasts and he forgot all that he had meant to say to her.

“Shhhhhhh,” she said, stroking him and holding his face against her cleavage. “Don’t think, Percy. We’ll go to the brook after you’re finished eating and have a nice, refreshing swim.”

A Refreshing Dip

The sound was hypnotic. The soft rush of the stream and wind-stirred leaves met the rising and falling churr of the summer insects. Percy sprawled with his back in the grass and his legs dangled in the cool waters of the brook. Sun played across his fuzzy tummy and his cock glistened wetly in the golden afternoon light.

“Mmmmmm, so perfect,” moaned Fiona, slurping Percy’s cock back into her eager mouth. The voluptuous, redheaded human lay between Percy’s legs, her body floating slightly in the water as one hand held fast to his cock. Her head bobbed steadily over his hardness and Percy felt like he might simply melt inside her mouth.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s good,” groaned Percy. “Thank you, Miss Fiona. I think I am almost ready to… do the thing that happens.”

“Mmmmm?” She popped her lips free of his cock. “Not yet, Percy. I said I wanted something special. I do. Something I’ve never let Kavid do before.”

“What’s that?” asked Percy, lifting his head from the grass and smiling at her, one ear flopped to the side.

Fiona stood up from the water, her naked, pale body dripping with the stream’s cool water. She seemed like a giantess to Percy and the sun was at her back. She ran her hands over the heavy hanging mounds of her tits, squeezing them and pressing them together like she was trying to wring them out. She smiled at Percy, backlit by the sun, turning slowly with a swing of her generous hips.

Percy sat up fully and faced the luscious round onion of Fiona’s bottom. As creamy white as her tits with the faint dimpling of a life of plenty. She arched her back and reached down with a hand to spread her soft cheeks.

“Right here, Percy,” she moaned, exposing the pink knot of her clenching anus. “I want your cock in my ass. I want you to fuck me where Kavid has never been before.”

Percy wasn’t so sure. Miss Fiona was very beautiful, and he loved to look at her pretty milky white ass. He even liked the strange sight of her folds and red hair and that little divot between her cheeks. But he was certain that a man was not supposed to put his penis there.

“Miss Fiona… that’s where… that’s… are you certain my pink carrot goes in that hole?”

“Oh, yes,” moaned Fiona, rubbing and fingering her back passage. “Bury that bunny cock in my hole, Percy. I need it inside me. I need your help. Fuck my asssssss!”

She shook her hips and shamelessly fingered her asshole to entice him. Percy imagined what such a small hole might feel like and decided he was willing to try it out. After all, he wanted very much to help Miss Fiona.

“Well,” he said, rising to his feet behind her. “I shall be very careful, Miss Fiona.”

“Mmmmmm, don’t be too careful. Fuck my ass, Percy. Pound it!” She rubbed back against him as he stepped closer. He gasped as her warm, freshly washed buttocks rubbed and cradled against his cock. He felt the velvety divot beneath his tip. She reached a hand between her legs, grabbing hold of Percy pink cock and guiding it to her pucker.

Percy felt a soft tightness there. A resistance to the entry of his hard bunny cock. He fought the urge to thrust into her ass and furiously rut her backdoor like it was the slick cunt of a doe bunny in heat. He stroked and squeezed her hips, and it was Fiona, not Percy, who finally made it happen. She bit her lip and whined with effort as she pushed back onto his straining cock. His hardness slipped through her fingers and pushed into the velvety divot of her ass.

“Oooohhhhhh, yesss!” cried Fiona, riding his cock back until her cheeks were flush against him. “Oh, gods, it feels even bigger like this.”

Percy was in heaven. The tightness of her yielding to a soft, clinging warmth. He began to move by instinct, working his cock back out and thrusting in again. Fiona followed similar instincts, riding back onto his cock again and again.

What began as a slow, careful, gentle fuck became the rut that Percy had been craving. Fiona seemed so much bigger than him that he practically climbed onto her ass, pumping and thrusting his cock into her yielding back passage and feeling the incredible way that tight ring massaged his cock.

“Miss Fiona, this is quite nice! It feels different! Not so wet, but even warmer and tighter!”

“Mmmmmnnnnyessss! That’s right! Give me that dick, Percy! Ohhhhh, yes, you’re the first to take my ass. Well, the first since Rikardo at the temple, but that was when I was younger. Ohhhhh gods. Yes.” Fiona’s fingers worked on her clit and thrust into her cunt. “Fuckkkkk! I’m going to cum! Your cock feels so good! I’m going to cummMMMMM!”

Percy felt it. A rhythmic clenching around his thrusting cock. It seemed to massage him. Almost suck at him. He couldn’t hold back. He cried out and furiously thrust into her in full rut. Lost to the pleasure. Savoring each stroke for only a moment before making another. He squeaked as he felt the hot rush of his climax. He realized he should have asked her if it was alright to cum inside her, but it was too late then.

“It’s squirting out of me!” cried Percy, the only warning he gave Fiona.

“Yes! Oh, I feel it! Fill my ass with your seed!” cried Fiona.

He spilled every drop of his cum in Fiona’s tight pucker and then slid out of her back passage. He watched as the reddened ring clenched shut, but not before dripping out a milky gob of his seed. Fiona turned and wrapped her arms around Percy. She drew him into the depths of the stream and they bathed together, kissing and caressing as the waters flowed around them.

He rested in her arms, his head on the soft pillows of her bosoms.

“I love you, Percy,” murmured Fiona. “I want you to stay with me.”

“But… Miss Fiona, you have a husband. I can’t stay here with him.”

“To the hells with him,” said Fiona, pressing a kiss to Percy’s innocent lips. “You fuck so much better than him, I don’t need him. You can care for the animals. You can be my husband.”

Percy did not know much about the world of humans, but he knew that they took it seriously when they mated and married. He did not want to begin his adventure on the surface by marrying the wife of another man. And what would become of Kavid?

“N-no, Miss Fiona,” said Percy. “I’m sorry. I like helping you and your husband. But I don’t want to take you away from him.”

“You make me feel like no man ever before,” cried Fiona, throwing her arms around Percy, and squeezing so tightly he was nearly smothered by her breasts.

He managed to fight his way out.

“I’m sorry, Miss Fiona,” said Percy, swimming back to the shallows and climbing out of the water. “I have to be on my way now. I can’t do this.”

“Percy! No!” cried Fiona. “Kavid means nothing to me! He’s a pig! I love you! My beautiful bunny! We can make love every night and you can give me babies!”

“Sorry,” Percy said, and he knew he could not look back at her for the anguish in her voice. She shouted after him, but Percy was already hopping through the forest.

He didn’t realize he had left his clothes behind until he made it several miles into the woods.
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Never Help a Witch

Percy Cottontail was starting to worry. He had set out from the Dursden farm in such a rush to escape Fiona and her confusing relationship with her husband that he had forgotten to bring his clothes. At first, Percy hadn’t noticed. It was a warm day, and his bunny heart was pumping wildly. But as the trees grew taller and the forest darker, Percy started to grow a little cold. As night approached, he was getting colder. He rubbed his fuzzy arms and with hands and fought back a shiver.

“I need to find a burrow or I might not make it to morning,” said Percy.

The approaching cold fingers of night were reaching out to him through the woods. The trees loomed overhead, shadows gathered as the sun set, and Downington Dale seemed a thousand miles away. He was almost ready to start digging a burrow himself when he spotted a light through the trees.

He stopped, cocked his head, raised a floppy ear, and listened. He could hear something. A bubbling sound and a soft voice humming a tune that was both mysterious and exciting. He moved towards the light, mostly because there was nowhere else to go and he couldn’t keep wandering the dark woods, but also because he wanted to know who was singing.

He rounded a massive, gnarled oak and spotted a scraggly clearing and a small, strange hut situated on a spit of land reaching out into a marsh. The little thatched building had an uneven door and a misaligned window as if built by a complete amateur. The light within seemed to be a candle or lantern and it moved as someone carried it out of sight and back into view again.

Then he saw her. A plentiful woman with long, unkempt black hair and dark eyes rimmed with kohl. She was beautiful in an exaggerated way, with a nose just a little too large and a chin just a little too long. She was older than Fiona had been. Older, but not old by any means. She wore a simple dress of dark sackcloth that hung from her broad shoulders and low against her enormous bust. Percy stared at her breasts. So big and creamy, the weight of them hanging free against the neck of her dress without any bodice or bra to support them. She continued her humming.

“Daahhhh, dee-dah-dum, dee-dah-dum, daaahhhh…”

Percy was drawn from the forest and towards the hut. Mesmerized as much by what he had glimpsed as what he had heard. He had no sense to be afraid of mysterious women living in huts in the woods. Bunny boys never encountered witches and had no idea of what danger they might pose.

Percy hopped straight up to the door and rapped his knuckles against the rough wood. The humming stopped at once.

“Hello?” called Percy. “Hello, I’m Percy Cottontail. I was wondering if I might introduce myself to the lady inside?”

He was answered by a long silence, so Percy knocked again. This time, the door burst open, knocking Percy back a step and nearly toppling him over. The woman stood in the doorway, towering over the slender young bunny boy. Her breasts heaving and her eyes wide and wild.

“Percy Cottontail!” she shouted. “I am Belladonna Bangrowski, Witch of the Wild Woods! You dare intrude upon me? And you’re naked!?”

“Um, millions of pardons, Miss Bangrowski,” said Percy, covering his straining carrot with both hands as he did his best not to stare at Belladonna’s jiggling bust. “I was alone in the woods and very cold. I thought maybe I could sit by your fire. Maybe even have something to eat? I’ve been walking all day, and I am more than willing to work for my supper.”

“A bunny boy, eh?” She reached out and flicked his ear. “I don’t have any work I need done. But… I am making some potions. Rabbiks. Yes. I could use some cream of the burrow. Yes. Would you like to help me with that?”

“Oh, I’d be most happy to, miss,” said Percy, grinning up at Belladonna as she stepped aside and beckoned him into her hut.

The hut was different than the Dursden farmhouse where Percy had spent several nights. This tiny building seemed hardly big enough for the towering Belladonna and the shelves and tables were covered with all manner of herbs, pickled meats, and strange objects. Something savory was stewing in a cauldron over a fire, but this scent hardly penetrated the dizzying herbal aroma that filled the air.

Percy coughed as he squeezed in alongside Belladonna, pressed against her hip and with her breast brushing against his face when she turned.

“Oh, there you are, my bunny boy,” she chuckled. “Come here. Sit. Sit. On this stool. There you are. Would you like some stew? I shall get you something to eat and then you can help me.”

“Um, alright, that would be very nice, Miss Bangrowski,” said Percy, sitting his bare bottom on the stool and trying not to cough at the smell of strange spices and steaming pots.

He watched the voluptuous witch bustling about her hut. She moved with a hip-swinging grace, seeming to know where every object was in the cluttered hut, so she did not bump into anything. She leaned over her simmering cauldron, her huge breasts straining her sackcloth dress to its very limit. Areolae peeking. Thick nipples poking beneath the fabric.

She spooned some of the soup to her lips and then looked up, catching Percy staring at her immense breasts hanging almost in the cauldron.

“Mmmmm. Newt Bourguignon with bog mushrooms and elderberry wine. Lots of carrots for a growing bunny boy.” She ladled soup into a clay bowl and put the wooden spoon she had used to taste her soup into the bowl. “There you are, my boy. You eat up. And while you’re enjoying the stew, I will get started.”

He took the bowl and sampled the stew. It was quite tasty, with a rich brown broth and large chunks of newt. Percy did not eat meat, but it was easy to eat around the rubbery newt hunks. Percy began to tuck into the hot stew with relish.

While the young bunny boy was slurping away, he was keenly aware that Belladonna was dragging over a dingy cushion and placing it at his feet. She lifted her skirt up past her knees and knelt before Percy. This put the hanging softness of her breasts almost in his lap.

“Mmmm?” He looked over his bowl of soup, curious about what the beautiful witch was doing.

His eyes widened as he realized she was sliding the straps of her dress from her pale shoulders. The dress fell, caught on her fat nipples for a moment before dropping free and baring her wide, wine-colored areolae and her stiff nipples. Her breasts were rather pendulous though not so much as he might have expected considering their immense size. Each was bigger than Percy’s bunny head.

He twitched his whiskers and stared in disbelief at those soft breasts as Belladonna gathered them and shaped them with her hands. Her fingers played across her dark red nipples. She gasped softly, looking up at him and biting her lower lip.

“W-what are you doing, Miss Bangrowski?” asked Percy, lowering the bowl, and watching her fondle her breasts with both hands.

“Just waking up your little bunny there,” she teased. “Making him poke up nice and hard, so I can get started.”

Percy realized his penis was growing quite stiff from watching the beautiful witch fondle herself. But he still didn’t understand what she intended.

“The last lady I met wanted me to be her husband and give her babies,” said Percy. “Is that what you want me to do for you?”

“Oh, by the swamp gods, no. Whatever would I do with a baby? Well, there are certain pacts I could make with dark powers, but no. I’m not interested in human sacrifice just now. However,” she reached out with one hand and wrapped her fingers tightly around Percy’s prick, “the seed of a bunny boy is a vital ingredient in several different virility and fertility potions. You know, so men can get hard and women can have those babies. So, I will just extract some of your precious rabbik seed and put it to good use making my potions. A fair trade, won’t you say?”

Percy found that he couldn’t say much as Belladonna let saliva gather on her lips and then spit it in a slow, lengthening strand from her plush lips down to his cock. She quickly spread the warm saliva over Percy’s prick, stroking it down to his fuzzy root and back up to his reddening tip.

“Oh, my, you’re a big bunny boy,” purred Belladonna. “And I’ll bet you are going to give me a lot of cream. Aren’t you?”

“Mmmmm… uh-huh,” said Percy, nodding as he watched her hand begin to pump on the length of his cock. Her fingers expertly caressed his shaft and traced a circle around the bulging head of his cock. Her thumb massaged the precum that welled from his hole. Her massive tits bouncing as she began to stroke him faster and faster.

“Don’t stop eating, my boy,” she gasped. “Enjoy the stew. You’ll need your strength so I can milk out every… little… mmmm… drop.”

“Y-yes, Miss Bangrowski,” he gasped and began shoveling the steaming stew into his mouth. He found it very hard to not make a mess as Belladonna’s stroking grew more vigorous by the moment. His cock was very red in her grasp. His precum glistening as she smeared it all over his tip. “Ohhhh. I think… I think I’m getting very near to… to bursting.”

“Are you now?” Belladonna raised a dark eyebrow. “Already? My, my, you’re a very eager boy. Well, that’s okay. You just let your cum out. Go on, Percy. Let it out right here all over my breasts. You want to cum on my tits, don’t you?”

“V-very much,” he agreed.

She put one arm beneath them, lifting them up and offering them like a shelf beneath the head of his cock as she pumped faster and faster with her hand. His pleasure began to rise. He tried to keep eating, but the stew was dribbling down his chin and onto his chest. The hot pleasure building in his cock. His bunny balls tightening as he prepared to squirt.

“Miss Bangroswski!” he cried. “I’m cumming!”

“Yes!” she laughed with delight. “That’s a good boy! Squirt it all out onto my breasts!”

Percy nearly overturned the rest of his stew as he set his bowl aside quickly and grabbed the stool beneath him with both hands. He felt as if he might fly, his pleasure was so intense as he watched Belladonna pumping her hand on his red cock. The sudden rush of ecstasy erupted from his stones and spurted in hot, creamy ropes across her pale breasts. She laughed triumphantly as he drenched her tits in his bunny boy cum. She made sure to squeeze out every drop until he was gasping and shaking with over-sensitivity.

“That’s very good, Percy,” she said, finally releasing his cock. “For a start. I’m going to have to milk out much more than that. You know, this seed is worth more than gold for my potions.”

She reached behind her and picked up a wide-mouthed jar. She used the rim of the jar to scoop up the cum splattered across her breasts. She methodically scooped it all up, guiding some into the jar with her fingers. Once she was done, she held up the jar to inspect it.

After such a massive eruption, the small amount of the jiggling cum in the jar seemed meager.

“S-sorry if it wasn’t enough,” said Percy, still catching his breath. “I can try again in a little bit.”

“Oh, no need to try,” giggled Belladonna. “I’ll do all the work for you, my boy.”

She put the jar back onto the counter and scooped something else up with her fingers. Percy wasn’t sure what it was until Belladonna pressed it to his cock and he felt it yield.

“Butter?” he gasped.

She began to spread the soft yellow butter all over his half-hard cock. He quickly began to stiffen beneath her greasy fingers.

“That’s right,” she said. “It will make things much smoother when I do this…”

She leaned her warm, soft breasts into his lap, sliding his cock into the valley between those heavy mounds. She pressed her hands from either side and Percy’s greased cock jutted up from between her tits. The tip reddening almost to the color of a plum as she squeezed him tightly with her massive mounds.

“Ohhhh, gods of the burrow,” moaned Percy. “They’re so… so soft. So big! You’re swallowing me up!”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Belladonna. “I’ll milk you dry with these tits, Percy. Are you ready? Because I’m not stopping until I’ve drained those bunny bollocks.”

He thrust his hips towards her, squeezing a little more of his cock through her cleavage. He gripped the seat of the stool with both hands and gave her a determined nod.

“Good boy,” she giggled as she began to stroke his cock with her big, soft, very warm breasts. She watched him with a sparkle in her eye as those wonderfully soft mounds worked his sensitive cock. He was so well-greased that he slid easily between them, and she rode up and down, pressing as tightly as she could. His cock disappeared into her cleavage completely on each upward stroke and poked back through as she pressed her tits down into his lap. Again and again, faster and faster, until Percy was whining with building pleasure.

“Let it out,” gasped Belladonna. “I want it all. Let it out!”

Percy couldn’t hold back. He began to thrust his cock in and out of Belladonna’s squeezing tits. With each poke of Percy’s pecker, he surged closer to another orgasm. He let out a squeaking cry and erupted, first in a rope that splashed against Belladonna’s chin and caused her to jerk back in surprise and then in a pooling puddle of cream across the tops of her breasts.

But Belladonna had only just begun the extraction process. Once she had scooped up that load into her jar, she smeared more butter onto Percy’s cock and resumed wanking him with her breasts. He was in an agony of pleasure, unable to hold out long at all as another load came pumping out of his twitching cock.

“Such a good boy,” gasped Belladonna, buttering his cock once more. This time she used her hand and held the jar with its sloshing cum in the bottom up to Percy’s cock. He whimpered and unleashed another sputtering orgasm. It was getting painful. She just kept going.

“Ahhhh! It hurts!” he cried as she kept stroking him even after he had cum.

“No pain, no gain, my bunny boy,” she laughed and soon had him in a toe-curling state of agonized pleasure, cumming again and again into the jar with ever-dwindling loads. She must have milked him ten times when finally, his orgasm hurting him, he gave nothing more up to the sloshing pool in the bottom of the jar.

Belladonna held it up to the light, the candle showing faintly through the white liquid half filling the jar.

“Get some rest now, my adorable bunny,” she said. “You can take my bed. I will be up all night brewing potions from this.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Percy, collapsing exhausted into Belladonna’s musty bed.

As he drifted off to sleep, he could hear her humming the tune that had lured him to her hut in the first place. He realized he recognized it. A lullaby from when he’d been a little boy in the burrow. It made him smile as he slipped into darkness.


4

Milked Half to Death

Percy dreamed of Belladonna Bangrowski’s breasts. Those massive hangers were like two great mountains of flesh capped with thick nipples. Wobbling, jiggling, sweet-smelling mounds that towered above his head in his dreams.

Then they pressed together, squishing him between their crushing weight, tighter and tighter until Percy was sure he was going to burst. His pleasure building. His whole body smothered in those enormous piled of creamy flesh. He was on the brink of exploding. Those mountains squeezed tighter and tighter, rubbing all over his bunny body from head to toe.

He awoke with a cry, arching his body and thrust his hips, poking his red cock through Belladonna’s squeezing tits and launching a fresh gout of his milky spunk. She cried out in delight as his load spattered her tits. A fair glob caught her chin and she had to bring the jar up to scoop his cum from her face. He watched, gasping and shuddering, as she gathered up all his spunk.

“Miss… Miss Bangrowski?” rasped Percy, lifting his head. “I’m very tired and thirsty.”

“Well, it’s time for you to wake up, so no more sleeping for the moment,” she said, setting the jar aside and rising to her feet. “But I can do something about your thirst. I took a nice little potion. I thought it would only be fair if I gave you something in return for all the cream I’ve been taking from you.”

“Oh?” He wet his dry lips. “Something… to drink?”

“Yes, made special just for you,” said the witch, rising slowly to her feet. Her huge tits seemed somehow even larger and firmer than before. Her thick nipples redder as they jutted from her dangling mounds. She sauntered around to the head of the bed, her breasts supported by one arm as she leaned them down towards Percy’s face. He smelled herbs and sweat and the faint lingering whiff of his spunk. Then her breasts fell upon his face. Smothering him. He struggled beneath their weight.

“Ahhhh! Please!” he cried, but instead of releasing him, Belladonna Bangrowski fed a thick nipple into Percy’s mouth. Her skin tasted faintly of salt, but as she pressed her hand against her breast there was suddenly a warm gush of sweet, creamy liquid into Percy’s mouth. Milk! He swallowed by instinct and thereby became charmed and nourished by the witch’s magical nectar.

The potent, cursed elixir spurted plentifully from Belladonna’s huge tits and Percy found himself so enjoying the taste that he began to suck. And suck. And suck. Nursing like a thirsty tot from the witch’s breast.

“That’s it, drink as much as you like,” she moaned, feeding her other nipple into his mouth and spurting more of her cream across his tongue. He sucked greedily, warm and relaxed, enjoying each gulp of the rich witch cream until his cock was throbbing hard and his bollocks were once more swollen with cum.

The witch moaned appreciatively, nursing the bunny boy with her magical milk until he had his fill of it. In fact, he was still sucking so that when she lifted her breasts from his face it made a loud popping sound. Her thick nozzles were red and glistening from the milky feeding and she giggled with amusement at Percy’s contented blush.

Her fingers teased the head of his cock.

“Now then,” said Belladonna, hoisting a work-stained apron over her tits and tying it around her slender neck. “It’s time to get back to milking you, my obedient bunny bull. For that, I have cooked up something very special to help make things more fun for us both.”

Percy sat up in the bed and watched as the voluptuous witch walked over to a small stove and took the lid off a cast iron pot. Steam gusted out and the witch reached into the pot and pulled out something pink, gelatinous, and wriggling.

“What is THAT!?” cried Percy, crawling back in the bed to the wall of the shack.

“Don’t be afraid,” laughed Belladonna, carrying the writhing pink mass as it tried to overflow her arms and drip onto the floor. “It’s called a ‘Goo Bunny’. Isn’t that cute? A Goo Bunny for the bunny boy? It’s trained to suck from whatever you put it on and it helps me gather ingredients. Don’t worry, it will feel wonderful. I tested it out on my breasts earlier and it slurped out a pint of fresh cream in just minutes. I came just from having my breasts sucked by it. You’ll be exploding again and again.”

“But… but that’s a slime! Those things eat people!”

“Oh, not this one,” laughed Belladonna, sitting down on the edge of the small bed and nearly overturning it with the weight of her fat bottom.

She stroked the goo bunny and it seemed to calm down.

Percy thought the name fit the creature since it did strangely resemble a rabbit. Its entire body was translucent pink goo, but it had a distinct head with two little lumps that seemed like ears.

“The Goo Bunny will feel so nice once it latches onto your cock. I promise you will enjoy every pump of its slimy little suck-off. Okay? Will you be a good boy for me, Percy? Will you let me put it on your hard bunny cock?”

Percy, being averse to being eaten by a slime, was not at all convinced by Belladonna’s promises. But Percy also liked very much to be helpful and to make people happy. He was willing to risk being devoured so long as Belladonna let him go.

“After it’s done, can I go on my way?”

“Awww, I had hoped you would stay with me for a while,” said the witch, pouting her lower lip. “But very well, you fill the jar all the way up with your spunk, and I’ll send you on your way. Would that be fair?”

“Yes, that sounds fair,” said Percy. “For the supper and the bed. I think I can manage.”

He took a deep, steadying breath and looked down at his red bunny cock. Belladonna brought the Goo Bunny closer and the brainless pink slime creature began to grow excited as if it could sense Percy’s hardness.

“Ohhhhhh,” moaned Percy, his eyes going wide as he trembled nervously at the questing feelers of the slime.

Cool goo touched the head of Percy’s straining bunny cock. It slithered down around his shaft and engulfed his hardness down to his fuzzy bollocks. The slime flowed completely out of Belladonna’s arms and settled its slippery weight upon his hardness.

It flowed over his hips and then drew back in a translucent pink mound. And flattened. And drew up again. Each time it did this it worked like a slick pumping mechanism and sucked wonderfully on Percy’s cock. All his fears were forgotten as the Goo Bunny began its work.

“Ohhhhhhh! Miss Bangrowski! Ahhh! I’m going to… AHHHH!” He exploded in seconds, his cum pumping into the gooey pink slime. Wisps of milky white spread through its body, then reconstituted in a round capsule within the slime.

“Good boy,” murmured Belladonna, stroking Percy’s chest. “Just let the Goo Bunny do its work.”

“Ohhhh, yes, but, it’s not stopping,” cried Percy, looking on as the creature kept pumping away even after he had cum.

“It will keep it up until you don’t have any more cum to give,” said Belladonna. “Then I’ll empty it and feed you again and we can start over. Until the jar is full. Which might take quite a while, because I will be brewing more fertility potions and using your seed while the Goo Bunny is working.”

She rose from the bed and crossed over to her tables strewn with ingredients. Percy could see the jar not even half full of his milky white spunk. He watched the witch dip a small spoon in and add some of Percy’s cum to an alchemical apparatus. She added wood to her fire and stirred a cauldron.

Percy soon forgot about the witch and her potions as the Goo Bunny deftly slurped away on Percy’s bunny cock. He watched his hardness throbbing inside as he let out another load of his spunk. There wasn’t a moment’s rest afterwards as the insatiable creature deposited the cum with the rest and continued to suck.

The pleasure was incredible. Like a cool and very wet mouth that would not stop suckling from his straining hardness. There was no moment of relief. As soon as he finished ejaculating, the slime would continue to suck upon his agonized, overly-sensitive cock. He thrashed and bucked with those few seconds before another orgasm would begin.

His mind drifted. He imagined he was being pleasured by Fiona. By a beautiful blonde elf. Even by Belladonna and her squeezing tits. But each time he reached another eruption, he lifted his head from the grimy pillow and watched the reality of the Goo Bunny slurping up his gushing spunk.

Pump after dwindling pump, Percy spurted his cum into the slime, again and again until it had filled its capsule with his seed and his cock barely yielded a drop with each orgasm. The witch had, by then, brewed several fertility potions and used up almost all the cum in her jar.

“Are we finished?” she asked, returning to the bed and inspecting the slime. It was listlessly sucking at Percy’s nearly flaccid cock, both bunny boy and Bunny Goo seemingly exhausted by the ordeal.

“Please,” moaned Percy, sweaty and quivering from the effort. “I can’t do it anymore.”

“Let’s see how much we’ve collected,” she cooed and reached her fingers into the slime to withdraw the bubble-like capsule full of cum. This seemed to agitate the slime greatly. Belladonna ignored its reaching tendrils. She held the capsule over the jar and pinched it open and the cum drained into the remnants of Percy’s previous offerings. “There. Why, that’s very good. We’re over halfway full. I will make you some supper and then we can get started with some more milking.”

But the slime had different ideas. Unbeknownst to Belladonna, it had grown quite addicted to the bunny boy’s cum and its simple mind rather resented being robbed of its delicious payload. It suddenly leapt from Percy’s loins and grappled the jar of spunk from Belladonna’s hands.

“Hey! What are you doing, you stupid thing!?” cried the witch, struggling with the slime.

It ignored her, upending the cum jar and draining its contents into its slimy body. It quickly formed a new capsule around the slime and retreated towards Percy. He scrambled away from it and fell from the bed as it sought his cock.

The witch, infuriated by the slime’s behavior, grabbed it with both hands.

“Give me that back you little rascal!” she cried, her fingers sinking into its gooey body.

The slime burbled angrily and suddenly flung itself at Belladonna Bangrowski. Witch and slime grappled, staggering about the hut, and knocking into jars and alchemical equipment. The slime managed to wrap itself around Belladonna and shifted most of its body onto her back where she could not reach it with her hands.

As Percy watched, the slime suddenly found Belladonna’s luscious bottom and decided it liked a thing or two there. Pink goo flooded into the crack of her ass and she shrieked as slime invaded her clenching back door. A moment later, a gooey phallus shoved its way into her cunt. Percy stared in awe as the Goo Bunny began to vigorously and mindlessly rut both warm holes at the same time.

Each thrust of the slime spread its gooey body against Belladonna’s big, creamy ass. It slapped and spanked and made her round rump jiggle. Its tendrils reached around her hips, holding her tight as it plundered her holes. She managed to push up on her hands, but this only made the slime rut harder into her and sent her huge tits swinging. Milk dribbled out of her red nipples and spattered the floor.

Belladonna, sweaty and flushed with pleasure, her dark hair mussed, looked desperately over her shoulder at Percy.

“Help me,” cried Belladonna, falling to her knees with her big, pale ass raised behind her. “Get this thing off of me, Percy! Quickly! Before it—AHHHHH!”

She cried out, bucking her hips as she was overtaken by an orgasm. Percy could see the walls of her pussy and the ring of her asshole clenching rhythmically with her climax, almost but not quite pinching off the pumping slime. The slime burbled loudly and suddenly the bubble of cum inside its body ruptured and released in two flows straight into the witch’s trembling holes. She was fucked full of more than a dozen loads of bunny boy cum.

Percy didn’t know it, but due to his elf heritage, his seed was spectacularly fertile as it pumped into her womb.

Worse still, at least for Belladonna, the bunny spunk almost immediately acted as a love potion. She fell madly, deeply, and passionately in love with the man claiming her womb. Which, of course, was not a man at all, but a mindlessly burbling slime.

“Ooooooh, yessss,” she crooned, her hips beginning to roll. “Fuck me with those gooey dicks! Ohhhh, bunny baby, that feels so wonderful! You can fuck me alllll night long!”

Percy, despite feeling strangely jealous of the Goo Bunny, knew an opportunity when he saw it. He grabbed the witch’s discarded apron, wrapped it around his lower half, and went pelting out of the witch’s hut as the moaning grew louder and more passionate behind him.

Percy was not certain where he was going, but a new day had dawned and so he continued to run through the forest. The warmth of the sun on his shoulders gladdened him and restored his hope for a great adventure. He was so contented, running with the witch’s silly apron tied about his waist, that he did not realize the forest had ended until he felt a strangely hard surface beneath his feet. He looked down and realized there were smooth stones paving the ground. He looked up again and saw that a great road of stones stretched in either direction.

Ahead of him, in the far distance, lay a large city. He could not be certain if it was a city of elves or humans, though it did not look quite so clean and tidy as he would expect an elf city to appear. He could not help but recall all the warnings about humans that he was given before leaving the burrow. Beyond the city, and slightly towards the sinking sun, was a great stone fortress set into the mountains. Percy wondered what sort of king might be ensconced behind those mighty battlements.

He was so curious and given over to his imagination that he did not hear the clatter and clop of an approaching wagon drawn by four horses until it was nearly upon him.

“Get outta the way!” shouted the wagon driver. “And put some clothes on you fool!”

A gruff human sat atop the wagon, glowering down at Percy as he rolled slowly past. His huge wagon was laden with trade goods no doubt bound for the human city. Percy waited for the wagon to pass and then, with a sense of daring, he hopped into the air and landed on the back of the wagon. There he nestled himself in among the baskets and boxes, eager for a new adventure, whatever the danger he might face.
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This Town Ain’t Big Enough for a Bunny Boy

The jostling of the laden wagon lulled Percy into a deep sleep. He slumbered squeezed in among the jars of spices, rolled carpets, and baskets of vegetables. Day gave way to night and the wagon continued by moonlight. Percy gnawed on a few rutabagas for his supper and went back to sleep. He dreamt of Fiona and Belladonna and the beautiful blonde elf who might have been his mother.

When he awoke, he heard shouting and realized the wagon had stopped. Daylight speared through the wagon’s back flaps and Percy blinked and shielded his eyes.

“We’ll have to inspect your cargo ‘afore we can let ya through the gates,” shouted a stern voice.

“’Course,” replied the driver. “Just trade goods from the countryside that I come to Wittenburg to sell. Rugs and baskets and such.”

“Have to look all the same,” said the stern voice, drawing closer.

Percy tensed, unsure of how the wagon’s owner and whoever was coming to make an inspection would take finding a half-naked bunny boy nestled amongst the cargo. He retreated into the shadows behind a large clay pot filled with pickled eggs and hoped that the guard would not be too thorough. He held his breath as he heard the two humans chatting about the weather and the weekend’s market festival. The guard and the trader were rearranging the wagon’s contents, working deeper and deeper into the cargo.

“Well, I think I seen enough,” declared the guard.

Percy let out a sigh of relief. Unfortunately for the bunny boy, when he inhaled, he happened to take in a deep breath of pepper powder. His sneeze was so loud and powerful that it knocked over a basket of garlic bulbs.

“What in the hells was that?” cried the trader.

“Sounded like some sort of animal,” said the guard. “I’ll have a look.”

Percy’s heart began to pound wildly in his chest. He heard the distinctive rasp of the guard drawing his sword as he crept towards the back of the wagon. Percy, not particularly wanting to be skewered by a sword, stepped out from behind the jar and held his hands up.

“Please, sir! Don’t kill me! I only went for a ride on the wagon!”

“What in the hells!?” The guard, an older man with a sallow face and a wiry body in oversized plate and chain mail, recoiled from the sight of Percy. “What the… a rabbik? You’re hardly more than a pup! What are you doin’ in a wagon? Don’t tell me there’s burrows around here.”

“N-no, sir, no burrows,” said Percy. “I’m on my own.”

“And practically naked,” said the wagon’s owner, pointing at Percy’s flaccid cock pouch and dangling, fuzzy bollocks. Neither of these were covered in the slightest by the apron he had taken from Belladonna.

“I’m sorry, my trousers were stolen,” said Percy. “Well not so much stolen as left behind. I would never be out and about naked but—”

“Alright, alright, you can tell it to Captain Kerrig,” said the guard. “She’ll want to know about a rabbik showing up at the gates. Ya know, in case there’s more of you coming.”

“No more! Just me! I swear! And I’m not all rabbik, I’m part elf!”

“Part elf! Captain Kerrig will definitely want to see you.” The guard glanced over at the merchant. “Ya don’t have a towel or a sheet or somethin’ I can put on him, do ya?”

“Yes, fine,” said the wagon driver. He pulled a folded brown towel from a stack and tossed it at Percy’s face. Percy gratefully tied it around his waist, forming a terrycloth skirt to offer him some small bit of modesty. The wagon driver shook a finger at him and said, “You owe me twenty zeks for that! I’ll collect from the captain if you can’t pay up.”

“Good luck with that,” laughed the guard, hauling Percy down from the wagon.

The guard unceremoniously marched Percy through the cobbled streets of Wittenburg. Under normal circumstances, it might have been a pleasant visit. It was an old, picturesque city of winding streets, half-timbered buildings, market stalls, taverns, shops, and mossy old statues. But instead of a pleasant visit, Percy had become the main attraction. Folks stopped what they were doing to gawp at the bunny boy in the towel being walked at sword point through the streets towards the gaol. A mob of curious children gathered and tagged along behind them. The guard kept shooing them away but they ignored him.

“Hello,” said Percy to the children. “I’m Percy.”

“Save your talking for Captain Kerrig,” said the guard, prodding the tip of his sword into Percy’s back.

They arrived at the walled compound of the gaol situated on the far end of the town. Faces peered out from behind barred windows. More guards gathered to see the strange new arrival.

Percy did not resist or object, but he was beginning to become very afraid. The gaol was dark and dirty and reminded him of a burrow that had been taken over by evil molekin. The pale faces of the prisoners made him wonder if soon he would look equally pitiful and disheveled.

The guard pushed Percy up a spiral staircase and into a room that was a bit nicer than the rest. There was at least some sunlight and a view over the outer walls of the gaol. There was also a glowering, green-skinned women with large breasts and wide shoulders sitting behind a desk. She was a bulging, musclebound giantess. Beautiful in her way, with her thick, side-swept mane of dark hair and her pink-tinted eyes. Her heavy brow and small tusks (not to mention the green skin) made Percy suspect that she was not quite human. Was she an orc?

“Half-orc,” muttered the guard in Percy’s ear, as if sensing his question. “And don’t bring it up. She gets cross if you do.”

“Th-thanks,” whispered Percy. The guard shoved him towards the desk as the woman stood, revealing her full height. She was incredibly muscular and tall, but that did not diminish her femininity. Her big, soft breasts were squeezed into a worn steel cuirass. Her slender waist and wide hips betrayed her womanly attributes.

She glowered down at Percy, more than a head taller than him. Even taller than Belladonna had been.

“What have you brought me, Fitch?” she asked the guard, though her gaze never left Percy. “And why is he wearing a rag?”

“Rabbik, cap’n,” said the guard. “Found him stowed away in a wagon I was inspectin’. He was naked so I borrowed somethin’ from the merchant.”

“Well, we’ve no laws against rabbiks in Wittenburg, but I can’t imagine why one would be here.” She gestured for Fitch to leave and the guard departed. Once the door had closed, the giant half-orc woman walked around to Percy’s side of her desk and leaned her firm, round bottom against it. She relaxed with her hands gripping the edge of the desk and her legs crossed. “I’m Captain Kerrig.”

“I’m Percy Cottontail,” said Percy, holding out a hand. “A pleasure to meet you, Captain Kerrig.”

The big woman just looked at Percy’s outstretched hand and did not budge from her spot.

“I’ve heard about you rabbiks,” she said. “They say you have insatiable sex drives. Is that true?”

“Oh, no, not at all,” said Percy. “Why, I can only go ten to twelve times in a single night before I need a good rest.”

“Ten to twelve?” A smirk spread on Captain Kerrig’s face. She seemed to consider something for a moment and then pushed off the edge of her desk and circled slowly around Percy.

He had the distinct impression of being looked at like a prime piece of meat at the butcher’s shop, although he had only ever heard about a butcher’s shop and didn’t want to eat meat himself. He could feel Captain Kerrig inspecting him. Her eyes narrowed and a smile fixed behind those little tusks sticking out from her lower lip.

“I’ll have to fine you for public indecency,” said the captain. “It’s only fifty zeks. I assume you can pay that.”

“Oh, um, well, no, miss,” said Percy, ducking his head and clasping his hands nervously. “I’ve been trying to get work, you see, but I have yet to be paid. In fact, my clothes were left behind at my last job and that’s why I’m naked. But… but I could work! If you have some work you need done, I could earn that money back.”

“Hmmmm.” Captain Kerrig stroked her chin. “It would be a shame to throw a handsome fellow like you into the debtor’s pit. It might take you months or even years to earn the fine toiling away in there. But maybe I can think of some other work for you. Take off that towel.”

“Um, yes, alright,” said Percy. “I must warn you that I am very excitable and, um, well, I am excited.”

Captain Kerrig’s eyes sparkled with cruel delight as Percy bashfully untied the towel from his slender hips and revealed his half-elf, half-bunny-boy cock. It was pink and smooth and quite long. Like a fleshy carrot throbbing with his lust and a bit redder at its slender tip.

“My, my,” chuckled the captain. “So big for such a skinny rabbik. Do you know how to use it?”

“I’ve not had any complaints,” said Percy. “But what do you mean ‘use it’? What did you want—AHHHH!”

He stiffened in more ways than one as Captain Kerrig suddenly took hold of his cock. Though his prick was quite long, it disappeared almost completely in the half-orc’s big, green hand. Only the reddening tip poked out past her wrapping fingers as she squeezed him tightly.

“I need an assistant,” said the captain. “Someone I can rely on to take care of certain tasks. I can only offer you, hmmmm, ten zeks a day. I need someone who can take orders and do exactly what I tell them to do. Are you a fool or do you have the sense to obey instructions?”

“I can… can do whatever you’d like, miss, um, captain,” said Percy, watching her hand work slowly on the length of his bunny cock.

“Well then,” she said, releasing his cock and picking him up off the ground as easily as a dressing mannequin. “Let’s get started, Percy. You can call me Lilana when we’re behind closed doors.”

“Y-yes, Lilana,” he said. “Whatever you say.”

She sat him atop her desk so that their faces were almost even. She smirked at him, slowly freeing her armored plate and letting it drop to her feet with a clang. Her breasts dropped a little beneath the padded shirt she wore beneath. She unlaced this with a few tugs and exposed the creamy green mounds of her tits. Big, and soft, and lovely against the chiseled green of her muscles. Percy stared at their softness and the dark green of her areolas and nipples.

She took Percy’s hands and guided them to her breasts, squeezing so that her soft flesh filled and overflowed his fingers. His touch went instinctively for her nipples as she leaned closer and, with a hungry growl, kissed him. He was quite surprised by this, but recovered swiftly and kissed her in reply. His delicate tongue moving against her big, powerful mouth muscle. It was such a wet kiss that he felt he might drown in her saliva and it was strange to feel her tusks against his tongue. But he enjoyed it.

As he kissed her back, he wondered if half-orcs always undressed and kissed their new employees. Had the captain done it for Fitch?

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, pulling back from the kiss trailing a thick strand of saliva between them. “You’re not a bad kisser for a feeble little flop-ear. How about that cock? Do you know how to fuck?”

“Y-yes, miss, uh, Lilana,” he said.

She kicked off her heavy boots and stripped out of her trousers, revealing her round, muscular green bottom, and her dark-thatched cunt. She smelled of sweat and lust and it inflamed Percy’s own desire. She shoved him off the desk and back to his feet as she sat down and spread her legs wide for him. Percy felt tiny standing between those muscular thighs. He gripped his pink cock in his hand as she watched him and played with her nipples.

“Come on, bunny boy,” she moaned, pinching her dark green buds. “Fuck me. Show me how a rabbik ruts!”

Percy threw himself at his duty to the captain. He practically hopped between her legs, thrusting his slender hips and driving his slippery pink cock deep into the dark green folds of her cunt. Lilana howled with pleasure, her head dropping back and her dark hair spilling onto the desk as Percy began to frantically, furiously hump her hot hole. Her pussy was so big and so wet it felt as if his cock was sinking into a pit of warmth. He beat his skinny hips against her powerful thighs as she wrapped her big legs around him.

It was a frenzied rut. All his pent-up desire after almost a full night and day of not cumming. He grabbed two handfuls of Lilana’s tits and leaned into his thrusts. His scrawny weight was easily supported by her body. He wasn’t even half her size in terms of mass, but he was tall enough to reach her lips with another kiss.

That seemed to surprise her for a moment as he pounded into her. He felt her pussy tightening. Her pleasure rumbling up from inside her and vibrating against his lips.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, her legs drawing him deeper. “You wild bunny… you’re going to… going to make me… ooooohhhhhh! YESSSS!”

She fell back atop the desk, entirely at his mercy as he let his natural rutting instinct take over. His little cotton tail twitching as he pounded and sloshed into the half-orc’s hot honey pit. His balls tightening as she began to cum for him. Her pussy gripping him in its slippery depths. Her heat growing and her tits shuddering as she came.

Percy let loose with her, unable to hold back another moment. He moaned and clung to her body, thrusting in frantic, deep strokes as he spurted out his bunny broth. He creamed the captain good, but recovered quickly.

Before Lilana even realized what was happening, Percy had her on her stomach bent over the desk and was humping her from behind. He squatted and used his powerful jumping muscles to rut downward into that big green goo-catcher. His cock stirred the big load of spunk he’d already put inside her and his thrusts made her big ass shake.

He did not relent until she had cum again. But it was Lilana who wanted more. She climbed atop him. A great, green goddess of war, her powerful thighs trapping him to the floor as she knelt astride him and worked her wide hips.

“Yes, I have so many jobs for you,” she moaned, sweat dripping from her as she bucked atop him. “You can clean, and cook, and fuck me all night. Oh, yes, you’re going to work hard to earn that money, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes, miss, um, Lilana! I have to… aaahhhh… pay my debts!” He grabbed her firm bottom in both hands and rutted up into her with the vigor of a bunny boy. His furious thrusts into her cream-filled cunny drove them both to the brink. Their orgasms were intertwined and symbiotic. Squeezing and pumping, milking and spurting.

The hoarse cries of a warrior queen and the squeaky yips of bunny pleasure filled the captain’s office and rang throughout the gaol.
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Serving the Protection

Percy Cottontail’s term of indentured servitude with Wittenburg’s half-orc Captain Lilana Kerrig had him doing many tasks for the big, beautiful, muscular, green warrior woman. He swept her office, he cleaned her desk, he brought her tea in the morning, and as she sipped her tea, she read dispatches from the guard posts. She also asked Percy to stand on a stool beside her chair.

Percy clambered up onto the very tall stool and held his apron rolled up above his waist and the little tattered prison shorts he had been given to wear slid down to his knees. His rabbik cock stood straight out from his loins and he slowly stroked it with one hand because Lilana told him to do it that way. Precum welled like honey at his tapered tip and every so often Lilana would lean over to his cock without even looking away from what she was reading and give his hardness a lick.

Her big, pink tongue slid over his sensitive tip again and he resisted the urge to make a mess all over it and all over Lilana’s savagely beautiful green face.

“Mmmmnnn,” he moaned, his lips sealed tight so as not to disturb Lilana’s concentration.

She stopped licking him as she finished one scroll and reached for another. Percy continued to wank his bunny cock, staring down into the cleavage visible in Lilana’s armored bodice and imagining her big, green, half-orc tits enveloping his hard pink cock. He stroked a little faster and fought back a whimper of pleasure. She leaned over again and gave his cock another lash of her tongue.

“Captain… ahhh… Lilana,” he moaned, shuddering with his building pleasure.

“Not yet, Percy,” she warned him. “I must finish reading these.”

She read a third scroll and a fourth. When Percy tried to stop stroking his cock, Lilana scolded him for slacking in his duties. He moved his fingers on his slick shaft, watching precum welling at the tip and certain he was about to explode. Somehow, he resisted that rushing urge to pump his seed all over Lilana’s face and down into her cleavage.

He fought back the urge even when she leaned over again, glanced up at him with her pink-tinted eyes, and gave his cock another swirling lick of her big tongue. Her soft lips touched his slender tip and she seemed to kiss his cock before leaning away from it again and turning back to her work.

“WoooOOohhhh,” groaned Percy, almost dizzy with the need to cum.

“Good bunny,” chuckled Lilana. “Almost done here, then I’ll give you a little reward. No cumming until then, or I’ll dock your pay.”

“Oh, yes, uh, sir, miss, captain, ahhhh…”

Percy’s words trailed off as it took all the power in his little bunny boy brain to keep from cumming. He focused on bad things like molekin and wolves and jealous husbands and just managed to keep from pumping his spunk all over Lilana’s beautiful half-orc face.

He didn’t know how much longer he could hold it. Thankfully, Lilana seemed to be finishing up. She made a few notes on one of the scrolls with an ink quill.

“Blow on this,” she said, holding her signature up to him. “But don’t stop stroking that cock.”

“Pppppphhhhhhh,” said Percy, blowing on the ink to dry it as he felt pre dripping from his hard pink carrot.

Lilana chuckled at his struggle. She leaned over and gave his cock another lick and he yipped with surprise, nearly thrusting forward to bury his cock in her mouth. Still, he resisted his urge to explode.

“Thank you, Percy,” said Lilana and she lowered the scroll, rolled it up, and tucked it back into its scroll case. She sealed the case with wax and shifted the reports aside. She turned to Percy and seemed about to finally grant his release when there came a heavy knock at the door.

“Yes? What is it?” she demanded through the closed door to her office.

“Uh, cap’n,” said one of the guards, “Lord Ulrich is here to see you.”

“One moment,” said Lilana. She grabbed hold of Percy by his apron and shoved him beneath her desk. She scooted her chair back into place, trapping him under the table and between her knees. He was looking straight up her leather pteruges and realized that in the depths of this hardened leather skirt the captain was not wearing any underwear. He could just make out the dark green folds of her cunt and the dark thatch of hair between her powerful green thighs.

“Captain Lilana?” Percy looked up uncertainly.

“Quiet,” she hissed, grabbing the back of his head, and stuffing his face between her legs.

His nose was pressed against the thicket of her intimate hair, and he had no choice but to breathe the rich musk of her arousal. His lips brushed the soft velvet of her cunt.

“You may enter,” Lilana called out, the words hitching for a moment and then smoothing out. The door was flung open, and Percy felt Lilana’s thighs tense as heavy armored boots came thumping into her office. “Well met, Lord Ulrich. How may my guard serve the castle?”

“Captain, I am not certain the guard is serving the castle at all,” said a rather shrill male voice. “As you know, I am betrothed to marry Princess Madelyne in just five days. Then what do I hear from Father Harken but the story that a crazed goblin was loose in the city and exposing himself to passing ladies. Is this true? Is this the sort of realm I have invited my family and friends to visit for my wedding to the princess?”

“Ah, my lord, please,” said Lilana, shifting in her chair. “I assure you that there have been no goblin sightings and if there were you would be the first—MMmrrmmmmm!”

Lilana suddenly seemed to be having great difficulty speaking and Percy was afraid it might be due to her heightened state of arousal. Her plump cuntlips were growing positively juicy and the prominent pellet of her clit was brushing against Percy’s upper lip.

“What is wrong with you, captain?” demanded the whining knight.

“F-forgive me, Ser Ulrich,” said the captain. “It’s just that—Huunnnmmmm!”

Percy heard Lilana stumble again in speaking and he desperately tried to help her by placing his hands on her meaty thighs, parting them wider, and vigorously running his tongue up and down the length of her hot, saucy cunt. Her sweet nectar poured onto his tongue and Percy, wanting to help the beautiful green half-orc, latched his lips to her clit and began to suck as hard as he dared.

“Out with it, woman,” snapped the knight. “I knew it was a mistake to employ a woman as captain of the guard in Wittenburg. Let alone a half-orc.”

“My lord, I… I… have no excuses,” gasped Lilana, her hand reaching under her desk and into her lap to try to push Percy away. “Please, rest assured if a goblin shows up in these—ahhhhhh!”

Percy mistook Lilana’s hand for encouragement and began sucking even more forcefully upon her prominent clit. He thrust two fingers into her hot snatch, plundering her juicy depths and massaging a finger against the dark green clench of her asshole. Lilana threw back her head and wailed with ecstasy.

“What is wrong with you?” snarled the knight, stomping a boot on the floor. “With a captain this addled it’s no wonder the guards can’t catch a simple goblin!”

“Forgive me… forgive me, my lord,” cried Lilana, rocking her hips, and fucking against Percy’s fingers and lips. Her modesty only barely preserved by the overhang of her desk. “I swear to you… AHHHHH… no goblin… shall intrude upon… ohhhhh by Mardoch!”

Percy added a third finger to the hot folds of Lilana’s quim and licked furiously at her clit. He could feel the tension in her squeezing thighs and tasted her pleasure in the hot flow of her nectar. He was helping her. He was sure of it.

Sir Ulrich made a sound of disgust and started towards the door. He turned back.

“Once you overcome this hysterical spell of yours, Captain Lilana, I expect you to send a full report on the preparations over to the castle. Oh, and put out word in the village, we need additional cooks, dishwashers, and waitresses at the castle. Preferably buxom and full-bottomed girls.”

“Buxom dishwashers?” gasped Lilana, as Percy’s pinkie penetrated her pucker.

“Your orc blood is as thick as your head,” muttered the knight and he stormed out of the captain’s office and slammed the door behind him.

“Ohhhhh, Percy,” moaned Lilana, “you little troublemaker.”

“Mmm?” Percy popped his lips free of her clit. “Only trying to help, miss.”

“Well, don’t stop now,” she said, pushing his head back down. “He’s gone, and I’m almost ready to cum again. Keep sucking. Ohhh, that’s it. Get those fingers in all the way down to the last knuckle. Oohhhhhhh! Ohhhhh Fuck!”

She threw her head back and bellowed with pleasure, her thighs squeezing so tight that Percy was afraid she might crack his head like a nut. Her strong, lusty scent filled his nostril. Her warm, slippery, sweet cum poured into his mouth and down his chin and trickled down the crack of her twitching ass. Her inner walls gripped his fingers as she bucked and writhed through the peak of her orgasm.

Captain Lilana reached a shuddering peak and sunk back into her chair. She jerked with a few aftershocks before releasing her iron grip on the back of Percy’s head. He lifted his ears slightly and looked up at her, wiping his lips and chin on the sleeve of his borrowed tunic.

“Was that good, captain?” he asked hopefully.

“Oh, better than good,” chuckled Lilana. “So good that you have me a bit worried. Keeping you here might be too much of a distraction for me.”

“No, please don’t send me to jail,” moaned Percy, recalling the awful sight of the pale, dirty prisoners looking out at him through the bars.

“Not to jail, pet,” chuckled the captain, stroking Percy’s head. “I think it’s time you go to work off your debt in the castle. Did you hear the captain? They need cooks and dishwashers—”

“And buxom waitresses,” said Percy with an eager smile. “I should like to see those.”

“You will, if you’re a good bunny boy,” laughed Lilana as she lifted him up and into her lap. “But you’ve been very bad making me cum when Lord Ulrich was here.”

He put an arm around her and squeezed against the expanse of her breasts just beneath her armored bodice. He watched the way the pressure of his body caused her soft, green orbs to nearly overflow the cuirass.

“Oh, you do like my tits, don’t you?” chuckled Lilana. “Well, I suppose if I am going to ship you off to the castle I might as well get some good use out of you. A farewell before I send you off to work in the castle.”

“Yes, thank you,” said Percy eagerly.

He was surprised when Lilana smashed a passionate kiss on his lips. The mighty orc beauty had not shown him much affection lately, but evidently the idea that she was sending him off to the castle had stirred her desire. She lifted him in her arms and carried his slender body over to the cot she kept behind a curtain in her office. She dropped him heavily to the springy mattress.

“Ready for the fuck of your life, little bunny boy?” she teased, reaching beneath her armor and opening the clasps.

“Oh, yes, please,” said Percy, sitting up and helping to lift her armor away. The sight of those gorgeous green tits of Lilana’s nearly made Percy jump back up to his feet. She pushed him back down on the cot and dropped the smothering weight of her sweaty tits onto his face.

“That’s a good bunny,” she laughed, reaching for his cock and giving it a squeeze. “Show your captain how much you appreciated making her morning tea.”

“Mmmmmmpphmm,” replied Percy, sinking both hands into Lilana’s soft, green titflesh and sucking at a thick green nipple even as her firm, muscular body pressed him down onto the bed. She let him kiss and suck her tits as she climbed atop him on the bed. He felt her powerful thighs straddling him and her hot, dark-furred cleft sliding teasingly over the tapered head of his cock.

“Nice and hard, as always,” gasped Lilana, letting Percy’s tip ease apart her fleshy folds. “I need it bad, Percy. Nobody… mmmm… fucks quite like… a rabbik.”

“Mmmmmhmmmhm!” agreed Percy, before latching his lips onto Lilana’s other nipple and sucking just as hard.

“Ahhhh!” she hissed, throwing back her head and letting her pussy ride downward onto his cock. “That’s it! Suck those tits… mmmmmm… because my pussy is going to suck those rabbik balls dry.”

There was nothing Percy could do to resist the downward slide of Lilana’s big, juicy, steamy hot cunt. It engulfed him down to his root and slid back up again to his tip as the mighty orc captain rode him. Her tits bounced free of his face, allowing him to see the statuesque green beauty kneeling upright atop his body. The cot shook beneath their combined weight as she furiously worked her hips and rode Percy’s cock.

“Ohhhh! Miss! Captain!” cried Percy, squeezing her hips and trying to urge her to slow down.

“That’s right, Percy! Pound me with your pink carrot! Ohhhhh fuck!” She rode him harder, slamming the legs loose on her cot and causing it to bang flat onto the floor. She didn’t care, she was slamming her big orc ass down onto him and engulfing his cock to the very base. She reached beneath his hardness with a practice-worn hand and cupped his tightening balls.

“Captain, please,” moaned Percy. “You’re so beautiful… so warm… I am going to explode!”

“That’s what I want, silly rabbit!” she cried. “Cum for me! Show your captain how much you liked serving her by blasting her full of your bunny batter!”

“Ooooohhh! Yes, sir! Ma’am! Miss! OOOOoooooOOooo!”

Percy’s long ears pinned back against his head as he thrust upwards with enough force to bury the full length of his cock into Lilana’s clutching cunny. Her deeper howl of pleasure overwhelmed the sound Percy was making. She roared and beat her ass against him. Her pussy squeezing tight and taking spurt after spurt of his hot rabbik seed. He clung to her ass with both hands, nearly lifting his whole body off the ground as he tried to climb cock-first into her cunt.

Lilana’s pleasure reverberated through the room as her mighty orc pussy drained Percy’s load. Even after he’d cum, she kept riding, stirring the saucy spunk inside her until it oozed out in frothy droplets. She locked eyes with him, sweaty and intense, and she rode his hardness until he was ready to cum again.

It was all Percy could do not to explode inside her once more, but this time Lilana lifted her hips, grabbed his messy cock, and buried it between her tits. She locked eyes with Percy and milked out a fresh payload of his jizz between her magnificent green mounds.

“Nooww, mmmmm, delicious,” She moaned, licking the narrow tip of Percy’s cock. “We can start for real.”

“We haven’t started?” gasped Percy, trying to pull his sensitive cock away from her tongue.

“Oh, no, Percy,” laughed Lilana. “I hope rabbiks are nocturnal, because I’m going to fuck you all night long.”

Percy had every reason to believe that the comely half-orc would follow through on her threat. It was going to be a very long night.
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The Castle Bunny

Percy Cottontail was very sad to leave the company of Captain Lilana. Even though she could be a bit stern, he liked her very much, and would miss their sparring practice that always ended with Percy on his back between Lilana’s powerful green thighs. As much fun as it was, he knew she was wearing him out, so going to the castle to work as a dishwasher might just save his life.

He tucked his rabbit ears beneath a cap and kept his cottontail stuffed into the back of the trousers Lilana had given him. The castle was made of big white stone. It was the biggest house Percy had ever seen and full to the brim with bustling servants making the last preparations for the wedding. Princess Madelyne was engaged to be wed to Lord Ulrich in just two more days.

Of course, Percy was finding it very difficult to get much work done as a dishwasher with the buxom waitresses and cook girls fawning over him in the kitchen.

“Look at how cute he is,” giggled one, prodding Percy’s nose. “Where did they find this boy?”

“The guard captain sent him up,” said one of the very buxom cooks. She hooked a finger into Percy’s trousers for a look at what he had inside. “Ooooo. Now that’s a big one.”

“Lemme see,” cried one of the waitresses, leaning down so that her powdered breasts were practically smashed into Percy’s face. He held his cap on over his ears so they wouldn’t notice that he wasn’t human or elf. Three waitresses squeezed against him to look at his cock. “Oooooo. It’s so big and pointy.”

“And pink!”

“It’s shaped like a carrot!”

“Oooooh, wouldn’t mind makin’ a snack of that one,” said the cook, reaching her hand into Percy’s trousers.

“Heyyyy,” cried Percy, finally managing to break free. “Chef Pordly told me to take some food up to the princess.”

He danced out of their reach as the waitresses – five now – giggled and chased after him. He managed to reach Chef Pordly. The fat, ugly chef was waiting with a silver tray heaped with food and sweet chocolate. The waitresses saw the dour chef and backed away.

“There you are, welp,” growled the chef, grabbing Percy by his collar. “The princess doesn’t like me to bring her food. Said she wants a serving boy. So you’re the boy. Put on that apron over there and take her food up to her room.”

“Y-yes, sir,” said Percy, nervously balancing the tray and setting off through the enormous castle for the quarters of the princess.

It was easy to get lost in Castle Humphry, especially with everyone so busy setting up tables, hanging garlands, and making other preparations for the wedding. He blundered into Lord Ulrich who was preening in front of a mirror and nearly spilled chocolate all over the knight’s trousers.

Lord Ulrich was tall and muscular, with black hair he wore short, oiled, and parted above a face with severe features and hard blue eyes. A large, dark mole decorated his cheek. He was ugly in the powdered way of aristocracy. He looked like a ghoul to Percy, but the way the waitresses talked about Lord Ulrich told him that his wealth and power made him desirable.

“Watch where you are going, you little buffoon,” snarled Lord Ulrich. “Who are you? What are you doing with that tray?”

“Waiter, sir, my lord,” said Percy, squirming beneath the knight’s angry gaze. Percy rebalanced dishes and cups on the tray to keep from spilling anything. “I’m, uh, taking this to the princess. Your wife. Your fiancée, sir. My lord.”

“Well, don’t keep her waiting, you fey little wretch,” said Lord Ulrich, turning his back on Percy to look at himself in the mirror. “I believe she is practicing her singing lesson in her room. I heard her singing something when I knocked earlier. Just up the stairs there. Two flights. Go. GO!”

“Y-yes!” Percy jumped to action, scampering up the stairs and finding himself on the upper level of the castle. He didn’t hear any singing, but he found an ornate door surrounded by flowers that he knew must belong to Princess Madelyne.

Percy took a deep breath and knocked lightly.

The door opened almost at once and Percy was surprised to be greeted by a smiling man with mussed brown hair and one suspender hanging from his shoulder. He was handsome and lantern jawed and looked down at Percy in a friendly manner.

“Why, hello, lad,” said the man. “What do you have there?”

“F-food for, um, Princess Madelyne.”

“Who is it, Dolf?” called a soft voice from behind the man.

“A handsome little rascal with a tray of sweets for you,” said the man, plucking a strawberry from the tray, dipping it in chocolate, and popping it into his mouth. “Shall I send him off?”

“No, no,” said the voice, coming closer. “My, ah, riding lesson is done for the day. You go back to the stables. I shall have my lunch.”

“See you soon then, Maddy,” said the man, giving the woman a wink and squeezing out the door past Percy.

Princess Madelyne appeared, backlit by morning’s golden light, and Percy fell instantly and deeply in love. She was a picture of refinement, golden-haired, gorgeous, with soft pink lips, pale blue eyes, and an ample bust that she kept restrained by her bodice. She was taller than Percy, though nowhere near as tall as many of the women he had served lately.

“Oh, my, aren’t you cute!” Princess Madelyne cried, stepping back from the door. “Come in, come in. Put the tray down on the table just there. Yes. That’s it. Turn around for me. Who… what are you? A man?”

“N-no,” said Percy, slowly doffing his cap and allowing his ears to spring free and stick up from his head. “I’m a half-rabbik. My mother was an elf.”

“Oh, that explains it,” said the princess. “Well, I’ve never seen a creature so handsome as you before. Come, sit with me a while, won’t you?”

Percy nodded and started to sit down across from the princess at her small table among the billowing curtains of her balcony.

“No, no, not there,” said the princess. “Here on the bench beside me. Sit.”

Percy squeezed onto the narrow bench, doing his best not to sit on the lovely white skirt of the princess. His heart beat a heavy rhythm in his chest, and he stared up at her adoringly. A single curly lock of hair hung over her cheek and Percy longed to push it back from her face. She was so innocent and lovely. He wondered if she might be a virgin.

“You are one of the new boys, aren’t you?” The princess spooned cream onto her cereal, glancing over at Percy. “I heard there was a goblin loose in Wittenburg. That is what Lord Ulrich says anyway. He’s worried, I think, that the little creature might try to climb into my bed and have its way with me.”

Percy’s cheeks grew hot at as he imagined a scrawny little goblin tearing open Princess Madelyn’s bodice to get at her soft breasts.

“Ah, no, miss,” said Percy. “There’s no goblins. I think it was a mistake. Some folks, well, um, I got into a bit of trouble, you see, and maybe they mistook me—”

“Oh, it was you!?” Princess Madelyne laughed. “How delightful! Well, do not worry. I shall not tell anyone about you. What was your name?”

“Percy, my lady. Percy Cottontail.”

“A pleasure to meet you,” said the princess and shook his hand.

Percy could not keep the smile from his face.

“I am here to serve you, my lady,” he said. “Anything you need. I worked for Captain Lilana, and a witch, and on a farm!”

“My, my, you must know a lot about the world,” said the princess. “You have had such adventures. I wish I could have adventures like that. I am shut up here in Castle Humphry with only the servants to talk with. I wonder… would it be impertinent for me to ask a question of you? A personal one?”

“No!” cried Percy, almost desperate to give the princess her heart’s desire. “Whatever you ask, I will tell you the truth!”

“Oh, now there is a dangerous promise,” chuckled the princess. “But I will ask you a question that is not too difficult. You see, I have always heard the rabbiks are insatiable when it comes to matters of lust. Have you… in all your adventures… have you ever been with a woman?”

“You mean for pleasure? For mating?” Percy nodded eagerly. “Yes, my lady, many times.”

“So honest! How remarkable!” Princess Madelyne clasped a hand to the swell of her bosom. “I must admit… I am jealous. Trapped here in the castle…”

“You haven’t had a chance to feel such pleasure?” Percy’s heart swelled with sympathy for the princess.

Princess Madelyne pouted her lower lip and shook her head sadly. She looked at Percy as she licked the cream from the silver spoon in her hands.

“I’m afraid that on my wedding night, in only two days, I might be very inexperienced.” She set the silver spoon down. “Perhaps you could help me, Percy. There must be some secrets you know that would help me to please my husband. After all, Lord Ulrich is a man of action. He has no doubt sheathed his saber in more than one beautiful damsel. I should not want to let him down.”

“Oh, no, that would be terrible,” agreed Percy, shaking his head vehemently. “I will help you however you wish, my lady. Anything.”

“Ah, there you go again, making dangerous promises to me,” she giggled and put her soft hand atop his. “Now, I know this is very impertinent of me, but do you think that you might show me the sword you carry. That way I might compare it to my husband’s own fleshy sword on the night of our honeymoon.”

“Of course, my lady!” cried Percy, springing up from the bench and climbing atop a chair beside the princess. She covered her mouth with laughter as he shucked off his apron, untied his belt, and dropped his trousers down his slender legs. The straining pink length of his cock bounced free of his undershorts and stood up straight and at attention.

“Oh, my!” cried Princess Madelyne. “Why… that’s enormous. It’s even bigger than the stable boy’s that… that I read about in a book of erotica. To think that such a slender young man as you has such a weapon tucked away in his pants.”

“Do you think it’s even bigger than Lord Ulrich’s?” wondered Percy.

“Perhaps not in totality,” said Princess Madelyne, leaning closer to Percy and studying his stiff prick. “Though certainly in comparison to your size. Why… now that I look at your strange cock… maybe it does outmatch Lord Ulrich’s. I mean, only guessing by the bulge in his trousers and what I’ve heard from a scullery maid or two.”

Percy beamed proudly, thrusting his hips with excitement, and making his cock wag slowly up and down against the fuzzy pouch of his bollocks. Princess Madelyne laughed with delight and clapped her hands.

“Oh, now that is fun! Say, Percy, would you mind if I touched it?”

“No! Of course not, my lady! Touch it as much as… oooooooohhhhh…”

Her hand was so soft and warm around his cock that Percy thought he might burst into her hand at the slightest squeeze. Her thumb caressed the ridge of his tapered cockhead. Her fingers played over the oily tip, spreading his precum. She pumped her hand steadily on his shaft, her cleavage jiggling in her corseted bodice.

“Ohhh, princess,” moaned Percy, his eyes rolling with the pleasure of her hand. “There is nothing I can teach you about your hand. You have mastered… mastered that skill.”

“Really? You think?” Princess Madelyne wet her pink lips. “Perhaps you could teach me how to use… my mouth.”

She leaned forward and took his cock between those soft, inviting lips. Warm wetness enveloped Percy down to his root. Her silky soft throat parted to his tip and Percy let out a strangled cry as his cock began to throb. With a rush of pleasure, Percy pushed deeper, pressing his flat abdomen against Madelyne’s nose and unleashing his seed in hot, rushing spasms down her throat.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned around him, her acceptance vibrating through his pulsating bollocks. She sucked him without stopping. Spurt after spurt of his seed gulped down without a complaint from the beautiful princess.

She popped her lips free with the softest gasp and licked them clean.

“Oh, my, that was delicious,” she said. “I prefer your cream to the dish on my tray.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Percy. “But how did you… how did you know to do it like that?”

“Oh, well, it seemed the proper way,” giggled Princess Madelyne. She reached for the laces of her overstuffed bodice, but before she could free her breasts from their prison, there was a knock on the door.

“Young lady,” called a woman’s voice. “It is past the hour for your final fitting. Giuseppe is waiting for you in the dressing salon.”

“Yes, coming mother,” called the princess. “Just finishing up… my lunch here.”

“Oh, I hope you haven’t eaten too much or your dress won’t fit properly,” said the queen through the door.

“Only a bit of cream,” said Princess Madelyne and she winked at Percy and gave his cock a poke with her fingertip.

“Very good,” said the queen. “Well, do not dawdle. We will be waiting.”

Percy let out a relieved sigh as the queen’s footsteps receded from the door. The last thing he wanted to do was get the princess in any trouble before her wedding. After all, she was an innocent, virginal beauty, sent down from the heavens and bathed in golden light. If it was known she had the new serving boy in her room with his trousers down, there might have been a scandal.

Thinking that, he pulled his trousers up and began to tie them.

“What are you doing?” asked the princess.

“Your mother said that—”

“Oh, I suppose you’re right,” sighed Princess Madelyne. “But I feel like our lesson had only just begun. Isn’t there more you can teach me?”

“Well, I suppose there are many things I know about,” said Percy. “All different sorts of ways to give your, ah, husband pleasures. But with the wedding so close and your guests already arriving, how will there be time?”

“We shall have to cram a lot of studying into these last days of freedom,” said the princess. “The rehearsal dinner is tonight, but afterwards I will have some time alone. Come to me in my room, Percy. Climb up through the balcony. Do not fear, there are never guards patrolling the courtyard. I will be waiting for you. We can continue the lesson then.”

“Of course, my lady,” said Percy, offering her a salute.

He hopped down off the chair and started to gather up the tray. Princess Madelyne caught his hand and pulled him closer for an embrace. Percy kissed the princess on her cheek. She laughed, looked him in the eyes, and planted a passionate kiss on his lips.

That was heaven. Her sweet tongue thrusting into his mouth. Her hand squeezing his cock through his trousers.

He staggered out of her bedroom in a daze. Poor Percy could hardly wait for the lesson to continue.
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The Queen for a Day

Fortune had at last smiled upon Percy Cottontail. After leaving the warren of the rabbiks and traveling across the countryside, after being lured into lewd acts by a farmer and his wife, milked by a curvy witch, and punished repeatedly by a stern orc guard captain, Percy had at last found his true calling in life. He was the devoted servant of Princess Madelyne, the golden-haired, innocent beauty about to be married to the pompous Lord Ulrich.

But with the marriage to Lord Ulrich fast approaching, Princess Madelyne needed Percy’s help more than ever to learn the ways of pleasuring her husband on the night of her wedding. That was why she had scheduled a late-night visit from Percy following her final rehearsal dinner in Castle Humphry.

Percy served as a waiter at the dinner, watching the gorgeous princess in a flowery pink dress seated at the head of the banquet table. A buxom angel with a soft laugh and a disarming smile. Blue eyes that sparkled in the light of the candles set upon her table. She sat next to Lord Ulrich, with his oily hair and unpleasant sneer in his crisp military uniform, and beside her mother. It was not hard to see where the princess had inherited her beauty.

Queen Karina was immensely buxom and round in the hips, a similar smile and smoky blue eyes to her daughter, with a woven basket of pale golden hair threaded with pearls atop her head and a powdered face accentuated with a black beauty mark just above her crimson lips. She was a beauty, to be sure, but an ageing one, a dimming star in comparison to the golden radiance of her daughter.

Beside the queen sat the king, elderly and seemingly barely conscious. The shriveled old king was lost beneath the cockeyed crown atop his head, his huge leonine robe, and the bushy white eyebrows upon his face. When formality required him to rise and give a toast to the couple, he raised his cup with a trembling hand and Queen Karina had to lean close and repeat his words to the crowd.

When it was Princess Madelyne’s turn to speak, Percy was called away by his duties as a waiter. It was almost time to serve dessert and Chef Pordly needed everyone ready to rush back out with the goljar jelly flan the moment the princess was finished.

“I want you serving while they are still clapping,” said the chef, his jowls wobbling like the dishes of flan as he marched past the lineup of waiters and waitresses. Percy, his tray covered with plates of flan drizzled in the ruby red jelly, was straining to pick out the words of Princess Madelyne. If he closed his eyes, he could still see her smile. Still feel her hand upon him. Still know the pleasure of her warm, innocent mouth wrapped around his cock.

“Careful, you rabbit-eared oaf!” cried one of the waitresses as Percy’s tray nearly tipped onto hers.

“S-sorry,” he said, straightening up and narrowly avoiding a catastrophic spill.

The moment the applause began for Princess Madelyne’s speech, the doors were opened, and the waiters and waitresses came pouring out of the kitchen. Percy served the table he had been assigned, but most of his attention was on Madelyne. Those blue eyes beneath her long eyelashes. Her delicate nose. Those pink lips curling into a smile. He could hear her laugh over the murmur of conversation.

It was at that moment, Percy realized he was madly, stupidly, uncontrollably in love with the princess. A beauty with no comparison. An innocence that needed to be protected. It filled him with seething anger to even glance in Lord Ulrich’s direction. To imagine that such an unpleasant man could ever be the husband of an angel like Madelyne was almost enough to make Percy fling his tray down and leap onto a table to challenge Lord Ulrich to a duel.

It was fortunate the young rabbik exercised restraint, what with Percy having absolutely no experience fighting, and Lord Ulrich being a decorated knight known to enjoy killing men in duels. Instead, Percy served dessert as he was told, waited for the dinner to end, cleared tables, cleaned dishes, and finally, exhausted, was allowed to retire to his tiny room for the night.

Percy had no intention of lying down on his cot and going to sleep. He changed out of his work clothes and slipped out of his quarters in the castle. He crept through the corridors, avoiding servants and guards alike.

Princess Madelyne had asked him to climb from the inner courtyard onto her balcony for a late-night rendezvous so that he could use his experiences in the world to teach the innocent princess how to please her husband. He had already made up his mind to teach her of pleasure so well that she would not be able to marry Lord Ulrich. Then he would run off with her and they could be together. Or he would marry her and become king. He hadn’t quite decided which plan was better.

“I’ll ask the princess which idea she likes better,” whispered Percy, slipping out into the courtyard. He could see the lantern lit behind the curtains of Princess Madelyne’s courtyard balcony. He crept across the yard and to the castle wall. Rabbiks were not particularly good climbers, but the castle wall there seemed almost designed to allow someone to climb up to the balcony. After a few cautious attempts, Percy clambered up to the second floor and then, almost, to the third.

He could hear something from Madelyne’s balcony. It sounded almost like a song.

“OooooOOOooo,” cooed the princess. “That’s a naughty boy.”

Percy’s cock jumped in his trousers at the sound of her voice. He heard what sounded like a clap of hands and several singsong yelps from the princess.

“Princess,” he called out as loudly as he dared. “Princess Madelyne! It’s me!”

He reached the balcony railing and scrambled to hang onto it. A silhouette approached the curtains and drew them open just enough for Madelyne to thrust her head through. Her hair was mussed, her face flushed.

“Oh, little rabbit fellow,” she giggled. There was a clap from behind the curtain and her eyes widened. She stuck her head back through and hissed, “Stop that! Hands off for a minute! Oh, alright, you can keep one hand… there. Mmmm.”

“Princess?” Percy called softly, his brow furrowing with confusion.

She stuck her head back through the curtain again, hands holding it tight against her neck so he could see nothing past her chin.

“Look, Percy, wasn’t it? I know I told you to pay me a vist – OOOOooOOOooo – but I am very busy at the moment with… mmmm.” She bit her lower lip and her eyelids fluttered for a moment. Whatever was happening on the other side of that curtain seemed very distracting. She shook her head as if shaking off cobwebs and focused on Percy again. “Percy, mmmm, my mother, she has been most bothersome, coming by over and over again as if I might run off to escape my marriage. Mmmmmm. Oh, that’s good. Right there. Don’t stop.”

“Don’t stop?”

“Just, um, having some final adjustments made to my dress. Some, mmmmmm, spots need, ahhhh, extra attention. What I mean to say, Percy, is that it would mean ever so much to me if you could go and pay my mother a visit. Take her some warm milk and that delicious honey cake that was served this afternoon with tea.”

“And then I could see you?”

“Yesssss. Oh, by the gods, yesssss!” cried Madelyne.

The curtain parted for a moment and Percy saw that there was a man kneeling behind Madelyne. She seemed to be naked save for a half-open bodice and a pair of lacy panties, which did not make very much sense. And Percy could not figure out why the tailor – a muscular older man with gray hair and battle scars on his bare chest and face – needed to also be almost naked and grabbing the princess by her bottom with both hands.

The curtain closed again, and the princess called out, “See to my mother, Percy. Please!”

She giggled and moaned and moved away from the balcony. Jealousy burned in Percy’s cheeks. He might have been a rabbik ignorant of the ways of humans, but he was not a complete fool. He knew that was no tailor. He had seen the man at the rehearsal dinner. Sir Edgard, one of the knights seated far away from the king and queen. Not in favor in the court, not wealthy, but clearly with qualities that the princess appreciated.

“He’s trying to take her away from me,” growled Percy, feeling jealous anger for the first time of his life. “Well, I won’t let that happen. I will show him. I will take care of the queen and come right back to sweep the princess off her feet.”

Percy climbed back down and back into the castle. He crept through the halls to the kitchen. It was still bustling with cooks doing prep work for the main feast in less than two days. They paid the skinny little rabbik little mind. He was able to warm a bottle of milk and arranged several honey cakes on a tray. He put on a clean kitchen apron over his sleeping clothes and walked through the castle like he was on duty.

The queen’s private chamber was in the wing of the castle far away from her husband and her daughter. She was a private woman, once the belle of the court, but now, in her middle age, spent her time attending to the affairs of her husband’s kingdom. She stayed up late, seeing to a small empire, planning out the details of her daughter’s wedding, and reading countless rare books. When she missed her supper two nights earlier, Percy had brought her something to eat in her room. She hadn’t even opened the door that night.

He reached her door, balanced the tray against him, and knocked at the heavy door.

“Yes? What is it?” called the queen.

“Your Majesty, your daughter sent me to bring you some warm milk and tea cakes,” said Percy.

“Did she, now,” chuckled the queen. “Just a moment.”

She shuffled around and approached the door. Percy almost gasped when she opened the door. Even with her makeup removed and dressed in nothing but a robe and a corset, she was beautiful. Yes, time showed in lines on her face, a certain pudginess to her body and her cheeks, but her blue eyes sparkled, and her lips were plump and lovely. Her cleavage, visible in the neck of her quilted robe, was deep and inviting.

“Well, well, you’re that rabbik that was hired,” said the queen. “I heard about you. Have you been skulking around my daughter’s room?”

“Um, no, miss, your majesty, queen,” stammered Percy.

“At this late hour, you may call me Karina,” said the queen. She stepped back from the door, holding it open to allow Percy into her private quarters. “What are you called, my boy?”

“Th-thank you, miss, um, Karina,” he said. “I’m called Percy.”

He carefully carried the tray into the room, surprised that he entered a study rather than a bedroom, although there was a small bedchamber visible adjoining the study. He placed the tray on a desk strewn with ledgers, scrolls, and stacks of books. He poured the steaming milk from the pitcher into a golden goblet.

“You’re a rather fit fellow,” said the queen, settling her ample posterior on her chair and looking Percy over. “I’m sure my daughter has taken an interest in you, but it had better be a chaste one.”

“Oh, yes, miss, ah, Karina,” said Percy, stiffening up in more ways than one at the way the queen was looking at him. “I wouldn’t think of, um, I mean, with the wedding, and I’m just a servant.”

“Yes, yes, but my daughter has wicked ways,” said the queen, taking a sip of the milk and sighing. She picked up one of the honey cakes, ate it in two bites, and brushed crumbs from the tops of her breasts. “Mmmm. So she sent you here to keep me distracted, did she?”

“She wanted me to take care of you, Karina,” said Percy.

“Yes, I’m certain, but I am not like her,” said the queen. “Not to be distracted. And not about to allow her to let herself be sullied by that fencing instructor. Or was it the stable boy?”

“Um, it was one of the knights, I believe,” said Percy.

“And you were going to distract me to help him defile my daughter?”

“N-no!” Percy blanched.

The queen laughed at his sudden shock and put a calming hand on Percy’s arm. She flipped a switch on her desk and almost immediately a tinny voice emerged from a brass horn next to the switch.

“Yes, Your Majesty?”

“Valmont, send guards to my daughter’s room every five minutes,” said the queen. “No need to enter, but I want them to knock and ask her if she is alright. She will get very cross but keep pestering her.”

“Yes, Your Majesty!” replied the tinny voice and the queen flicked the switch again. She turned back to Percy. “That should keep Madelyne from getting her royal womb stuffed with the seed of some potato knight. As for you, Percy, I think I should like a bit of a distraction. You’re a handsome boy. Have you ever fucked a queen?”

“What?”

“The question was simple,” said Karina, reaching around Percy’s neck and untying his apron. “But I Suppose your shock is answer enough. Let’s get this off you… there we are. Oh, yes, you’re quite fit. Almost human, but a little fuzzy in places. What about… here…”

She reached her hand into his trousers and her fingers wrapped around his cock.

“Oh, my, yes,” said the queen. “Would you like to show that to me, Percy? I will not make you, but I think—”

Percy found that he could not control himself any longer. After being frustrated at the balcony of the princess and now faced with her mother, who looked like an older, rounder version of the woman he loved, he threw his arms around the queen and pressed a kiss to her lips. It was a shocking act. One that could have seen him flogged or imprisoned. And the queen was surprised by it. She pulled back from his lips and held him at a distance.

“What was that, young man?” she gasped, somewhere between incensed and thrilled by his brazen kiss.

“It’s just… you’re… you are so beautiful,” he said, unable to voice his feelings for the queen’s daughter. “Forgive me, I couldn’t—”

It was her turn to surprise him with a kiss. She ran her fingers through his hair and drew him tightly against her corseted bosoms. Her lips sweet from the honeycakes. Her tongue probing into his mouth and tasting his innocence. Her dormant mature passion stoked by his youthful vigor. Her hands roamed over his body and Percy replied in kind, pressing the robe from her shoulders and moaning lustily.

“To the bed,” gasped the queen. “If you are game.”

“Yes, your miss majesty,” he said, flushed and exuberant. “Karina.”

She laughed and took his hand, pulling him from her crowded study and back to her four-poster with its maps and dressing dolls and lingerie. She slipped entirely out of her robe and unbuckled her corset, her breasts large and yet not badly sagging. Lined with red from the corset, nipples thick and stiff and brownish pink. She slipped offer night trousers and revealed her thatched blonde cunt. She unpinned her hair and long, golden curls spilled down her shoulders and back and teased the tops of her breasts.

“There you are, Percy,” she gasped, sitting back on the bed and parting her thighs. “You have seen a queen naked. What shall you do about that?”

Percy shucked off his sleeping clothes without hesitation. The queen’s blue eyes twinkled with delight at the sight of his slender, fuzzy body and stiff pink cock with its tapered head. He climbed atop her on the bed, kissing her passionately and with little restraint. Her aging beauty had inspired in him a certain confidence he had never experienced. He took hold of her soft tits, squeezing them together and letting his kisses and his tongue run over her nipples. He looked up at her, eliciting a gasp from the queen as he sucked at her big, soft breasts.

And moved lower. Kissing. Down between those thick thighs. To explore the hot, raunchy, womanly folds of her cunt. To put everything he had learned in his adventure to good use in pleasuring this mature beauty. He spread her fleshy folds and tongued the fat bud of her clit. He sucked it and plundered her with two fingers. Three. Four.

“Ooohhhhhh! Percy! You know my secrets!” She bucked against his face, holding the back of his head and smearing her flowing nectar against his face. She came for him, gasping, shuddering, thighs shaking with the intensity of her heat.

Percy crawled from between those trembling thighs and climbed atop her again. He kissed her with her own sweetness on his lips. He guided his cock to her hot, slippery folds without hesitation, his hands upon her heavy legs as he bent them back and pushed inside her.

“Is this what you desired, Karina?” he gasped, rutting into her with the furious strokes of a rabbik in rut. “Is this…what you craved!?”

“Yes!” cried the queen, her golden hair spread out about her head upon the pillows and her big, soft tits bouncing and splashing atop her body with each intense stroke of Percy’s cock.

He held out longer than he ever had before. Some part of him was determined to please this lonely queen. Like her husband could not. Like no man ever had.

He made her cum once for him and then turned her over. She lay flat and he against the shapely mound of her ass, his long pink carrot plunging deep with every thrust. His cock twitching inside her until she was clawing at the bed and wriggling back against him.

“Again, Karina,” he yipped. “Do it again for me!”

“Yesssss! My little rabbik loveboy!” The queen bucked back against him, cumming so hard that her silky cunt became a vise around him. One that he could not escape. One that he dared not leave.

He fell atop her back, kissing her shoulder and neck, plowing into her cove until the rush of pleasure overtook him. With a surprised howl he hilted in the queen’s hot cunt and let loose with torrents of rabbik seed. He did not care or even consider any consequences as he emptied his throbbing stones deep into the snug warmth of the queen’s quim.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, trembling beneath him and squeezing out every drop from his cock. “Oh, what a good bunny boy. Yesssssss. That’s it. Queen Karina needs every warm pump of that cum.”

He finally rolled beside her, and she turned to face him, her breasts heaped together and glistening with sweat. His cum leaking from between her thighs. Flushed and smiling and out of breath.

“My, my,” she gasped. “I haven’t been fucked like that in years. Perhaps I’ll keep you around. Would you like that, Percy?”

Her fingers toyed with his fuzzy chest. He looked at her, seeing Madelyne as much as he saw Karina in the queen’s face.

He nodded, his cock still twitching with aftershocks of his intense climax.

“Y-yes, I think I would,” he admitted.
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On Her Majesty’s Secret Surveillance

Percy Cottontail blinked at the thick haze of incense that hung in the air of the queen’s bedchamber. The strong, perfumed smell could not quite cover the lingering, raunchy musk of sex. The first light of dawn spilled through leaded windows, forming diamonds of red and gold upon the embroidered bedding.

Queen Karina was sitting up and waiting for Percy in her four-poster bed, propped up on pillows, with the down duvet tucked over her enormous breasts and covering her voluptuous body. Her golden curls spilled over her bare shoulders. She was smiling slightly with the remnants of her crimson lipstick smeared all the way to dark smudge of her beauty mark. She had a healthy, natural flush to her face and a hint of sweat upon her brow. Her blue eyes were lidded as she watched Percy approach her bedside with a tray of refreshments.

“Some caffa and tea and more honey cakes to start the day, Your Majesty,” said Percy, gingerly setting the tray on the queen’s bedside table.

She smiled at him but said nothing and only watched. Percy poured her a cup of caffa and added some milk and cubed sugar. He stirred gently and handed her the delicate cup. She looked up at him, sipped the caffa, and then patted the bed beside her.

Percy could hear the musicians practicing for the wedding that evening. The castle was a frenzy of activity and people had been asking why Queen Karina had not emerged from her private quarters to oversee the final preparations. Many of the servants feared the queen’s wrath and were too timid to go knocking on her door. Percy had volunteered.

It was his duty to serve the queen. One he took very seriously after last night’s agreement with the beautiful older woman. He was not sure what his job would be called exactly, but he knew he was no longer a mere waiter in the castle.

She patted the bed again, a frown of impatience curling her lips. Percy hastened around to the other side of the bed, untied his apron, and climbed onto the bed beside the curvy queen. Her bust jiggled with the motion of his weight on the bed. He found he could not look away from those great, creamy mounds shuddering beneath the temporary bodice of the duvet.

Queen Karina smirked at his attention and slowly loosened the duvet. She let it slide down from her enormous breasts, dragging slowly over the reddish brown thickness of her nipples and drop over the softness of her tummy. She curled a hand around Percy’s head and drew his face down to her left breast. Her scent enveloped him and Percy, acting on instinct, embraced the queen’s luscious bust and began to fondle and suck from her tits.

“There’s a good boy,” she finally said, stroking the back of his head as he mashed her tits against his whiskered face and tongued and slurped the reddish caps of her tender titflesh. The queen moaned and pulled the duvet lower, revealing her complete nakedness beneath the duvet. In the morning light, her defects were on display. Cellulite and middle-aged paunch at odds with her ravishing golden-haired beauty.

Percy did not care. He saw the young and angelic Princess Madelyne in the queen’s face, and he nuzzled those huge, soft tits as though they belonged to Karina’s daughter.

“They are waiting for you, mmmmm, in the dining hall,” moaned Percy between kisses and slurps. “The king’s advisers, the wedding planner, even Lord Ulrich.”

“Mmmmm, let them wait,” moaned the queen, combing her fingers through Percy’s hair and tickling his fuzzy bunny ears. “I need one more good fuck to get me out of bed. Think you can manage, my boy?”

“Anything for you, My Queen,” gasped Percy, moving down her soft, voluptuous body.

She chuckled and parted her thick thighs, watching as Percy descended between them and guiding him with her hand. Percy had learned many things in his time on the surface outside the warren and one was that human women loved to be licked. Percy didn’t mind as he tongued the hot folds and salty tang of the queen’s cunt. He tickled her with his whiskers, and she giggled and bucked against his lapping tongue.

“My daughter shall be in high dudgeon today if things do not go smoothly,” moaned Queen Karina, rolling her hips and making her tits bounce as she fucked against Percy’s tongue. “You will see to it that she does not manage to spoil things herself, won’t you, Percy?”

“Mmmmmhmmm,” he agreed, practically smothered between the queen’s soft, dimpled thighs. His tongue buried in the hot, drenching passage of her cunt.

“Good boy,” moaned the queen, her breathing growing heavier and her thrusting hips intensifying. “I should not like to see her impregnated by one of her countless suitors on the very day of her wedding to Lord Ulrich.”

Percy tried to ask the queen why such a wonderful girl as Princess Madelyne was marrying a dour old prig like Lord Ulrich, but it was hard to get a word out with the queen soaking his face with her nectar.

“Thaaat’s it,” she cried, bucking hard against his face. “Ohhhhh, my little bunny boy, you’re such a good… good little… ahhhhHHH!”

She threw back her head and sang her pleasure as her cum gushed into Percy’s mouth and all down his chin. He lapped up what he could as the rest soaked her bedding and drenched her thighs.

“Oh, Percy, more,” she moaned, letting him up from between her legs. “I need to be taken by that bunny prick of yours. Your queen demands it.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” he moaned, climbing atop her and yanking open his trousers. Karina’s hand beat Percy’s to his cock. She grabbed hold of it, wanking it from its wide root to its slender tip, and guiding it to the hot, soaking folds of her cunt.

Percy felt small climbing atop the voluptuous queen, but his big rabbik cock was more than up to the task of pleasuring her very wet and very warm royal cunt. He plunged deep with a stroke, pushing her fingers aside to grasp her soft titflesh in both hands. He used her squeezable tits as handles as he plowed his twitching carrot in and out of the queen’s snug pleasure purse.

“That’s it,” she cried, bucking beneath him. “Oh, my gods, yes. Don’t stop. Hold out, my handsome bunny boy. Not yet. Oh, but I want it inside me. Will you cum inside me?”

“If you… you’d like that,” panted Percy, plowing potently into the queen’s pussy.

“Very much,” moaned the queen, wrapping her long, ample legs around him and drawing him deeper.

She surprised Percy with a passionate kiss. He didn’t really think the queen should be kissing a servant like that, but he was in no place to object and instead eagerly returned her thrusting tongue. Their mouths grew hotter and sloppier, lips smeared with saliva and tongues twisting together as Percy urgently pounded into the queen’s quivering quim.

“Mmmmmm!” cried Percy, unable to hold back his surging pleasure. He rutted desperately into the queen, feeling her tighten around him. He managed to hold back just long enough, until he felt the first tremors of the queen’s ecstasy. Then he let loose with gushing spurts of his bunny ball sauce, drenching the royal womb, and leaving her overflowing with his ecstasy.

“Oh, yes, that’s it, Percy,” she cried, tossing her head among the piled pillows. “Oh, shoot that filthy seed into your queen! Cum! Ohhhhh! There’s so much of it leaking out of me! It’s so revolting! I love it!”

He gave her every last twitch of his cum and eased out of her quivering folds, watching the spill of his milky seed from her blushing depths. The crinkled divot of her asshole clenched as silky spunk drooled down her crack.

“Very good, Percy, but there is no time to admire your artistry,” scolded Queen Karina. “My daughter is likely already up to trouble and I am entrusting you with protecting her from far worse. Are you up to that task?”

“Yes, Your Majesty!” cried Percy, hopping from the bed, and saluting awkwardly as he pulled on his trousers and buttoned up his uniform jacket.

“Good,” said the queen. “Report to me before dinner tonight. I will see you are excused from your usual duties as a servant so long as you are working for me.”

“Yes, thank you, Your Majesty,” said Percy, retreating from her quarters.

A Most Unpleasant Duty

Percy had enjoyed his duties as the queen’s pleasure pet, but he soon learned that keeping her daughter from getting into trouble was a thankless and humiliating task. The gorgeous Princess Madelyne, buxom and beautiful, young and blushing and flirtatious, surrounded herself with hazards to Percy’s sanity.

First, there was the tutor, Hector, giving her a final etiquette lesson before the wedding. The man was quite handsome in the way of an oiled gentleman, with his tiny black mustache and his immaculate black jacket and trousers. He had little dark eyes that stared eagerly down the princess’ blouse. He had his hand beneath her skirt and was kissing her neck when Percy found them in the private study of the princess.

“Sit up straight,” he purred in her ear. “That’s it. You must concentrate on your presentation. Oh, my, no matter the distraction.”

“Mmmmmm, yessss,” moaned the princess, rocking her hips almost imperceptibly as the tutor plundered her with his fingers.

“A good girl gets a reward,” said Hector, kissing her neck again. “If you can maintain your posture, I will let you practice on my lap.”

“Oh, your lap?” gasped the princess, rocking a little more urgently. “On the day of my wedding?”

“The very same,” murmured the tutor. “What a delight for you to go to his arms, to your wedding bed, after having a good sit on my lap.”

“Ooooo,” cooed Princess Madelyne, her pink lips parting in a moan of pleasure as she clasped her hands to her bodice.

Despite her obvious distraction, the princess managed to remain sitting up straight. Percy stared with growing anger as Hector’s hand moved rhythmically beneath Madelyne’s skirt. As the flush spread on her face and she began to bite her lower lip. As her soft breasts heaved at her bodice, threatening to burst the clasps.

“A little more,” purred Hector, nibbling at her earlobe. “My sweet princess, you impress me so. Each time I instruct you. Each time I teach you what you desire.”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” she said, nodding slightly and obviously suppressing a cry of pleasure.

“Tell me,” said Hector. “Tell me very calmly that you are reaching your release.”

“I am,” she gasped through trembling lips. “I am… cumming. Right now. Here in my seat.”

“Yes, you are,” murmured Hector, taking her with deep strokes of his fingers. “I feel you around my fingers. Each clutch of your ecstasy is a reward for my efforts.”

“Mmmmm, thank you, Hector,” she gasped. “And what… what of my reward? Have I earned it?”

He slowed the motion of his fingers between Madelyne’s thighs and withdrew his hand from beneath her skirt. His fingers glistened with Madelyne’s nectar. He stared into her eyes as he lifted his hand to his face, sniffed at his digits, and then licked them slowly clean.

“Mmmm, yes, you have earned your reward, my sweet Madelyne,” he said, sitting back in his chair. He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his trousers, and flopped open the front of his pants. His red, veiny cock stood up from his dark hair. An obscene intrusion to the comfortable opulence of the royal study. “Come, my dear. We will practice your next lesson with you sat upon my—”

Percy flung the serving tray across the floor. It clattered at Hector’s feet, spilling dirty dishes, crumbs of cake, and a pot of cream across the marble. A glass broke and another cracked. Princess Madelyne squealed in shock and Hector nearly fell from his chair.

“Forgive me, My Lady,” cried Percy, scrambling to clean up the mess. The racket brought guards and other servants rushing into the room. Hector scarcely had time to tuck his prick away.

“Oh, Percy, you clumsy rabbit,” giggled Princess Madelyne.

“You twig! You flop-eared buffoon!” Red faced with fury, Hector upbraided Percy as the other servants rushed in to help. But Percy’s method had worked. The moment had been spoiled and Hector would have no further chance to steal the honor of Princess Madelyne.

But there were others.

Princess Madelyne stopped by the kitchen, where she cleared the room to meet privately with the famous pastry chef Jaque Du Gateau. He was, unfortunately, extremely handsome and charming, and it was not long at all before Jaque had the princess up on the counter of the kitchen and was thrusting between her creamy thighs.

“Hon hon! I shall stuff you with cream, my fine lady!”

“Ohhhh! Oui!” cried Princess Madelyne, tossing her golden locks as Jacque thrust his cock to the hilt in her blushing cunt.

The pots and pans shook and the wedding cake on the counter beside her wobbled ominously. Jacque intensified his thrusts and was nearing his eruption just as Percy peeked into the kitchen and saw what was happening. He was paralyzed with horror, taking in every lewd detail as if in slow motion. The parted, moaning lips of the princess. The bounce of her bare breasts. The tightening of Jacque’s fat frosting bag against the root of his pastry pipe.

Percy had few options and none of them were good. He bounded into the room and threw his arms around Jacque. Princess, chef, and loyal bunny boy cried out in the same moment as Percy fell back with his arms wrapped tightly around the chef.

“Stop that! No!” cried Jacque as his cock popped free of Madelyne’s glistening petals. In that instant, the chef exploded, pumping long, wobbling streams of hot human icing onto the abdomen, mound, and thighs of Princess Madelyne. The princess, shocked at what was happening, flinched away from the splashing cum and rolled out of the path of Jacque’s red, bouncing cock as it flung out several more ropes of spunk.

“Percy! Again!?” Madelyne cried out and stomped her foot, no longer amused. “I’ll have you run out of the castle if you keep this up!”

“Forgive me, please,” said Percy, lowering his head.

“Aw, I can’t be mad at you,” said the princess. “You’re too cute.”

She pinched his cheek.

“Th-thank you, princess,” he said.

“Go and fetch me a towel,” she said, looking down at the cum decorating her body.

Jacque, furious and cursing in his language, went storming out of the kitchen. Percy toweled the spunk from Princess Madelyne’s body, taking great care that none should be smeared inside her folds as he wiped down her delicate royal cunny.

“Now, get out of here,” she said, pointing to the door. “No more stalking around after me. Be a good bunny.”

“Yes, of course, My Lady,” he said, ducking his head and scurrying out of the kitchen.

The real trouble came with scarcely an hour to spare before the start of the wedding ceremony. Percy was following Madelyne around the castle, skulking in the shadows to try to keep from drawing any attention to himself. He was so focused on the lovely princess and her swishing skirt that he failed to notice her fiancé walking out from an intersecting hallway in the castle.

Lord Ulrich, in full military uniform, his chest decked out with countless golden and silver medals, grabbed Percy Cottontail by the nape of his neck and lifted the scrawny bunny boy off his feet.

“Why are you following my bride around the castle?” demanded Lord Ulrich. “Why are you even still here?”

“The queen, she gave me… she told me… I mean, I’m looking out for you, to help you, AH!” Percy’s stammering excuses were cut short by Lord Ulrich’s gloved hand binding Percy’s floppy ears together. He dragged Percy bis his big bunny ears down the carpeted hallway.

“I do not want to see you again, vermin,” snarled Lord Ulrich.

As Percy was dragged in one direction by the angry knight, he watched in despair as Princess Madelyne reached a turn in the hallway and encountered the handsome old warrior Sir Edgard. Percy was too far away to hear what was being said between the two, but he could see the blush on Madelyne’s cheeks and the devilish smile on Lord Edgard’s face. Those looks meant trouble.

“No, please, let me go,” cried Percy, struggling in vain against the iron grip of Lord Ulrich.

“Silence!” snarled Ulrich. “I will see that you don’t bother me again.”

Lord Ulrich dragged Percy to a linen closet adjoining one of the empty guest bedrooms. He stuffed a hand towel into Percy’s mouth and tied it around his head with a kerchief. He bound the bunny boy’s wrists and tied him to a chair.

“There,” said Lord Ulrich, looking down at Percy’s sullen expression. “A rabbit belongs in a snare. Now keep quiet or I’ll stick a skewer through you and roast you over a fire.”

The sneering lord slammed the linen closet shut and marched out of the guest room. Percy whimpered with despair into the towel stuffed in his mouth. He struggled for a while, but Lord Ulrich had done a good job tying him to the chair. An eternity seemed to pass in this sorry predicament. Percy was sure the wedding had already started when he heard giggling and murmuring. One of the maids? A guest?

To his surprise, Sir Edgard and Princess Madelyne pushed into the guest room and locked the door behind them.

“Your husband will have my head if he knows I’ve delayed you,” murmured the rugged knight with the graying hair and the battle-scarred face.

“Let him wait,” purred Madelyne. “Let them all wait. I’m not leaving this room until you have properly fucked me.”

“Mmmmmmm!” cried Percy against his gag as the knight and the princess embraced and began to kiss. They could not hear his muffled cry of anguish.
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Caught in a Snare

Things were not going well for Percy Cottontail.

The intrepid bunny boy had been bound to a chair with his hands tied behind his back and shoved into a linen closet in one of the castle’s guest rooms. The gag that Lord Ulrich had stuffed into his mouth prevented him from making much of a noise at all. He couldn’t even move the chair because it was wedged so tightly in amongst the towels and extra bedding.

Which would not have been so bad in the grand scheme of Percy’s difficult adventures outside the warren, except the queen had given him one job: protect Princess Madelyne from having sex. That job wasn’t going too well seeing as how she was currently being kissed, fondled, and undressed by Sir Edgard.

Percy had little doubt where the comely blonde princess’ encounter was leading as the grizzled knight slipped the princess’ wedding dress from her shoulders just far enough to bare her breasts. Oh, and what breasts! They were as creamy white as freshly fallen snow. Her lusciously pert mounds were capped with perfect, pink nipples. The knight’s callused hands seemed to engulf the princess’ breasts completely and she cried out against his lips.

“Ohhhh… mmmmm… Sir Edgard,” moaned Madelyne, gathering up the long train of her white wedding dress in both hands. “Quickly now. I need you inside me.”

Percy chewed his buck teeth against the gag in his mouth as Sir Edgard picked Madelyne up with his hands on her slender waist and carried her across the room to the bed. This afforded Percy an even better view of what was happening as the muscular knight helped the princess with her skirt and revealed her long, slender legs clad in stockings of the finest white silk. The knight unclipped her garters and took her belt off to slip Madelyne’s panties down from her gold-tufted mound.

“Oh, my dear princess, permit me to savor your flower, one last time before you are to be wed to that brute.” Sir Edgard knelt at the foot of the bed and drew Madelyne’s stockinged legs over his shoulders. He was dressed in a tunic bearing his coat of arms over a polished silver cuirass. Madelyne giggled and hung her knees from his shoulders, her delicate toes curling in her stockings as the knight began to kiss his way up her thighs towards her gold-fuzzed peach.

“I never want to see his face,” cried the princess. “So ugly and cruel. I will make him put out all of the lights in our bridal chamber… before… ooooHHHH!”

Sir Edgard clearly wanted to impress the princess as he began to vigorously tongue her dainty twat. Percy gnawed desperately at his gag and struggled against the ropes binding him to the chair as he watched the burly knight licking the delicate princess. Duty and jealousy mingled for the bunny boy and his struggles were not aided by the stiff pink carrot straining in his trousers.

“Yessss! Oh, Sir Edgard, you have always been… my favorite! AAHHHH!” Princess Madelyne bucked against the knights battle-scarred face, smothering him against her cunt as she lifted almost her entire body off the bed. He held her slender hips in his big hands and sucked powerfully, driving her to writhing ecstasy before allowing her legs to slip from his shoulders as she fell back onto the bed.

Then he stood, imperious and partially armored. Princess Madelyne gazed up at him, flushed and smiling, her pert tits rising and falling with each shuddering breath. She lifted her head from her pillows to watch as Sir Edgard unbuckled his sword, untied his belt, and revealed the thick, veiny hardness of his cock jutting beneath a small tuft of graying hair.

“Your majesty,” he growled, his voice deep with lust, “I present my lance to you.”

“Ah! Your lance!” Princess Madelyne sat up and stroked his brawny thighs. “Yes, I shall… mmmm… make a first course of your lance… before my main course is served!”

Sir Edgard cradled the princess’ fair hair, nearly knocking the delicate jeweled tiara from her head as she kissed and licked the thick hardness of his manhood.

Percy was feeling unusually hot and strange and he realized it was fury. An emotion he had never felt before. Fury at Sir Ulrich for tying him to the chair, fury at Sir Edgard for rubbing his cock in the face of the beautiful princess, and, yes, even fury at Princess Madelyne. Percy was infatuated with her in a way that he had never been with any woman. She was so lovely and had teased him cruelly with her affection.

“Mmmmmm, your cock, mmmmphmmmm, so delicious, Sir Edgard,” moaned Madelyne, shamelessly polishing the reddening pillar of the knight’s cock with her sucking mouth and flicking tongue.

At last, Percy saw the truth: Princess Madelyne was an unquenchable fire of lust and if she were permitted, she would set the whole kingdom ablaze.

Sir Edgard tightened his grasp on the delicate golden braids of the princess and gently pulled her lips away from his straining cock. Her final kiss left his throbbing crown with a wet pop of eager suction.

“Mmmm? Something wrong?” Princess Madelyne asked, looking up at him with her innocent blue eyes and teasing his cockhead with her tongue.

“Yes, you are too good with your tongue, my dear,” growled Sir Edgard. “I do not mean for you to drink my seed. I mean to fill your womb with it.”

He lifted the princess and turned her over as if she weighed nothing. He pulled her knees to the edge of the bed and pushed the huge train of her white dress up and over her perfect, peachy bottom. He smacked her bare cheeks and she cried out softly. His red handprint lingered on her otherwise unblemished buttocks.

“You are mine, Madelyne,” said the knight, squeezing her ass and smacking it again. “Once my son is in your belly, you will always be mine.”

“Yesssss, make me yours, Sir Edgard,” she cried, looking back at him over her shoulder and raising her hips to entice his wet, red cock to violate her delicate petals.

Percy strained against his bonds desperately as he watched the battle-scarred old knight grip the root of his huge cock and guide the spit-slicked helmet to the dewy folds of Madelyne’s young cunt. There was nothing Percy could do to stop him from thrusting into her yielding petals. Princess Madelyne howled with ecstasy, clawing at the bed as Sir Edgard sheathed his full length inside her. Then he took hold of her slender waist and began to furiously fuck her beautiful cunt. Each thrust made her pert breasts shudder beneath her ribcage. She tossed her hair and her sparkling tiara fell from her brow.

Though the knight’s thrusts were savage, Princess Madelyne was not at his mercy. She looked back at him with a wanton smile and pushed her pert bottom back against him. She met each thrust and even began to roll her hips like a practiced harlot.

“Yes!” laughed Sir Edgard, his hips spanking her entire bottom red with the force of his thrusts. “Yes! You incurable slut! Your cunny tightens for me! It grips me! Oh, sweet Madelyne, beg me now! Beg me for my seed!”

“YES!” wailed the princess, desperately riding her perfect bottom back against him. Her slick cunt devouring each stroke as the knight’s tightening balls beat against her clit. “Oh, please, Sir Edgard. Fill me with your seed! Cum! Cum inside me!”

“AAAAAHHH! Behold my bastard’s brew!” He hilted his cock inside her and let loose with such vigor that poor Percy could see the knight’s root twitching as he pumped the princess full of cum. Spurt after spurt emptied from Sir Edgard’s bollocks into the fertile depths of Princess Madelyne.

Percy Cottontail had failed in his mission for the queen. Her daughter was stuffed full of Sir Edgard’s spunk and the wedding, waiting only a few dozen paces down the hall, would be a lie.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss,” moaned Princess Madelyne, sliding back and forth on the knight’s cock as his thrusts stopped entirely. Her slow, post-orgasmic strokes made lewd, wet sounds. The thick shaft of the knight’s cock was smeared with his cum.

“I will go now, my sweet,” rumbled Sir Edgard, easing his cock from the blushing petals of the princess. Percy watched as a trail of cum spilled from within her and trickled down her thigh and onto her stocking in a glistening smear. Sir Edgard stepped back from the bed and tucked his cock back into his trousers. He picked up his sword and secured it to his waist. As he stepped to the door, he glanced back and said, “I can hear them playing the bridal march, Madelyne. You had best be quick.”

“Go. I won’t be long,” said Princess Madelyne. “Let the bony vulture wait for me at the altar.”

“Very well, my sweet,” said Sir Edgard, blowing her a kiss before slipping out into the hall.

Princess Madelyne did not hasten to put her clothing back into place. She rolled onto her back with her thighs shamelessly parted as she luxuriated on the bed. It was the dreamy smile on her face that finally pushed Percy over the edge. He could take her sluttiness, the way she had cuckolded every man in the castle, but he could not stand how contented she was.

With a final twist of his wrists, Percy managed to free his hands from behind his back. He yanked aside the gag, tore off the ropes binding his ankles, and fairly leapt from the linen closet, across the room, and onto the bed. His hard cock was nearly poking through his trousers.

The princess cried out in alarm, backing to the head of the bed and drawing her knees against her bare breasts. This only further revealed her blushing cunt and the fresh trickle of Sir Edgard’s cream down the parting of her buttocks and over the soft, velvety divot of her asshole.

“Patsy! The rabbit!” she cried, going from shock to amused delight.

“It’s Percy, not Patsy, and I’m a rabbik!” He jabbed a thumb at his chest and glared at her.

“Have you been in here all this time?” giggled the princess, seeming not to notice Percy had taken offense. “Watching me with Sir Edgard? Oh, you are a naughty bunny. Why did you do that?”

“Sir Ulrich tied me up in there to keep me from meddling,” said Percy. “But I was doing Queen Karina’s bidding to watch over you.”

“My mother?” That really made Princess Madelyne laugh, which made Percy’s whiskers twitch with anger. “Oh, you poor bunny. She is always setting one or another of her spies after me. I never imagined it would be you. Let me guess… she gave you a bit of a thrill and won your undying loyalty? My mother does have her methods. Then again, so do I…”

Princess Madelyne shamelessly spread her stockinged legs and bared her messy, blushing cunt to Percy. She curled a finger towards him and it was all the encouragement the frustrated bunny boy needed. He practically tore open his trousers and got his hand on the throbbing pink carrot of his cock. He leapt at the princess, knocking her back onto the bed as he landed atop her.

Princess Madelyne cried out, surprised at his sudden enthusiasm, but just as suddenly placated as Percy thrust his straining cock into the hot, slimy depths of her cunt. It was every heaven that Percy had imagined. A warm, buttery, gripping tightness that cradled his cock with each stroke. An incredible tightness, for Percy’s strokes were frenzied with his pent desire.

The bed shook beneath them with his furious thrusts, and Percy’s cock sloshed in and out of Princess Madelyne’s cum-stuffed cunt. His fuzzy bollocks beat against the slick divot of the princess’ pink anus.

“Ohhhhhh! OHHHH! So good! It’s like… like bathing in warm silk!”

“Oh, you naughty, naughty boy!” cried Princess Madelyne, her feet in the air and bouncing to either side of Percy. “Are you going to cum inside me too?”

“Yesssss! Oh, I am so close already! I can’t stop it! Can’t stop now!” He was out breath, his balls tightening and his pleasure surging in his cock. He chased the heat down her slick honey hole, beating against her womb and looking down into those not-so-innocent blue eyes. She smiled up at him, her arms on his shoulders and her feet bouncing faster and faster as his thrusts grew ever more intense.

“Cum for me, little bunny,” giggled Madelyne. “Cum for your princess.”

“YES! YES, PRINCESS!” He howled with ecstasy, driving as deep as he could and plundering her pussy. Pleasure rushed from his core and pulsed from his fizzing bollocks. It was an intense, gushing, squirting release that pumped his seed with every frantic thrust deep into the quaking quim of the lovely young princess.

It was only as his pleasure receded that terrible consequences fell upon Percy. He was breathless, whiskers twitching, when his acute hearing picked up a familiar voice.

“Where is my daughter?” shouted Queen Karina. “Search every room! Open every door! Where is Madelyne!?”

Percy had only a moment’s warning before the door suddenly banged open and two ceremonial guards armed with pikes stormed inside. They caught Percy with his cock still twitching inside Princess Madelyne’s creamy cunt.

“I can… I can explain!” cried Percy, tumbling off the bed as the men leveled their pikes at him.

“What is this?” demanded Queen Karina, bustling into the room in her full gown. She saw her daughter, flushed and struggling to cover up on the bed. Then she saw Percy, held at pike-point and very naked on the floor. One glance at Percy’s red and dripping carrot was all the evidence Karina needed to find him guilty. “You treacherous rabbik! I should have known better than to trust him with my daughter!”

“It’s not like that!” protested Percy as more guards hurried in and lifted him off the floor. “Sir Ulrich tied me to the chair and then Sir Edgard—”

“Take him to the gallows! We will hang him to celebrate my daughter’s wedding.” Queen Karina snapped her fingers, and a cruel look came over her. “No! I’ve a better idea! Go rouse Dread Jerry. A good beheading is in order for this sort of villainy on such a momentous day. Tell him to bring his dullest ax.”

“Not so fast,” interjected a familiar voice. “Even something like this deserves a trial.”

Percy, nearly in a panic with the fear of getting his bunny head lopped off, almost wept when he saw Guard Captain Lilana enter the room. The busty, green-skinned beauty had braided her dark hair and was dressed in polished armor and a crimson cloak.

“You are with the city guard,” said the queen. “You have no authority in the castle.”

“True, Your Majesty,” said Lilana, “but all public executions are held in the town square and so by demanding an execution it falls under my authority. If he is as guilty as it seems, I am sure he will be quickly put to the ax.”

Several nobles had by then gathered to witness this confrontation. The queen looked from them to the defiant guard captain.

“Oh, very well Lilana,” said the queen. “I won’t ruin this day with any more fighting. Come, Madelyne. Sullied or not, your future husband is waiting.”

She took her daughter by the wrist and dragged her out of the room.

“But mother,” cried Madelyne, “the rabbit has plucked my flower. I can’t hope to marry today.”

“It is marriage or the convent,” growled Queen Karina, the argument with her daughter continuing down the hall.

Percy was led away by Lilana. She escorted him out of the castle with his hands bound and her gauntleted fist holding the scruff of his neck. As the drawbridge closed behind them, she relaxed her grip on him.

“This is all my fault, Percy,” she said. “I should never have let you go into that den of devils.”

“I’m sorry, Lilana,” he said. “I didn’t mean to get you into any trouble. Are they really going to chop off my head?”

“They would if I let them,” said Lilana. “But tonight you are going to have a little accident and drown trying to escape your cell. Your body will be sucked down into the sewers with only a couple of whiskers as proof that you perished.”

“Whiskers? What do you- AH!” cried Percy as Lilana plucked two of his whiskers from his upper lip. “That hurts!”

“It’s not so bad,” said Lilana, tucking the whiskers into her pocket. “I’ll find a merchant carriage for you to sneak out on after dark. They’ll take you back to wherever it is you are from.”

“Oh, Lilana,” said Percy, sagging against her with relief. “You’ve saved me. I thought I was dead. It will be so wonderful to go back to Downington Dale and see all my brothers! How can I ever repay you?”

“Mmmm, I can think of a few ways,” said Lilana, stroking Percy’s floppy white ears. “Let’s get back to my office and figure them out.”


Book Four: Unhappy Endings Dungeon
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The Lizard King and His Eager Harem

By Amanda Clover


1

The Ghost and the Reptile

Tiberius

Tiberius Ivanhoe had a plan. Being dead and having a plan were not mutually exclusive, at least when you were, like Tiberius, a ghost haunting your old dungeon. True, his powers were greatly limited by his insubstantiality. His death had also severed his control over the dungeon, leaving it to his closest blood relative: Alfred Ivanhoe.

“Ugh,” grunted the ghost.

That welp had reshaped Tiberius’ Maze of Masculine Malevolence into a pitiful brothel for adventuresses, offering the weaker sex a chance to have safe fun with monsters that should have been tearing them to pieces.

Hearing women crying out with pleasure as they rutted with monsters was an indignity that Tiberius could no longer bear. But Alfred’s most recent conjuring from the Dungeon Codex had enlightened Tiberius about his nephew’s weakness. The pathetic boy liked to be unmanned. To be made to watch a woman being pleasured. The lizardkin, Kantril, had made Alfred watch as he pleasured the cleric Maria. Alfred had joined in, but only at Kantril’s permission. Seeing that pitiful act by his nephew had given Tiberius an idea.

Which had become his plan. If Alfred could be tempted and even dominated by a clever enough monster, the monster could unseat Alfred as Dungeon Lord. Once Kantril did that, Tiberius would be able to possess the monster and regain his control of the dungeon. He could then use the Dungeon Catalog to conjure a golem of flesh in his likeness and take control of that, leaving Kantril to whatever pathetic life lizardkin enjoyed.

“Perhaps I could even reward him with a few maidens,” chuckled Tiberius, drifted through a wall in search of the randy reptile. “A nice, fat elf to bear his clutches of eggs.”

Tiberius emerged from solid stone and found the scaly green reptile curled against the sleeping cleric. She was scratched and reddened from her many couplings with Kantril. The stink of sex lingered in the cave, so strong that even Tiberius could smell it. And he didn’t smell much as a ghost.

Kantril opened one reptilian eye as Tiberius floated above him.

“What do you want, ghost?” rasped the reptile with annoyance.

“Mind your tone with me,” said Tiberius. “I am the master of this dungeon.”

“No, I have met the Dungeon Lord. He lives and breathes. You are a ghost,” chuckled Kantril, easing his arm out from under the cleric and rising to his feet. “I ask you again, what do you want?”

“The so-called lord of this dungeon is my nephew,” said Tiberius, “but I hate him. He has turned this dungeon into a shameful harem of monsters for women. The savage heart of this dungeon cannot stand such weakness.”

“You mean you cannot stand to see women in the throes of pleasure?” chuckled Kantril, running a clawed hand over the cleric’s hip. He toyed with her nipple with a black-clawed finger and she stirred in her sleep.

“You are a strong one,” said Tiberius. “A brutal master who could make slaves of these women. A lizardkin should not be some… some gigolo in this dungeon. He should take charge. He should rule.”

“And how would I take over this dungeon?” growled Kantril, fixing Tiberius with his reptilian gaze.

“You must assert your dominance over Alfred,” said Tiberius. “One woman at a time. Until he surrenders to your superiority.”

“Hmmmmmm. I gain power by dominating his women as I have dominated this female?” Kantril’s long tongue flicked out of his mouth, tasting the air. “Tell me more, ghost.”

Luisa

“Alfie?” The perky, slender thief Luisa Bettancourt called out as she entered the Dungeon Nexus. “Alfie? Where are you?”

She was sure she heard him walking around the nexus, but the room seemed empty. She wandered over to the Dungeon Table and glanced down at the miniature map of the Happy Endings Dungeon. There was a shimmering representation of Alfie halfway across the dungeon. He seemed to be altering the shape and interior of a small chamber, transforming it into something like a castle bedroom and using his powers to add furniture and decorations that winked into existence on the Dungeon Table.

Judging by the voluptuous figurine sliding along the table beside him, he was with Myssandra. The two miniature images suddenly pressed together and then fell to the floor. The demoness, as usual, was on top.

“By Mardoch,” muttered Luisa, rolling her eyes. “That boy will do anything that big, demonic slut wants.”

“Looking for someone, warmblood?” rasped a voice behind Luisa.

She turned and nearly drew the dagger on her belt at the imposing sight of the lizardkin standing so close behind her. She rested her hand on her dagger’s grip, tense and wondering how the big lizard managed to creep so close behind her without her noticing. She glanced back down at the Dungeon Table and saw his glowing figurine. He must have been hiding in Alfie’s bedchamber.

“Do not be afraid,” said the lizardkin, stepping closer and placing a clawed hand on Luisa’s forearm. “I am not here to harm you. That is not why I have been brought to this place.”

“Let go of me,” said Luisa.

“Of course,” replied Kantril, sliding his clawed hand up her arm to caress her shoulder before releasing her. His tongue flicked out, so close that it almost touched her lips. “I smell your desire in the air, human. The heat of lust clings to you like a fog. Did you come here expecting the Dungeon Lord to satisfy you?”

“N-no,” said Luisa, shuddering as she realized she was getting hotter by the moment. “I’m here to talk business with Alfie. I’ll go and find him, you don’t…”

“I don’t have what you desire?” asked Kantril, sitting back on one of the benches alongside the Dungeon Table and showing off his muscular body and the span of his long arms. He was strangely handsome, in his monstrous way, and Luisa could not help but wonder about the size of the bulge in his loincloth.

“No,” said Luisa. “I mean, yes, but it’s not what I’m here to do. I just need to talk business. With Alfie. So I’ll be leaving.”

She stared at Kantril. At his yellow-gold eyes and his flicking tongue. At the way the bulge in his loincloth seemed to be growing larger.

“Yet you are not leaving,” rasped Kantril, his lipless mouth curving into a smile.

The big, scaly brute cocked his head to one side as his predatory, reptilian eyes seemed to drink in Luisa’s petite beauty. She could have simply walked away. Left him lounging in the Dungeon Nexus with that big bulge in his loincloth. She stole one last glance at the Dungeon Table and saw the glowing miniature of Alfie had separated from Myssandra. He must have blown his load in the demoness’ steamy honeypot in seconds and was already heading back towards the Dungeon Nexus.

“Alfie… he’ll be here any minute,” said Luisa, taking a slow step closer to Kantril.

He let out a clicking sound and she realized it was the big reptile chuckling.

“Perfect,” said Kantril. “I want him to witness how I bring you pleasure.”

Luisa did not realize how close she had walked to Kantril until one clawed hand reached out and grabbed her by her wrist. She gasped as he pulled her down into his lap, his smooth scales against her bare legs and the bulge in his loincloth pressing distinctly against the firm roundness of Luisa’s ass. One powerful armed wrapped entirely around her, caging her there and drawing her tighter. She turned her face towards that big, dangerous snout and began to object. Instead, his snout pressed closer, and before a word could escape her lips, his long reptilian tongue thrust into her mouth.

“Mmmmmm!” she cried, tasting the vulgar bitterness of his tongue. Feeling it move and taste her mouth in reply. Thrusting deeper. Tickling and almost gagging her. She pressed her hands to Kantril’s muscular body and tried to push away. She felt the throb of him against her ass. The need in him drawing her tighter against his smooth scales.

Kantril seemed to suck at the heat in Luisa’s body even as he stoked it with his touch. His clawed hands slid down her sides and caught the waist of her tight shorts. He pulled them down and stripped them off her with forceful yanks, leaving her creamy, golden flesh bare and her hot cunny exposed.

“Touch it,” he growled against her lips, his tongue flicking against them. “Draw aside my loincloth and feel what will claim you, little human.”

“Oh, fuck,” moaned Luisa, too curious to resist him. Her fingers pulled aside his loincloth and she felt the cool, slimy pink of his cock beneath her fingers. Wedge shaped and impressively thick at its root. She grasped the slender head in her hand, squeezing and caressing him, eliciting a low growl from the reptile as he cradled her firm ass. “So fucking big, down at the root.”

“It will all fit inside you, little human,” growled Kantril, his voice deeper and hungrier. “I promise it will not hurt.”

She had to know. Her pussy was steaming at the thought of sliding down onto that fat, reptilian wedge. Luisa locked eyes with Kantril and let her bare cunny graze his tip. She gripped him tightly, ready to ease her hot folds down onto his cool, slick wedge.

Kantril had other ideas. His clawed hands moved to her waist, and he lifted her from his lap and tossed her to the woven rug of the Dungeon Nexus. Luisa cried out in surprise, wide-eyed and suddenly on her back as the hulking lizardkin moved atop her. His green scales flashed in the candlelight. His yellow eyes sparkled. He gripped her toned legs and bent them back to bare the slick furrow of her pussy.

“You do not dominate me, human,” he growled. “You must be fucked. You must be… bred.”

She started to protest and was cut off by the first thrust of Kantril’s fat, wedge-shaped cock. The slender tip slid easily past her cuntlips, but the force of his thrust spread her wide and buried his full width in her cunny. She cried out, shocked with pain and pleasure as she was filled and stretched in a way unlike anything she had ever experienced.

“Ohhhh Mardoch,” gasped Luisa, suddenly becoming pious with a lizard man pounding her pink pussy. “You’re… you’re huge.”

“And you, my dear, are so very small,” growled the lizard, using his weight to press Luisa’s body down to the rug. He took her with intense, deep strokes, his thick tail counterbalancing each stroke and thrashing back and forth as his pace increased. Luisa’s pert tits shuddered with each thrust and her pussy quaked. Her legs were pushed back and wide, feet bouncing in the air with her toes pointed at the floor to either side. It was a shameless position, one of weakness beneath him, and Kantril used it to drive her mad with pleasure.

“Going to… going to cum,” panted Luisa, her face contorting with the ecstasy tightening in her core.

“Then cum for me, warmblood,” hissed Kantril, powering her legs back even further and driving deep into her Luisa’s hot, juicy cunt.

She threw her arms around him and took his slithering kiss, tongue deep in her mouth as she came for him. Feet bouncing in the air with each springing stroke of the lizard’s wedged cock. Her cunt stretched wide but tightening around him with each pulse of ecstasy.

“MMMMMM!” she cried against his snout. Pussy squeezing so that she could feel every ridge and slimy bump. Nectar overflowing her cunt down the crack of her ass.

Just as her pleasure began to recede, Kantril drew his hips back and lifted his weight from atop Luisa. She looked up uncertainly and he grabbed her waist again, flipping her roughly over onto her knees and pressing her face and pert breasts down into the woven rug. His cock slammed into her from behind as he began to rut with the fury of a hungry serpent. His cock somehow reaching even deeper inside her trembling twat.

Kantril’s claws held her ass raised behind her. His hips spanked her firm cheeks again and again.

“Ohhhh, yes, don’t stop,” cried Luisa, clawing at the rug, her pleasure already beginning to rise again.

“I will not stop,” hissed Kantril, “until you are properly bred.”

Alfie

Alfie was still recovering from his brief encounter with Myssandra, staggering back to the Dungeon Nexus, when he heard the sounds of sex. The slap of flesh against flesh. Luisa crying out for more. And a hissing, clicking sound that Alfie knew all too well.

“Kantril?” He muttered as he crept to the door’s edge and pushed it open, his heart pounding and his cock twitching in his trousers.

The obscene sight of the petite thief being rutted by the savage lizard man nearly made Alfie cry out in shock. The brute was more than twice her size and doing as he pleased with her tawny, sweat-slick body as he held her hips and pummeled her pussy with his thick, pink cock. Alfie’s anger dissipated as he realized Luisa was no victim. She was throwing her hips back to meet each of the lizard’s thrusts and offering her dusky cunt to the pink wedge of his cock.

“Yessss, breed me,” she cried. “Breed my pussy!”

“Luisa?” Alfie stepped into the room. Into the rhythmic drumbeat of two bodies in full rut and the strong musky atmosphere of their secretions. “Luisa… you can’t…”

“She must,” growled Kantril, his yellow eyes flashing with a hint of menace as he glanced over at Alfie. “Her warmblood body craves my seed. I will breed her now, master. Observe her pleasure as she succumbs to my mating urge.”

“Kantril, yessss, fuck me!” howled Luisa, pushing up off the floor and looking back at Kantril with feverish lust in her eyes. “Fill me with your seed! Breed me!”

“Do you deny her this pleasure?” hissed Kantril, looking scornfully at Alfie.

“She… but… you’re going to take her as a mate? I thought—”

“I will have many mates,” hissed Kantril. “She will be one. Do you deny her the ecstasy of breeding, oh mighty Dungeon Lord?”

Kantril’s sarcastic respectfulness seared Alfie. He wanted to forbid this and to cast the lizard out of his dungeon, but he could not deny Luisa her desires.

“No,” admitted Alfie softly. “Do as you… do as she wishes.”

“Oh, you hear that, scaleboy?” laughed Luisa. “Alfie wants you to pump me full of your cum. Do it. Cum for me. Cum for AHHHHHH!”

Her bravado was overwhelmed by her pleasure as Kantril savagely pounded his pink wedge into her trembling cunt. Alfie could not stop watching. Could not look away. He saw the pulsing of Kantril’s beastly cock. He heard the warbling note of ecstasy in Luisa’s voice. And he witnessed the frothing cum as it spilled from Luisa’s cunt in a foamy ooze and pumped out with each spasm of Kantril’s pleasure.

Alfie’s cock was hard. He wanted to take it out and to keep watching, but as his friend and lover was turned into a slave to lizardkin cock, he forced himself to flee. Luisa, fingering her cum-drenched cunt, was on her knees and sucking Kantril. The lizard let out a clicking laugh as Alfie retreated from the Dungeon Nexus.

Another laugh echoed through the dungeon after him.

The guffawing of a ghost taking pleasure in Alfie’s humiliation.


2

The Fall of the Demoness

Tiberius

Tiberius was in a good mood. The erstwhile master of the Maze of Malevolent Masculinity was one step closer to reclaiming his title and restoring his dungeon. The lusty lizard Kantril had easily seduced that petite thief girl, right in front of Alfred no less, forcing Tiberius’ heir to surrender Luisa to the lizardkin and retreat from the Dungeon Nexus.

Knowing Alfie, he was probably seeking solace with Myssandra. The gorgeous demoness had once been Tiberius’ assistant and pleasure slave, but her loyalties had become uncertain. It seemed she was obeying Alfred or at least pursuing goals for herself that did not serve Tiberius.

“No matter,” cackled the ghost. “I’ll have that scaly seducer take Myssandra from my soft-headed nephew. That might be enough to break his spirits completely.”

Not that Tiberius particularly fancied the thought of sharing his assistant with the lizard cocksman. Myssandra, like the rest of the dungeon, belonged to Tiberius. But if he had to give her over to Kantril temporarily to make his plan work, so be it.

His ghostly form drifted through the once-familiar walls of his dungeon, wincing at passages stripped bare of traps and rooms devoid of bone piles. Alfred had removed all the torture chambers and cages. Not even any hopeless moans remained to bring comfort to the phantom lord of the dungeon. Tiberius reached the Dungeon Nexus. Shabby and disorganized compared to how it had been kept in his day.

He followed soft, wet sounds and muffled whimpers of pleasure to the Dungeon Lord’s study. The green-scaled lizard was lounging at the Dungeon Lord’s desk. His head leaned back against the rest of the tall chair, one hand on the arm rest and the other idly stroking the head of the short-haired little human thief.

Luisa, she called herself, as Tiberius remembered. She was a fetching sprite of a girl. Toned and pert in her dusky nakedness. Crouched before Kantril at the Dungeon Lord’s desk like a slave girl before the throne of her master. Her hands were resting upon Kantril’s parted legs and her head was bobbing in his lap as she pleasured the lizardkin. Her lips popped softly from the reptile’s flared pink cockhead and descended once more as she moaned with lust. One hand between her legs, strumming her clit as she sucked Kantril’s rather large reptilian fuckmeat.

Tiberius drifted closer, hoping that Kantril might notice him and stop this disgusting behavior in a place of work and study. Kantril’s head rocked back against the chair. His eyes closed. His tongue flicking out to taste the air.

“That’s it,” he rasped. “See how much you can fit down your throat.”

“Mmmmnnnnmm,” moaned Luisa, brow furrowing and eyes watering as she took the lizard’s cock deeper into her mouth. She gurgled with effort, her throat bulging around him as she managed to suck him deeper.

“Yessss, good girl,” hissed Kantril. “You know your place.”

“MMMM!” Luisa choked and recoiled with effort. Her head jerked up from his lap, strands of mucus trailing from her lips to his red cock as she sputtered and recovered from gagging. She wiped a hand on the back of her lips.

“Well done,” rasped Kantril, lifting his lazy head from the back of the chair and slowly opening his slitted yellow eyes. “Now, try again, and this time…”

His gaze finally reached Tiberius and his words became an annoyed hiss.

“Miss me?” asked Tiberius, floating closer and finally startling Luisa from what she was doing.

“A ghost? Get out of here!” cried the slobbering thief. She looked very cross as she kept one hand pumping on Kantril’s cock and leaned closer to the lizard’s swollen meat as if to shield it from Tiberius.

“Busy your tongue with your lizard lover, thieving trollop!” snapped Tiberius. He hated the little troublemaker. Half of the weak ideas Alfred had come up with originated in the pea brain of this little slut. By all rights, she should have been in a cage being violated with hot irons or digesting in the belly of some demon.

Kantril’s tongue flicked out with irritation. “SSsssss. What are you doing here, Tiberius?”

“While you lounge about my Dungeon Nexus getting your meat polished by this little creeping harlot, my nephew is scheming with the one creature in this dungeon that might be smart enough to stop my plan.”

“And what creature is that?” asked Kantril, draping a hand over Luisa’s head and lazily guiding her mouth back to his cock.

“Myssandra,” said Tiberius, trying not to be distracted by the wet slurping and naked bottom of the thief. “She is the Dungeon Lord’s assistant and she served me well for many years. She is very clever and—”

“I will deal with her when the time comes,” said Kantril.

“You do not understand,” said Tiberius, pulling at his spectral beard. “She is a demon of considerable power. She deals in stratagems and intrigues. She will see my plan if my nephew divulges too much. And—”

Kantril shoved Luisa away from his lap and rose from behind the desk. He walked straight through Tiberius’ ethereal body and into the Dungeon Nexus.

“Hot blooded demonesses are renowned as the greatest lovers a lizardkin can find. The heat of their bodies excites us. Where are they?” demanded the lizard, gazing down at the magical markers on the Dungeon Table.

“Heyyyy, I wasn’t finished,” said Luisa, grabbing Kantril around the waist from behind and reaching for his cock.

The muscular lizard pushed her hand away. When she tried again, he growled and said, “Not now. Go to the bed and wait for me there.”

Sulking, Luisa departed. Tiberius joined Kantril at the Dungeon Table.

It took Tiberius a moment to even recognize the dungeon laid out before him. Much of it was still abandoned or unused, but there was a small chamber not very far from the nexus. The magical image of the table revealed a comfortable private room, a bath, even a small library. Luxurious lodgings for Alfred’s beautiful demonic majordomo.

“There,” said Tiberius, jabbing a ghostly finger at the two magical figurines moving nearer to each other.

“Yessssss,” hissed Kantril. “I will tame thissss one. But what is she doing? Massaging the supposed Dungeon Lord?”

Tiberius squinted. He felt a ripple of amusement as he realized what he was seeing.

“I believe she is… giving him a tug,” said Tiberius and he pantomimed the motion of Myssandra’s hand on Alfred’s cock.

“Pleasured by her hand?” Kantril let out a clicking sound that Tiberius took to be laughter. His scaley mouth curled ever so slightly into a smile and he added, “Pathetic.”

Myssandra

“She’s a stupid girl,” purred Myssandra, leaning her cleavage nearly into Alfie’s face. She could feel his hot breath teasing over her creamy orbs and down into the valley between them. As he breathed her scent and stared down her crimson bodice, her hand wrapped his straining cock and slowly worked up and down his rigid length. “Girls like that don’t really know what they want. One day it’s a handsome, powerful Dungeon Lord like you. The next it’s just a summoned creature with a big cock.”

“Big cock?” gasped Alfie, tearing his gaze away from Myssandra’s lightly jiggling breasts and looking up into Myssandra’s lidded blue eyes. “You’ve seen it too?”

“Yours is very nice and large, Alfie, but few humans could hope to match the size of a lizardkin warrior’s cock. Mmmmmm. Nothing to be ashamed of.” She stopped stroking him for a moment and met his gaze as she ran her tongue over the palm of her hand. She returned her grasp to his cock, now moistened and sliding easily over his glans. “Only a stupid girl like Luisa would give up her relationship with a mighty man like you to play with a beast like that Kantril, master.”

Alfie swallowed hard, his gaze sinking back to Myssandra’s jiggling breasts and then, lower, to her pumping hand on his twitching red cock.

“But he’s not leaving,” moaned Alfie, squirming against Myssandra’s hand.

She tightened her grip on him and reached her other hand between his thighs to cradle his tensing bollocks. She massaged them and gently squeezed them as she pumped faster on his cock. Her stroking fingers made lewd, wet noises as Alfie’s precum began to soak down over her fingers. Her master had been so miserable when he showed up at her door. She knew just how to make a simple boy like him feel better.

“Awwwww, there, there, master,” she whispered, pressing her lips to his ear and leaning and squeezing the weight of her tits against his face. Her hand worked up and down his pre-lubed cock with sudden intensity. She could feel Alfie moaning against her breasts, but his words were smothered by the weight of them. “Don’t worry about Kantril and his biiiig cock, master. You’re the Dungeon Lord. You rule this dungeon. You rule me. I would be happy to get rid of that scaly green brute.”

“Mmmmmphmmphm,” cried Alfie, his arms out and hands flailing like a man being smothered to death by a magnificent pair of breasts while having his cock expertly massaged.

“Thaaaat’s it,” gasped Myssandra. “I know you want to cum. Let it alllll out, My Lord.”

He went rigid beneath her, arching against her body and thrusting his cock into her grasp. He was either dying or just about to explode in her hand.

“Cum for me,” cried Myssandra, pumping deftly upon his slick cock with her thumb gliding under his crown.

He thrust hard through her slippery fingers and she felt the spasm of his release. Cock pulsing. Bollocks throbbing. Warm cum splashed on her hands and over her arm. A hot, slimy mess that coated her fingers as she milked out every trembling gush of his seed. Alfie at last relaxed back onto the bed and Myssandra lifted the smothering weight of her breasts from his face.

“My, what a mess you have made, master,” she purred, holding her hands up for him to see the ropes of glistening white dangling between her fingers and hanging from her wrist. “I will get a nice, warm washcloth to tidy you up a bit and then, mmmmm, then I will deal with this reptile that vexes you so.”

“Th-thank you,” said Alfie, smiling weakly as he watched her get up from the bed and saunter about the room.

Myssandra cleaned her hands, filled a basin with warm water, and dipped a washcloth into the basin. She returned to the bed and Alfie let out a gasp as she began to caress him with the washcloth. She sat on the edge of the bed, long legs folded, golden hair immaculate, and only the slightest blush on her cheeks to betray what she had been doing with him. She smiled down at Alfie as she methodically cleaned the cum from his body.

She was still massaging Alfie’s cock with the washcloth when she heard the slither of scaly feet upon the floor and the scratch of sharp nails against stone. Kantril opened the door and strode into the room without invitation. Myssandra had glimpsed the reptile before, making his way around the dungeon with his pet cleric. This was different. He was looking at her with hunger in his beastly yellow eyes. His tongue flicked at the air and his scaly, muscular chest flexed.

“You dare enter my quarters without my permission?” hissed Myssandra, rising from her bed.

“I wanted to see how the… current… Dungeon Lord uses his slave for pleassssssure,” hissed Kantril, his eyes sparkling cruelly.

“She’s not a slave,” protested Alfie, sitting up on the bed and covering himself with the blanket. “And… and you have no place intruding like this! You’re just a…”

A glare from Kantril was enough to silence Alfie. The Dungeon Lord retreated to the headboard, his knees against his chest and the blanket pulled up to his chin.

Myssandra was not so timid.

“Out, you coldblooded snake,” she commanded, shoving Kantril hard to get him moving. Myssandra was very tall and superhumanly strong. Her first push staggered the lizardkin back a step. When she tried to push him again, Kantril was ready. He did not budge a hair and his clawed hands shot up and grasped her forearms tightly.

“Mind yourself, demon,” he hissed. “You are no better than me. I owe you no deference.”

“If that is what you think,” laughed Myssandra, anger fizzing in her words and sparking in her blue eyes, “then I shall have to show you the error of your ways.”

Myssandra flung her weight and demonic power at the lizardkin, slamming him back through the door and out into the unfinished stone hallway. A lamp broke and a painting fell from the wall in her bedchamber, but she had no time to concern herself with it.

“Bitch! You dare attack me!?” Kantril’s scaly lips curled back from his big, sharp teeth. “I will tear you to pieces!”

“I should like to see you try!” roared Myssandra, throwing Kantril down the hallway and leaping atop him the moment he landed.

He stunned her with three quick punches to her abdomen, gaining the advantage, if only for a moment. They grappled and tore at one another. Myssandra’s fingers sharpened into claws and raked the lizardkin’s armored hide. Despite his scales, she managed to graze his flank and draw some blood. Kantril was heavier than Myssandra and used his weight to his advantage. His clawed hands tore open her bodice and exposed her breasts. His teeth tore at her gown when she tried to climb atop him and crush him with her thighs.

Myssandra was hurting, but not seriously. The pleasure of grappling with a worthy opponent far exceeded the pain of any wound Kantril could inflict. Though battered and a little bloodied, she found herself growing more aroused by the moment. She laughed triumphantly each time she got the upper hand, cried out with anger when he reversed their positions, and grunted with effort to try to regain the advantage.

It all happened so naturally. They were wrestling. Both on their feet for the moment. Kantril with his back to the wall and Myssandra pressing the advantage. His tongue flicked against her neck as they struggled. Her heat radiating into his coldblooded body. Her soft breasts heaving with each breath of exertion. Stiff nipples dragging against smooth scales.

His cock. Huge. Pressed between their bodies. She looked down at it and saw the pink thickness of it. That flared, frilled tip rubbing against her toned abdomen.

Kantril saw her distraction and seized the moment. He drove Myssandra back from the wall, pushing her across the corridor and against the opposite wall. She twisted and struggled in his arms, but she wasn’t really resisting. Wasn’t really fighting it at all. She could feel the way he wanted her as her back turned to him and her tits pressed against the cool stone.

One clawed hand on her hip. His scaly body against her back. His tongue tickling one ear. His cock – that magnificent cock – rubbing and pressing to her overheated folds.

“Do you sssstill want me to leave?” hissed Kantril, one hand on the back of her head as he pushed her face against the stone wall. His cock teasing up and down her cunt as he slowly rolled his hips.

“Yes,” moaned Myssandra. “Get out of here. You’re nothing… nothing but a summoned monster.”

“If I left, you would never know how good it feelsssssss,” he hissed, his tongue tickling her ear and neck. His cock just barely parting her folds as he dragged it up and down her entrance.

“That little thing?” Myssandra, red-faced with exertion and glistening with sweat, looked back at him over her shoulder. “I’d hardly feel it if you triiAAAAHH!”

Her words were interrupted by a savage thrust as Kantril buried his huge cock in the snug cove of Myssandra’s demonic cunt. He pinned her to the wall with his first thrust and hammered his scaly hips against her ass. His powerful thrusts stole her breath and Myssandra yielded to the pleasure of being fucked hard by the massive reptile.

“You do not fool me, demon,” he growled, his snout against her neck. “I feel the heat of your cunt. The lust that boils within you. I will quench my flesh in your depths. Sssssssssssss. And you will bear the mark of my seed.”

“Ohhhhhhh, fuck,” groaned Myssandra, fingers spread against the wall. Tits mashed to the stone. Ass pressed back against Kantril as he held her hips with both hands and pounded into her pussy.

It was incredible. Better than she had ever imagined. Her orgasm burst from her depths and went pulsing from her clit to her core. She bit back a wail of ecstasy but could not hide her pleasure from the lizardkin. He hissed and tasted the sweat on her neck with his flicking tongue. His hips spanked louder and louder against her ass. His strokes intensifying. His cock bulling through the tightening clutch of her climax.

“Mmmmnnnnnnnnn,” she whimpered, lips pursed tightly.

“Sssssssssubmit to me, demon,” hissed Kantril. “Sssssubmit to the pleasure of your new Lord and Master.”

“Mmmmnnnnn! YESSSS!” Myssandra threw back her head, bucking wantonly against him as another orgasm rocked her body. Her squeezing cunt finally wrung the pleasure from Kantril’s sliding fuckmeat. She felt the intense throb of his orgasm and then the flood of his seed into her depths. Spurt after spurt, drenching her demonic womb and overflowing her quivering quim.

Kantril clicked loudly with pleasure, nuzzling his snout against her lips and finally prying her mouth open. Claiming her tongue with his. Kissing her and dominating her as he drowned her loyalty to Alfie in a massive, spurting load of lizard cum.

Alfie

The fighting had stopped some time ago. Alfie finally worked up the nerve to crawl out from under the blanket and staggered out into the hall in his robe.

“Myssandra?” called Alfie weakly.

He saw a few flecks of blood and scraps of her dress on the floor. Had Kantril killed her? Had that been those distant screams he had heard?

Concern for Myssandra drove him down the hall. He stopped at a strange puddle of milky liquid. He crouched beside it, dragging his finger through it and sniffing at it. There was a peculiar acrid aroma to it. Familiar, but unidentifiable. He thought about tasting it but wasn’t sure what it was so decided he had better not. He wiped his finger clean on the wall and continued.

“Myssandra?” he called a bit louder. “Are you alright?”

Something flashed past Alfie and he cried out with fright and nearly tumbled over backwards. Tiberius swooped back around and hovered above Alfie.

“I know where she is, Alfred,” said the ghost of the bearded old madman.

“You do? Is she alright?”

“I think so,” said Tiberius. “Although, she was making a lot of noise. You had better see for yourself. Follow me.”

Tiberius swooped off down a side passage and Alfie had no choice but to run after him to keep up. At last, they reached an unfinished portion of the dungeon. More cave than room. Sounds echoed from within. Soft cries and embattled grunts.

Tiberius motioned for Alfie to be quiet and then urged him to the threshold of the room. Alfie leaned against the natural entrance to the cave and peered inside.

There, by the light of glowing cave anemones, Myssandra was riding atop Kantril’s massive cock. Her hands were caressing his scaly chest, and her shapely hips were working urgently as her ass smacked up and down atop him. Her plush tits bounced with a matching rhythm.

“Yesss,” cried Myssandra. “Oh, by the hells, your cock feels so good.”

“Cum again for me,” commanded Kantril, spanking her ass. Clapping it and squeezing it with both hands. Spreading it in such a way that Alfie had a very clear view of Myssandra’s twitching pink pucker and her cunt stretched wide around Kantril’s monstrous cock.

“No, it can’t be,” whispered Alfie.

“It is,” giggled Tiberius. “You’ll have to do something, Alfie. Go in there and stop them or you’re not even a man.”

But Alfie couldn’t move. He found his feet had become like shoes of stone and he stared in disbelief as his gorgeous assistant and lover rode to her climax atop Kantril’s cock. The sight only worsened as Luisa sauntered into the room, shedding a silk robe and climbing onto the stone slab where Kantril and Myssandra were already locked in the throes of pleasure. The three embraced, kissing and caressing, and all Alfie could do was watch.

Alfie’s jaw was tight. His cock hard. He had to stop this. There had to be a way.

But for now, he had to watch.
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Shared Unequally

Alfie

The cave like chamber of the dungeon echoed with the soft, muffled moans and the wet slurp of two mouths serving one monstrous cock. Luisa and Myssandra, ever at odds, were on their knees and competing to please the sex-soaked pink pillar of Kantril’s reptilian fuckmeat. Their smacking lips, lashing tongues, and caressing fingers were quickly coaxing him back to full hardness.

From his vantage point in the shadows by the door, Alfie could see every lewd detail. The way the petite thief and big, shapely demoness rested their round asses atop their heels as they knelt before the lizardkin. The way they both almost wagged their asses with excitement, cooing and caressing the monster that sat on the rocks before them.

Even across the room, lit by the bluish glow of the cave anemones, Alfie could make out the glistening trickle of Kantril’s cum from Myssandra’s folds. The heads of the two beauties bobbed and their soft tits and luscious bodies pressed against the lizardkin’s legs.

Alfie knew that he had arrived too late to stop them and had done nothing to intervene since catching his demonic assistant with the randy reptile. Myssandra and Luisa both were serving Kantril like harem slaves. And Alfie was doing nothing to intervene.

Pathetic, thought Alfie, his jaw tightening with anger.

“You’re just going to stand there and do nothing?” chuckled Tiberius, as if sensing Alfie’s self-recriminations.

“Shut up,” hissed Alfie, trying to ignore the ghostly image of his dead uncle floating beside him.

“Mmmmmmm,” Myssandra popped her lips free of Kantril’s wet cockhead. “Did you hear something?”

“I didn’t,” giggled Luisa, leaning in to take over sucking Kantril’s cock.

“Do not worry,” commanded Kantril. “No one will dare disturb us here.”

“Fuck,” muttered Alfie, watching as Myssandra began kissing Luisa over the monstrous head of Kantril’s cock. Their tongues entwined over his greasy tip. Their lips smacked and met and Alfie found he could no longer resist the straining lust in his trousers.

“Put your asses up,” commanded Kantril, rising from his rocky throne. “Show me how badly you need this cock.”

“Ohhhhh, yes, I need it most,” moaned Luisa, pushing her head down to the floor and raising her golden-brown hips. This afforded Alfie a clear view of Luisa’s slick cunt and tan asshole.

“She may need your cock more, Kantril, but I can please you better with my sweet pussy,” purred Myssandra, planting a last kiss on the reptile’s cock before lowering her big tits and her cheek to the floor and raising her hips high. Her ass was creamy and gloriously big to match the large stature of the demoness. More of Kantril’s yellow-white spunk drooled in a long strand from Myssandra’s freshly fucked folds.

Alfie couldn’t resist stroking himself to the lewd display by Luisa and Myssandra.

“You disgusting cur,” growled Tiberius. “Wanking that prick of yours while you let this coldblooded cretin take what is yours? What sort of man are you? BAH!”

Tiberius floated through the wall and disappeared, leaving Alfie with his stiff cock in his hand. He gripped the root of his big dick and began to slowly stroke his shaft up to his sensitive tip. He moved his hand more urgently as Kantril positioned his fat reptilian cock at Luisa’s cunt and thrust home.

The mighty reptile took several intense strokes, making Luisa howl with ecstasy and push her firm, round ass back against him. He unsheathed his reddening cock from her slick depths and turned his prick to Myssandra. His huge reptilian wedge slid home into the creamy cunt of the demoness. Excess spunk was squeezed out around his root and dripped to the floor in filthy globs.

“It’s soooo good, Kantril,” cried Myssandra, her head up from the floor and bouncing as she rocked back against him with each thrust. The reptile’s muscular tail steadied him as he moved back and forth between the thief and the demoness, conquering and taming their cunts and reducing them to quivering, whimpering heaps.

“You will both have my SSSSSeeeeed!” hissed Kantril, hilting inside Luisa and pumping her pussy with powerful spurts of his cum. He drew his hips back, still gushing ropes of spunk from his reddish wedge as he moved to Myssandra. He thrust deep and the sight of Kantril filling her pussy once more was enough to drive Alfie over his own edge.

“Hmmmmmm,” he moaned, pinching his lips together tightly to keep from making a sound. Shameful pleasure rushing from his fat bollocks to his twitching tip as he sprayed the wall of the cave and the floor at his feet with gushes of his seed. Wasted. Unwanted. Filthy. Alfie staggered back as Kantril savored his triumph. Both girls turned to the lizard to offer still more pleasure.

Alfie could not bear to watch any more. He retreated into the depths of the dungeon.

Tiberius

Tiberius swooped into the chamber where Myssandra and Luisa were slavishly licking up the mess that Kantril’s cock had made. They ran their tongues up and down the reptile’s slowly deflating cock and cleaned droplets from his scaly thighs.

Tiberius ignored them and floated beside Kantril.

“Stay out of here, Tiberius,” said Myssandra, glancing up at him.

“Mind your tongue, demon,” hissed the ghost.

Kantril let out a click of amusement.

“Yes, mind your tongue,” he said, directing Myssandra’s mouth back to the head of his cock. Her demonic eyes flashed red for a moment but fluttered shut as she began to suckle the lizardkin’s cock. Kantril glanced lazily over at Tiberius. “What is it you want now, phantom?”

“You have let the boy escape you,” said the bearded ghost.

“He saw enough,” said Kantril, letting out another clicking chuckle. “He knows I possess his women.”

“That is not the plan,” said Tiberius, growing impatient with the arrogant reptile. “You’ve shaken him, yes, but he must break down and surrender this dungeon to you. Go after him!”

Kantril’s yellow eyes narrowed with annoyance and his long, forked tongue flicked out of his mouth. Tiberius braced himself for the lizard’s anger, but before Kantril could give voice to his annoyance, Myssandra climbed into his lap. Tiberius watched as the demoness put an arm around Kantril’s muscular neck and leaned her lips to the ear hole in the side of his head. Tiberius could hear her whispering but could not make out the words.

“What are you saying to him?” Tiberius demanded. “I told you to stay out of this, wench!”

Kantril held up a clawed hand to silence Tiberius. Myssandra slid out of the reptile’s lap and to her feet.

“I will deal with your nephew as I see fit, old ghost,” said Kantril. “You are right. Alfred Ivanhoe must learn his inferiority.”

Myssandra

She could hear Alfie making a racket in his bedroom from halfway across the Dungeon Nexus. He was thumping drawers and muttering to himself about treachery. Myssandra could not help but chuckle to herself at the thought of Alfie’s rage.

It wasn’t that she disliked the young Dungeon Lord, but she could hardly think of him the same way knowing he had been wanking his prick to the sight of her being fucked by Kantril. Did Alfie get off on humiliation? Or was he such a randy lad that anything could make his cock crow?

“Knock, knock, Alfie,” she said from the doorway. “Going somewhere?”

She leaned against the door, her blonde locks framing her face and her tall and luscious body clad in nothing but a whisper of a nightgown. Her plush tits tented the sheer fabric and her stiff nipples jutted with arousal. She was still hot from being pumped full of Knatril’s seed. There was something about that brutish reptile that thrilled her like no other lover she had taken during her time in the mortal realm.

“Yes, I’m leaving,” said Alfie, packing a mismatched collection of clothes into a valise and grunting as he forced the lid to close. “I am going to Macerolina to stop Josephine from marrying that prince.”

“What?” Myssandra laughed at the thought. “You are going to see a princess days before her wedding? And how do you propose to get there without my magic?”

“I’ve learned a thing or two about being a Dungeon Lord,” said Alfie, his eyes blazing with anger. “I can cast the spell without you, Myssandra. I’m going. So don’t try to stop me.”

“Awwwwww.” Myssandra pouted out her lower lip as she walked into the bedroom and slid an arm around Alfie’s shoulders. Alfie pushed at her and objected, but Myssandra was much stronger and effortlessly squeezed his face into her bust. “Shhhhh. Don’t be so cross, Alfie. Kantril isn’t so bad. You’ll like having him around. Give me a kiss now, master.”

“You still call me… mmmmmphhhh?” His question was smothered by her lips. He fought to escape her for a moment and then yielded to her kiss. Myssandra’s mouth opened whorishly and she fenced her tongue against the Dungeon Lord’s. He moaned, “You taste… mmmmm… salty.”

“Do I?” Myssandra giggled. “Never you mind that. How about my tits? How do they taste?”

She pulled his face down to her cleavage and yanked her nightgown down from her breasts. Alfie was buried face-first in her tits, moaning at first, then groping and kissing them both.

“Salty,” he moaned, his tongue roaming over her heaving mounds.

“Mmmmmm, then you’d better taste lower,” purred Myssandra, pushing Alfie down to his knees and hooking a long, powerful leg over his shoulder. One hand drew him to the hot folds of her cunt and Alfie moaned as her hand on the back of his head guided him to her soaking furrow.

“Does that taste good, Alfie?” panted Myssandra.

“Mmmnnnhnn,” he said, his brow knitting with effort as he licked her.

She moaned with delight as she felt his tongue stroking her clit before it slipped into her hot passage. He licked her with growing fervor, even moaning as she rocked her hips against his face. She held him tightly against her throbbing cunt.

“That’s it. There’s a good body. You want me to cum, don’t you? This is how you can… do it… ALFIEEEE!”

Myssandra’s cries of pleasure signaled Kantril. She came against Alfie’s tongue as the big, brutish reptile swaggered into the bedroom. Alfie was still oblivious to Kantril’s presence as he wantonly tongued Myssandra’s twat. She let him up for air and he looked up at her with nectar dripping from his chin.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?” she giggled.

“Yesss, please,” moaned Alfie.

“If it’s alright with Kantril,” said Myssandra, looking over Alfie.

“Oh, yes, I can share my women,” said Kantril, clicking with amusement as he approached them both.

Alfie

Alfie tried to will himself to be unashamed, but it wasn’t easy as he stood across from Kantril with Myssandra on her knees between them. She was stroking his big human cock in one hand and pleasuring Kantril’s even bigger reptilian wedge with her other.

“Ohhhh, it’s so fucking big,” she moaned, kissing Kantril’s cock. Lavishing her attention on it as her hand on Alfie’s cock became distracted. “Oh, I need it inside me, master. Don’t you want to see him fuck me again?”

“I want to fuck you,” objected Alfie.

“Oh, but I’ll use my mouth,” giggled Myssandra. “And my tits. Isn’t that good enough?”

Alfie found it hard to object as Myssandra’s big, soft tits enveloped his cock and her tongue lashed at the purple plum of his cockhead poking up through her wanking cleavage. Myssandra repositioned herself on her knees while Alfie was getting his straining cock massaged by the demoness. Kantril growled, deep and hungry, and grasped his pink cock in one hand as he moved behind Myssandra.

“Mmmmm, yes, put it in my pussy,” gasped Myssandra, lifting her hips. “It’s so much bigger than Alfie’s.”

The words stung Alfie, but he could only whimper with pleasure as he watched the creamy squeeze of Myssandra’s tits moving up and down his cock. Precum began to ooze from his reddened tip as Kantril’s clawed hands encircled Myssandra’s waist and the lizardkin fed the flattened head of his cock into Myssandra’s pussy from behind.

Myssandra stifled a moan with her lips on Alfie’s cock. Her eyes rolled with pleasure, and he felt her rock forward, lips tightening on his cock as she slurped softly on his straining meat. Kantril hammered her hard and deep. Myssandra’s tits dropped free of Alfie’s shaft as she had to brace herself on her hands to keep from toppling forward. Her big breasts swung beneath her, and she tried to keep her lips on Alfie, but it was clearly difficult as Kantril’s powerful hips slammed against her ass.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried, brow furrowing. “Oh, yes, use my pussy. Your glorious cock satisfies me like no other. Yesssss, mighty Kantril, make me cum. Ohhhhh! I cannot hold back with your cock taking me! Claim me! Claim my womb with your seed!”

Kantril hissed, but it was Alfie who could not hold back the flow of his seed.

“I’m… I’m cumming!” he cried.

“Mmmmm?” Myssandra lifted her mouth from his cock. “Already? I was going to let you fuck me after AHH!!”

She cried out, her head falling back as pleasure contorted her beautiful face. The sight of her ecstasy pushed Alfie past his brink and he let out a pained cry of pleasure as his cock, untouched, began to jerk and bounce with his orgasm. It was a rushing, ruined pleasure. Cum spurting and dribbling out as his cock bounced up and down with each spasm of his release.

“Ohhhh, master, you’ve cum all over the floor,” laughed Myssandra. “You’ve wasted your seed… while Kantril… ohhhh… is making me CUMMMMM!”

She bucked her hips wantonly, taking the lizard’s huge cock and cumming on it. Kantril railed her with relentless zeal. His muscular tail curled and he leaned into Myssandra’s clapping buttocks. His cock slamming deep as he unleashed a hissing, clicking sound to accompany the spurts of his seed.

Alfie could stand no more. His loyal assistant being pumped full once more with Kantril’s seed and crying out with adoration for the lizardkin was enough to break the last of his fighting spirit. He staggered back, grasping for his valise, and fled from the bedroom.

Myssandra called out after him, her words echoing up the hall, “Where are you going master? Come back! Don’t leave! I want you to see Kantril’s seed dripping out of me! I want you to taste it!

Tiberius

Tiberius was too late to stop Alfie’s ritual. He watched his nephew disappear in the center of the crudely drawn ritual circle. Alfie’s body faded out of existence as he cast himself through the aether and to the capital of Galamanca.

“That damned lizard has let him slip through his fingers again,” snarled Tiberius.

He flew through stone walls and back to the Dungeon Lord’s bedroom. Kantril was lounging atop the fourposter, looking content with his lot in life as Myssandra, ass in air, massaged Kantril with her breasts and licked his pink wedge.

“You let him go! He is gone, you fool!”

“So? The dungeon is mine?” Kantril gestured expansively and then rested a claw on Myssandra’s head to guide her bobbing lips.

“No, it isn’t,” snarled Tiberius, floating closer despite the disturbing sight of Myssandra’s lips stretching around the lizardkin’s fat wedge. “He is still the Dungeon Lord. You do not control the magic. Without him, the power of the dungeon will decay.”

Kantril’s fingers tightened in Myssandra’s golden hair and he lifted her from his cock with a wet pop.

“Is this true?” he demanded.

“Mmmm, I’m afraid so, master,” she moaned and reached out her tongue to lash Kantril’s tip. “He must surrender to you formally for the dungeon to pass to your control. And he must be in the dungeon to do that.”

Kantril snarled with anger and shoved Myssandra away.

“Then I will find him, and I will bring him back,” said Kantril, his lips curling cruelly. “But not before I defile this princess he lusts after. That will truly break him.”

“Oh, yesssss,” laughed Myssandra, fondling her soft tits in both hands as she looked adoringly at her new reptilian master. “She will make a fine addition to your harem.”
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The Perfect Princess Kneels

Alfie

An amateur using translocation magic can end in disaster. Untrained wizards can simply come apart in the aether, translocate themselves into solid objects, or wind up somewhere they shouldn’t be. Alfie was fortunate that his first attempt at long distance translocation only ended in teleporting him somewhere forbidden.

Alfie disappeared from the Happy Endings Dungeon, seemed to pass through hell fire, and reappeared shin-deep in hot water. Literal hot water. He looked over and saw a plump and flushed woman reclining in a steamy bath. Her huge breasts glistened atop the water. Her face was framed by damp, curly locks of dark hair. She had a large, dark mole on her cheek.

The woman stared at him dully for more than a second and then her eyes flew open wide.

“Excuse me, miss,” said Alfie, lifting one foot out of the water. “Do you happen to know where—”

“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! Pervert! Intruder!”

Alfie was going to ask her where he could find the white stone palace of Macerolina, but he found it impossible to ask the woman much of anything as she heaved up out of the water like some jiggling leviathan and began to hit him with her hands. He fell into the bath and glimpsed wobbling fleshy buttocks and a big, furry cunt as she kicked and screamed at him. She finally retreated and he found himself staring down three halberds pointed directly at his face.

“Who are you? What are you doing in the royal baths?” demanded one of the guards.

Well, thought Alfie, at least I am in almost the right place. He was promptly dragged from the bath as he pleaded to see Princess Josephine. They ignored him, stripped him of his wet clothes, and shoved him into a cell in the dungeon. They even stripped him of his Dungeon Lord’s medallion. He finally blurted out, “Tell the princess that a Dungeon Lord has come to speak with her. Show her that medallion.”

“Alright,” said one of the guards. “We will. But if you are wasting the princess’s time and causing us problems, I will kick you until your dick stops working.”

Fortunately, the medallion convinced Princess Josephine of his sincerity. She had him dressed in trousers and a tunic and had him taken to her private quarters. Two guards accompanied him into her room. Her reaction when introduced to him was almost as surprised as the plump woman in the bath. She stood up from her study table, knocking over a wine glass that spilled out its contents onto the floor.

“You!” she cried. “The boy from the street!”

“It is me,” said Alfie, bowing his head apologetically. “I wasn’t a Dungeon Lord then, but I, well, I inherited a dungeon from my uncle and…”

She sent the guards away and Alfie told Princess Josephine everything. She calmed down and sat on the edge of her bed, listening to his every word. About his attempts to reform the dungeon as a positive thing and to give women pleasure instead of pain. She questioned him about details, as if doubting his story, but the more he told her, the more she knew about the inner workings of a dungeon, the less she doubted.

“Why did you come to me?” she finally asked. “You must know that I am crusading against Dungeon Lords. So why should I do anything but imprison you here and consider one less dungeon to trouble the land?”

“Because then you will be giving Kantril exactly what he desires,” said Alfie and he was then forced to explain, in embarrassing detail, his thorough cuckolding by the devious reptile. His face burned with shame as he related even the most unflattering of moments. Josephine blushed as well and more than once cleared her throat to stop Alfie from continuing with obscene details about what Kantril had done.

“So you want me to deal with this reptile for you so that you might retake your dungeon?”

“Yes!” said Alfie, taking her hands. “But more than that, I want you to know that I love you, Josephine. I will turn my uncle’s dungeon into whatever you desire. A hospital to heal the sick. A school for magic. Anything you wish. Name it.”

“You… love me?” Her cheeks colored.

“Yes,” said Alfie, kneeling before her. “I know you are to wed the prince of Galamanca. I will not interfere with your wedding. I will not try. But if your heart belongs to me…”

She looked away from him, her brow furrowing uncertainly.

“I must think about all you have said.” Josephine turned away from him in her chair and gave him a push when he tried to take her hands again. “It is late and I must sleep on this matter. Come to me in the morning and I will give you my decision.”

“I will wait in your dungeon for as long as it takes,” said Alfie.

“Oh, no, honorable Dungeon Lord,” she said, hanging Alfie’s medallion around his neck “Take your amulet back. I will see that you are quartered down the hall in the royal wing.”

“Thank you, Princess Josephine,” he said, bowing deeply and kissing her fingers. “I promise you will not regret helping me.”

Josephine

Sleeping on what the strange young man had told her was hardly an option. She lay awake in her bed, tossing and turning in her nightgown, until she finally decided there was no point to staying in bed at all. She sat back at her writing table and fetched a book about the Dungeon Lords from her personal library.

She had studied this volume many times, for it included detailed descriptions of the dungeons and their many legendary dangers. She found Tiberius Ivanhoe in the book and was impressed that his description matched Alfie’s. His dungeon sounded every bit as terrible as Alfie had described, known for preying particularly upon women adventurers. It was exactly the sort of dungeon that should be emptied out and sealed permanently.

Yet Josephine knew she was attracted to the bashful young Dungeon Lord. She had found herself thinking of him when he was only a boy she had seen in the streets. He had obviously been thinking of her in much the same way.

Could she really carry on a secret affair with a Dungeon Lord? And what good would it do to help him in his strange power struggle?

She was reading another book about the breeding habits of lizardkin when there was a sudden snapping sound from her bedchamber. She turned and was shocked to see two tall, cloaked figures approaching from the darkness.

They were already between her and her door. There was no calling for help from her guards. She fingered the dagger she kept hidden under her writing desk as the figures stepped forward and drew back their hoods.

One was a ravishingly beautiful blonde-haired woman with intense eyes and a wicked smile. Beside her stood a lizardkin, with hard yellow eyes and a wide, fanged mouth in his snout.

“You must be Myssandra,” said Josephine. “And you are Kantril.”

“I am,” said Kantril. “I ssssssee my reputation precedes me. I’ve brought you something, princess.”

“What is that?” demanded Josephine, tensing and wrapping her fingers around the grip of the dagger.

“A gift,” said Myssandra, reaching under her cloak and holding out a blue flower with delicate, white-edged petals.

A sweet, cloying aroma met Josephine’s nose. She inhaled reflexively and felt a tingling warmth in her sinuses. The warmth began to spread through her body. The tingling seeping down her abdomen and into her core. Her pert breasts heaved against her nightgown’s lacy neck.

“Poison,” gasped Josephine, but the word hard scarcely left her lips and she found herself feeling euphoric.

“No, it is an abyssal orchid called an indigo kiss,” purred Myssandra, holding the flower closer to Josephine. “The scent is lovely, but it is the flower’s pollen that is most helpful. You see, it awakens desires in the most chaste of women. Desires to be loved. To be conquered.”

“Desssssires for me,” growled Kantril, shedding his cloak and revealing his muscular scaly body and the jutting pink length of his obscene cock. It glistened with natural lubrication and Josephine found herself staring at the strange, flared head and the ridges along its length. Her mouth watered, her heart quickened, and her cunt throbbed with need.

“No,” whimpered Josephine, but it was clear that she was already at the mercy of Kantril. He let out a clicking chuckle and scooped her out of her chair. She moaned and hung an arm from his powerful neck as he carried the lovely princess to her massive four-poster bed.

“You are mine,” hissed Kantril. “And after I have shown you the pleasuressss I can give you, there will be no more need for Mysssssandra’s bouquets.”

Myssandra perched on the night table beside the bed, kicking her feet and sniffing at the orchid playfully.

Josephine barely thought of the buxom blonde, for Kantril was all that occupied her attention. His wide snout pressed to her lips and she kissed him in reply. His long, slender tongue thrust into her mouth and Josephine whimpered and realized just how much she wanted to learn of these pleasures that the lizardman had promised her.

Kantril’s claws made short work of Josephine’s flimsy nightgown. His rough hands caressed and explored her pert young body. He parted her slender thighs and stroked her heaving breasts. His pink tongue slid out to tickle at her nipples. She giggled with pleasure. Kantril pushed her legs wide and back, exposing her to his snout. His tongue danced over her cunt and tasted of her nectar. Her ass. It slipped inside her cunny and he let out a satisfied click as he realized she was a virgin.

“How fitting that I shall be your first,” clicked Kantril.

“Yesss, please,” moaned Josephine, bucking against his snout and stroking his scaly head. “Take me. Claim me. The prince means nothing to me.”

“And the Ivanhoe boy?” asked Kantril, glaring at Josephine from between her legs.

“Less than nothing,” gasped Josephine.

Kantril let out a rattling click of mirth and climbed between Josephine’s slender legs. She reached down to take hold of his huge reptilian cock, guiding it to the hot seam of her cunt. She knew it would hurt, but she did not care. She locked eyes with him as Kantril thrust through her grasp and impaled her virgin cunt on his monstrous cock. It was huge, stretching her, ripping past her virgin seal and into her trembling depths.

There was no gentleness to Kantril. If anything, he seemed inflamed by the idea that he was claiming a virgin. Her blood slicked the merciless pillar of his cock, plunging deep until Josephine’s shock and pain gave way to intense pleasure. Her feet bounced in the air to either side of Kantril as he split her wide on his relentless wedge. Driving to her core and out again. Working his bulging root into her cunt as Josephine, helpless beneath him, began to cum.

“That’s it,” laughed Myssandra, eyes sparkling cruelly as she watched. “Give him everything, princess. He is your mate. Your master.”

“Yesssss!” wailed Josephine, locking her ankles around Kantril’s muscular back.

The rutting reptile let out a barking, clicking bellow of triumphant pleasure and Josephine felt the gush of his seed into her soiled depths. A flood of pumping cum that drenched her innocence in beastly desire and overflowed down the crack of her ass.

Kantril finished inside her and drew his cock out. He blinked and admired the mess he had made of the princess. She blushed with shame, feeling the warm slickness that met her fingers as she touched her folds.

“So much,” she moaned, lifting fingers that dripped with white.

“There is more to give,” clicked Kantril. “Turn over and I will fill you once more.”

“Yes, master,” cried Josephine, rolling onto her hands and knees and shamelessly lifting her pert young bottom to her master’s gaze.

Alfie

He couldn’t sleep. He would close his eyes and think of the faces that Princess Josephine had made as he told his tale to her. The way she had listened and understood him like no other. The way she had let him kiss her fingers and how she had hung his medallion back around his neck like she had been awarding a military medal for bravery.

It was well past midnight when Alfie decided he had to see her again. Damn propriety, he had to make her understand how much he loved her. He would give up everything if it pleased her. He crept out of his room and into the hall. Moonlight through mullioned windows formed patterns on the stone floor of the corridor. He stepped through the pools of light, grateful that no guard had been posted outside Princess Josephine’s quarters.

He reached the door, raised his hand to knock, and stopped. He could hear something from within her room. Soft sounds. Feminine sounds. He pressed his ear to the heavy door and listened closely.

“Ohhhh, yessss, it tastes so good,” he heard her say. “Will you do it in my mouth now?”

Her strange question was answered by a harsh clicking sound that sent a chill up Alfie’s back. It was Kantril laughing.

Alfie turned the knob and flung open Princess Josephine’s door.

“What are you…”

He could not finish the question. His raised voice died away as he was confronted by the sight of Kantril sitting at the writing desk of the princess. The lizardkin had his legs apart and his cock was jutting from his lap. His eyes flashed with arrogant amusement as he glanced over at Alfie.

“Ah, welcome, Alfie,” hissed Kantril. “I was just acquainting myself with Josephine.”

Alfie’s eyes fell upon the princess. Her back was mostly to him, but he recognized her pale golden hair now pulled back in a loose tail. That tail bounced and flicked as she bobbed her head atop Kantril’s cock. She moaned around him, stretching her lips and taking him deeper than seemed possible into her tiny mouth.

Worse than the pleasure she was giving Kantril was the evidence of the pleasure she had already received. She was completely naked, on her knees, with her peachy, firm bottom bouncing against her heels as she bobbed her mouth on Kantril’s cock. Alfie could see that each time her ass descended and collided with her heels, it caused her delicate cunt to spread open a little and for thick strands of glistening white cum to spill out of her blushing folds. There was already a large puddle on the floor between her knees and judging by the chafed look of her cuntlips she had been fucked by Kantril several times.

His beautiful, innocent, goodhearted love had been conquered by Kantril. The lizardman had usurped everything from Alfie.

Alfie tried to scream, but no sound came out of his mouth. He dropped to his knees in the doorway, his mind shattering as Kantril let out a long click of satisfaction and began to pump his cum into Josephine’s mouth. Josephine gurgled, her throat working as she swallowed, but not fast enough as cum dripped from her chin and even bubbled from one nostril.

She never stopped. She seemed to love it. She seemed to love Kantril. His reptilian fingers tangled in her hair and pushed her down further on his cock as he stared arrogantly at Alfie.

“He has won, Alfie,” chuckled Myssandra. “Do you surrender your amulet to him?”

Alfie couldn’t answer. Kantril pushed Josephine from his cock and stood from the chair.

“I will sssssweeten the offer,” said Kantril. “Yield to me, give me the amulet, and you can fuck her.”

Kantril pushed Josephine onto her back on the leopard rug beside the writing desk. Her legs parted and more of Kantril’s cum oozed out.

“Yesssss, Alfie,” cooed Josephine, touching her filthy cunt. “If master says it’s okay, you can fuck me.”

“Take it,” cried Alfie, tears in his eyes as he tossed the amulet to Myssandra. He crawled to Josephine. She laughed and embraced him as he kissed her, weeping desperately.

He tore open his trousers and his cock was in his hands. Without another thought, and doing his best to ignore the sight of Myssandra hanging the amulet from Kantril’s muscular neck, Alfie thrust into Josephine’s pussy. His cock squelched into her filthy, cum-stuffed depths. Warm slime squeezed out around Alfie’s shaft. He drew back and thrust in again, hardly touching Josephine’s slick walls she was gaping so wide around him. He drew back and thrust in again, the filthy act enough to drive him over the edge.

Kantril, Myssandra, and even Josephine laughed as Alfie cried out with desperate pleasure and pumped his spurting seed into Josephine’s creamy cunt. He thrust twice more and then collapsed atop her.

“Get off her,” commanded Kantril. “She is mine.”

Alfie had no choice but to obey. Kantril was the Dungeon Lord now.
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Mutatis Mutandis

Alfie

Alfie knelt upon the floor of Princess Josephine’s bedroom, naked and trembling, a mixture of his seed and the churned seed of Kantril dripping from his flaccid cock. His knees ached from kneeling for so long and his ears rang with Myssandra’s cruel laughter and Josephine’s gasps of pleasure. He stole glances of what was happening on the bed when he thought Kantril wasn’t looking, and every time visited some new carnal misery upon the former Dungeon Lord.

Josephine’s moans currently assaulting him were among the worst, for they were muffled beneath Myssandra as the demoness joined in the pleasures taking place on the bed. Alfie stole another glance, even though Kantril had threatened to tear out Alfie’s eyes if he was caught looking again.

Josephine was on her back, her face smothered beneath Myssandra’s plush bottom as the demoness straddled the head of the princess. Kantril was holding Josephine’s slender legs to his scaly body as he rutted into Josephine’s cream-filled cunt. Myssandra was moaning and kissing the lizardkin usurper. Her demonic tongue reaching out to his slimy reptilian tongue as she bounced up and down on Josephine’s face.

Perhaps most shameful of all, worse somehow than even the fact that Kantril was fucking beautiful, innocent Josephine, was the medallion thumping rhythmically against Kantril’s chest. It was Alfie’s medallion, the symbol of his office as lord of the Happy Endings Dungeon. Surrendered for a moment of pleasure with Josephine and now lost forever.

“Mmmmmm!” cried Josephine, wailing beneath Myssandra’s smothering ass.

“Yes, mmmmmm, oh, my lord, fill her again,” gasped Myssandra. “Her fertile cunt craves your superior seed! Wash away the sting of the human’s wretched residue!”

“Yes, yes! SSSSS!” Kantril hissed and clicked with pleasure, hilting his bulging pink cock in Josephine’s folds. “Look well, human! Watch as I breed your precious, fair-haired maiden! My seed will take within such a cunt as hers! HHHSSSSS!”

Kantril drove deep and his hissing sounds were punctuated with the ecstasy cries of Josephine smothered beneath Myssandra’s round bottom. Alfie watched, enraptured by the sight of Kantril’s throbbing root as the devilish reptile deposited another massive load of his seed deep into Josephine’s honeyed walls.

At last, Kantril unsheathed his cock from Josephine’s raw, gaping cunt. Yellow-tinged cum spilled out of her, filthy and stinking even to Alfie’s nose across the room. Josephine whimpered softly, fingers playing in the silky flow, a dazed flush on her face as Myssandra dismounted.

“It is time to claim my throne as rule of the dungeon,” declared Kantril, looking down at his new medallion as his cock slowly wilted back into its scaly sheath. “First, I will dispose of this human.”

Kantril reached for a dagger on his belt. Alfie cried out, falling back and shielding himself pitifully with his hands.

“No, please, master,” said Myssandra, stopping Kantril’s hand. “The boy is useful to us yet. Though you hold the office surrendered to you, the former lord must give you the codes and open the doors that only he can open.”

“The ghost told me he could do all that,” hissed Kantril.

“Tiberius? He is mad! You dare not trust him.” Myssandra pressed her voluptuous body against Kantril. “Please, master, let’s take him with us. You can keep him as a pet. And if you wish… I can make him more appealing to you.”

“Mmmmm? What use would I have for such a pitiful boy except my cookfire?”

Myssandra squeezed tighter against Kantril and whispered something to him. Alfie saw the cruel delight flickering in Kantril’s eyes. He did not know what it meant, but he knew it would not be good for him.

Tiberius

The big lizard had actually done it! The ghost of Tiberius Ivanhoe flitted about the Dungeon Nexus as a new order took hold. Gone were the relics and symbols of the Dungeon Lords and in their place were leering masks, crossed spears, and the stretched pelts of various predators of the swamps and crags of the lizardkin homeland. Gaslights had been replaced with large brass braziers and torches. Tapestries had been pulled down and the bare rock walls had been decorated with lewd paintings.

Myssandra, Luisa, and Princess Josephine wore shimmering fishscale robes split to reveal their legs and cinched beneath their busts to leave their breasts bare. Josephine seemed shy about this, always covering herself with her arms when she was not busy. Luisa seemed not to notice and struck unladylike poses whenever she was idle. But Myssandra, ah, beautiful Myssandra glided through the Nexus serving the will of Kantril with her large breasts gently bouncing and her hips swaying from side-to-side. A queen in the making.

She was showing Kantril the ways of the magic in the dungeon and helping him to remake it from a ridiculous pleasure palace into a fortress for his tribe. Tiberius did not much care for this, but it would be easy for him to undo these changes once he was in control of the dungeon again. He floated pasted his sulking nephew, who was busy folding clothing and cleaning for Kantril.

“Well done, boy,” laughed Tiberius.

“Go to hell,” muttered Alfie.

“It looks like you are in the pit already,” chuckled Tiberius, ruffling the lad’s hair, but only passing his ghostly hand through Alfie’s head. “Worry not, my boy, when I am back in charge of things I’ll give you a nice goblin girl to keep you company and see that those disloyal wenches of yours are properly punished. A nice spike trap or maybe bore worms to eat them from the inside out.”

Alfie’s eyes widened at what Tiberius was saying and then hardened strangely. Good, thought Tiberius, the boy needed to reckon with his own softness.

“How do you mean to get the amulet back from Kantril?” wondered Alfie.

“Oh, I’ll just take Kantril from the amulet,” said Tiberius. “You see, there is a spirit jar in the vault. All I need to do is convince the fool there is something valuable inside and when he opens it his soul will be sucked from his body and into the jar. Then I will be able to take his body for myself. Not the most pleasing of bodies, mind you, but I suppose I can find someone else to possess once I am in control.”

“Sounds… like a good plan,” said Alfie.

“Yes, now I just need to find a way to persuade him to enter the vault.”

It took Tiberius several hours to devise a plan. He finally managed it with a little unwitting help from Myssandra. He reminded her that there was a scepter of construction in the vault to make rebuilding the shape of the dungeon easier.

“Big changes require such a tool,” said Tiberius. Kantril was persuaded by Myssandra and was soon rummaging in the vault while Tiberius and Myssandra waited at the threshold.

“I do not see this scepter,” growled the lizardkin, adjusting the golden crown upon his head.

“Are you certain? Perhaps that was one of the items stolen by the Knights of Krondor. But their bones are all moldering in the bottomless depths, I assure you. Oh, but there, Kantril. Do you see that jar with the stopper?”

“This?” Kantril lifted the spirit jar from the piles of treasure.

“Oh, yes, that contains the spirit of a great warrior,” said Tiberius. “If you release it, you will be twice as powerful as you have ever been.”

Kantril’s yellow eyes narrowed. He looked from Tiberius to Myssandra as he walked back to the door of the vault.

“Is this true?” he asked Myssandra.

“I think you should open it,” said Myssandra, smiling with cruel delight twinkling in her eyes.

Kantril’s monstrous mouth broke into a wide, fanged smile. Tiberius was heartened to see that Myssandra was aiding him in his plan. Of course, the stupid lizard was tricked.

Kantril opened the clasps atop the stopper of the spirit jar. He began to remove the stopper. He looked up at Tiberius again.

“Well? Open it!” exclaimed Tiberius.

“As you wish, ghost,” growled Kantril, opening the jar and turning it in the same motion.

The stopper dropped to the floor and the open jar faced Tiberius. A great rushing wind pulled at the ghostly shape of Tiberius. He fought against the suction for a moment, trying to fly in the opposite direction in a panic, but the hungry mouth of the jar drew him towards it. The phantom of the Dungeon Lord howled as spectral suction pulled him into the empty vessel. The world closed in around him and Kantril pushed the stopper onto the top.

Tiberius, now trapped inside the spirit jar, howled with fury. He could hear the muffled voices of Myssandra and Kantril through the walls of the jar.

“A good thing that boy warned you, Myssandra,” said Kantril. “I wonder why he would betray his uncle like that.”

“He said Tiberius planned to kill Queen Josephine,” purred Myssandra. “That was enough to make him pick a side.”

“Well, I suppose I had better reward the welp,” growled Kantril. “I was planning to roast him over a spit tonight… but your other suggestion was enticing. We shall see if this new arrangement will satisfy me.”

Tiberius never heard what Myssandra’s suggested “arrangement” was for his nephew. Kantril placed the stoppered spirit jar on a shelf in the Dungeon Vault and sealed it up again.

Alfie

Alfie, the dethroned and cuckolded former Dungeon Lord, shuffled into what had become Kantril’s throne room in the Dungeon Nexus. Savage masks and spears decorated the walls and a pair of summoned golems pounded on tribal drums. Alfie wore only a loincloth as he approached Kantril in his throne.

The reptilian master of the dungeon toyed with his medallion as he lounged in his throne, his crown cocked to one side. Myssandra and Josephine were bare-breasted and wore their hair up and festooned with savage charms. Myssandra stood beside Kantril’s throne and Josephine knelt at his feet, draping herself against the arm of his chair.

“Kneel before your master,” commanded Myssandra and Alfie dropped to his knees before Kantril.

“The demon thinks you have some worth to me as a slave,” said Kantril. “I see no use in a scrawny thing like you, but she suggested something interesting. So, to satisfy my curiosity, you will drink this…”

Kantril gestured with a clawed hand as Myssandra lifted aside a cloth and revealed a glass vial containing a shimmering pink potion.

“Is it poison?” asked Alfie, looking at the strange potion.

“Perhaps it is,” chuckled Kantril. “Perhaps one drop will kill you. Or perhaps it is your salvation. I give you only one choice, boy: drink it or die.”

Kantril’s clawed hand settled on the grip of a sheathed dagger. Alfie swallowed hard, imaging the reptile plunging that dagger into his heart. He did the only thing he could and picked up the potion, removed the stopper, and quickly drank it all.

The potion was thick, slightly creamy, and surprisingly sweet. Kantril sat forward, his cruel eyes glittering as he stared down at Alfie. Myssandra and Josephine both looked on with interest.

“I don’t think it did anything,” said Alfie. “I don’t feel any—AHHH!”

The pain was sudden and only grew worse with each passing moment. His body spasmed and his flesh burned. He felt his muscles beginning to go slack. His face softening and rearranging slightly. His hips flaring. His buttocks rounding and softening. His chest growing larger and larger until it swelled impressively with ample breasts. His hair grew longer, though not quite long enough to reach his shoulders, and his cry of shock sounded high and feminine.

It was the final change that left Alfie gasping in shock. His penis shriveled and wilted and seemed to invert inside his body. He felt his organs rearrange as his male genitalia were completely replaced with the anatomy of a woman. A tight, virginal cunt replaced what had once been a rather impressive cock.

“What… what have you done to me?” gasped Alfie in a voice that was not his.

“Look at that,” laughed Kantril. “It worked just as you said, demoness. Such luscious tits and such a pretty face. Does he now have the mind of a woman?”

“No, it is the same Alfie who ruled over this dungeon,” said Myssandra. “In time, the hormones will transform his mind and desires. But he can still revert to his male state unless his womb is claimed.”

“Impregnate this?” Kantril laughed. “Perhaps if she is worthy. Come here, slave. Let me feel those tits.”

Alfie, still whimpering from the transformation, pushed himself (herself??) to his feet and staggered towards Kantril’s throne. He leaned heavily into the clutching hands of the lizardman as Kantril fondled and squeezed Alfie’s large, dangling breasts. Alfie gasped as the rough scales of the lizardman stroked his stiffening nipples.

“Yes, very nice,” said Kantril. “I have no desire in being served by a male human, but this female will do nicely. What will I call you?”

“My name is—”

“Your name is whatever I tell you!” snapped Kantril, pinching Alfie’s nipples and making him cry out in the soft, whimpering voice of a young woman.

“Althea,” suggested Josephine. “That’s a nice name.”

“Yes, good, my pet,” laughed Kantril, drawing aside his loincloth and baring the loathsome pink wedge of his cock. “Althea. That is your name now. Get down on your knees again, Althea, and serve your master.”

Tears gathered in Althea’s eyes as she tried to come up with a reason or a means to resist the cruel reptile. But her newly made body seemed to have a mind of its own. She fell heavily to her knees, her huge breasts jiggling. Her hands, so small and soft, grasped the glistening pink of Kantril’s wedge, grasping at its base and working up to the narrow tip.

“Your hand is not enough,” growled Kantril.

Althea leaned closer into his lap and her newly-plumped breasts dangling and fell onto his cock, enveloping his slick length in her cleavage. She squeezed her tits around him and began to move her breasts against his cock. Her nipples seemed so big and sensitive and they dragged against his scaly lap, sending shockwaves of pleasure through Althea’s body.

“Ohhhhhh,” she whimpered with dismay, the unwanted pleasure exciting her further and making her want to satisfy the cruel reptile.

“Good, good,” his Kantril, clicking with satisfaction. “Your tits are warm and soft. Now give me more. More!”

“Suck him,” purred Myssandra, leaning over Kantril’s shoulder like a second head.

Althea could not resist her body’s urges. She took the reptile’s foul-tasting cock into her mouth, her soft, warm lips tightening around him and sliding down his wedge. His musky odor was eye-watering and yet somehow thrilling. The strange taste of him was even more foul. A strong, salty flavor unlike any human secretion.

Althea choked a little with effort. Kantril clicked with laughter, draping a clawed hand atop her hair.

“Sssssuck,” hissed the lizard.

Althea fought against her urges, tried to lift her mouth from him, but she could not resist her desire. She took him deeper, swallowing him to the back of her throat. She began to slurp and suck wantonly at him, her head bobbing in his lap and her tongue working beneath the ridges of Kantril’s cock.

She could sense his growing pleasure. Each bob of her lips seemed to ignite that pleasure in herself too. She found herself sucking more and more eagerly until she was working his cock like a wanton whore. Althea no longer cared that Josephine was looking on or that Myssandra was taunting her. She did not care that she was doing something so disgusting it would have driven her mad only minutes earlier.

“Mmmmmmm!” moaned Althea, knowing that Kantril was close by the clicking sounds he was making.

He erupted into her mouth with sudden force, spurting his thick, oily seed against her tongue and the back of her mouth. She swallowed without a moment’s hesitation. Gulping the gushing goo again and again as some leaked out of the corners of her mouth. Kantril held her head down, pulsing his last few spurts directly down Althea’s throat and making her eyes water.

“Good,” laughed Kantril, letting her up for air. “You are a good slave. Perhaps I will make you my personal scepter polisher.”

He pushed Althea away, done with her for the moment, and turned his attention to Myssandra and arrangements to continue the transformation of the dungeon into his palace. Althea, still kneeling before him, ran her fingers across her plush, feminine lips and tasted the residue of Kantril’s cum.

The shock of her transformation was nothing compared to the shock of swallowing the reptile’s gushing seed. She had never imagined doing something like that, let alone doing it so well that Kantril complimented her. Now it was all she wanted to do.

She crawled back towards his lap, gently drawing aside his loincloth as his pink cock was retreating back into its sheath. She leaned down between his scaly thighs, fixing her mouth over his cock and catching the retreating wedge of him between her lips. She sucked and licked urgently.

“Hmmm?” Kantril stopped talking to Myssandra and gazed down into his lap where Althea was bobbing and slurping upon him. “My, my, I think your potion has created a monster, Myssandra.”

“Yes, she seems to have taken a liking to you, master,” chuckled Myssandra, watching Althea desperately slurping on the small wedge of Kantril’s flaccid tip.

“Very well,” sighed Kantril, reclining in his throne and draping his clawed hand over Althea’s head. “Just this once, I will tolerate your impertinence. Serve me, Althea. Serve your master.”

“Mmmmm, yes, master,” moaned Althea, eagerly doing exactly that.
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New Girl, New Purpose

Kantril

The power of the Dungeon Lord was firmly in Kantril’s clawed grasp. The ghost had been sealed away in the vault and the previous lord was now just another member of Kantril’s harem. With a flip of the Dungeon Catalog and a plop on the Dungeon Table, Kantril could build an army of lizardkin warriors or enlist the help of demons, golems, orcs, or even the undead.

“Ssssssoon the world beyond these walls will feel my power,” rasped the lizard as he reclined in his throneroom in the Dungeon Nexus.

“What is that, my master?” purred Myssandra, leaning her bare breasts against Kantril’s scaly shoulder and caressing his powerful neck.

As usual, the demoness stirred his cock and distracted him from his thoughts of conquest. She wore only a loincloth and her breasts always tempted him.

He reached a scaly arm around Myssandra and pulled her into his lap. She cooed with delight as he nuzzled his snout into the softness of her bare breasts. His tongue flicked out and tasted her creamy mounds and the pink buds of her nipples. His hand slid down her back and cradled the softness of her ass.

“All of my desires will be manifested,” growled Kantril, his yellow eyes focusing on Myssandra’s face as his claws squeezed and fondled her nearly naked body. “Tell me of my brides. Are they taken by my seed?”

“The thief has been bred,” giggled Myssandra, grinding against Kantril’s bulging cock and thrusting her breasts against his snout. “I sense your clutch already growing within her womb.”

“The princess is far more important to my plans,” growled Kantril, lifting his face from Myssandra’s breasts and looking seriously at his demonic servant.

“Ohhh, master, only a matter of time now. I have utilized rare ingredients from the dungeon’s apothecary to prepare a fertility potion for her if you wish to ensure she is bred.”

Kantril grunted in response to this news and shoved Myssandra from his lap. Any other slave might have fallen to her knees, but Myssandra gracefully rose to her feet as Kantril stood. As always, he was slightly annoyed that Myssandra was taller than him.

“Bring the potion. I will enjoy this princess now,” said Kantril, starting off through the dungeon to the quarters he had created for his brides.

“Of course, master,” said Myssandra, ducking her head slightly and accompanying Kantril. “I should also inform you… the former Dungeon Lord’s potion will wear off soon and I have no more ingredients for the potion that transformed her.”

“Althea?” Kantril’s growl darkened as he thought of the buxom slave girl who nursed so eagerly at his prick whenever he commanded. “A pity. She has become a fine cock cleaner, but I cannot have the former Dungeon Lord in my midst. When her male aspect returnsssss, I will kill her.”

“The fertility potion would work on her as well, master,” said Myssandra.

“Hmmm?” He stopped in the hallway and regarded Myssandra with an amused twinkle in his eye. “You propose that I breed this man thing?”

“Oh, yes, it would prevent her from ever returning to being Alfred. And Althea is woman enough, though it would be normally difficult to breed one so freshly transformed. However, the fertility potion is powerful. She could be made ready to take your seed.”

“And there is enough of the potion?” A cruel smile began to spread on Kantril’s face.

“There are three doses,” said Myssandra, holding up a glass flask containing a pink potion that throbbed with an unearthly glow.

Kantril snatched it from her and pushed Myssandra back against the wall of the dungeon’s hallway.

“And what of you, demoness? Will this potion work on you?”

For the first time since Kantril had known the demoness, she seemed taken by surprise.

“W-what? Master, I am a demon, I should not—”

“Silence,” growled Kantril. “The blood of a king of the reptiles and the blood of a demon like you could create very powerful sons. Even daughters worth raising to maturity. The kings of legend were said to consort with demons. I want to mate with one.”

“Master, I appreciate your—”

“Drink!” commanded Kantril, thrusting the potion back into her hand. “Drink and I shall mate you now!”

Myssandra smiled uncertainly and uncorked the flask. She hesitated for a moment, then lifted it to her lips and drank. She winced at the flavor of it, but Kantril saw her throat work as she swallowed. The effect was immediate and obvious. Her face flushed and her eyelids grew heavy with a sudden wave of desire.

“Master… I feel it… throbbing inside me,” she gasped.

Kantril let out a clicking laugh of approval.

“Then I shall breed you now, demoness!” Kantril sized Myssandra’s hips in his clawed hands and turned her around roughly. He pressed her face to the smooth stone of the passage. Her soft tits squished against the rock, and she let out a gasp of stoked lust as Kantril flipped the back of her dangling loincloth over her large, round, and lusciously firm ass.

“Ohhh, master, I have a fever and the only cure is more of your seed,” she moaned, wiggling her hips from side to side to entice him.

No such enticing was necessary. Kantril grasp the slimy root of his pink cock and guided it to her entrance. With a single thrust, he buried his cock inside her hot demonic channel and bullet his tip against her twitching cervix. The demoness crooned with delight, arching her back and pushing her ass back against Kantril’s hips. He took a firm hold of her and began to roughly saw his cock in and out of Myssandra’s slick pussy. The potion had worked so well that her demonic nectar was flowing heavily down her thighs and each stroke of Kantril’s cock made loud, wet squishing sounds.

“Fuuuuuuck!” cried Myssandra. “It’s so good! I can feel my womb pulsating with need for you, master! Breed me! I will give you demonborne sons and daughters!”

Kantril hissed loudly, leaning into her with each stroke as he felt his pleasure rising within his bollocks. He clamped his jaws against her shoulder, drawing trickles of blood as he held her in place and rutted fiercely into her. The hallways echoed with the loud slap-slap-slap of his hips spanking Myssandra’s plush bottom. His cock swelled nearly to bursting in the depths of her cunt.

With a last hissing roar of pleasure and a series of triumphant clicks, Kantril unleashed a great torrent of his seed into Myssandra’s clutching cunt. Spurt after spurt poured into her fertile womb. A quenching flood that bred her with all the certainty the potion could grant. He remained inside her, his cock swollen almost to a knot. Holding fast and dwelling in her cunt until, at last, his hardness retreated and slipped from her pussy.

“Th-thank you, master,” panted Mysandra, her shoulder marked by the wide semicircle of his bite and her face flushed with her quivering ecstasy.

“Go. Ressssst now, demoness. You are my adviser no more. Now… you are another of my bridesssss.” Kantril plucked the flask from her hands and set off down the hall. He had two more cunts to breed before the day would be through.

Althea

The woman who had once been Alfie Ivanhoe knelt obediently beside the four-poster bed and used her mouth to wash her master’s slimy pink cock. It was filthy with womanly juices and the reptilian spunk. A familiar taste for Althea, who often washed Kantril’s penis after he had taken one of his slave brides. Althea no longer minded. In fact, as she bobbed and slurped upon his cock, she savored the act.

Josephine, the princess she had once hoped to marry, knelt upon the bed next to them with her small, firm bottom in the air and her blushing pink cunt on display. As Althea pleasured Kantril, the lizardkin occasionally leaned over to lash Josephine’s cunt or ass with his long, reptilian tongue.

Upon entering the chamber, Althea thought that Kantril might have just fucked Josephine, but the princess seemed untouched and eager to be taken. Exceptionally eager, in fact. Her face deeply flushed and her body trembling with desire. It was not Althea’s place to question what was happening. She knelt and served her master, grateful to be speared and willing to pleasure him. Though Josephine moaning and wiggling her hips atop the bed was a bit of a distraction.

“SSSSSSS!” Kantril hissed angrily, yanking Althea’s head from his cock by her hair. “Your teeth! Do not bite me, slave, or I will end you!”

“Forgive me, master,” whimpered Althea, looking up at him with teary eyes. “Your cock is so large and I am so very eager.”

“Yessss,” hissed Kantril, releasing his cruel grip on Althea. “You are eager. But I have ssssomething for you.”

He reached into a pouch on his bandoliers and held out a glass flask that was a third full of a strange, glowing pink liquid. It looked almost like the potion that had transformed Alfie into Althea.

“Master, what is it?” wondered Althea.

“Drink or I have no more use for you,” hissed Kantril.

Althea knew better than to try to argue with her cruel master. She removed the stopper from the flask and drank down the potion. She winced at the strong, burning taste of it. Then an intense wave of warmth washed out from her stomach and through her body. It gathered in her face and between her thighs and she felt a strange, throbbing desire within her abdomen. She began to have slight spasms within her cunt. The odd sensations felt almost like the aftershocks of an intense orgasm and were accompanied by an intense spill of slick nectar from her cuntlips and down her thighs.

“Oh, master,” moaned Althea. “I think… think I need to be… fucked?”

She looked up uncertainly. Kantril had never taken her before in such a way and the very idea had terrified her before drinking the potion. Yet she suddenly craved nothing more than to feel his cock pounding into her virgin pussy and pumping her full of seed.

But Althea had to wait her turn. With a growl, Kantril climbed onto the bed and took his freshly spit-washed cock into his hand. He guided the pink tip of it to Josephine’s slick entrance and thrust mercilessly inside her. Althea was forced to watch as the woman she loved was rutted relentlessly by Kantril. The bed shook with the force of his thrusts and Josephine fall forward, her face down and her ass still raised as Kantril hunched over her.

“Yessss! Oh, master, your cock is so good! Fuck me! Breed me!” The princess cried out and bucked with pleasure, pushing her firm little ass back against Kantril’s scaly hips.

Althea was entranced by the carnal display. She reached a hand between her slender thighs and began to stroke her clit. As her pleasure built, she began plunging two and then three fingers into her cunt, imagining Kantril’s cock plundering her instead of Josephine. Althea had given up all hope of ever escaping, let alone ever winning Josephine’s heart. Josephine belonged to Kantril and so did Althea.

“Ohhhhhh yes, please,” moaned Josephine. “I can feel how close you are, master! Cum inside me! Breed me! I am your princess! Your queen!”

Kantril let out an inhuman snarl followed by a series of loud clicks as he buried his cock in Althea’s fertile cunt and unleashed the flood of his seed. Althea watched it all. She could see Kantril’s cock twitching and watched the foamy residue of his release smear Josephine’s cuntlips. The sight was beautiful enough to make Althea cum. She whimpered and bucked against her fingers, but such pleasure could not diminish the throbbing need in her core.

“Master, please,” moaned Althea, desperate to be fucked. “Oh, Master Kantril, I need your cock inside me. I need… need to be bred!”

She wanted what Josephine had and Kantril was eager to give it to her. He unsheathed his huge pink cock from Josephine’s creamy pussy and turned to Althea.

“Clean it,” he growled and shoved his cock in Althea’s face. It was dripping with cum and Josephine’s nectar. Althea took that huge cock into her mouth and down her throat with an urgent need. Slurping down to Kantril’s root and stuffing her throat with his fat cock. She tongued beneath his root and gurgled submissively until Kantril was satisfied, then he pulled with a wet slosh and his stiff pink cock bounced free of Althea’s lips.

“Master?” panted Althea, still working her fingers in and out of her dripping snatch.

“On the bed beside your beloved princess! I will claim you now, Althea! I will breed you as you desire!”

“Ohhh, thank you,” moaned Althea, crawling onto the bed and rolling onto her back.

Kantril climbed atop her, positioning himself at her entrance. Josephine moved beside Althea and leaned down to stroke her shoulders and cradle Althea’s head.

“We will carry his sons together,” giggled Josephine.

“Yes,” said Althea, feeling a surge of hope.

Then she forgot all that as Kantril thrust into her with his massive reptilian cock. It tore through the remnants of Althea’s innocence and drove to the depths of her virgin cunt. A pain shot through her, a burning pain that lingered as Kantril bent Althea’s legs back and began to forcefully rut into her pussy.

“You are fortunate it, human,” hissed Kantril, his yellow eyes narrowing as he looked down at Althea and pounded his cock into her pussy. “Myssssandra created a potion to make you fertile. And if my sssseed takes, your life will be spared. If it does not…”

“I don’t want to think about that,” moaned Althea, daring to reach up and wrap her slender arms around Kantril’s scaly neck. “I need to be bred! Please!”

Kantril surprised Althea by leaning his snout down to her face and sliding his tongue into her mouth. It was rare enough that the reptile kissed Josephine or Myssandra, but he had never done such a thing to Althea. She stiffened for a moment, the long slender tongue of the lizard sliding past her lips. Tasting her mouth. But then her tongue began to move against his and she forgot any resistance to her master.

“Your cunt isssss tight,” he hissed, his tongue flicking against her lips as he spoke. “I will not lassssst long in that silken vissssse.”

“Oh, please, master,” moaned Althea. “My womb is ready for you. I can feel it. Throbbing inside me. Ohhhhhh! Your huge cock! So slippery! It’s going to make me… make me… AHHHHHH!”

Althea’s orgasm was like none she had ever experienced before. At the height of her clutching pleasure, Kantril let out a roar and drove hard and deep into her squeezing walls. She felt the first pump of his seed against her womb and she knew at once that the potion had worked. Spurt after twitching spurt followed, drenching her cervix and overflowing her cunt with his frothing seed. She clung to him and milked his cock with her inner walls. Each spurt another chance at survival.

“Thank you, master,” panted Althea, kissing his inhuman snout. “Oh, thank you.”

“You have done well for me,” he said, easing his cock out of her creamy depths. “Now… clean me. I will fuck you both again.”

It would be a long night of serving Kantril, but with Josephine at her side, Althea knew she would enjoy it.
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Harem of the Lizard King

Kantril

The Lizard King’s fur cloak fluttered behind him as he paraded past the triumphant warriors of the Dungeon Clan with his bloody spear in hand. His kin knelt briefly as he passed, their heads bowing in deference to their conquering king.

The humans and elves inhabiting the nearby village had put up more of a fight than he had expected. He had lost fifteen of his warriors in the battle to purge Galabros of useless men and make captives of the women. But thanks to the Dungeon Catalog his supply of warriors was endless. The humans had been overwhelmed. Galabros burned, the husbands and fathers and sons were dead, and his trophies were being marched up the mountain to the dungeon.

His dungeon.

He reached the entrance of the dungeon where his warrior lieutenants had lined up the choicest of the new slaves. The women knelt before him, some dead-eyed and others sniffling softly. One looked up at him defiantly. He stopped in front of the woman. A firm-bodied, blonde-haired beauty with golden skin. Her hip already bore the claw mark brand of his tribe and it was clear by the stains drying on her bare breasts that his warriors had used her before presenting her to him.

“This one,” growled Kantril, feeling his cock stir at the sight of her. “What do they call her?”

His red-scaled lieutenant kicked the tawny beauty in the leg.

“What is your name, human?” growled the warrior.

“Veena,” said the blonde. “The Goblin Killer. I have slain hundreds of goblins and—”

Kantril grabbed the woman by her slender neck and lifted her to her feet. She struck at his forearm as his clawed hand tightened around her throat. His cruel yellow eyes stared at her.

“Do I resemble a goblin? Do you even see any goblins here?”

“Go… go to the hells…”

“We are the chosen race,” hissed Kantril. “Sssssons of the scale. You may be too ignorant to realize we are your rightful conquerorsssss, but you will learn. I am patient. I will teach you.”

Still holding the warrior called Veena by her throat, Kantril raised his voice and shouted to his warriors.

“These other slaves are yours, my kin! Take them and make them into breeders! Let your seed flow into their fertile wombs and birth new generations of sons to spread our power!”

“Kantril! Kantril! Kantril!” His warriors cheered.

The Dungeon King’s hard lips curled back from his sharp teeth in a smile.

“Ssssavor the mating!” he commanded his warriors and they fell upon the slaves with savage lust. Kantril threw the one called Veena to her knees and shoved her face to the stone path leading into the dungeon. A single rip of his claw tore away her loincloth and bared the golden peach of her luscious human rear. He stroked a clawed finger over her blonde-tufted cunny and pressed a digit inside her stewing honeypot.

“Ohhhh, you are ready for it,” laughed Kantril. “Did you think you would be bred by one of my warriors? No. You shall sssspawn the sons of a king!”

“I’d rather die!” cried Veena.

Kantril let out a clicking chuckle at her continued defiance as his glistening pink cock slid from his scaly sheath. He grasped his hardness by its root and guided the tip to Veena’s delicate folds. He teased her entrance and coated his cockhead with her warm human nectar.

All around them were the sounds of hissing lizardkin and moaning human and elf women. There were more than enough new slaves to go around. Some greedy lizards were enjoying three at a time, thrusting with their pink reptilian cocks, their clawed fingers, and even their long tongues. Kantril was gratified by the enthusiasm of his warriors. The humans would swell with the sons of a new generation of warriors.

“I do not want you dead,” hissed Kantril, turning his full attention back to Veena. “You must live to sssserve the clan!”

He thrust his cock past her cuntlips and buried his full length to the hilt in the slick channel of her cunt. Veena howled and clawed at the paving stones beneath her. Kantril held her firm hips in his hands and rutted her hard and fast. As he had expected, her resistance melted as she was wracked by one orgasm after another. By the fourth, she was pushing back onto his cock, chasing her pleasure despite her humiliating surrender.

“Good slut,” growled Kantril, wrapping his clawed fist in her golden ponytail as he spanked her ass with his scaly hips. His cock plunged in and out of her hot, squeezing cunt. While the other lizardkin spilled their seed in a rush of bursting cocks, Kantril held back, fucking waves of pleasure into the defeated barbarian slut. He broke her, made her beg, and then rolled her over onto her back.

“Please,” moaned Veena, her face flushed and her body glistening with sweat. “Just… just cum for me. I need it.”

“Yes, you do,” hissed Kantril, pressing apart her thighs and climbing between them.

He took her in a way that was unusual for a lizardkin but that he had come to appreciate in his many encounters with his harem of sluts. He fucked her like a human husband might fuck his wife. Looking down at her, watching her pert breasts shudder with each thrust. He leaned his wide muzzle down to her face and reached out his tongue to taste the sweat on her lips. Her mouth opened with a moan and he pressed a kiss to her human lips. Tasting her weakness. Her surrender. Her tongue moving against his as he hilted his cock in her again and again.

Pleasure shook her thighs and quaked in her core. Kantril let out a deep, clicking hiss of ecstasy and buried his length inside Veena’s squeezing cunt. His cock erupted against her fertile womb. Pump after slimy pump. He poured his seed against her cervix, drenching it and preparing her for his sons. His clicks vibrated against her lips as his tongue finally slid free of her mouth.

“Now, you are marked,” he growled.

Kantril left her gasping as he lifted his weight from atop her and eased his massive pink cock from her creamy cunt. She looked up at him with a stunned expression. Her tits quivering as she took shaky breaths. He stood and smiled down at her.

“You may use her mouth and her ass, but leave her cunt unsullied. This one’s womb belongs to me.”

“No,” moaned Veena as two of the warriors hurried forward to grab her and take their turn with her. Kantril walked away and ignored her pleading cries, soon muffled by a lizardkin’s cock. The sounds of Veena being defiled were soon just another voice among a chorus of dozens of women being fucked by his warriors. Their cries of pain and pleasure and fear echoing into the depths of the dungeon.

Myssandra

Myssandra was in the nursery, feeding her red-scaled sons from her large, milky tits. She sighed with contentment as she felt them suckling. They had grown so much in the few months since their birth. Lizardkin sons did not roll about helplessly. They were born of human, elf, or demon mothers and on their feet in minutes. And Myssandra’s demon-touched spawn were unusually rambunctious. Her four sons were tussling with the large brood of tan-scaled lizardkin born of Luisa.

She heard Kantril entering the nursery and pushed her sons away. They hissed with annoyance, but upon seeing their father they scampered away fearfully. Kantril loomed over Myssandra, his cock freshly dripping with seed.

“Oh, my love,” moaned Myssandra, sitting up from the bench and reaching for his cock. “My master. Mmmmm!”

She began to suckle his slimy cock, tasting the residue of his last lover. He pushed her away roughly, clawed fingers tangling in her hair. He drew her head back.

“Your demon womb and your demon milk have made my sons strong. It is not the time for your mouth. It is the time for me to give you more sons.” He picked her up and slung her over his shoulder. Myssandra cooed with excitement as his clawed hand fondled her ass and her dangling tits dripped milk onto his dusty scales.

“Ohhhh, thank you, Kantril,” she moaned. “I will birth hundreds of sons for you. My body will remain forever fertile.”

“The sons I make with you will be my elite guard,” laughed Kantril, a clawed finger teasing into the hot depths of Myssandra’s cunt. “Perhaps I will one day have my heart pierced by the blade of one of these boys. And he will take the throne. And he will make more sons with you.”

“Ohhhhhhh, I hope that is not for a long time,” moaned Myssandra. Kantril clicked with amusement and tossed her onto her back atop his bed.

He pinned her arms above her and his snout dropped to her heaving breasts. So large and swollen with milk. The serpent of his tongue dragged across her reddened nipples, tasing the cream of her mother’s milk. Lizardkin were not good at suckling. They had hard lips and so had to squeeze the breasts and tilt their heads back to let gravity feed them.

Kantril did not seem to care that most of the milk he sucked was spilling back out of his mouth and down Myssandra’s body in warm white rivulets. It spilled beneath her onto the bed. Milk filled the hollow of her throat and spilled over her sides. She moaned at the pleasure of her master’s tongue licking at her spurting buds. Each in turn. His yellow eyes gazing down at her as he moved back and forth. His sharp teeth pricking at her sensitive nipples.

“Your milk sweetens every victory,” growled Kantril. He rosed above Myssandra, powerful and triumphant, and he turned her onto her stomach. He lifted her plush bottom and fed his huge cock into the snug folds of her cunt.

When Kantril fucked her, he always fucked her relentlessly. He knew that she could handle the rough sex better than a human or an elf and she clearly enjoyed his big cock slipping in and out of her tight cunt.

“Yesssss, master,” she cried, bucking back against him. “Ohhhh, breed me again, please. I want to give you more sons. Fuckkkkk me!”

“Sssssssss! My demon bride! Only the princess holds an equal place in my heart! Take my seed, warrior by blood! Take the seed… of your king! SSSSS!” He threw back his head and let out a loud, clicking hiss.

“Yes! Fill me, master!” cried Myssandra, her cunt gripping him tightly. A climax tearing through her core as she felt Kantril begin to pump his seed into her fertile demonic depths. She milked out every spurting drop, draining his seed until he was satisfied. Her cunt bearded with frothy spunk, dripping down her thighs in trickles as he withdrew.

“Rest now, demon,” he said, clapping a claw upon her offered ass. “I will seed you again when I return.”

He departed the bedroom, leaving Myssandra to luxuriate on her back, one hand on her cum-stuffed abdomen and the other idly playing with the reptilian spunk dripping from her stretched cunt. This, she realized with a smile, was where she belonged all along. Not serving a Dungeon Lord. Serving a King.

Josephine

Josephine rolled over with a groan. The soreness since her first spawning had decreased, but she could still feel a dull ache in her womb. Her breasts were painfully swollen and she was hot and sweaty in the depths of the dungeon.

Althea lay beside her. Smiling dully. Her stomach appeared soft in the aftermath of her own spawning.

“I feel so empty,” said Josephine, touching her abdomen. “I want master to give me more.”

“I want them too,” agreed Althea. “You know, once I hated him. I thought he had taken you from me. But now we are together all the time.”

“Yes, we get to be very close,” agreed Josephine, pressing her naked body against Althea’s in the piled cushions of their shared bedchamber. Althea turned to embrace her and they began to kiss. Softly, playfully at first, but with increasing, hot-tongue ardor. Their mouths melding together and their soft, milky tits beginning to leak milk against their bodies.

As Josephine grew more excited, she intertwined her slender thighs with Althea’s. She felt the heat of Althea’s cunt against her thigh and felt Althea’s thigh pressing against her own. They began to writhe with their mutual, rhythmic pursuit of pleasure. Their breaths coming in gasps between kisses. Their hands caressing and exploring each other’s curves.

They were so lost in their pleasure, that they did not hear Myssandra enter their shared bedchamber until the giant redhead was literally standing over them, her feet planted on either side of the intertwined humans.

“Well, well, having fun without me?”

“Myssandra?” gasped Althea, breaking her kiss with Josephine.

“Yes, that’s right,” laughed the demoness. “And to think I once called you my master. Now look at you, barely done birthing your first clutch of lizard and already too horny to keep your hands off the princess.”

“I goaded her,” gasped Josephine, looking up at Myssandra. “Please don’t blame her.”

“Oh, I blame you both,” said Myssandra, squatting above them in a way that caused her blushing cunt to part its fleshy lips. Her cunt began to drip with Kantril’s spunk. Globs splashed and spattered onto Josephine and Althea. “But I’m not here to punish you. I’m here to give you a gift.”

She held out two vials of pink liquid.

“What are they?” asked Josephine, taking one.

“Is this to transform me back?” asked Althea.

“Oh, no, Althea,” laughed Myssandra. “There is no going back for you now. This is to increase your milkiness to feed the many sons you will be birthing. Your breasts will grow even larger and you will produce enough milk to satisfy them. It will also prepare you for another clutch even though it has only been a few days since you each gave birth.”

“Oh, yes, thank you,” gasped Althea, quickly popped open the vial and drinking the pink liquid.

Josephine hesitated a moment longer. She had once held dreams of destroying the dungeons and freeing Aropa from the fear they inspired. But since becoming one of Kantril’s brides, she realized she no longer cared about such foolish dreams. Her purpose was to birth sons for the cause. To give him warriors and, by her noble birth, legitimacy if he ever claimed Galamanca’s throne.

“Thank you,” said Josephine finally and she popped the vial and drank. Warmth spread quickly through her chest. Her nipples grew more sensitive and her womb pulsated with a hunger for more of Kantril’s seed.

“I think it’s time you repay me for my generosity,” said Myssandra, smiling down at them and remaining in her lewd pose above them, dripping with cum from her freshly-fucked snatch. “Clean me. With your tongues.”

“Yes, Myssandra,” Althea agreed readily, leaning up to latch her mouth to Myssandra’s cum-filled cunt. Althea began licking and slurping at Myssandra’s creamy folds. Josephine sat up more slowly. Myssandra grabbed her suddenly by her pale blonde hair and yanked Josephine’s face towards the creamy globes of Myssandra’s demonic ass.

“Lick me there, princess slut,” growled Myssandra. “Show me you have learned your place in the pecking order of the master’s harem.”

“Oh, I… mmm…”

Josephine wanted to object, to assert her status as a princess, but found she could offer no objection to Myssandra’s big, creamy ass. She buried her face in it and began to lick the demoness on her clenching pink asshole. Josephine moaned needfully, touching herself as she licked Myssandra’s ass and Althea, wanton and pitiful, cleaned the creamy cunt of the demoness.

Above them both, Myssandra moaned with satisfaction.

“It won’t be long before you are ready again for the master’s seed,” purred the demoness, cradling both of their heads. “And I will wear the crown as his queen.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” agreed Althea, burying her face between Myssandra’s thighs.

“Nnnnhnnnn,” concurred Josephine, thrusting her tongue into the demoness’ tight asshole.

The dungeon belonged to Kantril and the harem would be ruled by Myssandra.

For Josephine, Althea, Luisa, and the countless women who would join the harem, there would be no disputing this hierarchy of lust.

Book Five: Goddess of Defeat
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A Fantasy Adventure of Naughty Bad Ends for Lusty Good Girls

By Amanda Clover
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The Ranger and the Goblin

The Goddess

Failure lured Amittera to the forest near the small village of Hawksbill. More specifically, she could sense the desperate, secret yearning of someone craving failure to teach them a lesson about the world.

Amittera’s physical form seemed to spill from the shadows beneath one of the primeval trees. A fine sparkle of diamonds against black velvet. A fox fur collar tickling against a slender neck. A cloak parted to reveal the swell of a dark bodice and the creamy expanse of ample breasts. Amittera’s green, envious eyes peered out from beneath thick, dark eyebrows and her soft lips curled into a smile. Her long, black hair was twisted into a braid that hung against the back of her cloak.

She was every bit a beauty to equal her much-beloved sister, Vincera, but Amittera was the dark, secretive opposite to her sister’s golden radiance. Vincera was the Goddess of Victory. She stood at the head of triumphant parades. Trumpets played and choirs sang, and crowds of bloodied warriors cheered when Vincera appeared and raised her sword aloft to give them strength.

Only the downtrodden and deluged ever witnessed the presence of Amittera and only incidentally, for the Goddess of Defeat made no show of her appearance. She was their patron. Their protector. And she sought those who secretly craved such defeat. Particularly young women, but occasionally men too. Those who met every challenge successfully, yet secretly longed to be bested.

Amittera’s green eyes glittered as she watched the ranger striding confidently through the forest. The woman was so beautiful that she reminded Amittera of her sister. Long-legged, fair-haired, buxom, with intelligent blue eyes and full lips that curled easily into a smile. The ranger searched for the trail of her quarry. She held a broken slaver’s snare in one hand and a short sword in the other. This was a formidable woman. One who guarded the forest and roads surrounding the village of Hawksbill from all manner of reavers.

“Justinia,” whispered Amittera, speaking the woman’s name.

Justinia stopped and looked about as if she felt the caress of Amittera’s breath on the back of her neck. The Goddess of Defeat melted back into the shadows, her lips and white teeth were the last parts of her to disappear into darkness.

The Goddess of Defeat knew the young ranger’s quarry well. Justinia’s inept nemesis was a scrawny goblin named Gullyweek. He fancied himself a robber and a slaver, but he had never successfully robbed anyone and never managed to capture a slave. Justinia had beaten and shackled and humiliated the goblin a dozen times. He didn’t stand a chance against her.

Or he wouldn’t have stood a chance if Justinia’s innermost craving for defeat had not brought Amittera to the woods.

“You will know defeat today, my sweet ranger,” laughed Amittera, flitting incorporeally through the dark trees over the ranger’s head. Her only regret was that Gullyweek, her unknowingly devoted acolyte of failure, so deliciously pathetic, would be permitted to taste the sickly sweetness of triumph.

The Goblin

Gullyweek crouched in the undergrowth, peering out through the leaves with his beady red eyes. He had been humiliated trying to rob that cleric and his fat wife, bonked on the head with the cleric’s staff and then kicked by the wife. They had broken his rusty sword and had even taken the handful of coppers in his purse. Then the damned ranger bitch had ruined his snare and tracked him into the woods. He’d been paddled and kicked and humiliated by that big-titted, self-righteous cunt more times than he could count.

But not today. Oh, no! Today, the ranger was following the trail he had intentionally left her! She was going to stumble right into his second snare trap! He smiled cruelly. Before sundown, he’d finally have a collar on her pretty neck, and he would be able to return to his tribe with a big-titted human slave to show off.

Then they would respect Gullyweek! Oh, yes, then they would know he was the Menace of Hawksbill! The great goblin bandit! Scourge of the humans and taker of slaves!

A twig snapped as the busty blonde ranger strode into the clearing. She was following the trail of footprints right where Gullyweek wanted her! His body tensed and he held his breath as she put her boot scarcely a pace from the snare. She froze. Her brow furrowed and her blue eyes narrowed.

“Almost had me, Really-weak,” she said, and leaned down to disarm the snare. “But you’ll have to try harder than that to—AH!”

By some bizarre happenstance (and a little help from the Goddess of Defeat) Justinia’s bootlaces had become entangled with each other. As she leaned forward to disarm the snare, she took half a step, and her tangled laces tripped her up. She cried out as she fell forward, breasts first, into the snare. The trap was triggered and the concealed rope cinched suddenly tight around the green blouse and soft mounds of Justinia’s breasts.

“Ohhhh! You rat!” she cried, struggling with her bootlaces and her suddenly lassoed bust.

“HA HA! Got you, ranger!” Gullyweek laughed and jumped out of the bushes. He brandished his little club and ran at the ranger.

“Stay back, you little fiend!” shouted the ranger.

Justinia was ensnared, but her arms were still free. She lashed out at Gullyweek and knocked the club from his grasp. He staggered back and the club sailed upwards, spinning end over end, before dropping back down and thumping Justinia on the top of her head. Her eyes crossed and rolled back and she slumped to the ground, unconscious.

Gullyweek thought he heard a laugh from the shadows nearby. He froze for a moment but couldn’t see anyone. Justinia groaned and rolled over onto her back. She was still unconscious, but Gullyweek knew it wouldn’t last long. He had to act quickly.

Despite being less than half Justinia’s size, Gullyweek was surprisingly strong. He threw a rope over a nearby tree branch and used it to tightly bind Justinia’s wrists over her head. Then, with all his weight and his feet planted on the tree for leverage, the scrawny goblin managed to lift Justinia off the ground until she was just on the balls of her feet.

By the time the ranger was waking up, Gullyweek was finishing cutting a switch from a nearby tree. Justinia lifted her head and stared at him. He gave her a fanged grin and took a couple of test swings of his switch. It whistled as he swung it back and forth.

“Remember when you do this to me?” he cackled. “My bottom hurt for days. Hard to sit down. But you not need to sit down now. You slave. You be on knees for Gullyweek.”

“Stop this right now and I might show you mercy,” said Justinia, rocking back and forth and clearly surprised to realize she could not escape.

“Oh, no,” laughed Gullyweek. “No mercy! You cruel to me! I be cruel to you!”

Even the goblin could see the redness in Justinia’s cheeks and the stiffening of her nipples beneath her blouse. He cackled as her secret lust was revealed. The ranger had wanted to be defeated! She wanted to be punished, even if she had never admitted it to herself. Her body betrayed her.

Gullyweek cackled gleefully as he danced around the ranger, teasing her flanks with his switch. He bounced behind her, admiring the firm roundness of her backside in her leggings.

“Don’t you… don’t you dare,” gasped Justinia, looking back at him over her shoulder.

“Mmmmm, good rump,” said Gullyweek, teasing his fingers down the luscious curve of her rear. “Too bad I have to punish!”

He grabbed hold of the fabric of her leggings and ripped it down from her buttocks. Her creamy flesh tensed as he exposed it to the fading sunlight. Her ass seemed huge to the little goblin, well-rounded with fat and yet tensed with firm muscles. He stripped the leggings lower, baring the gold-tufted folds of her cunt and her powerful thighs.

“You beast!” cried Justinia, fighting and swinging back and forth as she struggled helplessly.

“Not beast,” said Gullyweek, his eyes glittering cruelly. “I your master!”

He drew back the switch to lash her bare flesh. Justinia winced and looked away.

“No! Please!” she cried.

Gullyweek hesitated. His anger was still boiling inside him like a cauldron that might overflow, but the sight of her naked lower half filled him with such lust that he felt suddenly reluctant to disfigure her beauty. Even temporarily marking such supple, creamy flesh seemed somehow wrong to him.

Gullyweek decided to give her a chance to avoid pain.

“No?” He teased the switch against her backside and between her legs. “You call me master. You say, ‘Master, no punish me, please’ and I think about it.”

Gullyweek saw the anger on Justinia’s face, but the comely ranger managed to contain it. Perhaps she was reasoning that they were alone in the forest and nothing she said really mattered. But Gullyweek smiled, knowing it mattered very much.

“Master,” she said, her jaw tight with anger, “don’t… no punish me, please.”

Gullyweek gave her a single lash across her buttock. She cried out as she tasted the hot sting of humiliating pain for the first time in her life. At the hands of the pitiful goblin she had defeated so often before, no less.

He cackled with glee and tossed the switch aside.

“Punish enough!” he said, dropping her to her knees. He quickly snapped the slave collar around her neck. It closed with a click and Gullyweek cackled with glee as he saw the first dulling hint of submission in Justinia’s eyes. The goblin slave collar was not strong magic, but over time it would work on her mind and turn her into a completely obedient slave, until Gullyweek was satisfied she could be trusted without the collar. “Now what are you?”

“Your… Gullyweek’s slave,” she admitted, her cheeks deepening another shade of red.

She seemed as surprised as the goblin to hear the words coming out of her mouth. He had expected to need to punish her more, but she must have been secretly wanting to be dominated.

Gullyweek was not about to waste this opportunity. He had spent his life craving the release of pleasure with a slave. With the beautiful ranger admitting defeat, he intended to claim his prize. And lose his virginity.

The Slave

Justinia did not resist the goblin. There was little point with her hands still bound and the collar around her neck. She looked away as he yanked up her blouse and roughly fondled her breasts, cackling to himself as he hefted the weight of her flesh in his small, green hands. His tongue tasted her breasts and he sucked at her stiff pink nipples as if she might give him milk.

When he kissed her, she nearly gagged. His mouth tasted revolting and his tongue thrust almost down her throat. As Gullyweek’s bitter tongue and slimy spit filled her mouth, his hands continued to grope her body. Squeezing her breasts, pinching at her nipples, and then moving lower.

The more the pathetic little monster touched her, the more she submitted to his touch. The better it felt. The more she wanted it, even if she could not admit such a vile craving to herself. Her thighs parted and Gullyweek cackled with delight. He grabbed her ankles and tied her legs wide apart, staking the ropes to the ground. She did not struggle at all as he did the same to her wrists, spreading her body wide and stripping off the last scraps of clothing clinging to her body.

Her soft breasts heaved, nipples pink and glistening with goblin saliva. Her cunt warm with her desire.

“Pretty ranger slut,” rasped Gullyweek, his red eyes glittering as he resumed caressing and kissing Justinia’s pale body.

“Please,” she moaned, a directionless cry that only seemed to encourage the goblin’s delighted fondling. His hands and his kisses moved lower. He positioned himself between her thighs, sniffing at her cunt and then tasting it.

His tongue was maddening. Slipping over her clit. Sliding into her hot, trembling pussy. Licking lower, shamelessly tasting her ass before returning to her clit.

“Ooooohhhh,” crooned Justinia, unable to restrain the outcry of pleasure at the goblin’s tempting tongue.

“Don’t try call for help,” snapped Gullyweek, misunderstanding the sound. “I fucka fucka now. Too late to be rescue. You be slave. I make babies with you!”

“NoOoooOooohh,” moaned Justinia, the realization piercing the smothering veil of the collar’s magic. But her resistance succumbed once more as Gullyweek yanked off his trousers and let his tiny cock bounce free. Justinia felt like laughing, but as he grasped the warty little green finger of his scepter, she knew she was in grave danger.

He rubbed his little tip up and down her slit a few times and then smacked it against her clit, sending hot pulses of pleasure through Justinia’s trembling body. He grabbed her hips and climbed between her legs, burying his meager length inside her. Justinia had experienced the pleasures of the flesh with a few passing warriors and adventurers. Men who knew their way around a woman.

Gullyweek knew nothing but his own pleasure. He fucked her rabidly, his scrawny hips rising and falling as he plundered her pussy with frenzied strokes. This might have been entirely unfulfilling but for the bumps all over his shaft. They rubbed maddeningly against Justinia’s clit and massaged her inner walls. Before she knew what was happening, she was cumming. Her pussy clutching at this pathetic goblin’s cock. Ecstasy spearing through her and causing her body to arch and her breasts to shift as she pushed herself against him.

“YESSSSS!” shrieked the frenzied goblin, his scrawny body colliding with her and his little cock pounding into her.

Gullyweek grabbed Justinia’s breasts and squeezed hard, using them for leverage as he hilted inside her. She felt the sudden twitching and the hot, slimy flood of his cum as it spurted into her pussy. Again and again, an impossible amount of goblin cum, pumping out until she felt it overflowing her folds and trickling down the crack of her ass.

Justinia could only suspect the truth: that the rampantly potent goblin had impregnated her. She had no idea that this was due to a little tickle of magic from the Goddess of Defeat.

The Goddess

Amittera soaked up the total defeat of the ranger like a basking serpent absorbing the warmth of the summer sun. She watched with delight as Gullyweek bred the beautiful blonde ranger. She felt ripples of ecstasy with each pulse of the goblin’s eruption. The pathetic downfall of such a proud woman was particularly pleasurable.

Amittera slipped through the shadows and followed the pair through the forest as they made their way back to the goblin’s village. She watched the goblins celebrate and felt some inkling of the joy her sister might feel witnessing a victory. Only this was a triumphant defeat. Justinia towered over the goblins as they danced and sang in their yipping language.

Then the beautiful ranger was taken back to Gullyweek’s pitiful hovel, where she would grow fat with his pups and serve his desires. In fact, her defeat was so total, that already Amittera could hear her moaning and slurping upon the little goblin’s cock. Justinia had gone from heroic ranger to obedient goblin cumslave all because the Goddess of Defeat had tangled her bootlaces.

The ranger’s defeat was total and Amittera’s satisfaction was complete. She drifted skyward, already seeking out another beautiful woman to introduce to the bittersweetness of defeat.
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The Lady Knight and the Barbarian Chief

The Goddess

Defeat was in the air. Amittera could taste it like a shark tasting blood in the water as the shadow of her essence swept through the night sky.

The borderlands between the savage expanse of Fergothia and the easternmost lands of civilized Aropa were a place of great unrest. Kodovek, lying on this frontier, bore the brunt of countless attacks from Fergothia’s barbarian tribes. The peasants lived in fear and the beleaguered duke could not muster troops in time to catch any raiders. By the time his armies arrived at any one village the barbarians had long since returned to Fergothia.

No tribe was more active, no raiders more ruthless, than the band of Chief Hadr Jarnheart. The hulking barbarian leader had a braided mane of dirty blond hair and a thick beard that hung against his brawny body. Hadr led his so-called War Claws across the border into Kodovek again and again on brutal raids. His barbarians reavers struck a dozen villages, stealing livestock, killing men, and taking pleasure with the captive women.

Chief Jarnheart had become a terror of the region. A feared villain who regularly defeated local militias and sacked undefended farming villages. But there was no pleasure for the Goddess of Defeat in seeing barbarians plunder farm girls and slit the throats of their fathers and husbands. This was the sort of rampant brutality that Amittera chose to ignore. Let her victory-obsessed sister try to puzzle something interesting out of the sneak attacks and raids of such cowardly brutes.

It was Lady Brynna of Thurn that finally drew Amittera’s attention to the border region of Kodovek. Brynna was a tall, muscular, and full-breasted woman with a great mane of fiery red hair and intense blue eyes that seemed to glow with fury. Her beauty was secondary to her martial spirit. She was destined to become Duchess of Kodovek, but growing up in the tumultuous border region, she eschewed the life of a noblewoman and forged a path of heroic combat.

Frustrated by the inability of Kodovek’s army and regional militias in the border region, Lady Brynna rode out from the capital with her nine sword maidens, called the Furies. This cadre of warrior women had hunted out every bandit and cutpurse west of the border.

Amittera watched with great interest as the beautiful Lady Brynna and her Furies caught up with Chief Jarnheart and his War Claws in the village of Kryzwa. Chief Jarnheart was lying atop a pile of defiled daughters in the guild hall of the village and his raiding party were drinking and enjoying the company of the less comely women that the chief had not personally claimed for pleasure. Most of the men lay dead where they had been slain. A miserable few cowered in chains and listened to the wails of their women being plundered.

Amittera could taste defeat on her tongue as she emerged from the shadows. The barbarians were too drunk and stupid to hear the clomp of approaching hooves. Lady Brynna and her Furies charged into Kyrzwa, thundering into the midst of the barbarians and showing them no mercy. It was a moment of triumph that Amittera’s sister, Vincera, would have savored. Ten women against twenty drunken barbarians. By the time the chief had finally crawled out from his pile of young women, he found Lady Brynna and her Furies victorious.

“Bitch! What have you done to my men!” bellowed Chief Jarnheart, swinging a giant double-headed ax.

“Do not kill him!” shouted Lady Brynna, her scarlet hair flowing behind her in the night breeze, her armored body spattered with the blood of the War Claws. “We will cage him and take him back to my father! He will be executed in the public square to show the fate of all barbarians!”

Poor, drunken, sex-weary Chief Jarnheart never stood a chance. Amittera lurked in a nearby shadow, tasting a hint of the bitter sweetness of his downfall as the Furies disarmed him and beat him to his knees. He roared with frustration as they captured him, bound him, and found an animal cage to house him. He raged impotently, beating his head against the bars of his cage as Lady Brynna released his captives and helped the survivors.

Such a proud woman. So brave. She disgusted Amittera with her heroics. But she could sense a darker yearning within the breast of Lady Brynna. The duke’s daughter saw those women pillaged by Jarnheart and his men. She saw their flushed faces and the way their thighs trembled with the force of their pleasure. She wanted some of that for herself.

Which would require a defeat for the young noblewoman. Something Amittera could arrange. If the barbarians could be so easily overtaken in their celebration, there was no reason such a fate could not be repaid to Lady Brynna and her Furies. Already, Amittera knew that Ironheart’s brother Ragden was riding towards Kyrzwa. All the Goddess of Defeat needed to do was properly lubricate Lady Brynna and her furies.

She knew well that Lady Brynna harbored equal attractions for men and women alike. Her sword maidens shared pleasures with her and with one another more often than with any men. Lady Brynna could be tempted and with the right nectar on her lips, she would be unable to defend herself from the lusty vengeance of Chief Jarnheart.

Oh, yes, Amittera would gorge on Brynna’s defeat. She watched from the bonfire shadows as the Furies began to relax. The Goddess of Defeat wrapped herself in a cloak of darkness that melted and reformed into the robes of a peasant potion seller. Her beautiful features became seasoned with human middle age. Her long, dark hair lost its luster and tied itself into a simple bun. Her bust, already quite ample, swelled enticingly against her robe. She added a last detail. Something just for Brynna. A dark mole beside her mouth that would remind the brave woman of someone from her past.

Amittera’s smile was sweet and fiendish as she conjured a cart laden with potions, elixirs, and delicious wines.

The Lady Knight

Lady Brynna did not know how the potion seller had made it to Kryzwa unmolested, but she had to admire the older woman’s savvy. She was hawking her wares to the surviving villagers and the Furies alike, doing quite a business judging by the laughter and the number of emptied bottles. Lady Brynna concerned herself with sharpening her sword and cleaning the blood from her armor, but she watched the comings and goings of the shapely potion seller out of the corner of one eye.

Brynna found it hard not to watch. The way the woman’s hips swung from side-to-side. The enchanting golden color of her eyes. The smile. In particular, a dark mole just beside her mouth. She reminded Brynna of a family friend she knew from Trentino. Baroness Benedetta. She had been so dark-haired and beautiful, an older woman, married, but eager to spend time with Lady Brynna. So buxom and lovely.

The baroness had been a spirited woman who had introduced Brynna to erotic literature and the methods and means of self-pleasure. Brynna would never forget kneeling beside the baroness as she sat with her legs spread in a chair, using an ivory cock upon her netherlips and stroking her stiff nipples.

“There is nothing sinful,” Benedetta had gasped, “when you find the pleasure yourself.”

The memory of what had happened next was one Lady Brynna often recalled. The way the baroness had arched upon the chair. Her thighs shaking. Her soft, pale breasts quivering as she cried out. Nectar spilling from her cunt. The smell of sex thick in the air of that small, private study.

Then, when the baroness had unsheathed that ivory cock from her folds, she had held it out to Lady Brynna. She recalled the glistening juices upon the crown. A curly dark hair clinging to the carved bollocks. Brynna had leaned closer, sniffing the nectar of the baroness. At Benedetta’s urging, she had stuck out her tongue. She had tasted a woman for the first time. Sweet and slightly sour. Forbidden. Exciting.

Brynna coughed at a sudden rush of heat to her face. She lowered the flint from her blade and realized that the potion seller had entered the ransacked smithy that Brynna had occupied as her quarters.

“Yes?” asked Brynna.

Brynna set her sword aside and regarded the older woman. Her eyes drawn from the familiar shape of the potion seller’s lovely body to that uncanny mole upon her face. So like Benedetta that it was hard not to let her desire burst forth. Unspoken words and desires that she had not acted upon in the presence of the woman. When she had been too inexperienced to know what she wanted.

“Hello, my lady,” said the potion seller, approaching fearlessly. Even the woman’s scent, of spices and wine and perfume, reminded Brynna of the baroness. “I have saved my finest potion for your lovely lips. I promise you it will delight, relax, and strengthen your mind.”

The potion seller held out the small bottle of burgundy liquid. She removed its cork with her thumb and Brynna sniffed. The enticing aroma of spiced wine mingled with something else. Musky, almost unpleasant, but… no… it couldn’t be. The same rich aroma she had smelled upon that ivory cock.

“What is this?” demanded Brynna, taking the bottle and sniffing again.

“Just a little something special for a very special woman,” purred the potion seller, stepping closer still. Brynna looked up from the bottle and realized the woman was almost touching her. A kind smile on those full, soft lips. A twinkle in her lidded eyes.

“I… I thank you,” gasped Brynna, fighting with an almost overwhelming desire.

“Go on,” said the woman, resting a hand on Brynna’s hip. “Taste it. I promise, you will enjoy it. The very thing you have been craving.”

Brynna’s curiosity overcame her caution. She met the potion seller’s heavy gaze, pressed the bottle to her lips, and drank. Sweet, almost syrupy nectar poured down her throat. Heat spread through her body with the first delicious sip. A sourness at the back of her throat. Familiar. Exciting. She drained the bottle down her throat and lowered the bottle.

“Good, isn’t it?”

The potion seller pushed Brynna’s hand aside and thrust her soft curves against Brynna. Before the young lady knight could object, she was kissing the potion seller. Tasting the lips of the woman and the heat of her mouth. Their tongues meeting. Twisting together as the woman pressed her deeper into the vandalized smithy.

They found a cot and Brynna moaned and drew the woman into her arms. She kissed her neck, breathed her scent, so familiar and strange. Tonguing the sweat from her peasant flesh. Opening the woman’s robe and moaning again as she found the soft, creamy breasts. Filling her hands. Overflowing them. Thick nipples straining against Brynna’s fingers.

“Oh, by Mardoch,” moaned Brynna, kissing those tits. Licking the potion seller’s nipples. Sucking them. Kissing them more.

“Only the goddess,” giggled the woman. “I know what you desire, Lady Brynna. You can have it. Go on. Lift my robe.”

“Yessss,” hissed Brynna, her body aflame with desire as she pushed the robe up the woman’s shapely legs. The potion seller wore nothing beneath her robe and Brynna was confronted with the sight of her dark-furred cunt, crawling with the curly hairs upon her glistening cuntlips. Brynna, drunk on desire as much as the potion, gasped, “Baroness Benedetta!”

“Yes, taste me,” cried the potion seller, curling her fingers in Brynna’s thick scarlet mane and drawing the beautiful lady’s face down between her ample thighs.

Lady Brynna eagerly tongued the potion seller’s slick snatch. She did not even know the beautiful older woman’s name and yet all she cared about was pleasuring her. She buried her tongue deep in the woman’s hot honey pit as the potion seller hung both legs over Brynna’s shoulders.

“That’s it, little Brynna,” moaned the potion seller, her voice having that same raspy quality as Baroness Benedetta. “Lick me there. Just there. Ooooooo. You’ve learned so much of the way of pleasuring a woman. Suck now. Suck my cunt. Yesssssss. Good girl. Lower now. Ohhhh, do not be afraid, my sweet. Lick me there. Lick my ass. Ohhhhhh!”

Brynnna moaned with lust, tonguing the sweet depths of the woman’s cunt and licking the raunchy rim of her asshole. Unafraid. Unashamed. Lost in a fever of desire as she licked and sucked and plunged her fingers into her own slick channel. The world outside the smithy forgotten.

The danger of defeat ignored.

The Barbarian

Chief Hadr Jarnheart watched from a cage as his brother’s men rode into the village. The stupid whores that had slaughtered his men and humiliated him were drunk and lost in their womanly pleasures. They had no chance to defend themselves as the other half of the War Claws fell upon them. Some of the women were lost in such passionate embrace that they had to be dragged apart from one another by the barbarians.

Chief Jarnheart saw his brother, Ragden, and called out to the runt of his family.

“Brother! Get me out of this cage!”

“Ha! Caught by women, were you? Where are you men?” Ragden laughed as he used a hammer to smash open the cage’s lock.

“Dead,” growled Chief Jarnheart. “Get me a sword. I have a bitch to punish.”

He knew just where to find the arrogant cunt. She had been moaning in the smithy for the past hour. He stormed in through the door, sword in hand, and found the redheaded slut writhing on a cot in the back room. Her naked body was drenched in sweat and she was sucking the fingers of one hand as she plunged three fingers of the other into her slick cunt.

“By the gods,” laughed Hadr, “you’ve completely lost it.”

“What?” The woman’s eyes opened. Rolled in her head. Focused on Hadr standing over the cot with sword in hand. “You! What are you doing out of—MPHHHHH!”

He clamped a hand over her mouth and wrapped his other around her arm. He lifted her to her feet.

“Your bitches are already being bred by the War Claws,” he growled. “I’m going to take my time using that cunt of yours. You killed my men, so I’m going to need to fuck a new generation of War Claws into your belly.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried, struggling in vain against his iron grip.

She bit his hand and he only laughed. He twisted his hand in her hair and lifted her up until only her toes were still touching the ground. He raised her eye-to-eye as she winced away from him and kicked her feet against his shins.

“Yes, you’re a good one,” he growled, letting one big hand trail over Brynna’s curves. He squeezed and shaped her soft breasts. He pushed his hand lower, between her kicking legs, and silenced her with a thrust of two fat fingers. He savored the way she flinched from his fingers. He ran his tongue over her cheek and pushed it into her mouth. She bit, she even drew a little blood, but she couldn’t stop him and soon, for whatever reason, she kissed him back. Submitted to him. Moaned against his lips.

He knew he could tame her, he just hadn’t expected her to break so easily. Whatever that potion seller had given her must have still been in her belly. 

“Slut,” he growled against her lips. “Are you ready to be made my slave?”

“Fuck you,” she managed.

He threw her down onto the cot hard enough to break it. She turned over, scrambling to get up, but this was exactly how Hadr wanted her. That fat, creamy ass. That luscious pink pussy with its little triangle of red hair. He grabbed her firm waist and pulled her plush bottom back towards him. He thrust his cock against her, still sheathed in his loincloth, rubbing her snatch. Feeling the heat of her steamy cunt.

“Beg me for it,” he commanded, twisting one arm behind her back.

“AH!” she cried out in pain, losing her balance, face down and ass up. “Please! Stop!”

“Beg for it!” he roared.

“Please, fuck me,” she moaned, her voice heavy with defeat. “Fuck me with your… your mighty cock.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” he laughed, reaching for his loincloth and freeing his thick fuckmeat. Hadr thought he heard a sultry laugh from the shadows nearby, but he didn’t care. If that potion selling slut was still lurking about he would find her and fuck her next.

He gripped the root of his huge cock and thrust the tip against Lady Brynna’s soft, warm folds. He savored his first thrust, easing into her tight cunny and marveling that she had barely even been taken. Not a virgin, not this one, but close enough that her snug purse nearly milked his seed on that first stroke. He spanked her ass, watching it wobble as he drew back his spear and thrust it in again. Faster. Harder.

“You’ll wear my mark,” he rasped, beginning to pound her pussy with his cock. “You’ll carry my sons. Tell me. You are my slave.”

“I am… I am your slave,” cried Lady Brynna.

She pushed her body onto her hands and looked back at him, not fiercely, but wantonly. Her hips moved to meet him. Her eyes were broken and submissive. Her big, soft tits bounced and swung beneath her with every slam of Hadr Jarnheart’s hips against her ass.

His cock was surging, pent rage and lust tightening in his balls. He grabbed her long, red hair and yanked her head back. Pulled her upright. Slammed into her from behind with both of them kneeling. His cock swelling inside her slick cunt.

“Fuuuuuuck!” roared the barbarian chief as his cum erupted from his mighty cock. Spurt after spurt of his potent seed gushed into the eager depths of Brynna’s cunt. Her womb drenched. Her body conquered by the barbarian.

Hadr was sure he heard a laugh this time and then a cool wind as if a bird was fluttering out of the room. Hadr didn’t care. Let the gods watch him defile this beauty for all he cared. His strokes slowed as the last of his cum pumped into Lady Brynna’s pussy. He reached around her, roughly groping her tits as he sucked at her slender neck. Panting. Cock still hard.

“We are going to have so much fun together, slave,” he growled in her ear.

“Y-yes,” whimpered Brynna. “Yes, master.”
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The Inept Wizard and the Star Pupil

The Goddess

The Goddess of Defeat suspected that Stanley Marsh had never imagined himself as a wizard. He was an orphan from the countryside of Barrow County, with hardly two coppers to rub together, and no magical ability. That explained his deficiencies at the Pellinore Academy of Magic, his poor grades, awkward wand work, and disgusting potions, but not why he had been admitted to the academy in the first place.

Amittera smiled as she watched the young man heading to his next class through the crowded halls of Pellinore. He was scrawny, wore glasses, and had never so much as kissed a girl. He lost fist fights, he lost bets of chance, and he lost holiday games. He was the perfect loser and so Amittera had made sure he ended up at the prestigious school for spellcasters.

It wasn’t that the Goddess of Defeat wanted to reverse Stanley’s fortunes. On the contrary, his constant failures were exactly what had attracted her to the scrawny young man. She wanted that ill fortune to spread to some of the evergreen winners of life. The champions of magic and academics and especially romance who ruled over Pellinore.

Stanley had unwittingly found the most delicious target on Amittera’s behalf.

Aurelia Aimes was an overly smart, beautiful, buxom and bookish ginger, with a bit of a mean streak and a penchant for showing off her knowledge. Poor Stanley adored Aurelia, but she only looked at him to stick out her tongue or flip him a rude gesture. Her arrogance was only matched by her skill with a wand. Whether it was the sort she wielded in Conjuration Class or the sort that Tobias Fitzsimmons kept stuffed down his trousers.

He was the star of the House Draconia swoop ball team and probably the best-looking young man in school. Amittera had peeked out of the shadows on more than one occasion just to see him devastating Aurelia’s quivering thighs with powerful strokes of his cock. The blushing, busty redhead was prim and proper in public, but knew her way around a fleshy wand behind closed doors. She liked to grip Tobias’ pillar of cock and stuff it down her throat with great skill.

When Aurelia wasn’t swapping spit with him or draining his bollocks, she was easily exceeding the likes of the Stanley Marshes of the world. She was a wicked witch on the rise and the likes of Stanley could only move aside or get crushed beneath her heels.

Which, of course, just made Stanley adore her more. He sketched her in his notebook. He wrote naughty little stories about her. He even tried to make a love potion, which only backfired and made him fall more madly in love with Aurelia than before.

Amittera melted into the shadows again as Stanley reached the door of his Mental Magics class. She reappeared in the dorm room of Posy Greenfield. The slender blonde Posy was just lacing up her boots to hurry to class when she saw Amittera standing before her.

“Who are you—MPPPHH!?”

Black tendrils shot out of the shadows and wrapped around Posy’s mouth, bound her wrists, and encircled her ankles. A slimy shadow tendril stroked Posy’s cheek and knocked a pink pin from her hair. Amittera stooped and picked it up, sliding the pin into her own now blonde hair in the exact same spot. Posy stared at her in horror with wide green eyes.

“Have fun with her,” murmured Amittera to her shadow servants. “But not too much fun.”

The darkness burbled happily, black tendrils already sliding under Posy’s uniform robes as the unlucky girl was drawn into the darkness. Her muffled pleas echoed for a moment longer before the shadows swallowed her up.

“And that is what you get when you are late to class,” giggled Amittera in a perfect imitation of Posy’s voice. “Now to turn the tables on a bullying bitch who never loses.”

She slipped back into the shadows and took a shortcut through the darkness to make it to Mental Magics class just before the ringing of the bell.

Aurelia

Aurelia Aimes wore a robe just a little shorter than the others, showing off her high-heeled boots, long socks, and her well-toned legs almost up to her knees. Anyone else would have been penalized by a prefect, but even the priggish prefects at Pellinore wanted to see as much of Aurelia’s legs as possible. She stretched them out under her desk and sat upright and at attention waiting for Professor Kretchwick’s class to begin.

The bearded old mental magics professor shuffled up to his podium and cleared his throat. Just as he was about to begin taking attendance, the door opened and closed, and Posy Greenfield hurried to her seat. She cast a glance in Aurelia’s direction and smiled. That smile was a little presumptuous, thought Aurelia. She knew Posy well enough to be friendly with her, but she did not want to be drawn into her nearly tardy arrival to class.

“AAAAGGGGHEEEMMM!” Professor Kretchwick cleared his throat. “Monday we practiced mental fortitude. Yesterday we practiced mental domination. Today we will assail those fortresses of the mind that we learned to create. Ahhh, volunteers, please! I need a witch or wizard to be our offensive caster!”

Aurelia raised her hand eagerly. Professor Kretchwick smiled and called her up to the front of the class.

“And we need another caster. Someone to resist Miss Aimes’ spell. How about… you, Stanley Marsh.”

Aurelia couldn’t help but smile at the professor’s choice. Stanley was perpetually half a grade or more behind her in ability. He was weak, easily distracted, and entirely obsessed with her. She still remembered the time when he had asked her to the summer dance. She still laughed about that with her friends.

Stanley shuffled up to the front of the class in his usual shabby robes, a bit pimply and undergrown, with dull brown eyes that spoke to Aurelia about his lack of intelligence.

“Very good,” said Professor Kretchwick. “Mister Marsh, I would like you to take a moment, use your wand, and cast a protection spell to prepare your mind for Miss Aimes’ attack.”

“Y-yes, sir,” said Stanley. With an inelegant gesture he said, “Cerebro Fortifactio!”

There was a sparkle of violet light around his head and Stanley straightened up a bit.

Good, thought Aurelia, let him do his best. I will break through that magic and humiliate him in front of the whole class.

“Are you ready, Mister Marsh?” asked Kretchwick.

“Y-yes, sir,” said the scrawny young man in the shabby robe. He looked at Aurelia, his gaze momentarily flicking down to Aurelia’s cleavage and his cheeks coloring before he averted his gaze.

“Now then, Miss Aimes, I would like you to use a simple Compulso spell on him. Do you think you can manage that?”

She smirked and cast her spell without hesitation.

“Compulso Mentatum!” shouted Aurelia with a masterful wave of her wand. A blue bolt of magic shot from her wand and struck Stanley Marsh in his pimple-flecked forehead. He jerked back, his glasses askew, and his eyes sparkling with blue motes of magic. The spell easily pierced Stanley’s defenses and Aurelia saw her blue spell sparkling around his head. “Ha ha! Got him!”

The class laughed at Aurelia’s easy victory. She curtseyed to the class.

“Now, now, Miss Aimes,” said Kretchwick. “You must prove you have control over him. Why don’t you ask him to do something he would never normally do.”

“Comb his hair?” Aurelia glanced at the class as her joke was met with laughter.

“Something unusual,” said Kretchwick, returning to his podium.

“Lift your robe up to your neck and show us your undershorts,” said Aurelia.

“Miss Aimes!” tutted Professor Kretchwick, but it was too late. Stanley was already obeying her command. He lifted his robe up his spindly legs, up to his waist, and kept lifting as he revealed the tight white briefs he was wearing. The class burst into riotous laughter.

“Compulso Liberatus!” shouted Professor Kretchwick, releasing Stanley from the spell.

The blue sparkles dissipated, and his eyes widened. Aurelia couldn’t help but laugh at his embarrassment as he realized he was holding his robe up to his neck. His face went red as a beet, and he dropped the robe quickly back down to his ankles. The class was hooting and jeering. Only Posy Greenfield seemed to be sitting calmly in her seat.

“What… what happened?” asked Stanley.

“You showed off your knickers!” laughed a girl in the back row of desks.

“Apologies, Mister Marsh,” said Kretchwick, patting Stanley on the shoulder. “Your defensive spell was very ineffectual, and things became, well, they got a bit out of hand. Now then, you have a chance to redeem yourself. I should like the two of you to reverse this process. Miss Aimes, please prepare yourself with the best mental defense spell you know.”

Aurelia wasn’t worried about Stanley breaking her barrier. She cast the very charm he had used, just to prove that she could do it better.

“Cerebro Fortifactio!” she declared with a dramatic flourish of her wand. A few of her friends cheered as the violet magic seemed to blockade her head for a moment before fading out. She could feel the mental blocks clicking into place like scales of armor. No compulsion magic was getting into her mind.

Stanley paced nervously. He flicked his wand like a knight testing his sword. Aurelia folded her arms across her perfect tits. She cast an impatient glance in the professor’s direction.

Professor Kretchwick cleared his throat and said, “Whenever you are ready, Mr. Marsh.”

Just as Stanley began his inept casting, a wind stirred the classroom and tickled a lock of Aurelia’s long, ginger hair. She was momentarily distracted and reached up to scratch at the spot on her neck that had been tickled. In that exact moment, Stanely Marsh blurted out, “Compulso Totalus!”

It was a ridiculous spell. An advanced domination spell that Stanley Marsh had no right even attempting. But the spell whooshed out of his wand in a rippling tide of magic that engulfed Aurelia’s head and brushed aside her defenses. She gasped in surprise, inhaling the magic into her tingling sinuses and feeling her sense of outrage instantly muted by the pacifying magic.

Her pupils dilated. Her eyes widened. She felt very at ease with the idea of doing whatever Stanley Marsh told her to do.

“My, my,” said Professor Kretchwick. “Now there is a surprise. A powerful spell from our young wizard here. But you must prove your spell was effective. Give her a command.”

“You’ll do whatever I want?” asked Stanley.

“Yes,” answered Aurelia, smiling uncertainly when her reply was met with laughter. She didn’t understand it. Why was it funny?

“Alright then,” said Stanley, scratching his chin. “Tell me… the color of your knickers.”

“Pink,” blurted Aurelia. She heard laughter and covered her mouth in embarrassment.

“That’s enough of that,” warned Professor Kretchwick.

“Show everybody,” shouted Posy Greenfield from the front row. “You have to prove it! He showed us!”

Aurelia shook her head vehemently.

Stanley leaned over to her and whispered in her ear, “Hop on one foot.”

She immediately obeyed him, to the amusement of the class. Stanley whispered in her ear and told her to stick out her tongue and cross her eyes. She obeyed again.

“That’s enough,” said Professor Kretchwick, raising his wand to dispel the domination.

Stanley pressed his lips to Aurelia’s ear and whispered in a voice hoarse with lustful hope, “Come to my room after supper tonight.”

“Compulso Liberatus!” shouted Professor Kretchwick and Aurelia’s face reddened as she realized all the foolish things she had just done.

She failed to notice Posy wagging her fingers in the front row, but she felt an odd itching in the back of her head. An itch that would not be satisfied until she visited Stanley Marsh’s room after supper.

Stanley

Stanley Marsh almost fell out of his bed when he heard the knock at his door. He walked to answer it with his heart beating almost into his throat. He could hardly believe his eyes when he saw Aurelia Aimes standing in the darkened hallway dressed only in her delicate pink nightgown with a lantern in one hand.

“Aurelia,” he gasped. “It worked. You’re still under my control.”

“Am I?” she asked, looking around as if she might find the answer.

“Well, come in,” said Stanley. “Um, we can, uh, find out.”

He stepped back and let her into his room, then stuck his head out into the hall to see if anyone had noticed the hottest girl attending Pellinore had just walked into his room. Nobody had seen. He smirked, realizing the possibilities if his spell was really working. He shut and locked the door and followed Aurelia over to his bed.

“Sit down,” he said, and she immediately obeyed. “Tell me you think I am much hotter than Tobias Fitzsimmons.”

Her nose wrinkled at that, but then she smiled and said, “You are, Stanley. So much hotter than him.”

“Yeah? Okay, um, then give me a kiss.”

She leaned towards him so quickly that he flinched thinking she was slapping him. Then her perfect pink lips met his and she planted a warm kiss on the boy she had bullied for years. She began to pull away after only a second.

“Keep going,” whispered Stanley. “Make out with me.”

Then it happened. The girl he had lusted after for ages was kissing him passionately, tongue to tongue, her sweet mouth inviting him and her warm saliva spilling between his lips. One kiss would have been enough to get his cock hard, but this was ridiculous. He shifted on the bed beside her and finally gave her a gentle push away.

“Oh-okay,” he said, wiping his lips on the back of his hand. “That’s enough of that.”

“Should I leave now?” she asked, rising from the bed.

“No!” he blurted. He wasn’t about to waste this opportunity. Not with his cock throbbing in his robes like it had been stung by a bee. “Um, take off your nightgown.”

“Yes, of course,” she said agreeably and unlaced her nightgown and slipped it from her slender shoulders. Stanley watched in awe as the girl with the best body at Pellinore revealed her plump, perky breasts to him. Her skin was as pale as cream and her nipples were a very delicate shade of pink that almost disappeared into her plentiful mounds. He watched the night gown slip lower, revealing her pink panties snug against her mound.

“Wow,” whispered Stanley. His mouth was watering at her beauty. He could not resist reaching out and feeling her breasts. Every bit as warm and soft as he had fantasized. He cupped them both at once, fingers teasing over the buds of her nipples. Savoring the weight of her breasts in his hands and the way each squeeze made a little tremor of pleasure cross her face.

But Stanley knew his time was limited. Her housemates would notice she was gone if he kept her in his room all night. The minutes had flown by as he kissed and fondled her. He had to enjoy her while he could and while the spell was still working.

“Aurelia, um, get down on your knees,” he said.

“Yes, of course,” she replied, dropping to her knees on the carpet next to his bed.

Stanley sat down on the edge of the bed, slowly parting his knees and drawing his hand-me-down robe up his spindly legs. He stared at her beautiful face – at those big blue eyes and those soft pink lips – and he knew what he had to do. He lifted his robe up to his waist and revealed his tight white briefs.

“Pull my underwear down,” said Stanley, groaning as she immediately obeyed and dragged his briefs down beneath his cock. His stiff, red prick bounced free. The head glistened with his precum. “Now… Aurelia… I want you to… um…”

“Yes, Stanley?” she asked, looking up at him sweetly as she knelt between his legs and pulled his briefs all the way down off his feet.

“I want you to, um, you know, put it in, um, suck, ah… give me a blowjob,” he said.

Stanley could hardly believe that Aurelia Aimes was on her knees. The beautiful, red-headed witch with the creamy alabaster skin, the perfect breasts, suckable pink nipples, and the soft lips usually curled into a sneer, stared up at Stanley Marsh from beneath the twitching red length of his stiff cock. Her lashes fluttered and her tongue darted out to moisten her plump lips. Her brow furrowed for a moment.

Stanley gazed down in wonder at her naked, firm little ass perched atop her heels as she knelt before him. He could hardly even believe she was in his room at all as he aimed his cock at the pretty bow of her lips.

The gorgeous redhead seemed to hesitate.

For the first time that evening, Stanley was forced to repeat one of his commands to spur her into motion.

“Suck my cock,” he said, grasping his straining prick at the root. “Put it in your mouth and suck it, Aurelia.”

She blinked again. Whatever twinge of resistance had surfaced was overcome by the Compulso Totalus curse lingering upon her mind. She smiled, parted her lips, and leaned forward to obey Stanley’s command.

He felt her tongue first, stroking beneath the sensitive crown of his cock and leading the way for the warm, soft oval of her lips. Her mouth engulfed him, and Stanley let out a deep, shuddering groan as he experienced the pleasure of a blowjob for the first time. It became clear very quickly that Aurelia had some experience in the matter. She slid her lips almost down to the root of Stanley’s straining cock. She moaned softly around him, tightened her lips against his shaft, and slid back to his tip.

“Oh… oh my,” moaned Stanley, looking down into those beautiful eyes. Aurelia’s tongue flicked at the very tip of his cock as her cheeks hollowed with suction.

That was it. All that Stanley could stand.

“Ffffffuuuuuuck!” he cried, hand cradling her head and drawing her mouth back down until he felt the soft squish of her throat against the head of his cock.

Pleasure rushed from his abdomen and up the length of his cock. A pleasure that burst forth in throbbing, pulsating, spurting eruptions from his bollocks. He was cumming in the mouth of the woman he had lusted after since arriving at Pellinore Academy of Magic. A toe-curling, knee-trembling ecstasy as he emptied his hot seed into her mouth with all the pent urgency of a teenager.

The pleasure did not stop there for Stanley. He was so spent from his orgasm that he fell back onto the bed. Aurelia followed him, never allowing his cock to slip from her mouth as she resumed wantonly slurping upon his sensitive willy. He had neglected to command Aurelia to stop, and she continued to suck him with the force of a woman under a compulsive curse.

“Ohhhhh… hhheeeyyy… ahhhhh! That hurts!” cried Stanley, squirming beneath her and hardly thinking clearly as Aurelia continued to bob her hot mouth upon his cock with no regard for his refractory period.

Somehow making matters even worse, he had not commanded her to swallow, and so the entire dose of cock snot he had washed her mouth with was still thick and slimy within her mouth. It draped his cock like a silky sheath and soon began to slide down his shaft.

“That’s… what are you… ohhhhhh! Oh, not again!” Through the pain of his post-orgasmic sensitivity, Stanley was stunned to feel a second orgasm rising from the depths of his bollocks. This one was different, almost painfully intense and even more sudden than the first. He bucked his hips, thrusting into Aurelia’s perfect mouth. He saw her wince as the cum spurted from his cock and hit the back of her throat.

“Swallow it,” he gasped. “Swallow it all.”

At last, she heard his command and obeyed, drinking the cum of the boy she had bullied for the past few years. She seemed to enjoy doing this, moaning as she obeyed him completely. Such was the power of the Totalus curse.

“Alright… that’s… stop,” gasped Stanley as she continued to suck him even after his second orgasm was spent.

She lifted her mouth from his cock and wiped her lips with the back of her hand. There was still a bit of pearly spunk dribbling down her chin.

“Was that all, Stanley?” she asked sweetly. “Or was there something else you desired?”

Looking at her naked body, there was so very much he desired. But such fun would have to wait. If she stayed in his room much longer, they would be caught by one of the prefects.

“Wipe off your mouth,” he said, handing her his house scarf. “And then go back to your room and act normal. Don’t tell anyone about this. If your housemates ask, tell them you needed a drink.”

“Of course, Stanley,” she said, cleaning her lips and chin. “You did give me a drink.”

She stood up and reached for the door to leave. Stanley shot up from the bed and stopped her from stepping out into the hall.

“What is it?” wondered Aurelia.

“You silly slut,” he hissed. “You can’t go out there naked. Put on your nightgown!”

“Oh, right,” giggled Aurelia, slipping the gown on over her head. Stanley sighed as the sheer fabric settled onto Aurelia’s ample breasts. He gave them a last squeeze through the soft material and then sent her on her way.

When he had locked the door behind her, he closed his eyes and said a silent prayer to the gods of good fortune that his Totalus curse would hold.

Aurelia

“I feel these intense urges,” whispered Aurelia. “Towards… towards Stanley Marsh. I don’t just want to be nice to him, I want to do whatever he says. Maybe I should talk to Professor Kretchwick. Maybe that stupid curse that Stanley put on me is somehow still in my brain.”

“No, don’t tell the professor.” Posy Greenfield whispered and had a strange, intense look in her eyes. “The last thing you want to do is get faculty involved. Then the rumors are sure to spread.”

“But what am I to do, Posy?” gasped Aurelia, running her hands over her body through her school robes. “I feel hot all over. All I want to do is go back to his room and… and do things with him. Do whatever he wants.”

“Maybe you should give in to those feelings,” suggested Posy.

“What!?” Aurelia’s nose wrinkled with disgust, but as she looked across the dining hall at Stanley, her expression softened. “Have you seen Stanley Marsh… he’s… he’s so handsome.”

All her disgust in Stanley melted away as she gazed upon him. She felt a tingle in the back of her mind and a warm ripple ran through her body. Stanley glanced over in her direction and smiled, and she thought she might gasp with lust.

“Maybe you’re right,” she whispered, her mind clouding with thoughts of how she might best serve the biggest loser at the Pellinore Academy of Magic.

“Yes, I am,” whispered Posy, her lips very close to Aurelia’s ear and seductively hot. “Submit to Stanley Marsh. Give yourself to him completely. Surrender your mind to his desires.”

“Yes,” moaned Aurelia, a smile spreading on her face as she gazed back at Stanley. “Yes, I will… will be his slave.”

Aurelia felt a rush of pleasure through her body as if being rewarded for her decision. She got up from her house table, picked up her lunch tray, and walked across the dining hall to sit down with Stanley Marsh. His table of loser friends murmured in disbelief as she smiled at Stanley and scooted closer to him.

“Hello,” she said. “Did you need any help studying after lunch? I have some free time. If you want to meet me in my room. But only if you want that. Stanley.”

Stanley broke into a grin and nodded.

“That would be nice, Aurelia,” he said. “I could sure use your help with the potions final.”

Twenty minutes later, Aurelia was passionately kissing Stanley Marsh in the privacy of her room. His hands seemed to roam everywhere beneath her robes, moving from her soft breasts to her hips and around to her ass. It was as if he couldn’t quite decide which part he most wanted to fondle.

“Bend over the table,” he gasped against her lips. “Show me that round ass of yours.”

“Yes, of course, Stanley,” she said, bending over the table and baring her creamy peach of a bottom.

“Before we have fun, I think you need a little punishment,” said Stanley, standing behind her. “This is for all the times you bullied me!”

“AH!” cried Aurelia as his flat hand landed upon her bum. She tensed and felt the hot spike of pain down to her core and throbbing in her clit.

“Count them!” commanded Stanley. “Forty smacks! One for every month you’ve been bullying me here!”

“One! Two!” She counted them, pain shooting through her and heat spreading across her reddening cheeks. Tears formed in her eyes as she got to, “Ten!”

“That’s right, tell me what a slut you are?”

“Twelve! Thirteen! Such a big slut, Stanley! All… fourteen! Fifteen! All I can think about is sex!”

“Sex with who? Tobias? One of those other swoop ball jocks?”

“No, only you!” cried Aurelia, her tears dropping from her chin and the heat of her pussy beginning to melt down her thighs. She could hear whispers in the hall just outside her room. Her housemates were listening in, hearing her count out each spank of Stanley’s hands.

“Tell me… tell me who you love!” demanded Stanley as the thirtieth swat of his hand further reddened Aurelia’s cheeks.

“You! I love you, Stanley Marsh!” cried Aurelia, pain and pleasure mingling and sending her over the edge. She came with submission, not caring that her housemates could hear her confession. Not caring that they were listening as she counted out the last ten spanks of Stanley’s hand and her moans of ecstasy.

“Good,” he laughed, landing the final blow upon her bottom. “Good girl. Now, turn over and get up on the table. I am going to reward you by fucking you.”

His cock was nothing special, nowhere near as big as some she had pleasured before, and yet as Stanley turned her over and gripped his red prick in one hand, it was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.

“Yesss, please, my love,” she moaned, tossing her red hair and spreading her creamy legs for him. “My body is yours, Stanley!”

She parted the delicate folds of her cunny and watched with delight as Stanley aimed his twitching cock at her aching cove. He teased her lips and sugary walls with his cockhead, grunting softly as his stiff length pressed into her depths. Then he was atop her and inside her. An intimacy she had never imagined. His threadbare robe discarded as he grabbed her tits and began to plow her tight teenage twat. His bollocks slapping her asshole as he plundered the girl of his dreams.

“You’re so fucking hot, you little slut,” he moaned and stifled her words of adoration with a kiss. Stanley’s tongue thrust into her mouth as the hot, throbbing piston of his cock plundered her pussy. She wrapped her legs around him, still wearing her knee socks as she drew him deeper.

She felt his bollocks tighten and gasped against his lips, “Cum for me, Stanley! Please!”

“On your stomach?” He groaned. “On your tits?”

“Wherever you want, Stanley,” she cried, her pleasure tightening around him. “Cum inside me if you want to!”

“Ooohhhhhh! Fuck yes! You’re my slut, Aurelia!” Stanley threw back his head and hilted his twitching cock in Aurelia’s eager honey hole. She felt the sudden rush of warmth as he began to pump his thick nobslurry into her clutching creampie. Each fresh spurt sent another peal of pleasure through Aurelia’s core. She was cumming hard upon him, spasms of ecstasy draining Stanley’s bollocks of every filthy drop.

He kissed her again, his hands palming her breasts as his tongue swirled messily in her mouth and his aftershocks emptied into her cunt. She was gasping, helpless, and completely in the thrall of Stanley Marsh.

The Goddess

Amittera’s plan had worked better than she could have ever expected. She had been forced to relinquish her guise as Posy Greenfield after two days, when Posy finally awoke from her magical coma. But that had only freed the Goddess of Defeat to slip from shadow to shadow and monitor the downfall of Aurelia Aimes.

And what a downfall! The goddess could not suppress a chuckle as she flitted across the swoopball pitch and found the kinky couple locked in lust beneath the stands. The game was in full swing, Aurelia’s ex-boyfriend Tobias was the star player, and there was the naughty redhead on her hands and knees begging for the wicked wand of one Stanley Marsh.

“Ohhhhhh, yessss, please put it up my arse, Stanley,” cried Aurelia, reaching back to massage her spit-damp fingers into the tight pink clench of her arsehole.

Stanley was all too happy to oblige his sex slave, grasping her flared hips and feeding his red scepter up Aurelia’s back passage. He rutted into her with the confidence of a man that had everything he had ever desired in the world. His beautiful bully had become his cum dump, she had tutored him in every magical subject, and word of his relationship with Aurelia had spread through the school and elevated him to become one of the most popular students.

Stanley finally cried out, burying his cock’s full length up Aurelia’s back passage and emptying his load into her squeezing ring. When he pulled out, his cum bubbled lewdly from her gaping arsehole. The sight of the redheaded bully with her head down, bum up, and arsehole dripping with spunk was a humiliating delight to Amittera.

It had not even taken two weeks of training to make Aurelia into Stanley’s eager fuck pet. She sat on his lap in study hall and sucked him off during potions class. There was a minor scandal when she was caught in a threesome in the ladies baths with Stanley and Posy Greenfield (the real Posy Greenfield) but that had only made Stanley more popular.

As the loser ascended, the beauty descended. Her reputation was in tatters. Her friends abandoned her and the professors now called on Stanley assuming he would have the answers. Her grades even began to lag as she devoted her life to Stanley’s whims.

He was so confident in his power over her that he sometimes even loaned her out to his friends. This was a true humiliation for Aurelia, for she loved Stanley, but detested his loser friends more than ever. She winced as they fucked her and gagged upon their cocks, only to return on her hands and knees to Stanley and thank him for the opportunity to entertain his friends.

There was never a question of what would happen after graduation. Once Stanley went out into the world, Aurelia would be his assistant. She would serve him faithfully however he desired, whether it was as his wife, or merely his pleasure slave.

Amittera basked in Aurelia’s utter destruction. Another triumph for the Goddess of Defeat.
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The Gnome and the Elf

The Goddess

Amittera was used to seeing beautiful elves. They were almost always shapely and fair-haired, with blue eyes and delicate features that made humans lust after them and arrogance that made the teeming masses of humans hate them.

The elf sitting at the bar in the Raven’s Perch was even more beautiful for her dark hair, green eyes, and heavy, dark eyebrows. Three traits uncommon among elves. She was as shapely as any elf that Amittera had ever seen, but still possessed the same lithe fitness of most of her kin.

Amittera closed her eyes and concentrated for a moment. She saw the shimmering skein of existence and the bubbling spheres of identity, some swelling with conception and some bursting with death. Isolde, from Sullen Meadow. That was the elf’s name and homeland.

She was certainly as arrogant as the other elves from the Golden Woods and the High Tower. She drank apart from the other patrons of the tavern, sipping a goblet of imported wine and eyeing the raucous crowd with contempt.

Some dared to glance at her in her green bodice and leather trousers fitted tightly to her ample curves. She glared back at those she caught looking. When she was bumped by a passing human, the elf’s hand flew to the grip of her sword.

“Mind where you put your body, or I’ll take part of it,” said the elf.

The human apologized and retreated. Amittera could feel the countless victories wafting off Isolde. Like a foul odor in the air. This creature was used to winning and used to getting her way.

Not tonight, thought Amittera.

The goddess smiled in the darkness. She oozed out of the shadows and took the form of a shapely but plain-faced tavern wench. She effortlessly joined the mass of people, bustling among them, ignoring the occasional hand on her bottom, and taking orders from the back. The tavern was far too busy for anyone to question her identity.

Amittera made certain that drinks flowed freely, using her powers to refill mugs and serving up fresh drinks that she conjured onto her tray. The bar became increasingly raucous. And one little white-bearded gnome was nearly trod upon by a pair of brawling half-orcs.

“Mind your boots!” cried the gnome, scampering for the bar. He scaled a stool, climbing atop it with some effort owing to his tiny size and advanced state of inebriation. He hiccupped, gulped his mug, and frothy beer soaked into the front of his white beard.

“Disgusting,” muttered Isolde, who happened to be sitting only one stool over.

“What’s that?” The gnome blinked and squinted out from beneath his bushy eyebrows and his low-seated red cap. “Oh, you’re an elf! A fine one too! My name is Bedgar! Can an old gnome buy a fit, busty elf wench a cup of wine?”

“You?” Isolde sneered. “A pathetic little bug waiting to be squished by these men? I wouldn’t let you lick the mud from my boot heel.”

Amittera happened to bustle past, laughing loudly and cruelly at Isolde’s words to inflame the gnome. It worked. The gnome went red faced and his tiny hands balled into fists. He hopped to his feet on the top of the stool.

“What’s that? You callin’ me short!?”

“Tiny and pathetic,” said Isolde with a scowl. “Begone, you little worm.”

“Those sound like fightin’ words,” said Bedgar, putting up his fists. His confrontation with the elf was beginning to attract attention.

“They’re gonna fight,” shouted Amittera from behind several other patrons. There were exclamations all around as the drunken patrons crowded around Isolde and Bedgar.

“Oooh! The gnome and elf is gonna fight!”

“She’s gonna whoop Bedgar!”

“That pretty elf is going to beat up a gnome!”

“There is no cloak of glory to be worn by defeating a tiny speck like this gnome,” said Isolde, gesturing at the furious Bedgar as she addressed the crowd. “Go back to your drinks. He is not worth my time.”

“Not worth your time!?” Bedgar stomped his foot so hard that he almost toppled over the stool he was standing on. “I formally and forthwith do challenge you to combat! Only a coward would refuse!”

“Then I will not refuse,” said Isolde, standing from her stool and gripping her sheathed sword. “Shall it be to the death? To first blood?”

“No, no, I’m a bleeder,” sniffed Bedgar, eyeing Isolde’s hand on her sword. “No, to first knock down. And the loser has to do anything the winner says for a night and a day.”

“Ha!” Isolde tossed her dark hair with arrogant amusement. “I shall have you toting my belongings on my journey and cleaning my boots with your tongue. Or would you like that?”

Bedgar hopped down from his stool and put up his fists.

“We’ll see what I like when I tell you to do it,” snorted Bedgar, rocking back his pointed cap from his brow. “Now! Have at you!”

Bedgar charged at Isolde and took a two-fisted swing. She easily stepped out of the way and the audience laughed. But Amittera was waiting for the arrogant elf to strike.

“Perhaps if I give you enough time you will simply trip yourself and fall—AH!” Isolde stepped sideways and her boot landed in a puddle of spilled beer. No matter that Amittera had spilled the beer earlier and had caused it to spread over the floor in just such a pattern.

Isolde’s foot slipped. She skated forward and collided with Bedgar, rebounded from his velvet-vested belly, and flopped to the floor with a loud crash. Her shapely bottom had landed in the spill and her trousers darkened with the wetness. Isolde, gasping in surprise, glancing at the beer splashed on her bodice, blinked and looked up at Bedgar.

“You! You tricked me!”

“You tripped yourself,” chuckled the gnome.

Amittera laughed first and laughed loudest, but soon the whole tavern was cheering for Bedgar. Amittera added a shout of, “The elf’s gotta do whatever he says!”

She was gratified when her fellow enjoyers of defeat began hooting and chanting for Isolde to obey the gnome. Isolde stood, towering over the gnome, but it was clear by the dismay in her eyes that she had too much pride to refuse to honor the wager.

“Very well, gnome,” she said, drawing the crowd to silence. “What is your command?”

Bedgar stroked his white beard and seemed to consider carefully. A number of the patrons made lewd suggestions that caused Isolde to deeply blush. Bedgar smirked, his gaze wandering up the elf’s luscious curves.

“First, we’re gonna have some fun, right here and right now, in front of the whole tavern,” said Bedgar. “So get those togs off and those fat tits out, elfy. Because it’s my right and I’m gonna rut ya!”

This drove the crowd of drunken onlookers wild. They hooted and hollered as Isolde, glowering, stripped off her bodice and wet trousers to reveal her flawless creamy elf skin and the dainty lace of her panties and bra.

“Them to! Take your knickers off!” commanded Bedgar.

Isolde’s face burned with shame as she tried to both remove her underthings and cover her nakedness from the leering gaze of two dozen drunks. Amittera could fairly taste the defeat wafting from the humbled elf. She sipped from the sweet ambrosia of humiliation as Bedgar commanded Isolde to lower her hands and show her body off to the bar.

“That’s it, squeeze ‘em!” he commanded with glee. “Pinch on those pink nubs! That’s it! Make ‘em red! Now turn around, swing those hips real nice! Bend over a little. Ohhhh, yeah, we can see that dark beard on your little pink clam! What do ya think, fellas? Time for ol’ Bedgar to have some fun?”

“Yeah! Fuck the elf!”

“Get her down on her knees!”

“Plow that pink pussy!”

Bedgar commanded Isolde down onto her hands and knees and forced her to put her lusciously round ass in the air. Someone provided him with an apple box and Bedgar hopped up onto it, steadying himself with his hands on Isolde’s creamy cheeks.

He untied the rope holding up his trousers and yanked his pants down. There were laughs all around as the gnome’s little red cock popped free of his underwear. Bedgar was well-endowed for a gnome but owing to being only a little over knee-high on most humans, his cock was not very big at all compared to that of a man. Hardly a pinkie finger in length to a human and only just a little thicker.

But that made Isolde the perfect lover for the gnome, as Amittera well knew. She’d had only three lovers in all her time of adventuring and one of those had been a goblin during a curious encounter in a forest, hardly better equipped than Bedgar. She was as tight as the cinch on a water skin.

“Ahhhhh!” cried Isolde as Bedgar thrust his meager cock into her cunny and spanked her firm bottom with his hips. He rutted into the elf with all the drunken vigor of a champion, clinging tightly to her plush cheeks and pumping his prick in and out of her pussy. He fucked her with enough force to make her tits bounce and swing and her ass jiggle with each slam of his hips.

Perhaps owing to the elf’s nearly virginal tightness or to Bedgar’s lack of love, the gnome lasted only a few more strokes. He let out a cry of pleasure, pulling his cock from Isolde’s glistening pink and pumping his seed across the backs of her thighs and buttocks. This release was cheered by the crowd. Bedgar rubbed his tip back and forth in the mess before tucking his cock back into his trousers. Then he turned to the crowd and bowed.

“Now, I must take my leave, for my sweet elf will bear me up the stairs to our bed!” He gave the humiliated elf a smack on her ass. “Come on, wench, pick me up and deliver me up the stairs to my room.”

“Very well,” muttered Isolde, her jaw clenched as she lifted the stuffed-doll sized gnome into her arms.

“And there you will spend the night with me,” said the gnome, which earned him wild cheers from the patrons of the tavern and a disgusted roll of the eyes from Isolde. The crowd continued to celebrate as Isolde carried the gnome up the stairs with his body nestled against the soft expanse of her breasts.

Amittera smiled and slipped back into the shadows. She couldn’t have planned a better outcome. She flitted bodiless through the shadows and up the stairs. She intended to savor the elf’s defeat.

Isolde

Her bum still hurt from landing so hard on the floor. The elf toted the awful little drunken gnome up the stairs as he hugged against her breasts and nuzzled his bearded face into her cleavage.

“Stop that,” she said, but Bedgar ignored her, murmuring contentedly and pressing tiny kisses to the twin swells of Isolde’s bosoms. He tongued one pale pink nipple and sucked it into his mouth. She fumbled with the gnome’s key and unlocked his door at the Raven’s Perch. Hardly more than a flop with a mattress, a chair, a tiny table, and a wash basin with a pitcher of water. The glow of a potbellied stove lit the room, and the glass of the room’s lone window was dark with soot from the coals.

Isolde hardly wanted to admit it, but for all the humiliation, she had enjoyed the fucking from the gnome down in the tavern. It had left her wanting more. She just couldn’t bear to show Bedgar that.

“Now what?” she asked, standing in his dingy room with Bedgar cradled against her breasts. He smacked his lips against her straining nipple.

“Mmmm?” He grinned a gap-toothed grin as he finally looked up at her. “Oh, you better put me down on the bed nice and gentle and then cuddle up with me. Give me some good kissing, then I’ll show you what I can do.”

“You are repulsive,” said Isolde, but it was the bitterness of her defeat talking. Her body wanted to obey, and so she deposited Bedgar on the bed and reclined with him. He wriggled out of his filthy clothes and bared his hairy little body to her, showing off his stiff prick.

“Yeah, but you’re a prize,” he said, hefting one of her breasts in both hands. His tiny fingers pressed into the softness, and he gave her nipple another lick with a tongue as small as a fingertip. Then he leaned up and pressed a kiss to Isolde’s lips. She kept her mouth shut to him as he kissed and licked her lips. The heat built within her. His hands groping her dangling breasts as he leaned into her and moaned against her lips.

Dissatisfied, Bedgar pulled back and looked at her with an annoyed twinkle in his beady little eyes.

“Fine, you be like that,” he said. “I’ll just have to give you kisses somewhere else!”

Bedgar pushed her onto her back with surprising strength and hopped between her legs. Isolde let out a cry of surprise as his little hands pushed her thighs wide apart and he began to vigorously lick and kiss her cunny. His tongue fluttered, feather-soft, beating against her clit with the rapid vibrations of a bird’s wing. It was incredible, a vibrating, buzzing, humming pleasure that drove her to the brink and beyond. As she began to cum, she felt something push inside her and realized he was sticking his whole fist and half his arm into her clutching cunt.

The shock of that heightened her orgasm and Isolde cried out with shameful ecstasy. She writhed and bucked against the gnome. Her nectar gushed against his face.

As her pleasure receded, leaving her breasts heaving and her thighs quaking, Bedgar climbed onto Isolde’s abdomen and thrust his stiff gnome cock into her fluttering folds.

“Yessssss,” she moaned, bucking to meet him as he furiously and drunkenly rutted into her. He was laughing and belching, his face red and his little potbelly colliding with her mound as he pounded in and out of her pussy. She could feel the sparrow eggs of his bollocks tightening and the gnome wheezed with effort.

“Gonna bust my spunkrod in your elf coochie,” laughed the gnome. “Ya ready to take a hot load of gnome nut juice?”

“Oh, you loathsome little beast,” cried Isolde, verging on another orgasm. “Yes! Cum for me again! Cum inside me!”

“AAAAAAAHHHH!” cried Bedgar, hilting in her pussy and unleashing a load of his spunky swimmers. Pump after pump of hot gnome cum sprayed Isolde’s fertile elf womb. She came with him, her honeyed hole gripping him and milking his load out until she’d had every drop.

But still she wanted more.

Bedgar

Bedgar awoke in his bed to the intense pounding of a hangover. Too much ale and brandy. Then he became aware of a strange sensation of warmth. Had he pissed himself? Had he really been that drunk?

He lifted his head and opened his tacky eyes to see a dark-haired elf beauty with her head between his hairy legs. Her green eyes were drooping as she slowly looked up at him with Bedgar’s little red cock sliding in and out of her plush lips.

“What… what in the… ohhhhhhh… why are ya doin’ that, elfy?” He asked, smiling with the pleasure of having his morning wood washed with hot elf saliva.

“Mmm?” She popped her pouty lips free of his wee cock. “Because you told me to wake you up with a blowjob. It was an order.”

“Oh, right,” said Bedgar. “I forget things. Well, you’d better carry on.”

He folded his arms behind his head and thrust his hips forward a little more. Isolde showed no sign of resentment as she resumed slurping and bobbing on Bedgar’s stiff prick. He was impressed that such an arrogant elf was so good at sucking cock. It wasn’t long before he was ready to explode.

“Getting’ close now, elfy,” he groaned.

“Mmmm?” She raised an eyebrow, but kept bobbing her warm, soft lips on his cock.

“You want it like that? If you keep going it’s going to shoot in your mouth. Ohhhhhh… then you’re going to have to drink it.”

“Mmmm,” said Isolde, nearly closing her eyes and sucking all the harder. Bedgar felt the suction tightening on his tip, and he could stand no more. With a final bob of Isolde’s sweet lips, the gnome loosed a massive morning load into the obedient elf’s sweet mouth. Spurt after spurt gushed from his throbbing prick and the green-eyed elf swallowed it all down.

She even kept sucking after he’d cum. So much that he had to push her away and tell her to stop.

“I know it tastes good, but you gotta let a gnome have a little time,” he laughed, finally scampering out from under her. “I need a bath. And I don’t mean a tongue bath. Then we’ll be on our way.”

“Our way?

“Oh, yes, you’re not leaving me yet,” chuckled Bedgar. “A night AND a day, remember?”

“Right,” said Isolde, seeming to pout, but not doing a very convincing job of it.

To Bedgar’s eye, it was almost like the elf wanted to stay with him.

The Goddess

Amittera watched from the shadows beneath the awning of the blacksmith’s shop across the street from the Raven’s Perch. It wouldn’t be long now. She’d left them in the rented bathtub, with Isolde’s soapy tits wanking out a load from the red-faced old gnome’s meager prick. They’d had plenty of time to soak, dry off, and get dressed.

Sure enough, the pair emerged from the Raven’s Perch a moment later. Amittera tittered with delight at what she saw, for the buxom elf was carrying the gnome’s belongings, her tits jiggling with each step and her hands full with Bedgar’s two overstuffed travel bags.

But that wasn’t even the most delightful part, for Isolde was carrying the gnome as well as his bags. He rode upon her shoulders like the elf’s graceful neck was that of some strange, upright horse. He even kicked his little feet a little as if to urge her on faster. What was more, the elf, though audibly complaining for the gnome to stop, was smiling. She was enjoying her defeat.

Oh, yes, this had to be one of the sweetest defeats that Amittera had ever tasted.
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The Blessed Champion and the Lizardman

The Goddess

It took a single luminous warrior to turn the lizardkin raiders back from their invasion of the village of Husavyk. Olivya was a blessed champion of Vincera. She wore a winged helm and a breastplate molded over her ample bust. Her pretty face twisted into a fearless smile and her golden braid flew behind her head as she stormed into the midst of the lizardmen and began to carve them apart with her broadsword. Her powerful legs allowed her to leap almost weightlessly among the confused raiders, crashing down into their midst and slaughtering them. Olivya’s body seemed to burn with holy fury, a corona of golden light engulfing her and pulsating with each swing of her sword.

Amittera loathed to see so much triumph from a single woman in a single battle. Her sister’s champions were always so perfect. Fearless because Vincera’s blessing had turned them into unstoppable killers.

As Amittera observed from the shadows, Olivya shrugged off blows from the lizardkin that would have severed limbs or crushed bones. Her armor was only an affectation. With her impervious blessing, Olivya might have strode into battle nude and fought just as well with her breasts bouncing bare and her buttocks jiggling with each leap and kick.

An amusing thought, but a naked victory was still a victory. Amittera had brought defeat to several usually triumphant women, but it was time for the Goddess of Defeat to test her growing power on one of the chosen of the Goddess of Victory.

“Die! Surrender and I will give you a quick death!” Olivya shouted, hacking through the last cohesive resistance and sending the remaining lizardkin raiders fleeing.

Her victory had been won, but Olivya’s bloodlust was clearly endless. Ignoring the pleas from the villagers of Husavyk, the comely champion set off in pursuit of the surviving raiders as they fled into the Gloom Mire. The treacherous wooded area separated the human villages and farmland from the volcanic mountains of the Black Barrier where the lizardfolk tribes gathered.

Only the bravest or most foolish hunters ventured into the Gloom Mire, but Olivya did not think twice. She was invulnerable, after all.

A smile flitted across the shadowy, insubstantial face of the goddess as she poured across the night with ease. She followed her sister’s champion in pursuit of the lizardkin, watching the girl catch up to a wounded straggler and mercilessly dispatch him. Several more lizardfolk were still fleeing into the Gloom Mire and Olivya followed.

There were countless ways Amittera might have intervened, but she preferred to let nature teach the arrogant champion a lesson. With a flick of Amittera’s finger, a rotten old tree crashed to the ground, blocking off one of the paths through the Gloom Mire.

Olivya was forced to take another route that led into the sucking muck of the Gloom Mire. Amittera swooped and danced among the shadows of the darkest forest, watching the struggle of the luminous champion. When Olivya plunged to her knees in a hidden patch of sludge, Amittera could hardly suppress a giggle.

“Damned swamp,” growled Olivya, unaccustomed to struggling as she tried to work her powerful legs out of the slime. Instead, her struggling only caused the muck to draw her deeper. After a few moments, she was swallowed down to her waist. Fear began to show in her blue eyes and she began to struggle a little more urgently.

Her growing fear only made matters worse. Her arms churned the mire and she slid deeper and deeper until it was up to her chest. Her breastplate filled with cool sludge. Goop tickled her armpits. Finally, Olivya was up to her neck, her chin lifting to keep the foul slime from her mouth.

“Goddess Vincera, hear my plea,” called Olivya. “Save me… save me from this mire! I cannot die like this!”

Amittera could no longer suppress her laughter as she flitted among the trees. Olivya continued to pray, although Vincera was not listening. Amittera knew well that her sister was preoccupied with a great battle halfway across the world. A dozen of her champions fighting against a horde of orcs and goblins. The Goddess of Victory would never hear Olivya’s entreaties for aid.

But others had heard the cries for help, and they were doubling back to investigate.

Olivya

She had stopped sinking deeper at least, her toes on solid ground under the muck and her chin just above the surface, which was something. She hoped the goddess had heard her prayers and she would soon find aid or some means to escape. It wasn’t long before she heard a rustling in the trees surrounding the pit of muck.

“Who is there?” she called. “Help me, please! I have become trapped in… stuck…”

Her words failed her as she saw the glistening yellow eyes of the lizardkin appear through the mossy trees. They emerged slowly, cautiously, having narrowly escaped destruction by the blade of Olivya, the green-scaled lizardmen were not eager to face her again. But when they saw she was truly trapped in the mire, their excitement could not be contained. They crowded around the edges of the patch of muck, hissing with excitement, crouching down to hurl their foul taunts to Olivya.

She could not understand their words, but their rude gestures were clear enough. They began jabbing at her with their spears, but this did nothing more than annoy her. Though trapped, Olivya was still invulnerable to their weapons.

“I will slaughter you all! Cold bloods! Scale skins! You raid human lands and—MM!” Her words were momentarily interrupted as one lizardman managed to jab her in the mouth with his spear. It did her no harm but she had to turn her head aside to get it out of her mouth. “Vile creatures, you will suffer for this!”

“You not hurt us,” said one of the lizardkin, its fanged snout managing to form words that Olivya could comprehend. “Weapons not hurt you. Claws not hurt you. But you stuck. Never get out unless we pull you out.”

“If you think that I’ll spare you, then think again!” cried Olivya, thrashing in the muck angrily. She managed to lose her footing and her head became submerged. She panicked, unable to breathe. Drowning in the mire like some foolish flower girl chasing a butterfly.

A noose of vine wrapped around her neck. More vine ropes caught her arms and legs. She felt herself being pulled upwards at an angle. Her face cleared the muck and she gasped for breath. Rough hands twisted her arms and bound them behind her back before she could regain her strength and draw her weapon. Filthy, gasping for breath, she was hauled onto the solid ground beside the muck. The five lizardkin surrounded her.

“Now we strip,” said the one that had spoken before and he let out a clicking sound that Olivya realized was laughter.

“Let me go,” she grasped, rocking from side-to-side and trying to get her knees beneath her body.

The lizardkin hissed excitedly and set upon her with their clawed hands. They roughly stripped her armor, tossing the halves of her breastplate aside and tearing away the sodden tunic she wore beneath it. Olivya gasped as the rolled her over, her big, soft tits spreading against her ribcage. Rivulets of muddy water spilling over her pale flesh.

“Titsssss,” hissed one of the lizardkin and their rough hands grasped and prodded Olivya’s quivering mounds.

“You brutes! Stop that!” she cried, but her anger only seemed to further excite the creatures. They began nipping at her breasts, their fanged mouths gnawing at her impervious skin and their tongues sliding over her stiff, sensitive nipples. She whimpered at the humiliation, looking away for a moment, but then looking back as she felt them stripping off her trousers. She kicked furiously, crying out, but that only served to help them shuck off her wet pants and tear away her underclothes.

She was naked then and at the mercy of their savage lust. Their hands groped and fingers prodded wherever they pleased. Pain and humiliation mingled with a strange pleasure as she felt fingers slipping into her pussy. A flicking tongue at her ass. Hands reaching beneath her to grope her breasts. Then, kneeling before her head, one of the lizardmen presented his cock.

It was a horrid thing. Pink and wedge-shaped and glistening with slime.

“Don’t you dare,” gasped Olivya. But there was no refusing the thrust of the reptile’s foul organ. It pushed into her mouth and soon was rutting steadily between her lips. The hissing beast held her hair in one fist and used it as a handle to force her head to bob upon his cock.

As one lizardkin used her mouth, two more set upon her hindquarters. They lifted her up to her knees and one pressed his wedge to her lust-slicked cunt. She whimpered around the cock in her mouth as she felt the cool, ridged flesh of the reptile’s cock plow into her pussy. Another of the creature’s grabbed the flare of her hips and squatted above her from behind, guiding his cock to the tight knot of her asshole.

Her virgin ass was violated by the horrid creature and Olivya was fully stuffed with their lusty cocks. Though she was invulnerable in battle, she found herself soon succumbing to the pleasures of the reptilian lust. She began to move against them, responding to their thrusts and moaning around the cock in her mouth. She sucked. Her tongue moved to pleasure the cock in her mouth. And she rolled her hips to take the two cocks railing into her from behind.

She felt the sudden spurt of cum into her ass. A moment later, and reptile spunk was gushing, strong and oily, into her mouth. Both cocks were still spurting as the reptile fuck wedge stuffed into her pussy began to pump her depths full of their seed. Their climax left her gasping and gaping, her face in the mud and her ass in the air. Her chin glazed with lizard spunk and her holes leaking their filth. The other two reptiles took their turn with her and she was weary but obedient. Sucking. Fucking. Behaving more like a pleasure slave than a captive champion as she made both reptiles pump their cum into her body.

After she had satisfied their lust, the five reptiles stood over her cum-drenched body and discussed what to do with her. She could not understand their words, but the one that spoke her tongue eventually translated.

“We take you to shaman,” said the lizardman. “He know what to do with you. He get rid of your power and then we give you to Chief Sivith.”

“Please,” moaned Olivya, but she was no longer sure if she wanted freedom or more of their incredible coldblooded cocks.

The Goddess

The lizardkin shaman was a withered old fool who had no idea of how to deal with a champion of the goddess. Olivya had been tied to a stake in his hut and he lit candles and chanted in his heathen tongue, poking and prodding at her and using what little magic he knew to little effect. Olivya cursed colorfully at the shaman as the other five lizardkin waited outside.

Amittera observed from the flickering shadows of the candlelight, growing increasingly miffed at the wretched little reptile’s inability to subdue Vincera’s blessing. After several minutes of the shaman pinching Olivya’s nipple, and prodding his finger up her arse, and trying to bite her thigh, Amittera decided to intervene once more.

From the smoke of the candles, she took on the shimmering, phantom shape of Tonichtal, the lizardkin’s goddess of wisdom. The shaman froze in awe and she whispered to him the hissing secrets of magic that would burn tattoos into Olivya’s flesh and subdue her power. The shaman could then tattoo similar symbols on Chief Sivith and grant Vincera’s blessing to his chieftain.

“Thank you, wise Tonichtal,” said the shaman in his tongue, bowing his head with a clink of charms festooned to his headdress.

“Do not thank me, just perform the ritual,” said Amittera and she disappeared with a puff of smoke back into the shadows.

She watched as the shaman obeyed her instructions, using his finger to daub pigment in very specific runes onto Olivya’s hips, abdomen, just above her mound, and onto her arms. The shaman began chanting and the symbols began to glow. Olivya cried out in pain as the symbols were seared into her flesh. Her power was immediately subdued by the magic. Her flesh no longer impervious and, more importantly to Amittera, her womb no longer guarded against the seed of lizardmen.

And soon, my sister will have indirectly created the most powerful lizardfolk tribe in all the world.

Amittera’s evil giggle faded into the shadows as she slithered out of the shaman’s hut.

Sivith

Sivith was broad-shouldered, portly, and tall for a lizardkin. Much taller than a human female like the one that had been brought before him. He wore his crown of gold and bones and his tattered crimson cape and walked with the aid of his staff. On his thirtieth summer, he was quite old for a lizardkin. Not as old as the shaman, near his fortieth, but old enough to know better than to try to lead his tribe into battle.

“This is the thing that has slain so many of our kin?” demanded Sivith, speaking in the hissing tongue of the lizardkin as he walked in a circle around the naked, trembling human female.

“She had the blessings of the gods, Sivith,” said one of his surviving warriors. “She butchered my brothers with her sword.”

“So why does she now tremble like a farm girl taken as a slave?” Demanded Sivith, dragging a clawed finger under Olivya’s chin and forcing her to look up into his glaring eyes.

“Tonichtal came to me in my hut,” offered the shaman. “She showed me the way. She said if I marked the girl’s flesh with tattoos and mark you with the same, I can give her power to you.”

“Really?” Sivith considered the proposal. His shaman was an old fool, but the girl seemed to be defenseless. He pinched one of her pink nipples and she cried out in pain. He spoke the tongue of the humans with difficulty, “Do you surrender your body to me, human?”

“Yes,” whimpered Olivya. “I have never felt such pain. Please. Do with me whatever you wish. I surrender to you.”

“Very well,” he growled, cradling her cheek and patting her golden mane. “I will do what I wish with you. But first,” he switched his tongue to that of his kin, “Shaman, make the marks upon my body.”

It was done with surprising skill and speed by the old shaman. When it was over, a faint red glow suffused the air around Sivith’s body. He could feel strength coursing through his veins – through his bones – and he wondered if he was as invulnerable as the human had been when battling his warriors.

As his kin watched, Sivith walked over to the firepit and plunged his arm into the flames. Not even the toughest warrior could stand such pain for more than a few seconds and yet Sivith felt nothing at all. Not even discomfort. After a count of twenty, he drew his arm back out. His bracelet had burned away, but his skin was unharmed.

“Your magic has worked,” he laughed. “I am invulnerable!”

“And she is vulnerable now, Mighty Sivith,” said the shaman, groveling slightly. “That means her womb—”

“Her womb shall be mine!” thundered Sivith.

He scooped the girl up onto one shoulder and bore her easily back to his hut. There he threw her upon his pelts. She offered no resistance to him as he ran his tongue over face and down to her large, soft breasts. He gathered them in his clawed hands and tongue her pink buds. Olivya cried out with pleasure, arching to offer her soft mounds to his lipless reptilian snout.

He parted her thighs and admired her blushing cunt. Sullied by his kin, to be sure, but if what the shaman had said was true her chastity was in some way still intact. Left for him to claim.

“Now,” he said in the human tongue, “I will make you mine. I will… breed you.”

“Yesssss!” cried Olivya, spreading her shapely legs wide and presenting her glistening cunt to the chief.

Sivith’s cock was bigger than any of his kin. A massive pink wedge of ridges and gristle that he aimed at the hot, pulsating core of the beautiful human. She howled like a stuck beast when he thrust into her, but her pain gave way to pleasure as he rutted forcefully into her sopping cunny. He bent over her as he thrust, using his tail to counterbalance each stroke and running his tongue over her breasts, up to her face, and sliding his tongue into her mouth.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she moaned, sucking his tongue, brow furrowing as she kissed him passionately.

Her legs folded against his flanks and her cunt, so humanly hot and so molten, drew him deeper. He felt his pleasure surging. His pleasure was a boiling pot with the lid on too tight. With a savage howl, Sivith pumped his seed into the depths of Olivya’s fertile cunt.

Sivith had no doubt that the beautiful blonde champion was bred by the potent flood, her body quivering as she received and overflowed with his seed. Pulse after pulse gushed into her as his cock inflated and pumped sperm from his mating sacs.

Olivya cried out in an orgasm of her own, wailing with the ecstasy of a life abandoned and a new purpose discovered.

She would forevermore be the battery for the power of Chief Sivith and the mother of a new generation of lizardkin warriors.

She would never know that a goddess had intervened to make her destiny possible.


Epilogues

Prayers of the Converted

The Goddess

The efforts of Amittera to vex her sister had yielded delightful results. The golden beauty of Vincera, the Goddess of Victory, had lost some of its luster. For the first time in generations of the humans, women who should have been conquering triumphantly now offered their prayers to Amittera. They craved the bittersweetness of kneeling in defeat more than they longed to stand in victory.

“My sister, you have played a dirty game,” thundered the radiant goddess with an arrogant toss of her golden hair. “You have cursed my champions and brought despair to the hopeful.”

“Is that so, my sister?” Amittera emerged from the darkness, resplendent in a gown of shadow with her creamy bust exposed by the plunging neckline. She glided across the stones of Vincera’s holiest temple and smiled at her sister. “It seems to me that many of your faithful now pray to me for succor. I do not deny them their happiness. I show them new joys.”

“There is no glory in defeat,” growled Vincera, lowering her spear and prodding the tip of it against Amittera’s plentiful bust.

“Oh, is that it, sister?” laughed the Goddess of Defeat. “You will strike me down? Your ignorance is on full display, for you more than any should know that you cannot defeat the Goddess of Defeat.”

“Bah!” Vincera snarled and threw her spear into a nearby column. The spear embedded in the stone and sent fissures all the way up to the arched ceiling. The priestesses and faithful of the Goddess of Victory could not see nor hear the argument between Amittera and her sister, but they saw the cracks appear in the temple they had built. The faithful wailed in shock and some even fled from the temple entirely.

Amittera giggled at her sister’s foolish outburst. It was rare to see Vincera in anything other than complete control of herself.

“Victory is what these mortals crave, not the ashes of defeat in their mouths,” muttered Vincera, storming away and fading into a ray of golden light through one of the windows.

Amittera lingered a moment longer, feeling the doubt from Vincera’s faithful.

She knew that she would never awaken a majority of Vincera’s victory-lovers to the pleasures of defeat, but she could certainly savor those she had made her faithful. She could hear their prayers already calling out to her from across the world.

She would revisit the newly converted to savor the pleasures of defeat.

Justinia

The once-proud ranger knelt with her nose pressed to the dusty ground and her firm, round ass in the air as she groveled before her master. Only the slightest scrap of a loincloth covered her buttocks and cunt and her bare breasts squeezed against the dry earth beneath her. Sweat glistened on her sun-bronzed skin. Days of walking naked save for the collar around her neck and the loincloth had left her tanned a deep golden hue. Her paler golden hair was worn in a slave braid that served almost like a handle on the back of her head for her master’s pleasure.

The goblin Gullyweek stood with one foot on the ground and the other on the slope of Justina’s bare back. His clawed toes dug against her skin and the reek of his unwashed cock and bollocks wafted down to Justinia.

“And? What else you beg forgiveness for?” Tittered the little goblin, digging his nails into her back again as he pushed down with foot.

“For… for tying you to that tree after I caught you snooping on the convent dormitory,” she said. “And… and for confiscating the mule you had taken from the farmer and giving it back to him. And… and for disrespecting you and… disregarding your feelings.”

“Good, good, that good,” laughed Gullyweek, finally stepping his foot off Justinia’s back. He lifted Justinia’s face from the ground with a yank of the braid at the back of her head. She rose on her knees, her face even with the diminutive goblin. He smiled his broken, yellowing smile. “I give reward now, slave.”

“Th-thank you, master, I—MmMmMMmMMm!” Her words of submission were smothered by the goblin’s savage kiss. His tongue thrust into her mouth as he held her head possessively. He seemed to drink the pleasure of that kiss, his lips moving and his tongue working against hers until he was satisfied. He drew back, strands of saliva glistening between Gullyweek’s thin lips and Justinia’s plush lips.

The goblins surrounding them cheered at this display of his absolute authority over Justinia. They hopped and danced as several young captives moaned with fear. Without Justinia to protect the village of Hawksbill, the goblins had raided it easily, setting fire to the houses of several farmers and taking away their wives and daughters to be breeders.

“We celebrate!” shouted Gullyweek, turning to the other goblins. “We fuck the humies! We fill them up with our pups! Then they know goblins is best!”

“Goblins is best!” shouted the goblins and they set upon their captives, tearing at clothes and fondling their human curves. Soon more than a dozen women were being rutted by the goblins, the sound of slapping flesh and moans of pleasure filling the night air. The women soon learned the pleasures of goblin cock.

A pleasure Justinia already well knew as she lowered her head once more, raised her hips, and offered her slick cunt to Gullyweek. As her goblin master pounded his bumpy little cock into her clutching cunt, Justinia offered up a prayer.

“Thank you, Amittera, for showing me the path of defeat,” she whispered as Gullyweek hammered his hips against Justinia’s ass and sloshed his cock into her clutching depths. “Please let me remain defeated. Let me never win. And please, let my master’s seed claim my womb.”

“Ahhhhhhhhhh!” cried Gullyweek, squeezing hard on Justinia’s hips and hilting his cock inside her. With a throbbing, twitching release, the goblin spurted his oily seed deep into the fallen ranger’s steamy depths.

Justinia never saw the Goddess of Defeat watching her from the shadows, but soon enough she would know that the goddess had answered her prayers. Her womb was claimed by the goblin.

Brynna

The Lady Knight Brynna of Thurn was no more. Brynna, so tall and strong, with long red hair and intense blue eyes, had lost all sense of nobility. She was not even a slave to Chief Hadr Jarnheart. She was a thing to him, an amusement, and as often as not her desperate duty was to entertain the entire War Claws clan.

Her large, naked breasts, painted with the red pigment slave marks of the War Claws, heaved by the golden glow of the bonfire, her thighs wide apart and her shorn cunt bare as she pleasured herself. One hand roughly massaged her breasts and plucked at her nipples, her other hand pressed between her muscular thighs as she strummed her clit and plunged her digits into her hot channel. Her asshole twitched reflexively as she plunder herself with three fingers.

The clansmen laughed and jeered at her. A few amused themselves with their hands at the sight of the fiery-haired beauty. Most simply drank and occasionally glanced over from their conversations to enjoy the spectacle of the once-proud knight defiling herself so wantonly.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned, bucking her hips and fucking against her fingers as her pleasure grew. Her cunt was exceptionally wet, having been filled just before the feast with a hot load of Hadr’s cum. Her fingers made lewd, wet sounds as they pumped in and out of her pussy and a trickle of her nectar mixed with Hadr’s seed spilled down the crack of her ass.

The massively muscular barbarian clan chief was watching her, naked save for a fur-lined cloak, chewing on a leg of goat meat with his huge cock hanging limp against his thigh. He ignored the revelry of the other clansmen and watched Brynna pleasuring herself like a predator might observe its prey.

“Good, slut,” growled Hadr. “But not good enough. Show them your ass. Pleasure your hungry holes for the clan!”

“Y-yes, master,” moaned Brynna, the once bold lady knight now brought low as she turned over and offered the clan a view of her pussy and ass raised high. She wiggled her hips from side to side as she reached back and began to massage her pink asshole. No longer such a delicate and dainty ass after being fucked many times by Hadr and his favored warriors. Her hole clenched and yielded easily to her fingers. The barbarians laughed and toasted her slutty behavior as she added a second and third finger.

“Fist it,” demanded Hadr, his cock beginning to stir to the sight of Brynna’s slutty behavior.

“Ohhhh, master,” she moaned, forcing her entire fist into her ass and receiving raucous cheers. The sensation of fisting her own ass hurt, but not so much as it would have before she became Hadr’s plaything. All those barbarian cocks had opened her up and her small hand fit more easily into her ass. She fucked herself with it, leaning heavily against her shoulder and reaching a hand between her thighs to fuck her pussy with her other hand.

“Yes! Good!” Chief Hadr pronounced, his cock rising to full mast at the sight of Brynna so obediently defiling her body with her fingers and fist. She arched her back and howled with ecstasy, her chest and shoulders buried in the furs beneath her as she plunder her holes. With a last cry of pleasure and humiliation, she came for the entire clan. Bucking against her fist. Desperately diddling her clit until she squirted a stream of clear liquid into the bonfire and made one of the logs sizzle with moisture.

This set the men to laughing, but it sent Hadr to his feet. He grabbed hold of Brynna, yanking her hands from her self-pleasure and twisting her arms behind her back. He used her bent arms as handles as he plunged his huge cock into her gaping ass. She whimpered as he filled her with his hardness.

“Still tight enough,” growled Hadr, pounding into her back passage with relentless thrusts. Brynna’s plump tits swung beneath her and she tossed her scarlet hair as she looked back at him.

“Oh, thank you, master,” she moaned, her ass clutching tightly at the thrusting pillar of his cock. “It’s so much better… better than my fingers… could ever be.”

“You love this, noble whore,” he laughed, spanking her hips loudly with his thrusts. He grabbed a handful of her hair, bending her upright and roughly kissing her neck. He knelt close behind her and reached around her to savagely squeeze and maul her breasts. Brynna howled with electric pain as he pinched both of her nipples tightly and tugged at her breasts, sawing his cock in and out of her ass with brutal urgency.

“Yes! Ohhhhh, master! I’m cumming!” she cried, and it was true. Her body stricken with waves of pleasure from having her tits tortured and her ass impaled on Hadr’s cock.

“Your reward,” he growled with a last, hilting thrust, “is my seed!”

She wailed anew as her master’s cum pumped into her ass. Her bowels were drenched with spurt after hot spurt of Hadr’s seed. She shuddered and shook with the humiliating pleasure as her ass drained his twitching bollocks.

The feeling of pleasure was so pitiful and so wonderful that she offered up a prayer to the goddess of defeat.

“Thank you, Amittera,” she whimpered, pushing her ass back flush against Hadr’s hips. “Thank you for giving me this chance… to know the pleasure of defeat.”

“You are welcome, daughter of defeat,” came a whispered reply that sent a fresh shudder down to Brynna’s cum-stuffed ass.

Aurelia

Aurelia Aimes adored Stanley Marsh. It wasn’t love, not exactly, but it was an intense, passionate attraction that bordered on obsession. Others wondered why the bewitchingly beautiful, buxom ginger had devoted her entire life to a scrawny, four-eyed creep like Stanley. But it all made sense to Aurelia so long as nobody ever asked her to explain it. Every joke Stanley told was hilarious, every idea he had was genius, and every desire he had was a command that she could not resist fulfilling.

Her devotion to Stanley had ruined her academic career at the Pellinore Academy of Magic. Her grades had sunk semester after semester until she dropped out instead of graduating. The whole time, she had helped Stanley bring his grades up. What did she care about her homework, her studies, or her research when she could be helping Stanley with his? When she had free time, it was spent with Stanley. Watching the movies he liked. Listening to the music he liked.

Doing anything he wanted in bed. And out of bed. Pretty much anywhere Stanley wanted to get his magnificent cock out, Aurelia was eager to serve it. She lost her friends, she became estranged from her family, but she still had Stanley.

And she had a job working for him.

Stanley had parlayed his success at the academy, graduating with honors with a double degree in potion crafting and thaumaturgical devices, into his very own business in the magical mecca of Perpendicular Alley. Marsh’s Enchanted Inventory was a small, but bustling shop located between Jeff Jefferson’s Wands and Yolanda Mercator’s Magical Beanery. 

“Anything else, Mr. Mephistoro?” asked Aurelia, wearing the corseted bodice and short, frilly skirt that Stanley had given her as her uniform.

“Oh, no, these firefly capsules should be enough to recharge my magic lanterns,” said the hunched old wizard as he slid the firefly capsules onto the counter.

Aurelia began counting out the glass vials containing flickering firefly spirits. Stanley stood close behind her, his breath hot on Aurelia’s neck but his invisibility cloaking hiding him from Mr. Mephistoro. Stanley reached under Aurelia’s skirt and slid his fingers into the gusset of her panties.

“Eight, nine, ten, eleven- OH!” She jerked upright, her breasts nearly jiggling free of her tight bodice as Stanley’s fingers probed her honeyed folds and teased against her clit.

“Something wrong, miss?” asked Mr. Mephistoro, raising an eyebrow as he looked up at her across the counter.

“N-no,” she said, fighting the urge to moan as Stanley’s fingers sliding in and out of her increasingly wet pussy. She resumed counting, but every few capsules she let out a gasp of pleasure and slowly rolled her hips. “Seventeen, eighteen, mmmmm, nineteen, twenty, oooohhhh, that’s good.”

“Eh, how much?” asked Mr. Mephistoro.

“One-hundred twenty shillings,” said Aurelia, giving up counting and just guessing at the number as she felt her pleasure peak. She suffered through the intense waves of her orgasm, jerking her hips in near silence and fucking back against Stanley’s fingers as the old wizard counted out the price of what he was buying. Aurelia thanked him and wished him, “Have a m-magical day!”

“Hmmmm, you young pups are strange,” muttered the old wizard, walking out of the shop with his sack of capsules.

“Ohhhhh, Stanley,” moaned Aurelia as the door jangled closed. “That was incredible. You know just how to touch me.”

He dropped the cloak and held up the three fingers he had used to pleasure Aurelia so she could suck them clean.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, turning to face him.

“I’ve got something else for you to suck,” said Stanley. “Go on, down on your knees. I’ll handle the next customer.”

“Oh, yes, Stanley,” moaned Aurelia, feeling a hot thrill of lust. “Your pleasure is my pleasure.”

Aurelia dropped to a crouch beneath the counter and reached for his trousers as Stanley stepped forward. She opened his work robe and unbuttoned his trousers. Stanley stiff, red cock sprung free and nearly smacked Aurelia in the face.

“Oooo, Stanley, is this for me?”

“That’s right,” he said, cradling her head with one hand. “Suck it, Aurelia, you perfect slut.”

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, beginning to slurp on his prick. It was incredible. Not too big, not too small, and it fit into her throat as she gulped it down. Stanley groaned with pleasure, tightening his grip on her head.

The door jangled and footsteps approached the counter.

“Welcome to Marsh’s Enchanted Inventory,” said Stanley, sounding just a little breathless.

“Did you get that shipment of pockets of plentiful packing?” asked the customer.

Knowing a customer was standing only inches away excited Aurelia even more. She slurped wantonly on Stanley’s cock, moaning and drooling as she pleasured his twitching cock. She pressed a hand beneath her skirt, massaging her cunt as she blew Stanley’s cock and listened to him talking to the customer. The more she sucked, the deeper she went, the more Stanley struggled to get words out. She took his thick cock down her throat, pressing her nose into his sweaty, cum-stinking pubes.

“Hmmmnnng,” she gulped around Stanley’s cock, feeling that familiar throbbing that meant he was about to unload down her throat.

“That’s… that’s two for one on the p-pockets,” groaned Stanley, tightening his grip under the counter on the back of Aurelia’s head.

She felt his cock begin to twitch powerfully and tasted the sudden rush of thick, hot ball snot down her throat. She swallowed fervently and as she drank the spurting seed of Stanley’s balls, she said a little prayer to Amittera. She wasn’t even sure why, because she’d never felt more victorious. But she knew, somehow, that the pleasure of drinking Stanley’s Marsh’s load was thanks to being defeated.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, swallowing again and again until she had drained every drop of Stanley’s cum. She eased his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him just as he finished with the customer. The door jangled as the customer left and Aurelia moaned, “Want to go upstairs and fuck me?”

“Yes,” chuckled Stanley. “Yes, I think that sounds like a perfect idea. Close the shop. I’ll be waiting for you in my room.”

“Yes, sir,” said Aurelia, rising and wiping her lips clean with her fingers. She could hardly wait for more of Stanley and his incredible cock.

Isolde

Isolde’s back ached and the muscles in her long legs burned from countless hours of walking. Sweat trickled down her back in cold rivulets and dripped down the back of her tight trousers. Her boots scuffed the dusty road and burned the blisters on the soles of her feet. The dark-haired elf beauty with the thick eyes brows and green eyes had never exerted herself so much in her life.

It wasn’t easy carrying a gnome on her back. His bags were not exactly light either, but her arms had gone numb to the pain a long time ago. It was the walking with Bedgar on her back that was causing her the most suffering.

Yet, she didn’t dislike the pain. She felt a certain sort of pride in standing upright despite walking all those leagues with Bedgar saddled upon her shoulders. His groin pressed against her neck and the gnome, his head shaded by a broad-brimmed hat, occasionally leaned forward to peer over Isolde’s shoulder or look down her blouse at the sunburned tops of her jiggling breasts.

“The town is just ahead, Bedgar,” she murmured. “Looks like Apple Creek. I passed through there on my way west. There’s an inn called the Malted Mule.”

“Good. My bollocks are tired from bouncing on your neck,” said Bedgar, rising a little higher on Isolde’s slender neck to see clearly over the top of her head. “Humans, I suppose? Always humans. Like rats, they are. But are they racist against gnomes?”

“I wouldn’t know,” admitted Isolde. “But… but I won’t let them touch you.”

“You’re a good girl,” chuckled Bedgar, stroking her cheek. “Head straight for that inn you mentioned. I’ll get us a room and then… you can give me a bath.”

“Y-yes, Bedgar,” said Isolde, feeling a hot thrill of desire at the thought of bathing the gnome.

She had served as the horny old gnome’s mount, pack mule, maid, and lover since he had won a wager with her more than a month earlier. Since then, she had been free to go, but had remained with Bedgar to serve him. Something about it was just so very satisfying. She couldn’t explain it, but it was a great relief to be such a… what was the word the humans used? A loser.

She staggered into town, weary, but still upright, carrying Bedgar on her back like a proper steed. Her tits bounced in her bodice with each step she took. The strange spectacle of her arrival drew a small crowd of the townsfolk. They gathered outside the entrance to the inn as she approached. Most seemed curious, but a few of the townsfolk seemed angry or disgusted by the sight of the buxom, dark-haired elf carrying the bearded old gnome on her shoulders.

“It’s disgusting,” muttered one woman. “Dressed like that and carrying around a bearded old gnome like it was her child.”

“I’d give my left stone to be her baby gnome and suck on those big tits,” murmured one fellow, prompting a wheeze of laughter from his comrade.

“Huge milkers on ‘er,” agreed another man, gesturing to Isolde’s breasts with the stem of his pipe.

The dark-haired elf’s green eyes blazed with anger beneath her heavy, dark brow. She brushed past the townsfolk and carried Bedgar to the doorway of the inn. There, she crouched down low so that Bedgar could dismount from her neck.

“There’s a good elf,” said Bedgar, patting her on the head affectionately. Isolde pressed her cheek against his hand and moaned happily. This reaction prompted more disgusted muttering from the crowd.

Isolde didn’t care. She was happy to serve Bedgar. He went scampering into the Malted Mule and she followed him. The stout innkeeper at the front counter glanced down at him and then up at Isolde with surprise.

“One room!” said Bedgar. When the innkeeper continued to stare at Isolde, seemingly awestruck by her elf beauty, Bedgar grew impatient. He cleared his throat and stomped his foot. “A room for me and my elf! And a bath, right away! I’ve been sweating my bollocks off on the back of her neck.”

He snapped his fingers at Isolde. She handed the barrel-chested man payment from Bedgar’s coin purse.

“Yes, um, right away, sir,” said the innkeeper, casting one last bemused glance from Bedgar to Isolde before starting up the stairs. “This way.”

The room wasn’t much. Just a bed, wardrobe, and a small writing desk, plus the banded wooden bath barrel that the innkeeper had carried up the stairs. It took him ages to fill it up with hot water, the big man glancing over at the bed where Bedgar sat on Isolde’s lap, his head leaned back against her cleavage as she massaged his shoulders and combed his long, white beard.

When the bath was finally ready, the innkeeper departed the room muttering. Isolde knew the innkeeper was jealous of the gnome and wanted to fuck her himself. That made her submission to Bedgar all the more thrilling. She could easily overpower the gnome and yet she obeyed his every command.

“Get nekkid, elfy,” chuckled Bedgar, already doffing his tunic to reveal his small, potbellied torso.

Isolde drew the curtains over the windows that looked out on the town square. Bedgar climbed into the steaming, soapy water and watched with delight as Isolde began to undress. She knew to make a show of it for him. Slowly unlacing her bodice, freeing her soft breasts marked with red lines from the tightness of her corset. Her pink nipples stiff. Her pale skin blushing as she slipped off her trousers and bared her small knickers to the gnome.

“Good, good, turn around when you take those off,” he said, gesturing from the tub with a dripping finger.

Isolde knew what Bedgar liked. She turned away from him, thrusting her bottom towards him and peeling her panties down from her firm, heart-shaped rear. Bedgar chuckled with appreciation at the sight of her dark-trimmed cunt and the pink divot of her ass. She stepped out of her knickers and turned back to the tub where the gnome was luxuriating.

“Hop in, elfy,” he said, splashing his hands in the sudsy water. “Nice and warm.”

It was lucky Bedgar was so small, because there was not enough room in the banded wooden tub for two full-sized people. She sunk down into the tub, water sloshing over the sides as she pulled Bedgar onto her lap.

He turned towards her, embracing her and kissing her with sudden passion. His tongue delighted in her elf mouth as she moaned softly, feeling his submerged little gnome body press against her bust. His beard dragged in the water and his hard little gnome cock slid between her squeezing mounds as his hands held her shoulders.

“Mmmmm. Good elfy.” He panted between kisses. “Tits so big and soft. Eyes so pretty. I’m glad you are my slave now. Do you like to be my slave?”

“Yes, master,” she said, unapologetically enjoying his embrace.

“You like it when I ride you and then fuck your elfy mounds?” He reached under the water to squeeze her breasts around his thrusting cock.

“Yes, master, but… it’s eve better inside me,” she gasped, leaning in to kiss him again.

“Oh, is it?” Bedgar laughed. “Well, then, you’ve done so well carrying me today I think it’s time for a little reward!”

Bedgar hopped onto the soap dish just beneath the rim of the tub and guided Isolde to turn over on her knees in the water. She raised her glistening, creamy bottom from beneath the water. Her cheeks broke the surface, and she felt the cool air caress her wet skin. Water cascaded down her crack and over her delicate petals.

“Bring that big elf ass here! I’ll put my cock in your little clench.” He teased his stubby fingers into Isolde’s crack and massaged her pucker. “Or would rather me fuck your cunny? Eh? Still interested in a gnome baby in that elf womb?”

“Yesssss,” moaned Isolde, feeling a thrill from his lewd promise. “Yes, fuck me as you please, master. Fill… fill my womb.”

“With pleasure!” Bedgar laughed, clapping both little hands against Isolde’s wet cheeks. He bent over her, leaning on her ass for support as he pressed his cock to the wet entrance of Isolde’s elf cunt. She gasped, looking back at the potbellied gnome as he hunched forward and thrust his cock into her tight twat.

“Ahhhhhh! Yessss!” cried Isolde, pleasure rippling into her core as he buried his length inside her. “Fuck me, master! Use me for your pleasure! I’m just… just a loser! Beaten by a gnome!”

“Yes! Ha! My scrumptious elf horsy!” Bedgar stretched across Isolde’s arched back and grabbed a damp handful of her dark hair. “Oh, yes! Move those hips! Just like that! What a good elfy you are! Beaten by me! Belonging to me! And we gnomes… ohhhhh… very long-lived. We’ll have… unnhhh… centuries together!”

He groaned and fucked her even faster. Despite the modest size of the gnome’s cock, Isolde felt her pleasure building to a peak. She cried out with ecstasy, sloshing the water in the tub and thrusting back against him. His cock clutched in her tightening cunt. His ecstasy joining hers in a sudden, intense eruption.

“Ahhhhh! Cumming, master!” she cried, her pussy seizing him in its slick inner walls.

“Take my seed, sweet Isolde! My elfy mount! Take my cum in your tight… AHHHH! Tight CUNT!” He hilted inside her and unleashed the spurting heat of his seed. Pump after pump drenched Isolde’s womb as the gnome held her ass tightly and hunched over her back. His little body trembling as his cum flowed into her fertile depths.

Was she truly bred by him? If it wasn’t tonight, it would be soon with how much they fucked. Isolde could hardly wait. She loved Bedgar and even more than that, she loved losing to him. As her gnome master’s cum poured into her pussy, she breathed a silent “thank you” to the goddess of defeat.

The shadows gathering in the corner of the room seemed to titter in reply.

Olivya

The blessed champion of Vincera hung from a banner pole. Olivya was stripped naked, her golden hair a tangle, her ample curves decorated in war paint, her wrists bound along the banner’s cross beam, and her ankles crossed and tied to the pole that supported her back. She swayed from side to side against the banner pole, cum trickling from her well-used cunt. She was euphoric with the war potions Savith’s shaman had fed her, laughing as she was carried into battle above the heads of Sivith’s army.

Her humiliating perch atop the banner pole afforded her a view of the entire battlefield. The lizardkin were outnumbered, but they advanced fearlessly towards the human lines.

Sivith, the conquering warlord of Gloom Mire, marched his lizardkin into battle against the gathered human armies of the eastern kingdoms. The sight of the famously invulnerable champion Olivya, used and dangling from his banner pole, demoralized the knights and warriors of the eastern kingdoms. But it was Sivith’s invulnerability that speared terror into the humans. Their arrows broke on Sivith’s scales. Their lances, swords, and pikes bounced harmlessly from his body.

Olivya’s power of invulnerability had been transferred by foul lizard magic to the lizard king. She was helpless and he could not be stopped. As she watched, Sivith killed again and again. No champion could face him. Dozens died before his blade. Knights flailed helplessly as their armored helmets were stove in by Sivith’s massive sword. The reptiles charged into the human ranks, fighting with obsidian clubs, spears, and jagged swords. Men fell. Lines broke.

“They flee before ussss!” bellowed Sivith, impaling a knight on his sword and then kicking the dead knight from the blade. “Pursue them! Run them down! Spare only their masters!”

The lizardkin exulted. The battle for the eastern kingdoms ended as the slaughter commenced. The routed human army was butchered by warriors of Gloom Mire until only the kings, princes, and their bodyguards remained on the field. Sivith’s chosen warriors corralled the beaten humans and Sivith approached with Olivya hanging from her banner pole above him. She wept at the sight of the fallen armies and the fields scattered with the dead, even as she laughed madly with the pleasure of the potions Sivith’s shaman had given to her.

“We will never yield to you, serpent!” shouted one proud king.

“You might as well kill us,” rasped another, wounded and leaning heavily on one of his guardian knights.

“Do you not sssssee?” hissed Sivith, gesturing to Olivya hanging above him.

The fallen champion knew what was coming next. Vincera had forsaken her and Olivya prayed instead to Amittera. Not for salvation. No. She was far beyond that. She prayed to Amittera with gratitude.

Thank you, goddess, for allowing me to play my part in this victory! Thank you, for showing me the glory of defeat!

As Olivya prayed, the ropes that bound her to the banner pole were slackened and she was eased from her cruciform position to sink down to the ground. She crumpled to her knees and fell forward onto her hands. Her sore muscles ached and her sweaty blonde hair hung in her face. The reptile warriors parted as Sivith approached. His face was an inhuman rictus and his yellow eyes burned with his cruel victory.

“It is time to ssssshow the kings who defy me,” he growled, beckoning to Olivya.

She could feel the human nobles watching her with something between despair and anger. She did not care. She crawled to Sivith, her master, and she kissed the blood-smeared hand he offered to her. He laughed at her lips upon his scaly fingers. He grasped her sweat-damp hair and wrapped it in his fist. He drew his loincloth aside, the swollen length of his pink cock jutting free of his genital slit.

“Oh, master,” moaned Olivya, opening her mouth and offering it to Sivith. The lizard king let out a clicking chuckle as he dropped the weight of his cock against her lips and tongue.

She tasted the saltiness of his lusty sweat upon his cock. Her lips cradled him and her tongue bathed him. As the defeated kings watched, the former champion of Vincera offered her mouth to the cruel conqueror. She began to suck at his cock, bobbing her lips upon him with the enthusiasm of a woman who has given up all hope of another life. Sivith reached down with one clawed hand, roughly fondling and squeezing her breasts and plucking at her nipples.

“Watch well, kings of the east! Your greatest warrior serves me with her flessssh! Your daughters and wives will soon find their places in my harem!”

The defeated nobles moaned and raged helplessly as Sivith bent Olivya over and took her from behind with intense, savage thrusts. His scaly hips beat against her ass and his cock plundered her well-fucked cunt. Each stroke churned his load from before the battle. She was a frequent sleeve for his cock. No finger woman among all his slaves.

“You belong to me, don’t you, Olivya?” hissed Sivith, yanking her hair back and her chest off the ground. Her tits swung and slapped beneath her as he beat an intense rhythm against her ass. His powerful tail swished back and forth as his cock plunged in and out of her pussy.

“Ohhhhh, yes, fuck me, master!” cried Olivya. “I belong to you! Forever! Breed me while the false kings watch! Breed me so they see how you will… ahhhh… breed their daughters!”

“YESSSSS!” roared Sivith, hilting his cock inside her and unleashing torrents of his seed.

Pump after pump of the lizardkin’s cum drenched Olivya’s womb for the hundredth time. She was already carrying his first sons in her womb, but she savored his release all the same. Her cunt clutched around him. Her pleasure pumped through her core.

She thought she heard laughter from the rippling shadows beneath the drooping pennants of the defeated humans. Then the laughter was gone and Olivya was left alone with her shameful pleasure as Sivith continued to defile her.

The Goddess

Sir Godfrey watched in disbelief as the jousting trophy was given to Prince Lucius. The fair and buxom Princess Stephania looked away from Sir Godfrey, her eyes lidded with sadness as she offered her delicate hand to Prince Lucius.

“As the victor of the games, my invitation to the ball goes to you, Prince Lucius,” she said softly.

The dark-haired prince laughed and caught the fair princess around her slender waist. He pulled her close and kissed her passionately. Sir Godfrey seemed to deflate as the woman he adored – the woman who secretly adored him – returned the prince’s kiss and followed him from the winner’s box to the cheers of the crowd.

Amitttera watched from the shadows as the defeated knight limped from the jousting field in his dented armor. He cursed as his squires helped him undress from his armor. Sir Godfrey was square-jawed, fit, handsome, and yet pitiful with his sweat-soaked tunic and his blood-spattered face. Vanquished against all the odds by the arrogant prince.

“If only my horse had not stumbled and caused me to lower my lance,” he muttered, hanging his head.

“My lord, you could sneak into the ball,” suggested one of Sir Godfrey’s faithful squires. “I am sure the princess would see—"

“No!” shouted Sir Godfrey, waving the man away. “I am humiliated by that defeat! I looked like a buffoon staggering around out there with my helmet on backwards! Leave me! Princess Stephania will never see me again! Leave me with my shame!”

His squires retreated from the stable and Sir Godfrey groaned and reclined against several bales of hay. As he began to close his eyes, Amitterra slipped out of the shadows. Her dark hair flowed behind her like spilled ink and her dark gown clung to the pale ampleness of her curves. She leaned over the defeated knight, the creamy orbs of her breasts threatening to burst free of her shadowy gown. Sir Godfrey looked up at her with wide-eyed disbelief.

“Amitterra… the goddess of defeat. Was my loss so pitiful that I summoned you?”

“Something like that,” she chuckled, the darkness of her gown spreading out over his sprawling legs as she moved closer to him. The truth was, of course, that she had brought about Sir Godfrey’s downfall. “I am searching for a champion, my handsome knight. A warrior who will taste nothing but defeat, but enjoy it. Could that be you?”

“You… you ask me to lose in every fight? But I shall perish!”

His eyes went wide as Amitterra’s voluptuous body sunk down and engulfed his waist and lower abdomen beneath her shadowy gown. She felt his cock with her shadowy fingers and guided it to the exquisite cool folds of her cunt. The mere mortal sucked in a breath as he felt he cunt of a goddess envelop him.

“I will not let you perish,” purred Amitterra, leaning her lips close to Sir Godfrey’s. “But if you should fall in battle, fear not. I will bring you back to life. To serve me. To lose again.”

“Ohhhhhhh!” Sir Godfrey shuddered beneath her and gave a desperate thrust. His cock spasmed deep within the exquisite slickness of Amitterra’s pussy. He bucked and let out spurts of his seed. “Yes! Ohhhhh, yes! I shall lose for you, my goddess! I shall never stop losing!”

He threw back his head as he seemed to experience one orgasm after another in the perfect pussy of the goddess. His eyes closed with the intensity of the pleasure. When they opened, she was gone, and his red cock was twitching and drooling out strands of milky spunk.

“Goddess?” he moaned, lifting his head.

He was answered by her mocking laugh and two eyes glowing faintly in the nearby shadows. As he sat up completely, the shadows seemed to melt away, and the laughter echoed into the emptiness of the barn.

Sir Godfrey was alone.
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Charlotte’s Grimm Fairytale

Charlotte Van Hesse’s brow furrowed, and she mopped at the hint of sweat on her forehead with a lacy kerchief. The moon was out and the graveyard behind St. Marten’s Church seemed almost as bright as morning. What was there to be afraid of? Those wild stories out of London about monsters prowling the back alleys and strange things happening to the dead were just that: stories to frighten young ladies like Charlotte.

She could still hear Emma taunting her about being afraid of the graveyard at night. Emma, so blonde and perfect, and her chum Agnes, thick as a pear, with her big body overstuffed into her corset and always laughing at whatever Emma said.

“I’ll show them,” said Charlotte, grasping the clay knife in her hand. “I’m not afraid of any old curse.”

She pushed open the cemetery gate and winced at the loud creak of the hinges. There was still a light burning in the caretaker’s shack and she did not want to be caught. All the same, seeing that lantern glowing in the greasy window gave her some small comfort. At least there was someone who might hear her if something happened and she were to scream.

“Nothing is going to happen, Charlotte,” she reminded herself.

She saw Emma in her mind again, jabbing a finger into Charlotte’s bodice and mocking her, “You’ve always been afraid of anything. Always phantoms and portents with you! I bet you would never even set foot in the graveyard at night.”

“I am not afraid of old graves,” Charlotte had claimed, although she most definitely was afraid of graves, tombs, and all the rest.

“Prove it,” Agnes had said.

“Yes, prove it,” Emma had insisted. “Take that clay knife and go and stick it in Old Man Grimm’s grave. The one with the tilted headstone. And tomorrow, before classes, if the knife is stuck into the earth, then I will believe you.”

Charlotte had agreed. Damn Emma and her pretty blue eyes and that perfect smile. Damn Agnes and her overflowing bodice.

Charlotte gripped the knife tighter in her hand, feeling the cold grave mist caressing her stockinged legs and reaching up to her bloomers like cold, spectral fingers. She shivered and searched through the stone crosses and moldy headstones. She spotted the leaning obelisk of Grimm’s grave. A simple stone with just his name. Dead some ten years at the age of nearly sixty. No wife. No children. Just an old man tending to graves, given a potter’s plot as his reward.

“Sorry, old man,” said Charlotte, fighting back a shiver and kneeling beside his grave. “I do not mean anything against you by this. I must prove something to my so-called friends.”

The silver of the knife’s blade reflected in Charlotte’s green eyes as she placed the tip against the damp, grassy mound of the grave. She took a deep breath and drove the knife into the soil.

“There,” she said, smiling with relief. She released the handle and began to rise.

The earth of the grave suddenly broke open and a rotten greenish hand shot from the dirt and grabbed the front of Charlotte’s frilly dress. She cried out as the fingers tightened in the lacy fabric and tore. Her bodice and corset ripped open, revealing her pert breasts and chill-stiffened nipples in her silky slip.

“Ahhhh!” she cried, stumbling back and falling on her bum.

The grave churned open wider and another hand reached out, broken nails and fingertips biting into the earth as a musty figure clawed his way out of the dirt. Grimm had no eyes, just black pits in his face, a nose that was partially eaten away, and a jaw that hung open on one side. She stared at his crooked, rotting teeth and watched in horror as a glistening, reddish-black tongue reached out of his mouth more than twice the length of any man’s tongue Charlotte had ever seen.

“Wh-what do you want?” she cried.

The voice that came from Grimm’s mouth seemed to issue up from the grave itself. A single, rasping word that brought with it a stinking green miasma that glowed faintly in the moonlight.

“Youuuu,” he snarled and his bony hands grabbed Charlotte by her boots.

Oh, the poor young lady fought back. She kicked his head and twisted desperately on the cold grass. But Grimm’s fingers were like iron, and they tore away her boots, ripped at her stockings, and tore ribbons from Charlotte’s blue floral skirt. He got his bony hands on her slip and tore it away, exposing her pale, pert breasts and small pink nipples. She squealed and fought as he climbed atop her. His rotting flesh cold and soft like wax.

But there was something that was not so soft protruding through the tattered remains of Grimm’s trousers. Something beneath his bloated belly. A massive cock that was abnormally thick and ropy with veins like the roots of an overgrown tree. It was black and gray and green and the bollocks hanging beneath it sloshed with unthinkably vile fluid. The head of this disgusting member seemed to reach for Charlotte as Grimm grabbed hold of her slender legs and began to lever them apart.

“No! Please! Get off me! I didn’t mean anything by it! Only a prank!”

“Youuuu,” rasped Grimm, pushing Charlotte down into the grass and reaching a hand to the soft perfection of one of her breasts. He squeezed her roughly, his fingers pinching at her nipple as he leaned his ghastly face above her. “Youuuuu arrrreeee minnnne.”

“Noooo!” screamed Charlotte, giving Grimm’s rotting body a last, hopeless kick before he forced her legs wide apart and climbed between her thighs. Her next scream was silenced by Grimm’s rotten kiss. His foul tongue thrust between her pristine lips and his rancid saliva, black and congealing, gushed into her mouth. She nearly retched as she felt the slimy weight of his disgusting cock press against her knickers.

“Mmmmmmm!” she cried, choking, against his tongue. The vise of his hand closed on one breast, squeezing hard as his other hand tore away Charlotte’s frilly small clothes.

It was then, with a cold jolt of terror, that Charlotte knew she was doomed. She felt Grimm’s foul cock at her entrance, forcing aside her fuzzy cuntlips, pushing into her nearly virginal channel. Filling her with the sort of huge, gristly cock that no woman should ever be forced to endure.

There was no resisting Grimm’s strength. Nor that mighty, slimy cock. Nor, as she soon realized, the venomous kiss of that blackened tongue. It plunged deeper into her mouth and down her throat and poor Charlotte was forced to swallow Grimm’s unutterable slime again and again just to breathe. The more she swallowed, the stranger she felt, and the less she struggled against him.

Charlotte’s feet stuck up in the air to either side of the deathless gravedigger as he rutted into her cozy cunny. His foul cock stretched her folds and he planted his malevolent member down to its root in her hot honeypot. Each thrust sent her pert breasts shaking. Each kiss made her gurgle helplessly. His bollocks seemed to swell and engorge with the sloshing load of accursed spunk. His churning load readying to claim Charlotte’s tender young body.

Grimm suddenly drew his cock out of her cunt, leaving her pink folds gaping and smeared with his filth. He grabbed a handful of her brown hair and thrust his cock into her mouth, forcing her jaw wide as his loathsome length bulled at her throat. Tears tracked down her pale cheeks, now smeared with dirt and the sludge of the grave. She gurgled as he slapped the fat sack of his balls against her chin. He fucked in and out of her mouth, seeming to savor the living warmth of her body.

Charlotte, helpless, her mind nearly undone, sucked at his cock. She knew not what else to do. One small hand even reached up to feel the sloshing weight of his sack as it slapped against her chin.

“MINE,” snarled Grimm, drawing his cock from her mouth trailing mucus and filth. He shoved her back down to the ground and roughly turned her over. His hands grasped her slender hips and his rotting fingers dimpled and caressed the round bubbles of her bum. He squeezed. Spread. Spat. Wet, oily spittle greasing her crack and dripping from her cunny.

“No more,” whimpered Charlotte, but her tongue and lips were numb from kissing Grimm’s rotten mouth and the words came out as barely a sound.

He thrust his cock into her cunt from behind with the rutting force of a beast eager to breed. The gravedigger hunched over the fragile young beauty, slamming into her plush bottom and widening her already well-worked cunt.

He let out an unholy groan that tore at the moonlit night and he unleashed his seed into the depths of Charlotte’s cunt. She felt the thick oily gushes drenching her womb. A strange heat blossomed within her. A sickness implanted by the pulsating pleasure of the deathless man pounding into her pussy.

With a last grunt, Grimm unsheathed his cock from Charlotte’s quivering pink pussy and seemed to watch her with his eyeless sockets as his filthy yellow spunk bubbled up from her cunt. She moaned, her face down and her round ass raised. She was so defenseless that she did not even resist Grimm as he reached down and snapped a collar shut around her slender neck. The collar had a tag that read simply, “mine.”

“Huh?” She looked back up at him as his bony hand attached a leash to the collar.

“Mine,” he assured her, rising to his feet, his dripping cock still hanging out of his trousers. He gave the leash a yank and led Charlotte on her hands and knees into the night.

Shambling Through London

The collar chafed Charlotte’s slender neck. She scratched beneath it, wondering how she would ever manage to unlock it and escape from her captor. Grimm had taken her far from her village and she had seen what London had become. A miserable ruin haunted by nightmares. They traveled by day and at nights Grimm inflicted himself upon her. She wiped tears from her eyes when she thought of how many times she had been taken by that loathsome rotting old gravedigger. Sometimes she even wished the sickness would come to claim her, yet she never seemed to grow ill from their constant contact. She even forced herself to eat the scraps of food he would scavenge for her.

Grimm brought her other things. The soiled remnants of the lives of others. A pink dress with specks of blood on the skirt. A rubber raincoat for when it rained. And even a pair of slightly bent sun shades that she wore because it made it harder for her to see the ugliness of the world. She knew he brought her these things as tokens of his perverse affection. She accepted them, but only because she had nothing else left to enjoy.

“Mine,” rasped Grimm, petting her head, and running his hand down from her breasts to the bulge of her abdomen just above her mound. His ragged fingers pressed there, and she gasped, knowing what he meant by the gesture. He seemed obsessed with breeding her with his corrupted seed. 

Each night, Grimm found somewhere they could shelter from the most violent and dangerous shamblers that wandered during the dark hours. Grimm kept them away from Charlotte by growling at them or fighting with them like animals clawing for territory. Once they arrived at such a sanctuary, Grimm would drag pillows, cushions, bedding, or old clothes into a pile to make a sort of nest for them.

Charlotte knew that it was time to undress. She stripped off her clothes for Grimm because he would tear her clothes of is she didn’t. He would follow suit, revealing his grotesque body to her. It had once disgusted her to the point of horror, now she didn’t even bother to look away from his decaying bloated flesh. He would climb on top of her and Charlotte had learned to accept his beastly rutting and his long, slobbery kisses during which he spat thick black slime into her mouth.

The ooze he slobbered into her mouth acted as a stimulant that filled Charlotte’s body with tingling warmth. It made her more receptive for his lust. She even enjoyed it somewhat after those vile kisses. Then he would drink from her breasts. His thirst drained them completely before he stopped sucking. His body would slide lower sometimes and there he would feast upon Charlotte’s holes. His tongue like an eel, working between her cunt and her ass, causing her to buck until she cried out with ecstasy.

Then he would slide back atop her and push that slimy eel of his tongue into her mouth again. She accepted his kiss then and his body pressed down between her creamy thighs. She felt his vile cock pressing at her slick entrance and she knew it was time again for to be taken. Her once innocent petals yielded to his cock and he thrust deep inside her.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried out against the raunchy tongue invading her mouth. Her feet were in the air as he rutted into her. Each thrust of his huge, foul cock seemed to change her body, causing it to conform to his desire. Pleasure pulsated through her. She felt his slimy bollocks beating against her ass with each thrust. The force of his lust making her pert breasts jiggle with his movements.

Her body had taken over all control for her mind. She kissed Grimm back and wrapped her legs as best she could around him, drawing him deeper as his thrusts intensified. Her pleasure built with his swelling ecstasy. She moaned softly, almost pitifully, beneath his rotting kiss.

“Yessss, oh, yes, Grimm,” her gasps shuddered out of her. Charlotte’s traitorous pleasure made her forget everything about her nightmarish predicament. Her arms caressed him and she kissed him deeply back, her tongue slithering against his as ecstasy overcame fear and revulsion. Her cunt gripped him and rippled around him. Waves of intense pleasure bursting from her core.

“Minnnnneeeee!” howled Grimm, throwing back his head as his vile cock pumped inside her. She felt the gushing of his copious seed. Her cunt milking him as he overflowed her pussy and drenched Charlotte’s quivering asshole in his muck.

After their blasphemous embrace, the two lay together in the nest Grimm had made. His body heavily atop hers, his mouth latching to her breast to suckle fresh drops of her milk.

Charlotte, still catching her breath, did not mind. She even cradled his head as he sucked from her tits. Her mind was elsewhere, staring up at the crack in the roof of the house they had claimed as their shelter for the night. She stroked Grimm’s head with one hand and the slight swell in her abdomen with the other. Whatever she held in her womb was beginning to grow.

There were no clouds in the night sky. No smog or pollution anymore. She could see the stars winking in the dark tapestry above. Distant howls of shamblers and other even more terrifying things sounded in the dead city of London. One day, thought Charlotte, she would escape from beneath Grimm. She would be free again.

She would escape… with whatever was growing inside her.
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Annabel’s Strange Protector

Annabel Barker listened to the distant peal of church bells. The slim, middle-aged blonde was relieved that the clamor briefly silenced the groaning voices of the restless corpses that prowled the streets of Wightsbridge. Someone else was alive out there. The London neighborhood was a dismal maze of tenements and tawdry public houses before the Deadening. Things had only grown more dilapidated and desperate since the dead began to rise and attack the living.

Those who could get out of Wightsbridge had gotten out. Those who hadn’t gotten out, well, Annabel was afraid they were all dead in her building. She’d heard the last screams of Miss Oxley a few days before. The nasty old bat had never said a kind word to Annabel, but that didn’t mean Annabel was glad to have her gone.

Annabel would have given up, slit her wrists or stabbed out her brain with a hat pin, if it weren’t for two things: her little boy Tom, only eighteen months, the light of her life, and the hope that her husband Morgan might return to her. He was a soldier, after all. If anyone could fight his way through the dead prowling the streets and return to his wife and young son, it would be Morgan.

She did have one other lifeline. She didn’t like to think about him very much, but there was also her landlord. Mr. Tusk. Horace Tusk had been an unpleasant and ugly man in life. Since falling ill with the plague of death, he had only become more loathsome. But even as he slowly rotted on his feet, the waddling old man had maintained some vestiges of his humanity.

Twice every week, Mr. Tusk brought supplies to Annabel and her boy. At first, he had asked for nothing in return. But then, as his condition worsened, as his tongue turned black and his skin yellowed, as his eyes sunk into his skull, he began to stare at Annabel’s breasts. She knew he had always had a desire for her held at bay by the ring she wore on her finger. But this was something different. Something to do with her milk-heavy tits that she used to nurse her baby boy.

“What is it?” she had asked him. “What do you want from me, Mr. Tusk?”

“Hard to think,” he had rasped, running his black tongue over his swollen lips. “Hungry. For flesh. Might… keep my mind… straight. To have… milk.”

His mouth had hung open as he stared at Annabel’s slowly heaving bosoms. She had covered them protectively with one arm. She had known all too well that Mr. Tusk was on his way to transforming into a shambler, what the handbills pasted up in the streets called the “walking dead.” But those hungry corpses rarely spoke at all. Mr. Tusk had clung to his humanity and continued to provide for Annabel.

She had wondered if it was purely his desire for her body? For her flesh? Or was he driven by some remnant of honor to look out for Annabel and her son?

She had asked herself if it really would be so bad to repay him with some of her milk? After all, her breasts were producing far more than Tom could ever drink.

“Al-alright,” she had said to him and from that moment forward their arrangement became something a little more complicated.

Each time Horace Tusk came thumping up the stairs to Annabel’s apartment, she put Tom in his crib and locked the door to his room. Then, looking through the peephole to be sure it was Mr. Tusk, she would open the door and welcome him in. He would mumble and drool and unload the sacks of goods he had recovered from the city. Potted meat and tinned fish, jam, stale bread, cured sausages, cheese, and even old books and yarn and bits and bobs that Mr. Tusk seemed to think Annabel might like.

Once the tins were in the cabinets and the other bits were put away, she would bring Mr. Tusk into the sitting room with the dark stove and the covered windows. The stinking, grunting old man would sit down on the overstuffed chair and she would sit upon his lap. She would untie the laces of her bodice and bare her laden breasts to him. Then, most times, she would close her eyes as she felt that black tongue against her straining nipples. That awful, rotten mouth closing on a breast and sucking the gushing cream from her nipple. Each moaning slurp producing a thrill of pleasure through her body. A shameful heat in her face.

Sometimes, when she looked, he was gazing back at her with those sunken eyes. Black pits that stared up at her and into her soul. Something stirred in his trousers. Something big. But he never took it out. Even when some part of her wanted him to, just to get it over with. All that sucking and slurping on her tits. It was unbearable and it made her feel so ashamed. What would Morgan do if he fought his way home and found her sat upon Mr. Tusk’s lap with her breasts in his face? The thought turned her stomach worse than the dreadful stink coming off the yellowing old man.

After sucking Annabel’s milk, leaving her tits smeared with black goo, a curious transformation would come over Mr. Tusk. He would sit up a bit more. There would be an almost human color to his face. He would speak in almost complete sentences instead of a few words here and there. And, for Annabel, it was good to have someone to talk to besides her little son.

Mr. Tusk never stayed long after he’d drank his fill. He would take his empty sack and waddle back out into the hall. Sometimes Annabel stared at the unseemly bulge in his trousers and tried not to wonder what might happen if she unbuttoned his pants to see what was inside. She was a married woman after all, and it wasn’t right to become so out of breath and flushed from simply sharing her milk with a friend.

So it went for several weeks. As London was overrun with the dead, Annabel and Tom were safe in their tenement flat. Mr. Tusk stopped by two or three times a week to bring them supplies. He would have his milk, say a few curious words, and depart again.

It was a strange arrangement, yes, but one that gave Annabel hope that she might endure the depraved world around her. If she just stayed strong, watched out for Tom, and waited for Morgan to return. Everything might be alright.

The Visitors

Trouble came when Annabel was preparing dinner. Wee Tom was in his highchair and ready for his supper. Tinned beef, soft and stringy, along with carrots so salty they tasted almost pickled. Annabel was just spooning the food onto Tom’s plate when the knock came, dreadful and heavy.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

Annabel’s heart began to race. She lifted Tom out of his highchair and sent him to his tiny bedroom. She shut the door just as the knock sounded again.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

Impatient. Not like Mr. Tusk to be impatient. Especially since he had just paid her a visit the day before. But Annabel would take any visit from the disgusting old man and his black-tongued mouth so eager to suck her milk. She had come to enjoy the feel of his loathsome mouth latching to her tits almost as much as the food he brought. She had taken to touching herself after his visits just to finish what his pawing hands and hungry mouth had started.

“Coming,” she called, reaching for the lock. “My, you are certainly back soon after your—”

Her words died as she opened the door enough to see two pairs of bloodshot eyes staring back at her. Men in shabby, dirty overcoats and holding cleavers stained with blood. One was gray-haired, tall, and skinny. The other was poxy and fat, with eyes that were dripping with sickness like he had been weeping. They shoved their way into the house, battering it open and pushing Annabel back against the table.

“Look at this, Billy!” said the fat one, grabbing at the pot of beef and carrots. “She’s got a feast she has! Aw! Still warm! Mmmm!”

The slob dragged the kerchief covering his mouth and began shoveling Annabel and Tom’s supper into his rotten mouth.

“Save some for me, Percy,” said Billy, his attention fixed on Annabel as he held his blade to her throat. “I’ve got somethin’ more interestin’.”

“Right, right,” laughed Percy, food dropping down his chin as he ate in a rush. “Bet she got more in the cupboard! Save some o’ her for me!”

“Maybe,” growled Billy, pushing Annabel back towards her bed. “Maybe I’ll use her all up.”

Percy hooted and drooled as he began to fill a coal sack up with the tins from Annabel’s cupboard. Annabel moaned in terror. Her blue eyes crossed as she stared down upon the blade of the knife prodding her neck. She stumbled back and fell upon the bed and Billy was upon her in a moment. He tore at her bodice until her breasts were freed. Soft and large for such an otherwise slender woman. He laughed as he gave them a squeeze.

Milk gushed out in a fine spray that pattered against his overcoat.

“Wot’s this?” He gave her other teat a squeeze with his grubby hand and laughed as more milk fountained from her pink nipple. “Her fat udders is bursting with milk. Oh, give us a taste, love. Give us… mmmmm… oh, that’s the stuff!”

Billy latched his scruffy mouth to her tit and sucked at her breast. He kept his lips on her nipple, drawing out her heavy milk as he thrust one hand between her legs. He yanked her skirt up her stocking and to her knickers. Rough, grimy fingers pawed at her cunt through her linen short clothes.

“Nnnnoooo,” moaned Annabel, desperate to stop what was about to happen.

She could feel the fabric being torn aside to expose her untamed snatch. She beat her hands on Billy’s shoulders, but it was no use. His body was wiry and tough like rawhide. He laughed around her nipple, his tongue working at her spurting bud.

Suddenly, there was a crash from the door in the kitchen. A curse was followed by a hoarse scream that was silenced by a sharp cracking sound. Something thumped heavily to the floor. Plodding footsteps approached and a big hand grabbed hold of Billy’s coat and yanked him off the bed.

“Morgan?” cried Annabel, tears falling from her eyes as she saw her husband, now bearded and soot-stained, yank Billy off the bed and to his feet. Billy saw who had grabbed him and uttered a scream that was cut off as Morgan lunged forward and bit the man’s throat. He tore away a huge, bloody hunk and Billy fell to the ground with blood spurting from the wound.

“M… Morgan?” gasped Annabel, staring in disbelief at her husband with the bloody beard and the gore-smeared army coat standing over the gurgling, dying Billy. Morgan looked at her slowly, his jaw working back and forth with wet, fleshy sounds as he chewed the meat he had torn from Billy’s throat.

Just like that, Morgan was gone, and in his place stood Horace Tusk. The fat old shambler was wearing a bloody vest and bowtie and holding a huge burlap sack stuffed with goods.

“Oh, Mr. Tusk,” cried Annabel, rising from the bed and trying to rearrange her torn clothes. “Th-thank you for saving me. I…”

Crying from the other room interrupted her. Tom was wailing with fear and beating his little fists against the door trying to be let out.

“Um, let me… let me see to Tom,” she said, trembling in horror at the sight of Mr. Tusk, bloody-mouthed and still chewing the chunk of flesh. She turned away from him and ran to the bedroom. She kept Tom from running out and caught him in her arms. She carried him back to his crib and shushed him and kissed his head. He was crying inconsolably. “Be quiet now, dear. Be quiet. Oh, please. Don’t agitate Mr. Tusk.”

Thump. Thump. Thump. The big landlord waddled up behind her. She froze, horrified by the sight of him. Tom stopped crying and stared up uncertainly. Mr. Tusk dropped his bag of loot at his feet, rummaged inside, and pulled out a fine tin soldier. He passed it to Tom.

“Good,” he grunted. “Good Tom.”

Tom looked at the toy, at Tusk, at him mum, and smiled happily. He sat back in the crib and began to play with it. Annabel pushed Tusk out of the room and shut the door to Tom’s nursery behind her. Tusk turned to Annabel and she turned to him, reaching to her torn bodice and preparing to offer her breasts to the hideous shambler in payment for his timely visit.

“Give,” said Tusk and instead of reaching for Annabel’s breasts, he took hold of her hand and held it up. He awkwardly slid a golden ring onto her finger, right next to her old wedding ring. It took her a moment to realize what Tusk was doing.

“All this time,” she whispered. “Been waiting for Morgan. But he isn’t coming back, is he? He’s a ghost. A dead man. And it was you that was here for me and Tom. Seeing us through. Saving us from the dangers.”

“You… nnn… you like?” asked Mr. Tusk.

“Yes, I do,” said Annabel, blushing as she took the cold, flabby hand of Mr. Tusk. “I fear I have been dreadfully ungenerous with you, Horace. It’s time… time for me to remedy that.”

Tom was cooing happily with his toy in hand as she closed the door on him and led Mr. Tusk back to her bed. She stepped over Billy’s bloodied corpse and guided Tusk onto the bed. His sunken, lifeless eyes stared at her unblinking as she unbuckled his belt and unfastened his pants.

“God bless, look at that,” she murmured, wrapping her hand around the throbbing, warty length of his cock. His huge bollocks swelled and deflated like a gasping lung, pulsating with the rhythm of some unwholesome lust. His cock was covered in oozing warts and dripping with black goo. The smell was frightful, but that didn’t matter to Annabel.

She smiled sweetly at Tusk as she climbed onto the bed beside him. One hand gripped his warty cock tightly as her other hand gathered and lifted her skirt. She bared her fuzzy cunt to him. She swung one leg over his lap and knelt astride him. His cockhead rubbed against her soft cuntlips as she looked down at him, her milky tits hanging free of her torn bodice.

The landlord’s hideous, ragged mouth curled into a smile. His big hands rose to grasp Annabel by her shapely hips. Fingers squeezing her round ass, gentling urging her downward. She jerked her hips, rubbing her cunny against his rancid cock.

“Ohhhh, Horace,” she moaned. “I’ve been… been thinking about this longer than you know. I promise to take good care of you. Just alike I know you’ll take care… ooohhhh… of me.”

“Good care,” agreed Mr. Tusk, squeezing her ass and pulling her down onto his cock.

Annabel’s breath escaped her in a heated hiss, her tight cunt stretching wide around the slimy head of Tusk’s lumpy cock. His hands dragged her down, impaling her deeper and deeper with each passing moment.

“OOOoohhhhh!” she cried, breasts heaving and hands grasping Tusk’s slumping shoulders. She rode her pussy all the way down to his pulsating root. The strange, cursed throbbing was exciting. Like a drumbeat of blasphemous pleasure within her body.

Poor, sweet Annabel was no harlot. She was a good girl. She had only given herself to one man. This was something else. Something raw and cursed and wonderful. She began to move atop Tusk’s massive cock with the pure desire of her body. Her breasts began to drag against his face and across his open, drooling mouth. He stuck out his black tongue and licked and kissed and smeared his filth upon her tits. His hands guided the motion of her hips, but it was Annabel’s motion to be sure. Riding his huge, throbbing cock. Her bum slapping against his lap as she took him to the root again and again.

Her gasps and sighs of pleasure rising like the steam escaping a hot kettle.

“Horace,” she gasped. “Oh, Horace, it’s amazing. It’s so big. I can’t… can’t stop. I’m going to… ohhhh… going to…”

“Cum!” belched Horace Tusk, squeezing her ass and hips so tight that it hurt.

Annabel Barker wailed with ecstasy, surrendering her body to the pleasure of this disgusting old shambler. Her cunt clutching around him in perfect rhythm to the throbbing of his swollen root. His cock jerking and twitching in perverse pleasure to match her own. His savage, almost beastly cry vibrating through her body as he began to cum inside her.

Gush after gush of lukewarm spunk, pumping straight into Annabel’s wanton womb. Her body belonged to the foul seed. Milking spurt after spurt from his pulsating bollocks. Feeling it gush into her womb. Contaminating and marking her as his wife as surely as the ring he had placed upon her finger.

“Yes, oh… oh Horace, my love,” gasped Annabel, leaning heavily against him. Though it was enough, she could feel his unflagging desire still twitching within her fouled fuckhole. A lust to possess her as completely with his cock as he might have if he simply devoured her flesh.

She knew that the sick pleasures of her honeymoon had only just begun.

Seven Months Later

Tom was asleep again. Milk from mummy and cookies thanks to papa’s latest foraging. The bloated shambler sat naked in the overstuffed chair. The fire crackled in the fireplace, lighting his pox-blistered body in golden warmth. Annabel shed her night gown from her body, the fabric catching on her stiff, dripping nipples and dragging over the fat expanse of her pregnant abdomen.

Horace smiled a rotten smile, his mouth hanging open and drooling black onto his gut. His loathsome cock sticking up like some rotten serpent from his loins. Twitching with need as Annabel straddled his lap and slid her swollen cunt down upon his length. Horace moaned and opened his mouth wide, tongue reaching as Annabel leaned forward and fed one breast into his mouth. He sucked hungrily as her pussy engulfed him. Her prematurely white hair hanging in her face. Her body pale and sickly as the thing inside her began to curdle her life force.

She smiled all the same, kissing Horace’s forehead. Bouncing her luscious ass in her husband’s lap. All thought of the life she had known, forgotten and twisted into this strange parody of domestic bliss. Their firelit shadows on the wall as she rode her husband’s cock. Faster and faster, harder and harder, feverish and sweating and panting with her need. To please Horace. To drain his massive, throbbing bollocks.

To serve the undying cock of her husband.

To preserve the happiness of her doomed family for as long as it could last. Her filthy cunt frothed with Horace’s fresh spurts of cum. Foul, stinking spunk dripped from her stretched folds and ran down her legs. She kept moving, faster and faster, moaning as her milk gushed into her husband’s hungry mouth.

Laughing madly with her rising pleasure. At peace with the end of the world.
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Lady Windham’s Wings of Desire

The young Lady Mary Windham tripped on the long skirt of her mourning dress and let out a muffled cry as she fell to her knees in the mud. The morning quiet was shattered by the screaming of the mourners as the shamblers set upon them with brutal ferocity. More than two dozen men and women of the house, including servants and even a trio of guards, were being overrun by the corpsefolk staggering out of the crypt. It was an ambush. As if the shamblers had known there was to be a burial and had crowded into the crypt to wait.

Mary searched frantically for her mother and father. She saw her father, the duke, battling with one of the shamblers. She started towards him, but he was dragged down by two more. One, a ghastly woman with dark eyes and stringy black hair, tore the duke’s trousers down and wrapped her prehensile black tongue around the duke’s cock. This obscene act did not stop the male shambler from clamping its jaws on the duke’s neck and biting deeply. Mary stifled a scream as red blood gushed from her father’s nose and mouth.

She pulled herself up on a headstone just as a ragged little imp of a shambler leapt at her. She managed to swing her handbag at his head and knocked him aside. She picked up one of the caretaker’s shovels and dashed his rancid head upon the base of the gravestone. More shamblers were filling the graveyard. They outnumbered the living. The church bells were ringing, signaling the attack, but far too late to summon the militia.

The graveyard was in chaos. Mary glimpsed skirts torn from bare bottoms, a housemaid on her knees being fondled by a trio of disgusting shamblers, and her late uncle’s plump wife sprawled atop a tomb as a gaunt shamble spread her thick thighs and plundered her with his cock. Where the shamblers were not taking their carnal pleasure, there was blood. Red handprints upon gray stone. Smears of scarlet on torn bodices. A severed finger resting atop a headstone like a gravedigger’s discarded cigar.

It was all true. A nightmare come to life. The gore-spattered shovel dropped from Mary’s hands as she staggered away from the horror. She could not see her mother nor reach her father. Her cousins and family servants were being swarmed by shamblers and torn to pieces by the vicious corpsefolk.

Her only choice was to flee from the graveyard into the nearby estates. These were crowded rows of old brick houses and narrow alleyways, many of them barricaded with debris or walled off by the militia. It was a maze of partial ruins that echoed with the screams of the dying and the lascivious snarls of the shamblers. Some of those snarls were pursuing her, but the tangle of alleyways and crumbling estate houses made it difficult to judge the direction.

Hands reached from a boarded doorway and tore at Mary’s veil, revealing her pale face and stricken green eyes. Her long, reddish-brown braid bounced against her slender back as she ran. Planks broke free of a covered window and more hands groped for her and ripped at her bodice. One of Mary’s large breasts fell free of her ripped bodice and slip and she cried out and covered her soft, creamy flesh and small, pink nipple with one hand.

She spun away from the reaching arms and staggered down a dead-end alley. A quartet of pustule-covered shamblers pursued her. Two of them were already ripping down their dirt-smeared trousers. Another was reaching for her. She could smell their fetid breath and see the undying need to reproduce in their cloudy eyes.

“Give fuck,” grunted one of the shamblers.

“Cunt,” snarled another, running his long, black tongue around the sore-covered rim of his mouth.

“No,” moaned Mary, clutching her hands to her chest. “Please, God, save me.”

A dark shadow swept across the alleyway. A dark, winged thing as big as a horse landed between Mary and the shamblers. For a moment she saw a towering angel and then, it opened its massive beak, and plucked the nearest shambler’s head from its shoulders. There was a terrible crunch as it devoured the corpse’s head. The other shamblers stopped and stared, as surprised as Mary by the sudden appearance of the giant, monstrous, humanoid vulture.

“A carcassok,” gasped Mary, recognizing the carrion-eating monsters that sometimes circled over massacres in the fallen city. She had never seen one up close.

Another snap of the carcassok’s beak beheaded another shambler and sent the other two walkers, not quite mindless, fleeing in the other direction. Then the hideous vulture turned to face Mary, blood dripping from its massive beak, its body featherless, pink, and bloated with its many meals. A massive pink cock jutted beneath this fuzzy abdomen, the shaft climbed by obscene veins and two huge bollocks hanging in their pouch from the root.

Mary looked from this obscene appendage and into its red, pitiless eyes, certain that the next thing she was about to see would be the creature’s gullet. Instead, the carcassok lunged forward, caught her under the arms, and lifted her into the air. With three great flaps of the carcassok’s enormous wings, they rose past the surrounding rooftops and into the misty morning sky.

“Noooooo!” wailed Mary, her black skirt torn away from her white shift by the vulture’s claws, her legs in their black lace stockings kicking as she lost one black slipper and then the other. She felt the obscene heat of the vulture’s body against her back. The weight of its cock pressed to her bottom and lower back. The motion of the carnyx’s flapping wings caused this vile appendage to rub against Mary’s bum.

The pair soared over London, past corpse pyres and over barricades, above the rooftops with their makeshift gardens and sandbagged lookouts. Despite her fear, she was beginning to recognize where she was when a dark shadow engulfed everything. Turning her head, she saw the massive dome of St. Paul’s cathedral. That is where the bird was taking her.

Her heart pounded with terror in her chest and she clutched her hands tightly against her bare breasts. Was she the carcassok’s breakfast… or something worse?

The carcassok circled around the dome several times, letting out a loud screech that sounded like, “Carnyx! Carnyx! Carnyx!” On the very top of the dome sat a large nest that had been assembled of branches and debris. The bird dropped her at the center of the nest and landed itself at the far edge.

Mary drew her knees against her chest and retreated as far as she could within the nest. She was certain the creature was about to devour her as it curved its long neck and looked down at her with its beady red eyes. It spread its great wings and that hideous cock wobbled and its pendulous bollocks swung. The creature hopped closer to her, its wings threatening to fold around her. She toppled back on her rear and realized she was at the very edge of the nest. The huge wings folded around her, drawing her close as the carcassok’s beak descended and ripped at her gown. It stripped her clothing from her body with several forceful tears. She gasped as her knickers pulled taut against her mound for a moment and were then torn free like a piece of sinew for the feasting vulture’s beak. It tossed most of the scraps of Mary’s clothing over the side. She suspected it was no accident that the silky panties that had been wedged against her cunt were hung on one side of the nest like a trophy.

“Please, no,” gasped Mary. “Don’t do this! Don’t do—AHHHHH!”

The carcassok’s huge body pressed atop her, drove her against the edge of the nest, and she was in the dark enclosure of its wings. There was no escape from this place. No running or fighting as its massive pink cock rubbed against her naked flesh. Her thighs apart. Her trembling cunt against the heat of its monstrous member.

“Please,” she whimpered, but there was no mercy for her. The carcassok was in full mating rut and could not hear her last, pitiful pleas.

Lady Mary Windham howled in shock as the carcassok thrust forward and the blunt head of its cock invaded her body.

“CARRRRNYYYXXX!” shrieked the carcassok, throwing back its head as it felt the yielding warmth of Mary’s cunt clutching around its cock.

Mary was no virgin. There had been suitors, even a fiancé who died with the militia, but the carcassok might as well have been her first for how its massive cock stretched her and impaled her cunt. She felt the slap of its bollocks against her bottom. The straining hugeness of its warm, fleshy pillar. It rutted into her with forceful strokes, its wings enclosed around her to keep her from falling out of the nest. Each thrust stole her breath. Each slap of those bollocks a reminder of her pitiful fate there in the carnivorous monster’s nest.

The carcassok howled again and this time Mary felt the hot rush of its seed. It came in pulsating spasms that flooded into her and overflowed Mary’s cunt. The bollocks twitched and sent more and more gushing into her depths and spurting out around its cock. A great flood of cum that drowned the last of her hope.

“CARRRNNYYYYXXXX!” howled the carcassok and it was answered by the exultant moan of a shambler from a nearby warehouse. As if two creatures of the fallen world were sharing their triumph over the empire of mankind.

After the carnal deed was done, the carcassok released Mary from its wings and she flopped to the bottom of the nest. The only clothing she still wore were her black lace stockings. Pungent yellowish cum drooled from her gaping cunt. With a chill, she realized that the sun had gone down. She whimpered and trembled in the growing cold. Her cunt tightened and more of the filthy cum drooled out of her freshly fucked folds. 

A cold rain had begun to patter down around Mary. She shivered and her breath began to steam in the air. The vulture, perched on the far side of the nest, spread its huge wings above Mary and shielded her from the rain. She looked up at him, at that bestial visage and that monstrous cock still dripping with its seed. Its featherless, bloated underbelly leaned over her and its bollocks hung against Mary’s feet. She could feel the warmth radiating from the carcassok’s body. The promise of heat if only she surrendered to its desire.

“You’ve taken what you wanted,” she moaned bitterly, her breath gusting from her words. “Isn’t that enough?”

“Carnyx,” squawked the carcassok.

“Is that your name? Carnyx? The beast who defiled me. Who plucked me from one hell to another.” She moaned and buried her face in the nest. She wept as she laughed, “Carnyx and Mary. Mary and Carnyx.”

“Mary,” squawked Carnyx and that only made Mary sob harder.

Despite their first encounter, Carnyx revealed himself to be a very attentive lover for Mary. He brought her scraps of meat to fill her belly and would pour water from his beak into her mouth to make sure she did not become dehydrated. He brought her blankets and other scraps of cloth and even allowed her to make a fire in an iron pot to cook some of the meat he brought for her.

Mary’s gratitude slowly replaced her fears of being devoured and her hopes for a return to her life in the city. As London slowly decayed around them, Mary surrendered herself to the carcassok’s nightly desires. When he spread his wings wide, she no longer retreated. She crawled closer and let his wings fold around her. His warmth stirred a heat within her loins and she began to offer herself willingly each night. Her fingers sometimes even guiding his cock to the slick furrow of her womanhood.

“Yesssss,” she hissed, bucking her hips beneath him and taking that massive monstrous cock deep into her cove. Her breasts bounced and slapped against her ribcage as Carnyx plunder her quim. She fondled his bollocks and he kissed her with his beak, his long tongue thrusting into her mouth. Pain had long since given way to pleasure. She came for her monstrous lover. Came for him eagerly. She called his name as her cunt gripped him and she buried her face against his fuzzy belly as his seed spurted into her depths. 

One Year Later

Mary crawled on her hands and knees across the nest and to the woolen blankets arranged around the quartet of fist-sized eggs. She pressed her soft tits atop them and hugged her body against the eggs. She still recalled the day it happened. When Carnyx came home to find Mary sweaty and quivering and their nest full of the eggs. She remembered the loving pride in his red eyes. The way his tongue had tasted the slime on the eggs as if confirming that marry had laid them herself. The warmth of her body excited the chicks within the eggs. They shook and twisted within the shells.

“Won’t be long now,” she said, though she wasn’t sure how she knew. Her milk had come in and the pressure of it swelling in her breasts forced her to milk herself every night. She was eager to let the chicks have their first taste.

She heard the familiar flap of her approaching mate. He settled onto the rim of the nest and dropped a lump of meat and fur down beside her. Mary quickly wrapped it in a cloth and set it aside. She crawled to her mate, between his scaly legs, and nuzzled against the fat hose of his cock. His warm wings wrapped around her and she pressed against his belly.

“Oh, Carnyx,” she moaned, pressing kisses to the head of his cock. “It’s almost time for them to hatch.”

“Mary,” he squawked. “Mary! Mary! Carnyx!”

“That’s right,” she gasped, running her hands up and down his shaft and rubbing her cheek against his oozing cockhead. “Mary and Carnyx.”

She took him into her mouth, but only briefly. The comforting warmth of his body enveloped her as she turned and offered her raised hips to him. He rubbed at her entrance and pressed his cock into her hot folds. Carnyx squawked with pleasure as his straining hardness plunged deep into the familiar warmth of her cunt. His rut was forceful, but not rough. Each thrust driving to Mary’s womb and sending her milk-laden tits swinging beneath her ribcage. Drips of white spattered the nest beneath her. Her pussy tightened around his thrusting cock as their mutual pleasure built.

“Yesss,” she gasped. “Oh, Carnyx. Fill me again. Give me more of your seed.”

“Mary!” squawked Carnyx, spanking her clit with his swinging bollocks. “CARNYX!”

“YES! My love! I will give you a flock! Fill me!” She wailed with ecstasy as she felt the familiar, powerful throbbing of the carcassok’s cock. Jets of hot, monstrous cum spurted to her womb and drowned any lingering hope of a normal life. She was fertilized by the winged creature. An incubator for his eggs. A milky maid for his nest.

And they would soon need a bigger nest.
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Maeve’s Catch of a Lifetime

Maeve Hargrove worked hard to get by in the sodden marshland of the Thames estuary. Her labor shaped her body. She was strong and fit, her ample bust restrained by her green shirt, her feet bare, and her long, strong legs draped in a ragged gray skirt. She never allowed her dark blonde hair to grow past her shoulders to keep loose hair from falling into her catch. She had a pretty face with full lips and serious green eyes, but no cause to receive compliments about her looks.

Each morning, she went out in her wooden dinghy and cast her nets into the muddy waters to bring up eels and sprats and the occasional sole or cod. It was eels, mostly. Black and slimy masses of them filled her nets on a good day.

From her boat, she could see the towers of London through the mists that had settled upon the distant city like a smothering veil. A grim epoch had begun in Britain, but for a woman like Maeve, living alone and outside the city, life had not changed much. She’d not had many visitors before this dark time. There were almost none now. Even some of the locals had fled farther into the countryside.

She had to deal with the occasional shambler, as they were called. Horrible things that had been men or women. Rotten and reaching for her as they struggled in the deep mud. She’d tried to talk to the first she’d met, even offering to help it out of the mud. When it had tried to bite her, she had realized that this rotten thing was hardly a man. She dispatched that and all the others she met with a good thwack on the head with the side of her oar or a quick jab of her knife through their eye.

That didn’t bother her much. It was like finishing off a fish. Stop them moving and give the shambler a push and it disappeared into the mud. For a while, the eels even seemed to enjoy the shamblers. They were better fed than usual. But after weeks of bountiful catches, Maeve noticed the numbers of the eels seemed to be in decline. The few other fishermen she encountered reported much the same and began to give up on the Thames estuary as a source of fish.

Maeve could not abandon her home so easily. She continued to work the waters, casting for longer hours and working harder to fill her catch baskets. The eels she caught were beginning to show signs of predation. Many had strange, sucker-like marks on their bodies or large bites taken out of their flesh. Those that had escaped injury were still small and underfed, as though they were not only vulnerable to attack but competing with something for food.

Still, the young fisherwoman did not give up. She worked before dawn and into the night each morning. She took what she could from the marshland and caught just enough for herself to make eel stew or eel pies when the provisioner in her village had some flour and butter to sell. All the same, she was not certain how much longer the dwindling catches would keep her fed and she began to worry that she would have to leave or dare to go scavenging in London.

But Maeve Hargrove’s luck was about to change. She was about to make the catch of a lifetime.

It was an early morning as grim as any other in recent memory. Dreary and gray and with rain misting down from the bruised skies. The terrain of reeds and cattails parted before the prow of Maeve’s dinghy as she paddled slowly through the waters. She left a few catch traps each night and hauled them in first thing in the morning. She approached the cork bobber of the first and immediately saw that the cork was bobbing urgently in the water.

“Got something big,” she whispered, excitement swelling in her breast as she climbed out of the dinghy and into the waist-deep water.

She could feel whatever was in the net moving and thrashing under the water. It thumped against her shins so hard she almost fell over. A catfish? If it was, it was a monster!

“Easy now, big fella,” said Maeve, grinning as she reached down into the water and caught the lead ropes of the trap. She hauled with all her strength, amazed at the resistance of something huge fighting against the motion. She dragged the net to a nearby mud bar, but could not get the thrashing net out of the water and up the slope. She tried twice, but it was just too heavy, and whatever was caught in her trap was becoming increasingly agitated.

“Bastard,” grunted the fisherwoman. “Don’t want to cut my trap, but I may have to.”

She reached for her knife tied around her waist. Just as her hand touched the handle, the thing caught in her net made a sudden lunge. The netted bulk of it leapt out of the water and slammed into her, knocking her up the slope and rolling atop her legs as she fought with its weight. It must have been nearly three hundred pounds. She felt a body that was slimy and thick with mucus. Something terrifyingly strong. She managed to get out from under the thrashing, dark mass within the net and finally drew her knife from its sheath.

She stood back and saw a big, sucker-like mouth lined with teeth, red bulging eyes, sharp spines down a back that must have been seven feet in length, and whiskers like a catfish. Its long, powerful tail thrashed back and forth. Her only option was to kill the creature, but she didn’t want to damage her net. She untied it just enough to get it open and aimed her knife at the thing’s neck.

“Hold still now,” she murmured as if trying to calm the beast. She jabbed her knife forward to finish it off and something wrapped around her wrist. It took Maeve a full second to realize the slimy black thing holding her wrist was a hand. A clawed, webbed hand. Then it wrenched her arm to the side and she cried out in pain and dropped her blade.

Immediately, it thrashed again in the net, knocking Maeve to the muddy ground as it rolled over onto her. She saw the inhuman face of the creature. Something between catfish and monster. Those bulging red eyes were filled with the anger of intelligence. This was no fish, this creature. Still mostly trapped in Maeve’s net, the marsh monster began to grapple with her.

She was no match for its size nor strength. She bucked and fought as its clawed hands tore at her shirt and popped open the buttons. She cried out as she felt cool, slimy scales drag against her bare tits. Her soft breasts mashed against the thing’s black body. Hands gripping her and wrestling with her as she fought to escape. The creature had suction cups on its fingers not unlike the suckered oval of its mouth and these made it impossible to dislodge her limbs from its grasp.

Maeve was drawn into the net with it as she fought. The creature’s sharp spines caught in her skirt, ripping it and tearing it away, until she was naked against it. The bare thatch of dirty blonde hair between Maeve’s legs was rubbing against the creature’s muddy underside. Pleasure mingled with her fear. A fear that grew more desperate as she glimpsed its strange, red penis jutting from its underside. A moment later, she felt that ridged, red cock against her thigh. It pressed between their bodies. It rubbed between her legs as she struggled.

The creature’s cock was a big thing and growing bigger. Elongating with its arousal. Oddly warm when every other part of the creature was cold as the marsh water.

The realization that this monstrosity was becoming sexual excited filled Maeve with a fresh surge of horrified energy. She fought like a demon against it, biting its hand, kneeing its abdomen, and trying to find her knife with her fumbling fingers.

The creature let out an angry gurgle and suddenly its hand wrapped around Maeve’s slender neck. It lifted her off the muddy bank and slammed her down again, knocking the air from her lungs and the fight from her body.

She gasped for breath and looked up at the thing with disgust as it thrashed its tail and pressed between her legs. With no legs, it relied upon its weight and muscular body for leverage, working from side to side until its ridged red cock found the entrance to Maeve’s body.

“Bas… bastard,” gasped Maeve, bringing up her hands, but unable to dislodge the creature from atop her body.

“Grrrraaaaaaaa,” it gurgled triumphantly and thrust forward.

Maeve’s eyes went wide as the creature’s enormous cock plunged into her tight folds. She was not a virgin, but was not much experienced either, and never could have experienced anything like this anyway. The creature’s cock was twice the length and at least twice the girth of any man she had ever seen aroused. It rocked its body atop her with rippling thrusts and she growled and grunted in pain as the creature’s hard-ridged penis seemed to rearrange her insides.

Mucus slathered Maeve’s breasts and a salty, fishy taste of this constant slime brushed her lips and seeped into her mouth. The creature was relentless, slapping and sliding atop her, fucking in and out of her cove with bestial enthusiasm.

The pain slowly receded, washed away by the strange, cool, tingling sensation that slathered her skin and the growing heat within her womanly depths. She began to coo with each stroke of the creature’s cock. Her legs lifted and wrapped lazily around its muscular body. Her heels pulling it deeper. Her arms sliding around it. Her hands caressing it.

She guided its head down and her lips met the round, suckered mouth of the creature. It was a lover’s kiss. Her tongue tasting its marshy mouth and its long, slender tongue slipping past Maeve’s lips. The song of insects and the slosh of water was joined by the wet sounds of kissing and slurping tongues. Moans and deep sighs. And the steady, rhythmic slap of the creature’s flesh against Maeve’s naked human body.

The coldblooded rut of the marsh creature intensified and stoked the heat of its thrusting appendage. It plunged in and out of Maeve’s molten cunt and her nectar, mingled with its prodigious slime, overflowed her fluttering cunt and drooled down the crack of her ass.

“Mmmmnnnnnn! Yesssss!” she gasped, her lips wantonly kissing the creature. “Oh, yes, make me yours!”

Maeve had no way of knowing that the more mucus that slathered her body, the more she would crave the creature’s attentions. Seduced by its secretions, and the intensifying pleasure of its throbbing cock, the fisherwoman howled with ecstasy. Her tits splashing against her ribcage, brown nipples glistening with slime, and her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

It was a pleasure that took hold of the marsh creature in that same moment. It threw back its spined head and let out a gurgling, inhuman bellow of release. The hot surge of its climax pumped its seed into Maeve’s fertile depths. She felt the pulsating flood of its cum and her ecstasy ascended to an even higher peak. Her pussy contracted and squeezed around the spurting length of the marsh creature’s cock and her womb seemed to drink its cum.

The marsh creature had only begun its plundering of Maeve’s willing body. It turned her over with its powerful arms and pressed her tits against the net, some flesh squeezing through as her pretty, mud-smeared face was gridded with ropes. It held her arms behind her back and worked its huge cock up her virgin ass.

“OOOoooohhhh!” she cried, eyes going wide at having her ass violated by such a massive member. But she was in the throes of addiction to the marsh creature’s slime and she rocked back against its rutting cock. Her bottom slapped against the creature’s scaly underside as it hunched over her and pressed her face and tits into the net. It was not long before this frantic rutting brought the creature to another climax. It clamped its sucker mouth to Maeve’s shoulder and released a massive flood of its seed into her bowels. She whimpered and moaned as her ass was filled with monstrous spunk.

Still, it was not satisfied, for it turned her over again, pressing atop her and smothering her face beneath its body. It invaded her mouth and filled her throat with its hot red cock. It bucked atop her, gurgling happily and fucking her throat. Maeve whimpered beneath it, stroking its legless hips and urging it to take her. To use her. To fill her stomach with a warm, nourishing flood of its seed. Sucking the creature’s cock as it thrust into her mouth and poured its liquid lust into her belly.

After this, Maeve lay panting and coughing slightly in the mud. She was mud-covered and flushed, her lips chapped from kissing and sucking, her holes sore and leaking with spunk. The marsh creature had claimed her thoroughly. She looked adoringly at its inhuman face, into those bulging red eyes, and she caressed him with love.

“Thank you,” she rasped, still fighting the urge to retch up her bellyful of monstrous cum. She reached out and caressed the flaccid finger of the creature’s red cock slowly shrinking back into its sheath. She touched its ridged and trailed her fingertips through the orgasmic slime still oozing from its tip. The creature placed its cool, webbed hand against her slime-slicked tummy and emitted a gurgling hiss. Its red eyes blinked and Maeve got the sense that it was telling her something.

“You’ve… you’ve bred me?” she asked.

The creature gurgled again, but after that it was done talking. It slithered out of the net and quickly cinched it over Maeve’s head. She cried out in surprise, if not anger, and before she could try to escape it gave the net a tug and dragged her into the water.

The marsh creature swam through the shallow muck, pulling the fisherwoman behind it as it swam towards its lair. Far from struggling, Maeve was resigned to her fate as she was dragged through the mud.

She was content to become the marsh creature’s mate.

The Fate of Maeve Hargrove

Some days after Maeve’s encounter with the marsh creature, her dinghy was found adrift in the estuary. A fisherman named Jode brought it back to shore with him. Other than odd smears of slime and a few exceptionally large, black scales, there was no indication of what had become of Maeve Hargrove. Most assumed she drowned or was taken by a shambler. But a curse descended on the tiny fishing village. Other women began to disappear from along the shore or while taking boats. It was said that no woman was safe within sight of the marshes and women became afraid to even go near the streams that fed into the Thames.

Before long, the village was all but abandoned. Derelict houses and shuttered shops became just another place for random refugees to squat or monsters to take up residence.

In the lair of the marsh creature, things had never been better. In a slime-filled pit, more than a dozen women of every age and description writhed with lust. Their bodies were drenched in the marsh creature’s cum and they pumped their fingers into their swollen cunts. Their breasts were heavy with dripping milk and bellies fat with pregnancy. But no ordinary pregnancy, for these women had been fertilized by the marsh creature and every few months would birth out great masses of tiny, squirming offspring. These tadpoles spread into the marsh waters and into the Thames itself. Soon, the shores of London would be climbed by the hybrid offspring of the marsh creature and its many brides.

It loved all of its cooing mates, but none more so than Maeve. She was always eager when it slithered into the breeding pit and forced its way between her muck-drenched thighs. She wrapped her legs around it and kissed it passionately. The marsh creature kissed her back, but not for long, for it delighted in latching its suckered mouth to her milky tits and drinking her creamy nectar. Her cries of ecstasy haunted the night. The hot, red cock of the marsh creature throbbed and spurted and filled her again and again to overflowing.

She was in slimy heaven, surrounded by a writhing harem. Her humanity surrendered, but her life more satisfying than she ever could have imagined as the marsh creature’s mate.
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Captain Ashborn and the Hunger Beneath the Tower

When London fell to the Deadening, many made the mistake of retreating to the Tower of London for sanctuary. Stout Commander Stonepike let in those he could and turned back those who seemed too sick or demented to be allowed past the gate. At first, refugees filed into the castle courtyard and were protected by the soldiers manning the gates and the outer walls.

The Royal Guard were besieged day and night, though especially at night, by monstrosities of all description. Flying things plucked men from the castle walls, crawling things scaled the stones and dragged men into the foggy doom at the foot of the castle, and the shambling dead were everywhere. They crowded around outside at night and prevented any new refugees from entering.

As refugees piled into the castle courtyard, they brought their problems with them. Prisoners escaped from the tower and hid among the refugees. When refugees succumbed to sickness they arose as shamblers and attacked the other refugees. In this way, and one horrific night after another, the castle’s outer walls fell. When the gates were finally breeched, the surviving refugees were swarmed by the shamblers.

The royal guard, retreating into the Tower, held the doors as an orgy of perversity and violence fell upon the unlucky survivors.

The remaining guardsmen who had fought to hold back the tide of monsters, could do nothing then but listen to the howls of monstrous pleasure in the courtyard as they sheltered within the tower. The screams of men being ripped apart and the wails of helpless terror echoed into the tower as women were set upon by the lusty dead. To look out through any window was to glimpse depravity that could drive a man mad as the bloated, rot-jawed corpse creatures licked and suckled and rutted into living human women.

For a time, the shamblers were satisfied with this carnal feast, but even the last bastion of the tower could not hold for long. Doors were battered down. Windows were invaded. The tower fell in bits and pieces, barricades hastily erected as new sections of the former prison succumbed to the onslaught of the insatiable shamblers.

Untold horrors crept, slithered, and crawled through the corridors. Riots broke out among the last refugees, but those only made matters worse for them as they were smothered beneath the dead that arrived to plunder the living. The grounds of the Tower of London became an orgy of violence and demented pleasures.

One that Captain Peter Ashborn knew he had to escape with his beautiful fiancé Lucy Bryton. Peter knew the tower and the secret tunnels beneath it better than almost anyone. His men had died, deserted, or descended into madness. But not Peter. He had the weapons and the skill to fight his way through whatever he might find in those depths. It was better than facing the rapacious horde outside the tower.

“Are you ready, my love?” asked Peter, taking Lucy’s hand, and kissing her delicate fingers.

Her large green eyes sparkled, and she swept a shoulder-length lock of scarlet hair from her face. She was a beautiful girl, with a soft smile, tan skin, long legs in white stockings, and a fine, corseted bust that swelled against the yellow fringe of her neckline.

“I will always be ready with you by my side, Peter,” she said, embracing him and kissing his cheeks. Peter held her tightly, feeling the first stirrings of an arousal he suspected was part of the sickness that had spread over London. He knew to resist such urges and he held his lovely bride-to-be away from his crimson uniform.

“Then we go, now, while the night has the creatures on the surface aroused,” he said, shouldering a pack and picking up his musket and pike. He lit two torches and passed one to Lucy. “Be ready to hear and see things to equal any of the horrors we have experienced in the tower. And stay close to me.”

“Always,” she said, hugging against him as they descended beneath the White Tower and into the tunnels.

The snarling, wailing, rutting sounds on the surface receded as Peter closed the final hatch and they climbed down a ladder into the true depths of the secret passages. There were miles of tunnels extending into London, some intersecting storm drains and long-forgotten bunkers of supplies and equipment.

But if Peter had hoped for a respite from the horrors on the surface, he was soon disappointed, for every new turn presented new horrors. There were lunatics that had to be dealt with brutally. Screaming men that would only be quieted by Peter’s pike. There were lewd women, doxies perhaps, their bellies swollen and their clothes in tatters. They beckoned and moaned as they touched themselves in repulsive ways that nevertheless excited a sickening lust in Peter. But he refused such entreaties and threatened the demented women until they retreated.

There were shamblers and the victims of shamblers. The crawling dead inflicted themselves upon the living, gnawing on the flesh of the fallen men or taking carnal pleasures with the women. After dispatching several of these monstrosities, Peter became convinced that it was better to hurry past them while they were distracted. He could offer no help to those he saved, for they were always clearly infected or badly injured.

Lucy was quiet, her eyes wide and her face stricken by what she had seen. Peter kept his musket and pike crossed against his back. He held Lucy’s hand tightly as he carried his torch in his other hand.

They crossed a slimy bridge over a churning drainage river choked with the bloated bodies of the dead. They ducked into a crawlspace that echoed with the moans of a woman, somewhere in the darkness beyond their torches, who seemed to be either locked in carnal pleasure or being slowly devoured.

Lucy shook with fear but followed behind Peter as he led her out of the crawlspace. They came across three young prison nurses, their hands bound, and their bare bottoms raised, blushing cunts and arseholes dripping with yellowish spunk, and hips marked with scratches. The women, their white uniforms caked in filth, did not even cry out for help. Peter saw the madness in their wide eyes and knew he could offer them none.

“Come on, Lucy,” he whispered, tugging her away from the obscene sight of the three nurses.

“Y-yes, of course,” she murmured and stumbled along behind him.

But Peter was not without hope. Though they encountered many horrors beneath London, he knew from his years in the guard that they were halfway to freedom. A few more miles of tunnel and they would emerge near Gravesend. There was a guard outpost there and a small military debarkation point for supply ships on the Thames. They could escape London entirely. He had family in the country north of Ipswich. Surely the deadening had not spread that far…

Peter allowed himself to imagine the bucolic scene of his family’s estate, the meadow there, and Lucy there with him, her scarlet hair fluttering in the warm, summery breeze and the smile on her face betraying no memory of the horrors beneath London. They would be married by a country vicar and Peter would build a cottage on his family’s ancestral land. He pictured matrimony and family and a future that seemed so far away.

He was so distracted, so consumed by distant hope, that he almost walked into the burly figure looming out of the darkness. Already too close for Peter’s pike.

He tossed his torch aside and drew his musket. He brought it towards his shoulder, but stopped when he recognized the corpulent figure and his pale face crawling with a jaundiced patch of yellow and sickly mass of blue capillaries.

“Pe-ter,” murmured Commander Stonepike of the Royal Guard. “Never thought… I would see you again.”

Peter got a better look at his commanding officer. Stonepike’s crimson uniform badly stained and partially unbuttoned over his belly. The once-fastidious officer’s hands were caked with grime and his trouser legs were nearly in tatters. He stood at the entrance to a small room, some sort of minor pump works beneath the city, and his filthy hand rested on the pommel of his saber.

“Sir!” Peter lowered the aim of his musket. “Forgive me, I thought you had died. Lucy, my fiancée, and I are making our way to Gravesend.”

Stonepike began to speak, but instead let out a long, hacking cough that left flecks of blood and bile on his white collar. He straightened his uniform and offered Peter a smile that was smeared with blood. Peter grimaced, for it was clear that Stonepike was in the advanced stages of becoming a shambler. A lesser man would have succumbed to the infection days ago.

“Can’t let you do that, old boy,” said Stonepike. “I’m afraid it’s a quarantine. Orders, you understand.”

Stonepike’s bloodshot eyes focused on Lucy standing close behind Peter.

“Of course, exceptions could be made,” said Stonepike, wetting his lips and adjusting the bulge in his uniform trousers. “Leave Lucy with me for an examination. Thorough examination. Yes, that’s it. I’ll take good care of her. You can go on, Peter. Look, I take good care of girls, you see.”

Stonepike stepped aside almost as if he were proud to show off what lay in the room behind him. Peter was shocked to see a filthy girl huddled in the corner, whimpering so softly that Peter had not heard her before. She looked up for a moment, her blue eyes bright amid the filth caked on her face. Tears streaming. Words whispered on her dirty lips.

The sight of the poor girl filled Peter with rage.

“If you think for a moment I am leaving Lucy with you then you are truly lost,” said Peter, raising his musket to aim at his former commander.

Before either Peter or Stonepike could attack, the girl suddenly jumped to her feet and threw herself past them both. She went running and screaming down the hall behind Peter, disappearing quickly into the darkness beyond the torchlight.

“You blackguard!” shouted Stonepike and he shoved Peter roughly aside and went staggering after the girl. Peter watched the sick old man waddle off into the darkness after his unfortunate pet. He turned back to reassure Lucy and froze. Lucy was gone. Fled in the opposite direction past the pumping room.

Or taken by someone or something…

No, Peter told himself, he could not succumb to fear or panic. She had taken her torch, so he should be able to find her. He set off in that direction, forcing himself to ignore strange sounds and side passages until he spotted the distant glow of Lucy’s torch. The light from it was not moving and he soon discovered it guttering on the floor, discarded but still burning. He picked up the torch and looked around the hall. He realized he did not recognize this part of the tunnel system beneath the castle. It looked very old, with ancient bricks perhaps even dating back to the Roman founding of London.

It was then that Peter heard it. A sigh. Lucy’s sigh. It was all he needed. He moved confidently towards it with his torch in one arm and his musket at the ready in the other. As he moved towards the sound, he became aware of another sound, a strange, wet noise almost like the churning of a spoon stirring pudding. Something about that sound, and a note of almost pleasure in the next sigh he heard, turned the blood in Peter’s veins to ice.

“Lucy,” he whispered, hastening towards the noise.

There was something in the air. A thick, unpleasant, musky scent that he took in with every breath. It congealed in his mind and seemed to arouse something in his trousers. He fought to ignore the rising sensation of vertigo and hurried on towards the source of the sound.

The musk was so thick in the air that he almost fell against the heavy wooden door. He wanted to fall to his knees and tear open his trousers. Was this sickness? Some sort of gas? He coughed it away and held his sleeve to his nose and mouth, tucking his musket under his other arm and struggling to open the handle on the door.

The door moved on its own and he realized it was slightly ajar. He pushed it open wider with the barrel of his musket.

He was greeted first by an overpowering waft of that musky aroma. Bestial and revolting and yet also maddeningly arousing. He saw motion in the darkness. Wet pink flesh and something moving rhythmically. He held up his torch and as the light spilled into the room Peter nearly screamed and fell back.

It was Lucy. His Lucy. Her dress pulled down beneath her breasts and up over her bottom as she rode astride the coils of a massive serpent. No, not even a serpent, for it was something far more horrible than that. Its body was segmented like a worm or insect, but bulged with glistening wet pink flesh at each joint so that it looked like bands of chitin worn over a glistening wet sausage. Wriggling legs moved at each segment. Hundreds of pairs of them. Its head was huge, as big as Lucy’s body, and more like a worm than a snake. It was topped with a row of tiny red eyes set above a wet, fleshy mouth that opened to reveal rows of small, hooked teeth and a pair of mandibles like an insect. A tentacle-like black tongue reached out of its yawning mouth and slithered over Lucy’s jiggling breasts, smearing slime over her suntanned mounds, creamier hidden flesh, and stiff, pink nipples.

To see his beloved bride being licked by this thing was horror enough, but the most horrific detail of all, the one that nearly drove Peter to madness, was what Lucy was sitting atop. For she was not merely riding the coils of the hideous creature, a mad look of pleasure on her face as she bounced rhythmically atop its writhing length.

No, not merely its length, for there were two hideous cocks protruding from the twisted underbelly of the creature. These were much larger than the phalluses of a man, reddish-pink, and glistening with slime. One was plunging into Lucy’s red-thatched cunt and the other, seemingly even larger, was violating the heavenly roundness of her bottom. Skewering into her pink knot and squelching out slime as her hips worked and she rode atop the creature’s monstrous length. She was not merely being taken by the creature, which would have been horror enough, but she was riding enthusiastically atop it as if in the embrace of her true lover.

“Lucy?” whispered Peter, his aim lowering as despair flooded his mind.

“Ohhhhhhhhh,” moaned Lucy, bucking her hips fervently, her luscious bottom bouncing as the creature’s monstrous cocks invaded her willing body.

The serpent’s body undulated in a perfect rhythm with her motions, rolling and rippling and occasionally jerking to thrust into her with sudden force. These sudden thrusts produced an excess of slime, which spurted out from Lucy’s stretched back passage and the dripping folds of her stuffed cunt. Every loathsome movement was cast upon the wall in silhouette by the light of the torch. 

Lucy seemed to be in a trance. Her lips parted and her eyes staring unblinking into the row of red eyes above the monstrous creature’s mouth.

Peter was not entirely ignorant of this creature. Though he had never encountered one, he had read reports from the south of London of something emerging from the sewers that fed upon men and entranced women to mate with them and reproduce. These creatures had been described as “incubus eels” and “defilers,” described similarly to the creature now violating Lucy, but much smaller. They were said to swarm and be no bigger than a man’s leg.

But one report from an artilleryman of a convent overrun by the defilers stuck out in Peter’s memory. “The women were too far gone to worry about casualties. We dispatched the mass of defilers with cannister shot from our 12-pounders aimed directly into the convent. The shot had little effect on their bodies, but the head is vulnerable.”

“The head is vulnerable,” said Peter, raising his musket to his shoulder again and taking aim. His finger trembled on the trigger. Sweat stung his eyes.

“Ohhhhhhhh, yesssss,” moaned Lucy, bucking atop the Defiler. She tossed her scarlet hair and Peter hesitated, watching his beautiful bride move urgently atop the hideous creature. He might hit her with his shot. He had to wait for just the right moment.

But Peter’s moment had passed. He heard a terrible, angry hiss from the creature and realized that it was staring directly at him with its row of red eyes. It bucked its length and pumped its cocks into Lucy’s heaving body. Its tongue flicked out, seeming to taunt Peter. She fell against its slimy length, clinging to it as it plundered her glistening holes. The defiler increased its thrusting, making her hindquarters jiggle and her cunt drip heavily with slime. Her arms wrapped around the creature and her soft breasts, squeezed against its bulging flesh, were clasped by two pairs of spindly legs.

Peter realized the defiler was stealing his fiancée before his very eyes and seeming to mock him for it.

Snapping to his senses, Peter once again raised his gun to shoot. But before he could even squeeze the trigger, the defiler spat a wad of jellylike slime right at Peter, hitting him square in the face. Stinging goo stuffed his nose and mouth, and he spat with disgust. Peter felt his entire body go numb. His musket slipped from his hand, and he toppled backwards, completely paralyzed by the gooey venom dripping from his face.

The defiler continued to fuck Lucy as it crawled its upper body and head towards Peter lying helpless on the floor. Its mouth opened wide, revealing a huge pink funnel of a gullet lined with teeth. Peter shuddered with terror, but it was the most he could move as his beautiful fiancée rode atop the defiler’s cock and the creature’s huge, yawning mouth approached him.

“Ohhhh, yesss,” moaned Lucy, her voice distant and detached from the reality of what was happening. She bucked intently atop the hideous insectoid worm like she was atop nothing more sinister than a carnival ride. Her breasts bounced. Her plush bottom collided with the defiler’s slimy flesh. Her cunt and arsehole were stretched wide by the monstrous cocks of the defiler.

Peter could voice no warning nor make any cry for help as the wide mouth of the defiler began to engulf his boots. The hot, slimy walls of its mouth pulled him deeper into its gullet, down to his knees, as the rows of hooked teeth tore at his clothing and prickled his flesh. It gurgled and swallowed him deeper as he watched his beloved Lucy riding more and more fervently upon the monster’s cock.

“Oh, yes, I want… want to be bred,” moaned Lucy, her head falling back as she arched atop the creature.

Peter looked into the pitiless red eyes of the defiler as it gulped him down to his waist. He felt the warm wetness of its mouth rub against his cock as its saliva saturated his pants. Despite the pain of the prickling teeth, he felt a sickening pleasure and realized he was fully engorged. Being devoured, watching his beloved Lucy beg to be bred, and he was aroused.

“Oh, Peter, isn’t it wonderful?” cried Lucy, looking back at him over her shoulder. “My body for the beast! My womb for its spawn! We will finally have the children we’ve always wanted! And you… you will be with me! Inside him!”

Peter screamed in despair.

“Nnnnnnhhhhhhhh,” was the only sound that escaped his slack jaw along with a trickle of drool as the defiler slid his legs and hips into its gullet and its hideous mouth engulfed him to his armpits. The monster swallowed again and Peter’s arms were forced up over his head as face met with the scratching teeth of its mouth. They pricked at his flesh, but it was nothing compared to the burning sensation he was feeling on his legs. Up his thighs.

Engulfing his cock.

He was slurped into the gullet of the defiler and darkness closed over him. Peter Ashborn slid into the hot darkness of the defiler’s stomach. Moaning wordlessly as he began to slowly dissolve into the digestive fluids of the monster. His cock twitching as he heard Lucy crying out above him. Muffled by the gurgling walls of the monster.

“I’m cumming! Oh, yes, fill me! Pump me full of your seed!”

With those words from his beloved, Peter began to cum against the slick inner walls of the defiler’s stomach. His cum spurted uselessly into its digestive enzymes as it continued to melt his body down. As darkness closed around the doomed guardsman, Lucy continued to moan and buck atop the defiler’s monstrous cock.

“Yes! Oh, yes! Peter, it feels so good! So much better than yours! Ohhhhh, Peter, he’s cumming! He’s cumming inside me! AAHHH!” Lucy wailed with ecstatic abandon as the defiler pumped its virulent seed into her fertile womb. Spurt after spurt pumping into her, overflowing her cunt, and guaranteeing her future as nothing more than a breeder for more monsters.

Peter could give her no answer. His mind was already receding into darkness as his body melted away within the defiler.

Eventually the hypnotism of the defiler would wear off and Lucy might realize what she had done, but by then it would be far too late. For her fate was sealed and her beloved Peter Ashborn was nothing more than a cuckolded meal for the monster.
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Oliver’s High Price for Safety

With a last heave of effort on the ropes, Oliver Tooney felt the wall give and begin to topple down.

“Watch yourselves, lads!” called the slender Tooney as he and the other workmen danced out of the way of the tumbling bricks. Oliver turned to survey the opened tenement and saw rooms revealed like a view into some dilapidated beehive. The workmen rushed in through the dust of the fallen wall with wheelbarrows to begin clearing the debris.

Oliver doffed his cap and mopped a kerchief at the sweat gathering in his short red hair and beginning to trickle down his forehead. It was a hot day in London and while the city twitched in its death throes, life continued in Rottenham.

All thanks to Sabrina Calloway.

She had plans for their community and it was Oliver’s devotion to the beautiful leader of Rottenham that had him supervising the razing of the tenement. Once it was cleared they would pour in good soil and start raising crops to feed the burgeoning community. If they couldn’t get good enough soil for crops, they could at least grow grass for livestock. Goats and chickens could still be had if you knew where to look, even since the Deadening.

Rottenham wasn’t a paradise by any stretch. The people within its walled borders still struggled every day. But things were surely improving while the rest of London decayed and festered like the rotting corpse of a fallen giant.

Oh, yes, Sabrina had many plans for Rottenham. Oliver had known her since they were children growing up just a few doors apart. She had been a skinny little brown-haired girl with pigtails and he had been a lanky, freckle-faced boy with perpetually skinned knees. They’d hated each other for exactly one day and then an older boy had tried to pick on Sabrina. Oliver had given him a proper drubbing and her and Sabrina had been inseparable friends ever since.

They had known each other through the best and brightest days of their youth and they had known each other through the darkest days of what had befallen London. Thanks to Sabrina, it seemed though those darkest days were behind them. Though the darkness lingered in Oliver’s heart.

He looked across the commons at where Sabrina was assisting in clearing the rubble from another tenement. Even in work gloves and a dusty smock, her long, dark brown hair braided down her back, she was beautiful. She had grown from a scrawny girl often mistaken for a boy into a well-developed woman. He marveled at her firm, long legs, her slender neck, and how her body had filled out. Particularly her bust, which strained at her corseted bodice and threatened the straps of her work smock. Crouched over, using a hand spade to scoop up rocks, her bum looked rather lovely as well.

Oliver realized Sabrina was looking back at him and he waved sheepishly. She smiled and walked across the common towards him. His heart beat a little faster as she approached.

“Sun is almost down today, but we’ll have this one down tomorrow,” he said, hooking a thumb towards the tenement his crew were still bringing down.

“Aye, the demolition is going well, Oliver,” she said, looking at the wheelbarrows of brick being carted off. “We’ll have much more room for farming and raising stock once we’re finished. With all these survivors coming, we’ve too many mouths to feed for scavenging alone.”

“If we can get decent soil, I’ve no doubt we’ll have a bumper crop,” said Oliver, smiling proudly as he looked about the common.

“Whew, the soil is the hard part,” agreed Sabrina. “Not a proper clod to be found in London. But I’ve heard there is prime soil in the countryside. Walk with me, Oliver. It’s almost dark fall. Let Clemmons take over.”

“Sure, I’d be glad to walk with you, Sabrina,” said Oliver. He called out to Clemmons as Sabrina was taking off her work gloves and untying her smock. She looked even lovelier in just her corseted brown bodice and green skirt.

They set off together through the streets of the district. Huge, improvised defensive walls loomed behind the houses, shops, and apartments, but there was no need for anyone to man the ramparts. The shamblers watched over Rottenham, the dead protected the gates, all thanks to Sabrina and her sacrifice.

Oliver tried not to dwell on Sabrina’s marriage to Gregor. Not when he could enjoy the lovely woman’s company instead. Shops were closing along Wormford Road. Scrap sellers and handcraft stalls were lowering their curtains. The elderly street sweepers were coming out to tidy up just before dark fall. They nodded and looked respectfully at Sabrina.

“We’re really doing it, Oliver,” she said. “There are no survivors in Rottenham. No refugees. Not the perverse nightmares like in Gravesend. We are living full and happy lives.”

Oliver thought the way she said the last part sounded almost like she was trying to convince herself of that. But when she looked at him, she smiled.

“Yes,” he agreed, smiling back. “But we have all… given up so much.”

As shadows lengthened and the russet tones darkened to blues, children were still playing football in a freshly laid pitch. Dozens of people were crowding around the Hearth and the Headstone, Rottenham’s beloved pub, for a drink and a laugh.

“We have to find something new in this,” said Sabrina and for a moment Oliver felt disturbingly like Sabrina was pitying him.

It shouldn’t be that way. He loved Sabrina, had since they were children, but he was only waiting for her marriage to Gregor to end. She was the one who had given up her freedom – her body – to that thing. That rotting green jelly bellied pustule. The thought of that dead-eyed monstrosity waiting for Sabrina in her home soured Oliver’s expression.

The thought that she had given birth to a son with the lord of the shamblers made Oliver want to retch. Sweet Sabrina, leader of their community, savior of Rottenham, was fucking the living dead for protection.

“Well, this is me,” said Sabrina, stopping outside her old Victorian style house.

“Ah, yes,” said Oliver, smiling despite the cold pit that had just opened up in his stomach. “And that’s me next door.”

He nodded towards his modest apartment building which faced Sabrina’s house across a narrow alleyway. He looked back at Sabrina and she seemed to glow with the last traces of fiery light in the evening sky. Untouched by the end of the world, her eyes twinkled with boundless joy. The gentle breeze lazily blew a loose strand of hair from her forehead. 

“You’re staring, Oliver,” she giggled softly, a little color in her cheeks.

“Am I?” He straightened up. “Oh, forgive me, just a long day. I thought I was looking at an angel.”

“Oh, Oliver,” she sighed, leaning up and giving him a peck on the cheek. But when her lips left his cheek, she was all business again. “We’ll finish clearing those tenements tomorrow, Oliver. Come next week, we’ll have green sprouts in the common.”

“I’ve never doubted your plan, Sabrina,” he lied.

She knew it too. A little darkness came over her as she stepped back towards the porch of her house, then turned with a swish of her skirt and left him there in the street. Oliver watched the door close behind her. He did not have to imagine the horrors awaiting Sabrina inside her house.

He knew exactly what she endured each night. Because each night, Oliver forced himself to watch.

Oliver walked casually to the door of his apartment building in case Sabrina happened to look out her front windows and then he quickly doubled back to the side of her house. He had her evening schedule memorized. He crept to his usual hiding spot by the back parlor window.

He arrived just in time to see Sabrina enter the room carrying an oil lamp. She approached a crib that sat in the center of the room and set the oil lamp onto a table beside it. Her beautiful face was lit with the flickering golden light as she began to unbutton her blouse. Oliver’s breath caught as he was treated to a full view of Sabrina’s left breast. Heavy and laden with her mother’s milk, it dangled over the corset of her bodice, her thick nipple stiff and pink.

He marveled at the beauty of her and yet his ardor turned to ashes as she lifted the thing from the crib and held it to her bare breast. The creature was her son, “Pat,” only a few months old, but already growing plump. She nursed it while murmuring a lullaby and stroking the discolored green flesh of its head. Oliver shuddered when he caught a glimpse of its half-closed eyes as it contentedly suckled.

Those were the eyes of its father. The yellow, hungering eyes of a shambler.

Sabrina said something to the creature, kissed its head, and eased it back into its crib. Oliver’s jaw clenched tightly. That should have been his son drinking the sweet milk of Sabrina’s bosom. Instead, it was this horrible monster, the spawn of an unholy union between Sabrina and Gregor.

Sabrina tucked her breast back into her blouse, but left her shirt unbuttoned as she climbed the stairs to attend to her husband. Oliver climbed into the tree that faced the bedroom upstairs. She was just arriving in the room and lighting a lantern. The first glow of the flame revealed the gruesome, bloated shape that seemed to overflow the high-backed chair in the corner of the bedroom.

Greagor’s flesh was a dark, splotchy green, fuzzed with plentiful hair. He had long, greasy white hair that was balding on top and a long, thick white beard. His left eye was missing, leaving his socket hollow, but his right eye revealed a milky yellow color identical to the eyes of his son. His shoulders were wide, his limbs thick, and he had a grotesquely protruding belly. The foul stench of Gregor reached Oliver in his perch and he had to fight back the urge to be sick.

How could Sabrina marry this creature? How could she love it?

Then Oliver’s gaze fell upon the huge, sheathed cock dangling between Gregor’s naked thighs. It was as thick as Oliver’s wrist and as long as his forearm. A greasy, black head bulging like a worm from the fleshy green sheath. Putrid yellowish precum had trailed out of the tip and stained the chair down to the floor.

Oliver’s grip on the branches tightened with anger as Sabrina, lantern in hand, turned to her vile husband and roused him from his daytime slumber. His one yellow eye slowly lifted and Gregor lazily reached out to Sabrina.

Oliver heard muffled laughter as Sabrina allowed herself to be pulled into Gregor’s embrace. She set the lantern on the table beside him and caressed Gregor’s cheeks and shoulders. Then she kissed the shambler. Her tongue visible working against his. The shambler’s tongue swollen and slimy. It was a messy, blasphemous kiss that spilled drool down Sabrina’s fair chin and into the heaving flush of her bosoms.

She broke the kiss, scolding Gregor with a finger. She pinched her nose and took his hand and got up from his lap. He walked behind her at an awkward waddle, his belly jiggling and his nearly erect cock sticking out from beneath it as he followed her into the adjoining bathroom.

Oliver climbed to the neighboring branch for a better view as Sabrina began to draw a steaming hot bath into the oversized porcelain tub. She helped Gregor into the water, his cock sticking up obscenely like a rotting pole, and a contented smile seemed to spread on his face. Then Sabrina disrobed beside the tub, revealing the magnificent swell of both breasts capped with the plump, pink nipples of a nursing mother. She was healthy and clean, with a slender waist, a lovely roundness to her hips, and dark thatch of brown atop her cunny.

Oliver could not help but rub at the bulge in his trousers at the sight of her naked loveliness. She swung one leg over the side of the tub and climbed into the water to join her husband. She dipped her breasts into the water and began to lather her chest with a bar of soap. Then she leaned in against Gregor, washing his rotting carcass with her sudsy peaks. Pressing her tits into his face, dragging them over his chest, and letting the weight of them smear soap across his cock.

Gregor brought up two huge hands and stroked Sabrina’s glistening body. He guided her back up again and pressed his face into the weight of her dangling breasts. His foul tongue reached out to slide like an eel over her tits. Between them. Stroking her nipples until Sabrina’s cry of pleasure was audible through the window. Then the bloated shambler began to suckle from her tits. Drinking the milk she made for her son. Her pure cream overflowing the monster’s green lips and dripping down his cheeks. His throat working as he drank greedily.

The tree shook slightly as Oliver adjusted his stance and freed his cock from the confines of his trousers. His stiff prick was nothing compared to that mighty, rotten meatpole rising from the water. That horrible totem that twitched and drooled as Gregor pawed at Sabrina’s body and sucked her mother’s milk.

Drinking the milk from Sabrina’s breasts seemed to restore vitality to the corpulent Gregor. He began to fondle Sabrina with increasing lust, sitting upright and pressing her towards the pillar of his cock. He even talked a bit in his gurgling, hideous voice, though Oliver was quite glad that he could not hear what the dead thing was saying.

Whatever it said seemed to delight Sabrina as she lifted from Gregor’s body with a laugh and turned herself towards the window. Oliver ducked behind the branches as best he could, but he could not escape from his perch without being noticed. Only a few feet away, through a single pane of glass, the woman he loved bent over, her plush bottom raised from the water, and hung her wet, soapy tits over the side of the tub.

Gregor rose behind her like some swamp monster of folklore. His rotten hands stroked her ass. Spread it. Smacked it and made Sabrina laugh with delight. She wiggled her hips as if to entice the bloated creature and Gregor leaned down and ran his long, black tongue over her pussy and into her crack.

Though his position was precarious, Oliver could not resist flogging his cock with one hand as he watched the shambler tonguing Sabrina’s soapy holes. That foul tongue plunged into her pussy, then her ass, making Sabrina moan with pleasure and arch her back.

Then the beast rose up again and its huge cock was aimed at the softness of Sabrina’s cunt. Her eyes went wide as Gregor plowed his massive member into Sabrina’s tight pussy. The look of shock, pain, and pleasure warred on her face for a moment before she began to move in the tub. Her ass wobbled with each impact of Gregor’s bloated hips and the wet slap of his rotting flesh against her pristine cheeks was audible through the window.

“Ohhhhh, yes, fuck me,” cried Sabrina. “Your cock is so big, Gregor.”

Oliver felt his own meager cock beginning to strain with his impending orgasm. He stroked himself faster, matching the savage pace of Gregor fucking Sabrina. The bloated green monster leaned his belly against her ass and pounded his cock into her pussy. Sabrina sloshed back and forth in the tub, her tits swinging over the side and dripping milk from her swollen nipples. Her face twisting in ecstasy.

Her eyes locking onto Oliver. Mirth seeming to dance in those eyes. Could she see him? Oliver’s heart froze in his throat, but his hand continued to pump on his pre-slicked cock. He couldn’t stop. It felt too good. He was too close.

Gregor’s huge hands held Sabrina’s slender waist as the shambler plowed furiously into her pussy. His wet green hips spanked loudly against Sabrina’s ass and his huge balls churned the water as he thrust into her. Sabrina gripped the edge of the tub, pushing back with all her strength and staring right at Oliver as she cried, “I’m cumming, Gregor! Ohhhh, yes, your cock is incredible! I’m cumming on it!”

The shambler roared with his own pleasure, his head thrown back and his one eye rolling as he hilted in Sabrina’s cunt and unleashed a torrent of his vile seed. Yellowish spunk overflowed Sabrina’s pussy, spurting into her and sloshing out with each thrust of Gregor’s pulsating black cock. The putrid spunk dripped down Sabrina’s legs and swirled in the bathwater as she bucked back against Gregor. Her hazel eyes alight with ecstasy.

Oliver came in that shameful moment. Not just beaten, but humiliated in what might as well have been plain view of his beloved Sabrina. His cum spurted out in meager pumps, no match for the gushing river of unholy sperm being basted into Sabrina’s womb.

When Oliver could bear to look again, Sabrina was flushed, panting, her head down as she clung to the edge of the tub, but her gaze looking up. Looking right at Oliver.

Accusing him of intruding on her private moment with her husband. Laughing at him with her eyes alone for being a pitiful, peeping cuckold.

With a moan of despair, Oliver let himself drop from the tree branch and he landed heavily in the nearby bushes, his lap covered in his slimy cum. His heart aching with humiliation.

This was the price Oliver had to pay for safety.
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Charlotte’s Grimm Escape

Charlotte Van Hesse staggered with the uncertain gait of a shambler. Her long, brown hair was tangled and dirty. Her green eyes rimmed with dark circles. Her bright pink dress was flecked with brown dried blood and her white stockings were torn and smeared with dirt. At least she had good walking shoes after her many days wandering the streets of the dead city. Everything she wore was a gift from Grimm.

London loomed around her, buildings dark as tombs, monuments silent or defiled. The streets echoed with the growling of the dead, but the screams of the living were distant and rare now. The heart of the city, where Charlotte still wandered, had been lost to the shamblers for weeks.

And she lived among them thanks to Grimm. The bloated shambler walked along beside her. His lips pulled back from his yellow teeth. The loathsome black appendage of his tongue occasionally sliding out to lick at the rim of his mouth. His rotting face no longer disgusted her. It was simply the face of her lover. Her mate.

She unconsciously pressed a hand to her abdomen. Once slender, now bulging with the unwholesome product of her frequent rutting with Grimm.

“Raaaaa,” growled Grimm and lifted a decaying hand to point a bony finger towards a partially collapsed tenement. He began to shuffle towards it and Charlotte followed. Inside, in the rain-rotted remains of a nursery, they made a small camp.

And Grimm made a mistake. His gift that night was a small file like a woman might use on her nails. Charlotte’s fingernails were chipped and ragged and it was a thoughtful gift for a shambler. But she knew that Grimm was clever despite his minimal speech. He had noticed the scratches on her arms and legs from her jagged nails.

“Oh, thank you,” she said to Grimm. “That will be most helpful for… yes… I know…”

He was impatient. He pressed against her and demanded a kiss. His rotting hands began to undress her as his tongue slithered into her mouth. She spread her legs for him. She felt his loathsome, swollen cock rubbing between her thighs. Her moans echoed faintly in the night as he took her in the dilapidated nursery. Her stockinged legs in the air and her head thrown back as she cried with hopeless pleasure.

But as Grimm rutted her slick cunt, as he growled and licked and fucked her, Charlotte’s mind was partially elsewhere. Thinking of that file. A weapon? Perhaps, in desperation, but she felt the collar around her slender neck and she imagined freeing herself. Escaping her lover. Making her way out of London to the countryside. Surely there were humans left alive out there.

“Come,” snarled Grimm and he hilted in Charlotte’s tight cunny. His black bollocks throbbed and she felt the oily rush of his seed into her depths. Pumping again and again into her until the silky trickle of his cum could be felt pulsing down the crack of her arse.

“Ohhhhh, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, my love, fill me.”

Grimm liked it when she encouraged him. He growled contentedly and nuzzled against her slender neck, kissing her before slowly sliding his foul cock from her creamy depths and rolling over onto his back. She rolled in the other direction, onto her side, the nail file gripped in her hand. Grimm pulled her close and she pretended to sleep. She used the file to work at the locked mechanism of the collar around her neck.

There was a soft click as it released and Charlotte could not help but let out a soft gasp as the heavy metal band fell away with a thump. She sat up, waiting to see if Grimm reacted. When he continued to gnash his rotting teeth in his sleep, Charlotte got to her feet. Grimm had made something between a wife and a pet out of her, but that was over. Her collar was off and she was free to escape him.

But she lingered. She pressed at the bulge in her otherwise slender abdomen. Five weeks? Six? It was growing fast inside her. But that bulge did not belong to Grimm any more than Charlotte belonged to Grimm. It was in her body. It belonged to her.

“Goodbye, old man,” she whispered and staggered off into the cold London night.

At Carnaby Street, in the old market, Charlotte could see the shamblers scavenging over the destroyed stalls and shops like ragpickers. A few lifted their heads to look at her, but Grimm’s smell clung to her body and she had learned to walk like them. They ignored her as she passed among them. Not far from the market, she came across several shamblers feeding on a relatively fresh kill. The grisly skeleton wore the scraps of a policeman’s uniform and the feasting shamblers wore beards and gloves made from the dead man’s dark red blood.

Charlotte could not help but hurry past the horrific scene. This hurrying betrayed her gait as not that of a shambler to something watching from the nearby ruins.

Charlotte did not see or hear the creature, but she sensed it. An oily menace pouring after her. She quickened her pace until she was running through the streets. Her shoes clopping against the cobblestones as she took a turn and found herself in an alleyway between a cooper smith’s and a burned-out post office. The far end of the alley was blocked with junk as if it had been barricaded at some point.

“No,” gasped Charlotte, her pert breasts heaving as she gulped for breath. She turned and panic widened her green eyes as she saw the shape of the thing coming after her.

It moved almost silently, low to the ground on all fours, its clawed hands, and feet black and covered in greasy snatches of black fur. This fur covered its black body unevenly. Its head was that of a huge wolf but with a head crowned by mismatched horns that curled past its flattened ears. It stared at her with wide, round eyes that flashed silver in the snatches of moonlight shining through the clouds above London. It growled as she faced it, and a long strand of drool spilled from its huge jaws.

She thought of the beast as a werewolf, though the way it moved and looked bore only a partial resemblance to the fairytales of such a creature.

“Oh god, please protect me,” moaned Charlotte, covering her abdomen with one hand.

God, content to merely observe the grisly death of London, did nothing to intervene. The werewolf leapt upon her and tore at her pink dress. Its claws and slavering jaws made short work of her clothing. She twisted and fought against it, but it was far stronger than her, grabbing her slender legs and pulling her back towards it. The beast pressed its lupine nose to her ass and sniffed at her. It licked at her cunt. Her thighs. Its clawed hands gripped her slender hips an it rose behind her. She looked back with a moan of horror and saw the huge black beast positioning itself behind her. Its cock was a red, pulsating thing more beastly than human. Huge. Bigger even than Grimm’s deformed cock, with a flattened head and thick knot at its root.

“No, god, please,” moaned Charlotte.

It hunched over her, clutching her slender neck in its huge, hot jaws. Saliva dripped down her neck and shoulders. Its furry body pressed her down against the cobblestones, but its clawed hands grasped her hips and kept her firm bottom raised. Charlotte trembled as she felt the slimy head of its cock press against the tender folds of her cunt.

“Breeeeed,” growled the beast hotly through teeth that were holding Charlotte by her neck. The head of its cock teased open Charlotte’s folds, and she whimpered with terror. It drew back its hips to bury its length inside her.

“MINE!” roared a familiar, gurgling voice.

The werewolf was suddenly yanked from Charlotte’s back. She turned and scrambled backwards towards the barricade. Two figures, silhouetted in moonlight, battled for her body. Grimm was bigger and seemed stronger. The werewolf was much faster, snapping its jaws and tearing at Grimm as he lifted it off the ground and brought its body down upon his knee. There was a terrible crack as he broke the werewolf’s spine and tossed it aside. He shuffled towards Charlotte, stepping into the moonlight. His face was raked with claw marks and a fresh flap of skin had been torn open on his belly.

“Mine,” repeated Grimm as he reached for Charlotte with his rotten hands.

There was no escape. She was trapped in the alleyway. But Charlotte did not try to run from Grimm. She threw her arms around him and pressed her pale, naked body to the rotten old shambler. She hugged him tightly, kissing the greenish flesh of his cheek and nuzzling against the familiar stench of his body.

“Mine,” he repeated.

“Yours,” agreed Charlotte, tears spilling down her cheeks as she met his probing kiss. His slimy, inhuman tongue invaded her mouth and the familiar heat of his saliva spilled down Charlotte’s throat. She tried to take charge of the moment, to saddle herself atop Grimm and ride him, but the hulking shambler was insistent.

He pushed her back down to the cobblestones as he kissed her with the strange intensity of the dead. His tongue slithering into her throat. His hands pressing apart Charlotte’s thighs. He broke the kiss, his tongue pulling free of her lips with a last smear of his slimy saliva. She licked her lips clean, looking up at him, her heart pounding in her chest. Her pink nipples straining in the moonlight. Her pale body was splayed out before Grimm as he reached down and opened the flap of his trousers.

Charlotte gasped as the thick, bruised-black cock dropped free of Grimm’s pants. It was green around its root and bulged with unhealthy, oozing nodules. The head was as misshapen as a smashed plum. Yet, for perhaps the first time, Charlotte found herself lusting for Grimm. It was more than just the saliva intoxicating her as it often did. This was different.

“It’s real,” she gasped, reaching for his cock. “You… you saved me again, Grimm. Even after I betrayed you.”

“Mine,” he agreed, resting a bony hand on her head and guiding her towards his cock. She tasted it. Revolting, rotten, and dripping with mysterious discharge. She licked it all the same. Beneath the tip. Around it. Parting her lips to take him into her mouth and suckling it as she stretched her lips around his deformed cock.

She pleasured him, bobbing her mouth against him and taking him to the back of her mouth until the sour ooze of his cock smeared against her throat.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around him. Slurping and sucking him like those whores she had read about in naughty books. The sounds she made echoed in the alleyway. Grimm’s noises of pleasure grew into loud growls of lust.

He yanked Charlotte’s head back and popped his cock free of her lips. His tip wet and glistening with her saliva. He pushed her onto her back and forced apart her legs. Then he was atop her again and she reached down to help him guide his twitching cock to her entrance.

They groaned in mutual pleasure as he sunk his fat shambler cock into Charlotte’s hot, eager cunny. Her folds parting before his thrust. Her slick young channel stretching to accommodate him once more. She wrapped her legs in their torn, white stockings around his bulk, drawing him deeper. Feeling his bollocks against her bum.

“Ohhhhhh, Grimm,” she cried, bucking beneath him. “Yes! Ohhhhh, forgive me for being such a fool!”

“For,” he said, looking down at her. “Give.”

He hammered his cock into her then. It was a rough, intense rutting the likes of which she had never before experienced from Grimm. Her pert breasts bounced against her pale torso. Her breath came in gasps with each stroke. Her legs squeezed around him, encouraging him to fuck her hard and deep. His cock rubbing at her womb with each stroke.

“Ohhhhh! So good! Take me, Grimm!” She cried, her pleasure building and tightening around him. An intense ecstasy somewhere between release and relief. She realized in that pulsating cascade of pleasure that she no longer hated him. That his rotting visage was beautiful to her. That he, of all creatures, was the father of her child. She could not deny her love for him.

“Mine,” he repeated and planted another kiss to her lips. Her tongue met his and twisted with that slimy tentacle deep within her mouth. She held him tight between her trembling thighs, feeling his tension build. His rotten bollocks tightening. His pleasure growling against her lips.

She would have begged for his seed, but she could not get a word out with his tongue thrusting into her mouth. She could only take his cum. Feeling it boil up from his throbbing bollocks. Pumping into her and flooding against the entrance to her womb. Spurt after spurt that filled her until it frothed and churned around his thrusting cock.

He lost his hardness quickly, his rotten cock easing out of her creamy depths as Charlotte lay panting upon the filthy cobblestones. She looked up at her savior and smiled at him. One hand resting atop the bulge in her slender abdomen.

Grimm seemed drained by their encounter. He sagged back against the bricks and raised a bony hand to the flap torn in his belly. A thick, partially congealed black liquid was oozing out of the wound.

“You’ve been hurt,” realized Charlotte, crawling towards him. “Oh, Grimm, it’s my fault. Forgive me.”

She might have escaped him again then. Might have run from the wounded shambler. Instead, she collected scraps from her dress and wrapped it around his midsection. She used her panties to stuff his wound. The blood stopped oozing and Grimm seemed to steady himself.

That was when Charlotte returned to what she had been doing before. Her tongue licking the filthy cock of the rotten old monster. Her lips kissing and opening to his slowly swelling member. She looked up at him. At those sunken eyes. Taking his cock into her mouth.

Tasting him.

Serving him.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned as her head bobbed with growing fervor. Grimm’s hand cradled her head, only this time, he did not stop her. He growled, his jaw hanging slack as she sucked his cock. His eyes watching her with something like affection.

This deed was more than lust. It was acquiescence, even full acceptance. She was showing Grimm that she no longer had any desire to escape. She was showing him that she did not need a collar to prove she was bound to him.

She was his willing mate from that point forward.

Grimm let out a snarl of pleasure as his cock pulsed in Charlotte’s mouth. She moaned softly as the shambler’s rancid seed gushed to the back of her throat. She winced but kept sucking. Swallowing each spurt of his cum no matter how bad it tasted. Looking up at him through watering eyes as she drank his load.

Serving her mate.
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Misty’s Amphibian Pleasures

The fall of London and its surrounding villages had opened Misty Hartfield’s young eyes to a simple, immutable truth: even when the world was over, there was still washing to be done. The pretty washing girl was only eighteen when the shamblers appeared. Her nineteenth birthday had come in the overfilled basement of a refugee shelter. Weeks had passed since then and the pretty washwoman with the big, blue eyes and the brown hair kept in a tight braid had managed to survive when so many others had not.

Misty had fled the worst of the infection for the industrial areas of London. When those had become overrun, she moved to the London Yard on the Isle of Dogs. The wharfs there had seen the last ships escaping from London on the Thames but lay silent and empty since.

Shamblers wandered into the tin-roofed warehouses, groaning and growling as they searched for prey, but they never found anything, and no horde ever gathered. Half-finished ships rested in the drydocks, their partial hulls like the skeletons of giant beasts. A coal barge lay half-sunk at anchor and the large warehouses were echoing and silent.

There was nothing worthwhile to human or monster. Misty found things. Little things. A bar of soap, a pocketknife, a sack of grain half-rotten but half edible. She lived in the shadows. She slept in the pilot house of the coal barge on a tilting floor and climbed across to the warehouses during daylight when the mists cleared.

She always found something worth scavenging. And when she got dirty, which was always, she could wash her clothes in the Thames. She kept clean as if it would prevent the infection that had claimed so many others. Perhaps Misty Hartfield was the only woman left in London who did not reek of sweat and did not wear filth-caked clothing. Obsessively scrubbing and drying her aprons, work dresses, polishing boots, and rinsing her corsets and bloomers and stockings.

That unlucky day, her soap had run out. She was searching through the empty warehouses more frantically than usual. Desperate to find a new bar before her body took on the smell of the unwashed. Before the stains began to accumulate upon her work clothes.

“I’m not like the others,” she told herself. “Cleanliness is what separates me from the dead. And everyone is dead now. Everyone… dead…”

She climbed into old crates and searched through piles of packing straw. Rats squeaked and fled from her increasingly desperate scavenging. She was so intent on finding soap or wash powder that she failed to notice the setting sun.

Misty was alerted to danger by the howl. Something was with her. Something had her scent and was hunting her. She abandoned her search for soap and began to backtrack towards her shelter on the coal barge. But she had gone too far. Too deep into the sprawl of warehouses and drydocks. Before long, she heard it hunting her. Claws on cobblestones. Sniffing along and growling as it followed the trail left by the smell of her clean body.

Then she saw it as she rounded a corner. It was blocking her way, as big as a man, but on all fours. Its body gaunt and scabrous, its head an elongated skeletal thing with ragged antlers and red-rimmed, bloodshot eyes. A wet, black serpent of a tongue slid out of its mouth and licked its fangs. It was looking right at her, and it rose a little higher on its spindly limbs. Large claws clacking on the stone. Something huge and red and pulsating beneath its abdomen. A beastly cock with fat bollocks swinging beneath it.

A werewolf, thought Misty. She had seen beasts like this hunting before, on the other side of the Thames. Skinny, relentless, and brutal hunters.

“Grrrrraaaaaa?” The creature’s growl seemed to question Misty.

“N-no, god, please,” moaned the washwoman, looking again at the canine redness of its cock. “Please, stay back! Keep that thing away from me!”

She pulled her satchel off her shoulders, feeling the weight of the few cans of tinned eels she had found during her search for soap. She flung the pack at the beast, hitting it in the face. It snarled and flailed for a moment and Misty ran in the other direction.

Misty’s feet propelled her desperately through the tangle of warehouses. She dashed between one and into a drydock. There a tug stood on blocks. Its hull covered in massive barnacles that somehow lived and dripped with slime despite being out of the water for weeks. Questing mollusk tongues reaching out from their shells as if to taste Misty as she ducked beneath them. She shuddered as she felt the rancid slime drizzling her shirt. The stink of them dripping onto her clothing and hair.

She looked back, hearing the tick-tick-tick of the werewolf’s claws on the stones. She emerged from the drydock just as the werewolf entered on the opposite side. She glimpsed it over her shoulder. Head low, growling, a flash of dark, scabby skin and long limbs visible before Misty fled again.

She stole another look back over her shoulder and blundered into something else. Something even worse than the werewolf.

The gulper was some horrid combination of amphibian and human. Its flesh was yellow and slimy and covered in oozing boils. It stood on squat back legs as thick as tree trunks, webbed feet ending in hooked claws, and its huge, bloated body hunched forward to balance its weight on its long forelimbs. Its face bore little resemblance to a human’s features. The eyes were bulging and red, each wet orb as big as Misty’s fist, and its mouth was as wide as the lip of a wheelbarrow.

Misty stared up at the creature. A giant compared to her. Its nostrils flared atop this bulbous face. There was a sickening pop as its lower jaw dislocated, and the monster’s huge mouth flopped and sagged open like the sac of a pelican. A massive tongue slid out and dragged across Misty’s face, smearing her with slime and the foul, amphibian stink of its mouth.

It let out a hungry groan and Misty saw the depths of its gullet. Big enough to swallow her whole. She could imagine herself squeezing down that wet, pink passage and into its bloated belly. Stretching its gut as she digested inside it.

“God… save me…”

She took a step back, her face dripping with the gulper’s fetid slime. That was when she saw the thing beneath the gulper’s belly. Worse than even the werewolf’s cock. It was thicker and just as long, covered in wartlike nodules that dripped with slime. Even bigger bollocks, heavy with cum, dragging to the ground as its cock stiffened and twitched. A strand of pre dripped from its rounded tip.

Misty took another fearful step back. The gulper lunged forward with speed belying its bloated bulk. Its clawed, webbed fingers suddenly grasped her by her slender shoulders. Its tongue stretched out, impossibly long, dragging pink and wet and slimy over her face, down her bodice, and bursting her corset and apron open. She gasped as her plump breasts were exposed. Pink nipples puffy at the areolas and stiff at their summits. The huge tongue slithered and slid over her breasts, covering them in more slime.

Misty did not fight it. She was beyond terror, her mind and body frozen in the sort of helpless paralysis of trapped prey.

The mouth of the gulper opened wider, hanging agape as the beast lifted her off her feet and its tongue peeled her clothes away with forceful tugs. Her boots were plucked from her feet, knickers and stockings torn away, her cunt, thick with brown hair, dragged and licked and tasted by the beast’s huge tongue.

“GGGggggrrgggll,” it growled, deep in its throat, and it drew her towards its sagging mouth.

Misty finally began to struggle, pushing and writhing at the gulper’s tongue as it dragged her into its gaping mouth. She felt the slimy warmth of it, suggesting it was not quite an amphibian. But her mind could hardly register such details as she was pulled head-first into its mouth. Fleshy pink becoming darkness. The foul-smelling flesh stretching around her as her breasts dragged over its soft lips. Her abdomen. Her hips. Her entire body sliding into its hideous mouth, stretching it around her as she fought and kicked until her feet were slurped into its toothless maw.

In muffled darkness, Misty found a new and terrible acceptance. She stopped fighting, her breath filling the gulper’s mouth with hot, smothering air. Its tongue curled around her and pulled her to the back of its throat. Her feet first this time, bound by its inner muscles, drawn down into its esophagus. She moaned prayers to an absent god as she was swallowed whole and alive down the monster’s throat. Its slimy walls constricted her. She felt a valve, soft and wet against her toes, and then this opened, and she was pushed deeper. Into a hot, damp chamber that stretched around her like warm, wet cloth.

This is where I die, thought Misty, knees against her bare breasts. Her body drenched in slime. This dark, stinking pit is where I suffocate or melt away.

The gulper swallowed a mouthful of air, pushing it down into the sac with Misty. The stench was unpleasant, but she could breathe better. But why? Why would it want her alive? As the beast began to move and jostle around her, she could think of only unpleasant answers to these questions.

The gulper’s lair was a dugout concealed in a scrapyard. The area surrounding its burrow was strewn with the regurgitated bones of its victims. Human skulls and limbs, bare save for slime, attracted swarms of the fat black flies that had feasted upon the carcass of London for weeks. The gulper hopped past them, its distended belly swaying with its most recent meal as it went sloshing down into its dugout.

There, it nestled in a warm, dark chamber beneath the ground. It squatted down, bracing its forelimbs on the soft earth, and it began to heave. Inner muscles working and mucus spewing out as it began to regurgitate its last meal.

It would give Misty the same chance it gave all human females: breed or be swallowed again. For good this time. So far, no human females had accepted the gulper’s offer, but the monster liked the look of this one. The softness of her bust and the round ampleness of her bottom. She tasted good, yes, but her hips were wide. Her cunt sweet on his tongue. She would make a good meal, but a better mate.

The human slid from its mouth with blinking effort. Slimy and gasping, she plopped onto the ground of its lair. The gulper stood over Misty. It looked down at her with its reddened, bulging eyes. Its huge, warty cock twitched.

Misty, gasping for breath, traumatized anew by being regurgitated, stared up in horror at the gulper’s inhuman eyes and wide, horrible mouth. Her gaze drifted lower. To that massive cock pointed at her naked body.

“Gggggguggggggglll! GGGRRRRAAWWLLL?” The creature seemed to speak, though there were no words in what it said.

Misty understood. This was an offer, and it would make it only once.

“You want… to put that in me?” she gasped, looking at its cock again. Thinking it was too big. Too horrible. But then looking back at its mouth and realizing she would do anything to avoid going back inside the gulper. Anything to not end her life digesting in its belly. “I… please… don’t hurt me. I’ll do it.”

This was what the gulper had longed to hear. So many foolish girls had failed to see reason and had been relegated to being a meal. But this pretty one saw the better answer and she did not fight as he took her in his arms and spread her upon her back upon the floor of his lair. He did not mount her as a beast, but as a man. Spreading her legs wide and rubbing the head of his grotesque cock against her slit. His lips parted and his huge tongue slithered out, lashing across her face, her breasts, and down between her legs.

Misty moaned with horrified pleasure as the gulper tasted her cunt. Each drag of its huge tongue sent another tremor of pleasure through her body. That tongue, so thick and powerful, sliding wetly across her cunt, tasting her again and again. Then it pressed her legs even wider and shifted its huge, bloated body between her thighs. It held her arms above her head as it rubbed its cock against her entrance again and again. The slime oozing from its cock soaking into her pussy and making her throb with need.

“Ohhhh, god, why does it feel so good?” She moaned and writhed beneath the beast.

Its cock invaded her cunt with a sudden, sharp thrust. She howled in agony, her muscles straining as she arched beneath the Gulper. Its warty cock stretching her to her absolute limit, but its slimy secretions numbing the pain and leaving her with the first, pulsating spasms of pleasure.

“Gggggraaaaaaa,” gurgled the gulper and it began to rut into her. Its tongue licking at her breasts and then pushing into her mouth. She moaned around that huge, wet muscle as it began to rut its foul cock harder into her pussy. Misty’s tits bounced, puffy nipples dragging against its slimy body. Pus dripping from its boils onto her once-clean skin.

The depravity and horror of what was happening gave way to pleasure. The ecstasy of being rutted by such a huge cock and by such a powerful beast. She moaned around the tongue in her mouth, tasting its monstrous filth as her abdomen bulged with each thrust of that huge, hideous cock.

Misty’s fear and horror gave way to madness. She began to move beneath the Gulper, rutting up against the swollen cock. Her body eager for each stroke that nearly ruined her. The very size of it a source of pleasure. She began to cum upon the beast’s cock, her inner walls tensing and gripping it as the beast’s gurgling pleasure grew louder.

Her orgasm was like none she had ever experienced with man or with herself. No pitiful human cock could ever match this cunt-stretching, womb-wrecker. This huge cock plowing into her, intoxicating slime drenching her inner walls, huge bollocks throbbing and slapping against her ass.

“Mmmmhmmmm!” she cried with ecstasy, sucking at the huge tongue in her mouth. Savoring it as she felt the gulper tense above her.

When it came, it was like flood-swollen rivers rushing into her womb. An incessant, pulsating flow of cum that drenched her cervix and filled her with thousands of parasitic larvae. Her belly bloating with the rush of hot seed. Her cunt overflowing as the Gulper’s bollocks twitched again and again. The gulper howled triumphantly. Its monstrous, gurgling voice deafening within the confines of its lair.

Later, after its cock had withdrawn from Misty’s gaping cunt, she lay gasping in a pool of its cum. The gulper sat back on its haunches. Watching her. Waiting as she became feverish and endured the infection of its seed.

By dawn, when she still lived, the gulper knew it had chosen wisely. The fever broke and the pregnancy began.

Misty, delirious still after the intensity of her breeding, crawled to the gulper and nuzzled between its flabby thighs. It draped a webbed hand protectively over her naked body and let out a contented croak as Misty began to kiss and caress its flaccid cock.

Its lust began to stir, and it let out another happy gurgle as it felt the human struggling to fit its cock into her mouth. Misty moaned around it that foul member, her body slick with filth and thick with the stench of the monster’s seed. All thoughts of soap long forgotten as she began to suck the gulper’s hideous cock.
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Clara and the Rats in the Clocktower

A loud knock at Clara Huntson’s bedroom door startled her just as she was about to let down her honey blonde hair from its bun and remove her evening dress from supper. She left the hairpin in place and went to the door with a swish of her skirt. She was a beautiful, green-eyed woman of small size but with a medium bust accentuated by her corseted bodice. She opened the door to find the pale, splotchy face and blue uniform of Corporal Weatherby from the militia.

“Miss,” he said, saluting her as most of the men tended to salute the daughter of the Lord Mayor and fiancé of Captain Clarke. “You must leave immediately. A huge crowd of the hungry dead has been pushing at the western barricade and there is a chance that may break through.”

“Oh, heavens,” said Clara. “I’ll just change my clothes and—”

“No time, miss,” said Weatherby. “They’ve already attacked the Tower and there’s been additional sightings of vermen within the barricades. It seems they’re gathering as well.”

The thought of the horrible ratlike vermen gathering in numbers was almost too horrible for Clara to imagine. While they had plagued the militia since the Deadening began, they were always seen alone or in small groups. Scavenging and sometimes kidnapping unwary young women. Shamblers could be intelligent occasionally, but the vermen were always clever. Which made even lone rats dangerous.

“Let me just pack a valise,” said Clara, turning back to her dresser.

Corporal Weatherby wouldn’t have it. He let her take her purse and a shawl and then bundled her out of her bedroom and down to a waiting carriage. She noticed the carriage had two outriders with shotguns in addition to the driver as she was pushed inside.

“Will you tell Captain Clarke I am safe?” gasped Clara, fully realizing the severity of the situation. “I shouldn’t want him to worry.”

“Yes, miss. You’ll be safe,” promised Weatherby. “They’ll take you to Westminster for the night. All this should be cleared up by morning and you can return.”

He shut the door in her face before she could say more. She heard a thump as he signaled for the carriage to move. It set off at a thunderous pace down the cobblestone streets and toward Westminster Palace. It was pouring rain and clouds nearly blotted out the entire sky.

Clara pressed to the armored shutters over the glass and strained to see what was happening outside the carriage. She could hear weary formation songs from marching militia men and could see groups mustering under the glow of streetlamps. The men in their rain cloaks were bidding farewell to wives and children. The marching groups were already headed in the direction of the western barricades. The opposite direction that Clara’s carriage was heading.

The carriage slowed at one intersection to allow a small group of militia men to pass. Clara happened to press to the window on the opposite side which looked out upon a dark service road between buildings. Several pairs of red eyes peered out from the darkness.

“Vermen,” gasped Clara. Before she could warn the driver, the carriage rolled on, leaving the service road behind.

They arrived at the inner barricades of Westminster and guards flagged the carriage down. Clara was helped from the carriage and several men, seemingly on edge, escorted her past sandbags and barbed wire and to the Clocktower. She paused outside to look up at its illuminated dial. Rain sheeted down into her face and she wiped her eyes as she saw it was after ten o’clock.

“Come inside, my lady, please,” said one of the guards, forcing her into the tower. “You will be safest inside.”

He shut the door behind him with an echoing thud and Clara was alone with the loud ticking of the clock high above her head atop the winding staircase. She heard a lock being turned and could hear orders being barked on the other side. Then it was quiet. Just that tick-tock so loud that she could feel it as if she were holding a watch up to her ear. It was almost hypnotic.

Although some light from the clockface spilled down the tower, the chamber at the base of the tower was brightly lit by additional lanterns. She took one from a peg on the wall and began to climb up. She stopped at the third landing and lowered the dimmer of the lantern. She sat down, pushed her back to the wall, and closed her eyes. She was just beginning to drift off to sleep when Big Ben struck eleven.

The toll of the bell was deafening. She covered her ears and screamed as each peal shook her bones within her body. She was still recovering from the toll when she noticed another sound. A commotion outside the door. Men shouting. Weapons thundering and blades clashing. This went on for several minutes, the combat seeming to match the rhythm of the ticking clock tower. Clara held her breath until the battle fell silent and only the ticking of Big Ben remained.

The relative silence was broken by a scratching, picking sound. Clara jerked in surprise and pressed herself to the railing to peer down the stairs. The lock on the door was jiggling. Someone, or something, was trying to unlock the door.

Shamblers wouldn’t do that.

“Oh, god, the vermen,” gasped Clara.

She watched in horror as the lock turned and clicked. Her blood was ice in her veins and her heart was pounding heavily in her chest. The handle slowly turned, and the door slowly swung open.

Torchlight brightened the entrance and for a long moment a distorted, flickering shadow fell across the floor. Clara wanted to scream. To run.

In stepped the most horrifying creature she had ever seen. She had only ever seen vermen dead or in a cage. This one was bigger, huge even, and very much alive. He stepped into the tower, looked about the ground floor, and then looked up directly at Clara. He walked on two legs, more upright than most of his kind, with a slightly crooked rat like snout, long whiskers, and patchy brown fur. He wore a ridiculous wig of powdered white curls. Long, jagged yellow teeth stuck from his mouth, and he licked his lips with the curl of his long red tongue. His clawed hands grasped a long staff with a crude rat’s head symbol atop it. This was smeared with blood and gore.

He wore a crown. Glittering with diamonds and rubies. Along with heavy, jewel-encrusted necklaces and rings on his clawed fingers. Clara realized with horror that these were the royal jewels. This filthy, vile creature was wearing the royal jewels and making a mockery of the Union Jack by wearing one as a tattered cape.

Then her attention was drawn from the jewels to his nakedness, for something truly foul jutted from beneath his grotesquely swollen belly. The Vermen King’s penis was long and red, with slight knots to it as if it were made from knotted red rope. It glistened wetly, protruding from under the hang of its paunch and two huge, furry bollocks dangled beneath it.

The rat let out a chattering, rasping squeak and seemed to smile at Clara.

That was when she finally broke from her paralysis and let out a shrill scream that echoed up the tower. Clara ran and the Vermen King scurried after her, moving with a speed belied by his bloated belly.

Panting and out of breath, Clara reached the top. She was just behind the clock face. The gears and the pendulums swinging to her right, and the solid face of the Clock Tower to her left. She was bathed in golden light from the great lamp that hung above the clock gears, meant to illuminate the clock face. Below her she could see the city sprawled out like a maze.

She had managed to climb the stairs faster than the fat rat thing, but it did not matter. There was nowhere for her to run.

The Vermen King had slowed his climb. She could hear him wheezing as he ascended the last two floors. His shadow spilled like ink up the stairs. He appeared behind it and gave her that awful smile again. He trundled towards her, breathing heavily, his staff thumping as he leaned against it with each step. His crimson cock glistened wetly in the great lantern’s light.

Clara swallowed hard and backed away. She kept backing until she tripped over her own foot and landed on her soft bum. She was silhouetted against the face of the clocktower for all of London to see. The rat’s silhouette loomed over her as he approached. She backed away from him, crawling on her bum. The larger silhouette leapt with sudden urgency and the smaller silhouette seemed to disappear inside it.

Clara screamed as the king of the rats tore at her bodice. She screamed with all her heart and her screams were drowned out by the deafening peal of Big Ben as it rung midnight.

The rat did not wait for the ringing to stop. He savaged young Clara’s body with his jagged claws, tearing apart her bodice, ripping away her shift, and exposing the pale flesh beneath. His fingers sought the budding pink of her nipples. He pinched and twisted and seemed to relish her cries of pain. His face descended, whiskers hard and prickling, teeth grazing unblemished skin. His hot, wet tongue traveled over Clara’s heaving breasts. She beat her fists against the rat’s head and shoulders, knocking the crown and the wig askew, but otherwise doing nothing to deter the vile creature.

Clara felt the hot tongue slithering over her nipples. Back and forth as though she leaked sweet milk. The rat’s claws ripped at her skirt and tore it apart until her kicking legs were bare save for her stocking and knickers. He left her stockings but tore away her fluffy underclothes. Clara pissed, warm liquid spurting out in fear and shock, but this did nothing to deter the vile rat. He pushed her legs back and offered his rubbing cockhead to that hot stream. The fat brute seemed to relish the last of her fearful expulsion and then shoved his cockhead to her delicate pink folds.

“No! Nooooo!” screamed Clara, but her words were lost to the sounds of the clock. Her body arching with her weight against her shoulders as the rat spread her legs wide and hunched forward. His huge belly pressed down against her and his slimy, vile cock invaded her cunt.

Clara was not a virgin, but she felt like one as that massive, ropy thing invaded her body. The rat squeaked with pleasure as he hilted inside her, his furry bollocks smacking against her round bum as his cock beat against her womb. He stifled her cries with his tongue, leaning over her to thrust it into her mouth. She moaned and tried to turn away, but there was no escaping those thrusts. The horror of them.

The pleasure of them.

Stroke after stroke of the Vermen King’s cock beat against her womb and dragged against her clit. It was pleasure far greater than any she had experienced from the shallow thrusts of her fiancé’s merely human cock. The huge weight of its furry bollocks beat against her ass, promising a foul explosion that would flood her innocent womb.

“Mmmmmmmm!” cried Clara, tears streaming from her eyes as the Vermen King’s tongue seemed to fill her mouth. That vile eel slithered out from her lips trailing saliva and she screamed again. The rat squeaked with amusement, thrusting harder into her stretched cunny and bouncing his bollocks against her bum. Her legs were pressed wide, hips aching, cunt clenching around each savage thrust. The foul reek of the creature seemed to smother Clara. She looked up into its beady eyes, trying to muster the strength to shout defiance at it.

Instead, she began to cum. It struck her in a sudden spasm. A pleasure like none she had ever felt with Captain Clarke. A pulsating, profound ecstasy that made her entire body clench and squeeze around the thrusting cock of the Vermen King.

He felt it too. Letting out a satisfied squeak, he hilted inside her, his scruffy loins rubbing against her delicate mound and his clawed hands on her legs. She felt the warm rush of liquid within her, meeting her pleasure with his as he began to cum. Spurt after spurt of hot, vile seed pumped into Clara’s clutching cunt. Her womb seemed to drink that vile brew and with each spurt she felt herself submitting to the hideous creature.

“My bride! My sweet bride! Mine now! Mine forever!” The rat king’s squeaked words became comprehensible to Clara.

“No,” she cried, but her body refuted the word with trembling jerks of her hips. “Please… not this.”

“You hear me now, human?” The rat laughed, slowing its thrusts within her and letting its cock slowly slide from her cum-drenched cunt. “I have claimed you as my own. A finer prize than any baubles from a queen. You are my queen. Yes. My queen!”

He leaned down and kissed her, his whiskers rubbing against her face and his tongue thrusting once more into her mouth. Clara kissed the Vermen King back. Her tongue moving against his. Her body, shuddering with aftershocks, slowly dripping with the creature’s warm cum.

He took her again then. Slower, but no less urgent. He turned her onto her hands and knees and mounted her from behind. His weight pushed her face down to the floor. His bollocks swung and beat against her clit.

When Clara came again, she thrust back against that cock. She skewered herself on its throbbing length and accepted the waves of vile pleasure that thundered through her body. She took more of the vile seed with pleasure. Hot spurting gushes of rat cum pumped into her trembling depths. Dripping down her thighs. Frothing with each stroke until her cunt felt buttery and slick with his seed.

He pulled out again and stood over her, twitching his whiskers and looked down at her she writhed in a puddle of spunk. She played with herself and spread his stinking seed over her thighs and up her abdomen. She smeared it onto her breasts and licked the salty foulness of it from her fingers.

He hung his dripping cock above her and she sat up and took it into her mouth. She moaned around it and sucked it like she had seen a whore do once to a militia man. She fondled his furry bollocks and bobbed her head upon him.

“My queen,” he growled, cradling her head with one clawed hand.

“My… my king,” she gasped, returning her mouth to him. Her surrender was silhouetted against the face of Big Ben. Her dark figure bobbing its head upon the rat king’s cock. Sucking him until, as the clock struck one with a single, thunderous peal, he erupted again into her mouth.

She drank his seed and felt it spilling down her chin and dripping onto her tits in warm waves. She fell back, gasping, delirious with shame and pleasure. Drunk upon the king’s mighty seed.

At last, exhausted by her exertions, Clara lay nestled in the Rat Kings furry arms, sleeping. Once the Rat King had summoned his own strength, he gathered up his new queen and carried her down the stairs. The sound of the clock carrying on.

The next day, the captain and his guards stormed to the top of the clock tower, only to find the tattered remains of a white dress and a torn corset, and glistening stains upon the wooden floor that gave off a foul animal musk. Of Clara, nothing else remained to be found, and no peace was ever given to her fiancé.
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Jane and the Doctor’s Dark Secrets

The shambler waddled slowly across the street dragging a bloodied doll in one hand as its bulging eyes searched the night. Its rotten jaw hung open and a long, black tongue hung out of its mouth and dripped with slime that had stained streaks down the front of the ridiculous ruffled shirt it was wearing. Although grotesquely swollen, bulging from clothing that was split at the seams, the shambler exhibited sudden dexterity when a cat leapt into its path. The flabby hands only missed the hissing tomcat by inches before the animal fled into a nearby alley.

A flash of light sparkled in that same alley. Something that flickered and caught the dead one’s attention, like a sliver of moonlight reflecting from the face of a watch.

“Hungreeeee,” growled the shamble and it lurched towards the alleyway.

The source of the light disappeared, but the hungry dead thing kept walking towards the darkness. Its nostrils flared and its drooling became more pronounced. It tossed aside the child’s doll and reached out with groping hands in search of the warm flesh it sought.

“Hungreeeee,” it repeated, slime slopping from its dangling jaw and its tongue searching for fresh meat or a warm hole to violate.

The blade flashed with that same silvery flight, causing the shambler to flinch back. This motion saved its questing tongue from the blade’s descent, but did not spare its reaching hands, which were cut neatly off at the wrists and dropped to the alleyway. The shambler lifted its stumps slowly to look at them as blackened, congealed blood oozed out. It made a sound of disappointment and then the silver blade took off its head.

Even headless, the shambler seemed to live another few seconds, staggering and slowly turning. Then it dropped heavily to the paving stones, its last rotten blood exiting its neck with a gush of black ichor, and it lay still.

Boots clicked as Jane Dowarty stepped out of the darkness. She was a tall woman with dark, braided hair and a more than ample bust swelling atop her tight vest and opened blouse beneath. She was beautiful, but hard, with green eyes that betrayed not a speck of fear and a smile that was more like a grimace. She was dressed in a hodgepodge of scavenged clothing, a royal green jacket of a grenadier and multiple pistol belts and sword scabbards layered upon tight leather pants that accentuated her ample bottom.

She grabbed the tail of the shambler’s jacket and used it to wipe her blade clean. She searched its pockets and found a man’s wallet stuffed with pound notes. These she let flutter from her fingers, but she took out the man’s other papers. One scrap was a doctor’s license that listed an address in the nouveau riche neighborhood of Belgravia.

“Well, well, Doctor Falcrest,” said Jane, reading the man’s name, “perhaps I’ll pay your house a visit and see if there’s anything worth taking.”

She searched the headless shambler’s other pockets and found a set of keys. One was clearly a house key, but another was strange and long, like a skeleton key but recently made.

“What’s this? A stash of medical supplies for me to loot?” Jane patted the shambler’s chest affectionately. “Why thank you, doctor. Don’t mind if I do.”

Jane could hear other shamblers approaching, likely drawn by the scent of even one of their own kind being slain.

As the city emptied of fresh meals, Jane had witnessed more and more of the monsters turning on each other. The shambling dead tended not to attack one another when their prey was still walking, but if one of their kind perished or became somehow trapped, the others would devour their kin without hesitation. She had once observed a shamble pinned under a fallen wall being slowly eaten by its comrades over a period of two days. The vile thing did not even perish, for its comrades could not reach its head or chest and simply ate off its limbs. Once its comrades had departed, their bellies swollen with rotten flesh, Jane had delivered a coup de grâce with a cavalry saber to silence its moaning.  

The shuffling footsteps of three of the shamblers drew nearer. Weeks of surviving in crawling London had left Jane fearless of all but the biggest packs of shamblers. Still, she did not want to spend her time dealing with the creatures, which might eventually accumulate in burdensome numbers.

No time for such culling if she was to investigate the doctor’s home in Belgravia before sunrise. She finished her search of the shambler’s pockets and retrieved her sturdy leather valise containing her scavenging for the night. Not much. A tin of fish and a bottle of tonic water along with a few rounds of ammunition for a weapon she was not even carrying.

She slipped out of the alleyway, her boots clicking softly on the cobblestones as she made for Belgravia. It was a neighborhood of mansions and townhouses squeezed into rows. New palaces of gilded white plaster that had once held the promise of a burgeoning upper class of commoners.

Belgravia had been one of the first neighborhoods engulfed in mists and overrun with the dead. The houses there had been looted early in the Deadening, their windows smashed, and many burned, but a doctor’s house promised hidden treasures. Particularly with that key she had discovered. If his house had a cellar, he might have an entire laboratory within, which meant chemicals she could use or trade with other survivors.

There were packs of gaunt shamblers picking over the ruins of the townhouses in Belgravia. Some skeletal winged thing watching from a rooftop, its red eyes glowering down at Jane but the creature deciding she was too dangerous to be worth the effort. She saluted the creature with a pistol. The creature took to wing, circling once over the neighborhood before flapping off into the dense fog banks frothing from the Thames. A shambler spotted Jane and she dispatched it with a single parry of its reaching claws and a stab of her saber through its eye.

She moved on, seeking the address of the doctor’s house. Fortunately, it was not one of the houses that had been burned to a blackened skeleton. She made her way up the stairs and into a darkened entryway. Once, a butler might have answered the door, but now there was only a soft moan of the night wind through broken windows and a carpet of bloodied footprints on the tiles, turned black with time.

There was a strange, foul odor in the house. A worse stench than merely decay. It put her on edge as she crept through the ransacked house. Broken glass and shattered ceramics crunched under Jane’s boots. She was on her way to the kitchen, passing through the dark stairwell to the second and third floors, when her boot encountered something that squished and thumped. She looked down and saw a human jawbone that had been turned an odd shade of green. It glistened with damp slime.

“What’s this now?” she wondered, crouching down to nudge it with her saber. There were more bones glistening in the darkness. Many more. Whole ribcages and green-stained legbones still connected by traces of sinew. There were enough bones strewn and heaped to make several humans. For the first time in a few days, Jane felt fear. She stood and something warm and wet splashed against her shoulder.

She looked up as the Pustuloth struck. Its grotesque fleshy body, like some diseased barnacle, was clinging to the underside of the archway supporting the staircase. Its toothless maw, so repulsively like a sphincter, yawned open, dripping with slime and its “tongue” shot out from this and wrapped around Jane’s slender neck. It was a tentacle, not a tongue, and one long enough to wrap around Jane’s body several times as it lifted her off her feet.

“GGGkkkktthh!” she cried, losing her saber and kicking as she grabbed at the tentacle, fighting to free it from her body. But this only brought her bare hands in contact with the slippery tentacle and exposed her to its stinging cells. Not designed to kill or even paralyze, these cells inflicted a different sort of horror upon Jane.

As the Pustuloth dragged her towards its gaping mouth, she became calm. She even relaxed. Her fingers slipping away from the tentacle. Her arms dangling from her sides as she was drawn head-first into the Pustuloth.

Her last view was of that awful pink stomach stretching to accommodate her. A horrible warmth covering her in more of the Pustuloth’s calming secretions as she was drawing completely inside its stomach and the mouth sphincter slurped her feet inside. The large tentacle released her and she fell back with a grunt against the yielding walls. Her head was spinning. Warmth and calm threatening to smother her.

In the pitch-black interior of the creature, she felt smaller tentacles beginning to wriggle and reach for her body from the inner lining of its stomach. These were much softer and gentler than the tentacle that had captured her, but these small tendrils were insistent. They plucked at her clothing. They unburdened her of gun belts and scabbards. Collecting them at her feet before excreting him back out of the mouth to drop heavily atop the bone pile. Her boots the Pustuloth kept. It could digest those eventually.

Tentacles wriggled into her sleeves and slithered down into her cleavage. They stroked her face and tasted her neck. They dragged hotly across her nipples. They teased against her lips.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned softly as she felt them squirming into the waist of her trousers. A tentacle worked its way into her mouth, and she tasted sour slime against her tongue. Her lower half had their fullest attention. Peeling and plucking at her pants. Wriggling into her thong. Between her buttocks. Over the fuzzy thatch of her quim. The slime relaxing her. Imparting, even, a terrible sort of pleasure.

“No, not like this,” she moaned, her words muffled by the tentacle wriggling against her tongue. She felt every scrap of her clothing being stripped away like the peel of a fruit. The tentacles even took her wool stockings.

Dreamily pleasured by the stroking tentacles, Jane offered little resistance. Some dim survival instinct warned her that it would begin digesting her soon. That she would end up like those green-stained skeletons she had stepped on below.

The pleasure of the tentacles writhing and squeezing Jane’s ample curves and the copious amounts of venom her body had absorbed kept her from struggling. She whimpered and squirmed against the tentacles. Feeling them brush against her anus. Her soft folds. Tentacles slowly invaded her and stung her from within, exploring her tender holes and building pleasure into a bubbling stewpot of ecstasy.

“Mmmmmm ohhhhhh,” she moaned, writhing just enough that she tipped forward and fell head down and bum up in the creature’s stomach. The tentacles took full advantage. A bouquet of wriggling lust pushing into her spread ass and bared cunt. Pleasuring her in ways she had never even conceived. She was wracked with one climax and then another. Her inner walls clutching at the thrusting tentacles as she submitted to this lewd demise.

She was not dead yet. Even through the waves of ecstasy amid the obscene slurping sounds of her body being violated, the upside-down position afforded Jane a lifeline of escape. A slim hope even as ecstasy throttled her mind. Her fingers brushed against her leather trousers, already beginning to digest up against the wall of the stomach. She felt the lip of a pocket and something within. The metal handle of a dagger. A weapon of last resort if she was ever pinned beneath a shambler.

Or swallowed alive and stripped by a Pustuloth.

Her fingers closed on the dagger’s handle. Another wave of ecstasy wracked her body, slime flowing into her ass and her tentacle-stuffed cunt. Pleasure that beckoned her towards a doom that would be far better than living in Fallen London. Why not give in? Why not let herself melt into ecstasy and nourish this creature? Her own voice told her to let go of the dagger and surrender to the pleasure.

Her muscle memory was stronger. Her grip tightened on the dagger even as a fresh wave of ecstasy crashed through her tentacle-stuffed cunt. She was beginning to feel a burning sensation on the soles of her feet. A tingling that suggested she was on course to be digested.

That simply wouldn’t do.

Adrenaline surged through Jane and she lashed out, severing tentacles with the dagger and falling forward completely as the others released her. She stabbed the inner lining of the Pustuloth and black blood gushed into the chamber. The creature gurgled angrily, its sphincter-like lips opening as it dropped her from the ceiling down to the floor. She landed heavily atop her weapons and the slime-eaten bones. She rolled over onto her back, her glistening breasts spreading on her ribcage as she looked up at the Pustuloth.

Its maw hung open, dripping with blood, and it let out a gurgling hiss and flung its tentacle at her. Only it was different. The tip had peeled back to reveal a bony harpoon and this it aimed at Jane’s bare chest. The foul barnacle clearly preferred live prey and playing with its food, but it would take her dead if need be.

Jane had scarcely a moment to react to deflect its first strike, sending the bony harpoon skittering off her dagger. Her weapon was too small to reliably protect herself from that appendage. She fumbled for something else. Something more substantial.

Her fingers closed on a two-pounder grenadier’s charge. She pulled the pin, and it hissed and flared with fire. The Pustuloth struck again and wrapped its tentacle around the grenade, drawing it up into its hungry body. Smoke gushed out from its sealing sphincter.

“Oh, bloody hell,” muttered Jane, realizing her peril and rolling aside and covering her head.

The Pustuloth detonated with half a pound of gunpowder inside the hollow cannonball. Its soft, fleshy body was reduced to a ruin and its innards painted across the walls and floor. Shrapnel scythed downward, but fortunately missed Jane. Only the shell-like foot of the creature remained atop the ceiling, a rim of chitin that hung with gory ribbons of flesh.

Her ears ringing, and her body still throbbing with envenomed haze, Jane got to her feet. She collected what she could of her clothing and equipment and staggered into the kitchen. That boom would attract things, probably worse than the Pustuloth, but she wasn’t coming all this way to give up. She fished the doctor’s key out of her pocket and unlocked the kitchen door down into the cellar.

Her first shock came as electric lights switched on as she descended the staircase. She shut and barred the door behind her and entered a tiled medical gallery. A dissected shambler lay secured with straps upon a cart. Its muscles twitched and its eyes rolled in its head as it saw Jane. She dropped her clothing and weapons and walked over to it, prodding its decaying, yet still living innards with a finger.

“Been down here since the start?” she asked, and the creature gurgled helplessly. “Bet you’re starving, eh? Tough break.”

The shelves of Doctor Falcrest’s were laden with various medical chemicals and implements, as well as pickled samples of various creatures that had appeared with the Deadening. Some of these still moved about in the pickling solution, their sucker mouths pressing to the jars as if they could sense Jane.

She turned to the darkened end of the gallery and stopped, her breath catching in her throat. A huge humanoid shape loomed in the shadows. It was seated, twice the size or more of any man. She switched on a light and gasped as the sight of the creature. A muscular assembly of human parts and those of a beast like a mangy bear. Its beastly muzzle contrasted with human eyes that stared, dead and glassy, straight ahead. Its chest was a great, hairy barrel. Its thighs like tree trunks. And between its legs hung the graying hose of a cock the resembled something between human and horse.

“Doctor, what have you been up to?” muttered Jane, padding cautiously closer, her feet bare on the cold tiles. She circled slowly around the creature, its limbs clearly sewn together, and its body mismatched and yet almost symmetrical. The huge, muscular back of the creature was wedded to a brass plate supporting six glass cylinders of luminous green liquid. There was a switch near the bottom of the plate and a simple label that read, “Chemical Activator.”

Jane could not hope to explain to herself why she curiously flipped the switch, but it would be a decision that she regretted almost immediately and for the remainder of her life. The green liquid pumped from the cylinders into the motley ogre’s body. Its muscles began to twitch, and it groaned as Jane backed away. Jane retreated from it and saw its eyes beginning to focus. It was looking at her as it rose from the chair and its bearlike muzzle opened and closed.

“BREED,” snarled the creature through clenched teeth.

“Oh, Christ, that was a bloody mistake,” said Jane, backing towards her weapons.

Falcrest’s monster charged at Jane as she backed towards the stairs. His shoulder caught her midsection, knocking the air from her lungs as he bore her through a curtain and into an adjoining room. They landed in Doctor Falcrest’s subterranean study. Electric light pulsating to the faint hum of a generator and illuminating a messy desk and walls tacked with grotesque anatomical diagrams. Jane collided hard with a table, knocking aside books and ink pots as she struggled with the brute.

The motley ogre snarled and snapped his ursine jaws. His eyes narrowed with hatred, but he did not rend or pummel Jane. He pinned her wrists above her head with one huge hand as he growled and let his other hand explore the heaving lusciousness of her breasts. Cold fingers dragged over soft flesh. Pinched at stiffened nipples. Roamed lower, down her firm abdomen to the untamed tuft of hair atop her mound.

“You… you bastard,” she gasped as the hulking dead thing explored Jane’s secret heat with his probing fingers. He growled above her, drool dripping from his bestial jaws onto her tits as he slid two fingers into her cunt.

“Breed,” he growled, intense and quiet in the shambles of the study.

He spread her legs wide and she could not resist. The venom of the Pustuloth was still working on her body, warming and relaxing her as the huge patchwork monster bent her legs back into a press and positioned its oversized body atop her. Its growling intensified as the fat, flattened head of its cock rubbed at Jane’s slick entrance. Greased by the Pustuloth, lubricated with relaxing slime, her folds parted easily to the ogre’s tip. She cried out as it thrust deeper, hilting its massive member inside her and spanking her ass with the swinging weight of its bollocks.

The cool, undead flesh of the ogre was beginning to warm. Revitalized by the doctor’s chemicals that Jane had foolishly injected into the monster’s body. His muscles stood out against stitched flesh. His body hunching over Jane as the massive, throbbing pillar of its lust plunged in and out of her cunt. Its enormous bollocks spanking harder against her. Jane’s big, soft breasts shuddering with each plunging impact of its cock.

“OOOoooohhhh blooooody helllll,” gasped Jane, her head bouncing and the whole table shaking beneath them. Her body was contorted by the brute’s lust. Her abdomen bulged with each stroke, and she could feel the ogre’s massive cock rearranging her insides for his pleasure.

Her first orgasm was a stunning betrayal of her body. Her second was a revelation, her pussy clutching at the thrusting pillar of flesh and feeling every pulsating, inhuman vein and ridge. The lewd sounds of the beast’s rut grew louder. He snarled and gnashed his teeth as his cock stretched out Jane’s tight cunt.

The ogre’s thrusts grew to a brutal intensity. Jane’s body was squeezed beneath the beast, her hips bent upwards, and her bum almost pointed at the ceiling. Her shoulders and neck were bearing most of her weight. The beast threw back his head and let out a bloodcurdling howl of pleasure that shook the corkboard walls of the study.

“Gooooodddddddd! Save me! AHHHHH!” Jane felt as if she might rip in half as another orgasm throttled the beast’s plunging cock. Her intense spasms gripped him but could not arrest his ferocious thrusts.

“BREEEEEEED!” roared the ogre, smacking his hairy hips against her and engulfing her in his foul, deathly stench. His inhuman bollocks tightened and Jane cried out as she felt the first pulsating spasm of his release. Hot cum gushed into her depths. Spurt after spurt of monstrous seed drenched her womb and overflowed the pulsating piston of the ogre’s cock.

He emptied his bollocks into Jane’s receptive body, his cock slowly going limp as his thrusts slowed. The motley ogre eased his reddened pillar from Jane’s creamy cunt. His blunt tip finally fell free with a wet slurp and Jane gasped as the brute’s cum poured out of her onto the table. She looked up, stunned and panting, as the ogre released her and slowly let her slide flat onto her back.

Her thighs quivered with aftershocks of her overtaxed pleasure. Her flushed face was stricken with the violence of her carnal ecstasy.

“Mine now,” rumbled the beast. He turned her over with a flip of one huge hand and aimed his massive cock at her plush bottom.

“What are you…. What...AHhhhhh!”

She cried as warm liquid splashed against her buttocks and poured down her thighs. Hot, stinking fluid emptied from the ogre’s cock and marked Jane’s body as his territory. He finished relieving himself upon her and let her slide from her table and to her knees in his puddled filth. She looked up at him, trembling, defeated, and slowly wrapped her arms around one huge leg.

“Good,” said the ogre, his bestial smile revealing his huge, sharp fangs. One hand cradled Jane’s head and he guided her to his dripping cock.

Without thought or hesitation, Jane began to kiss and lick the ogre’s cock. Since the Deadening, she had learned to adapt to the difficult circumstances. This was but another change in the circumstances.

She adapted with a moan, stretching her mouth around the ogre’s huge cock and beginning to suck. The beast let out a satisfied growl and stroked Jane’s braided hair with his huge hand. He would protect her. He would take care of her.

After all, he had every reason.

She was his mate.


Book Seven: Cassandra the Conqueror
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A Lusty Sorceress and Her Reverse Harem

By Amanda Clover


1

Unusual Hiring Practices

Cassandra Delacour was having a difficult evening in the city of Qarsus. The busty elf sorceress reached another dead end in the city’s Tumbledown District and tossed her head in frustration. Her long, lilac hair swept her pale shoulders.

She was not suitably dressed for traipsing about a slum. The floor-length black gown she wore was corseted and emphasized her enormous bust and the shapely flare of her hips. Such a revealing gown, strapless and tight-fitting, was attracting a great deal of attention from the denizens of the Tumbledown.

She was not afraid for her life, for her magic could incinerate hundreds of the wretches if any were foolish enough to approach her. But down here, in the most derelict quarter of Qarsus, she was subjected to the envious, ratlike stares of the impoverished. If any of those gutter rats tried to rob her, well, it could get very annoying.

The sooner she could be out of this awful neighborhood, the better. She could not simply leave. Not until she found what she was searching for.

Cassandra was after the entrance to Underfell. The ancient ruins of the old city were said to fill caverns and ancient tunnels beneath Qarsus. These unhallowed ruins contained many secrets and among them was said to be the Torc of the Irresistible Empress. This magic item, once used by Empress Jalatiti, lent the wearer the authority to control the minds of countless subjects and turn them into obedient slaves.

Such an item, combined with sorcery, would afford Cassandra almost unlimited power. She could conquer the weak minds of the human kingdoms, subjugate the elves, and enslave the wild races of goblins, orcs, and lizardkin. Those who somehow resisted her magical domination would find themselves facing the most powerful army ever assembled. With so much to be won, she could not simply abandon her search for the entrance to Underfell.

No matter how much she had to crawl around in the gutters of Qarsus.

She raised her hand and splayed her fingers, whispering the maintaining power words of her divination spell. Magic pulsed at her fingertips with magnetic force, drawing her down another dismal street lined with beggars and whores. Another pulse of urgent magic in her fingers and she slipped into a dank alleyway strewn with debris.

Greasy old tenements, both quite large, rose on either side of this alley like the faces of two ugly cliffs stained with smoke and speckled with bird droppings. There was a turn in the alley. A deeper darkness that led behind one of the buildings. Cassandra did not want to explore that foreboding path, she could sense the peril it symbolized, but her spell urged her towards it.

She rounded the bend in the alley, assuming she would find yet more refuse. Instead, two huge figures loomed up out of the darkness. They were green-skinned, bald, and knife-eared, with heavy brows and beady red eyes. One wore a poorly mended leather jerkin and short trousers that bulged obscenely at the groin. The other wore nothing at all save for a loincloth. The outline of his flaccid cock and bollocks was fully visible through the snug material.

Orcs. Huge and menacing.

“Wot you doin’ down ‘ere, elfy?” wondered the loincloth orc.

“Yeah, you lookin’ to get fucked?” asked the orc wearing shorts.

“No,” said Cassandra, the word escaping her like a gasp as she contemplated the thought of being taken by these green brutes. “No. I was just… you haven’t seen a door to the Underfell around here by chance, have you?”

“Might ‘ave,” said the loincloth orc, taking a step towards Cassandra. One big hand shot out and he grabbed her by her slender arm. “Why don’ you hand over your gold and we’ll tell ya alllllll about the door.”

“Or even better,” said the other orc, grabbing Cassandra’s other arm and smirking down at her. “You let us find the gold on that pretty elf body. I bet I know where it’s hid. Right… HERE!”

His rough hand shot out and he plunged his fingers into Cassandra’s jiggling cleavage. She cried out in shock as he yanked with all his brutish might and tore open the entire front of her gown. He split open the ribs of her corset and her plump tits dropped free of the dark silk bodice.

Cassandra could have incinerated one both orcs with the wave of her hand, but there was something about the tusked ruffians that appealed to her. A bit of brutality was just what she needed. A nice relaxing fuck and maybe she could persuade them, with her charms or her charms, to join her retinue. After all, there were dangerous things slithering through the Underfell. It might be wise to have a couple of brawny orcs between her and those horrors of the depths.

“Oh, but I have no gold,” cried Cassandra as both orcs began to fondle her breasts in their rough hands. They squeezed her soft mounds and tugged at her pink nipples. They laughed like overgrown boys as they watched her breasts jiggle in their fondling grasps. “Maybe… maybe I can pay you… some other way.”

“Oh, she pay us, Bruddik,” laughed the loincloth orc.

“She wants ta use ‘udder ways’, Tarvash,” chortled the orc wearing shorts.

Tarvash laughed and grabbed the torn sides of Cassandra’s dress. With a mighty, seam-bursting tug, he split the dark silk down her body, tearing it away like the crumpled remnants of a giftwrap. The other orc whistled at the sight of Cassandra’s dark, lacy underwear. She quickly shimmied out of them to spare them the same fate as her dress, leaving her wearing only shoes and sheer stockings.

“Elf is pretty,” said Tarvash, running his rough hand over Cassandra’s hip and around to squeeze her ass.

“Real nice,” agreed Bruddik, grabbing her tits in both hands. “And soft.”

“For big, smelly beasts, the two of you are rather attractive as well,” said Cassandra.

Her words made the orcs laugh heartily. Tarvash, clearly the leader of the two, grabbed her lilac hair, yanked her head back, and mashed a tusked kiss to Cassandra’s lips. His tongue plowed into her mouth and his growl tore through his kiss. He bore her down to the grimy cobblestones.

Bruddik moved behind her, pushing her down to her hands and knees and tearing off his shorts. Tarvash broke his kiss with a deep, sloppy tongue-jab that left her gasping and drooling. He stood up again, drawing aside his loincloth to let his huge green cock all but smack her across her face.

If the sorceress had expected any gentler treatment because she was being agreeable, she was soon disabused of that notion. Bruddik fed the massive head of his cock into her cunt with little prelude, stretching her wide as he plunged down to the bollocks in her clutching cunt.

“Elf tiiiiight,” roared Bruddik, gripping Cassandra’s broad hips with both hands.

She cried out in shock at the first thrust of the orc’s cock. Tarvash grabbed her by her lilac hair, wrapping her silken locks in his fist and using her hair as a handle to guide her mouth to his cock.

That cock was massive. The crown was a fat, dark-green apple of flesh spreading her lips wide and thrusting over her tongue. She gurgled and tears tracked down her face as the orc sheathed his full length down her throat. He drew back and thrust in again, mashing her nose into his groin and slapping his bollocks against her chin.

Cassandra gurgled unhappily, but even though a massive orc meatpole was plundering her throat, she couldn’t be too displeased. That was because Bruddik’s cock felt incredible pounding into her pussy. His powerful hips slapped against her and his huge hands nearly wrapped around the width of her slender waist. She felt like his cock was rearranging her inside with every stoke. He was snarling and growling out words in the savage tongue of orcs.

“Throat tight,” groaned Tarvash, rutting into the wet oval of Cassandra’s mouth. “Throat good! Throat WARRRRM!”

“Mmmmmmmm!” cried Cassandra, her lilac-colored brow knitting as pleasure tightened in her core. The wet slap of Tarvash’s cock and balls against her face was almost perfectly synchronized to the rapid smack of Bruddik’s hips against Casssandra’s plush bottom. Her pleasure built along with the orcs, reaching a crescendo as she cried out with a throat full of orc cock.

“Breed the elf!” roared Bruddik, hilting his surging cock in the clutching depths of Cassandra’s cunt.

“Drink seed!” bellowed Tarvash, his cock swollen and throbbing in Cassandra’s throat.

She felt the hot rush of orc spunk pumping into her from both ends. Spurt after spurt flooded her cunt and overflowed her folds. A massive tide of thick, salty orc goo burst into her throat and she had no choice but to gulp it down again and again as Tarvash emptied his pulsating bollocks.

The orcs were left grunting and panting, their cocks buried in Cassandra from both ends. She was still gasping and shuddering with aftershocks as they began to speak to each other in their snarling orc language. Though she did not know what exactly they were saying, she knew they were deciding what to do with her. Cassandra’s magic ensured she had nothing to fear about being bred by an orc, but their cruelty could prove dangerous if they decided they wanted to dispose of her.

The orcs drew their cocks out of Cassandra’s mouth and cunt, trailing their slimy spunk from both her well-used holes. She coughed softly, her hair hanging in her face and cum dripping in silky strands from the raw lips of her cunt. She let them think she was beaten as she considered which spell to use to either dominate them or kill them. She was leaning towards dominate, since they fucked her so well.

“Unhand her, devils!”

The angry shout echoed down the alleyway. The orcs and Cassandra froze in surprise and looked in the direction of the voice.

An olive-skinned human rippling with muscles strode into a nearby pool of moonlight. He wore his dark hair long and braided on one side. His eyes blazed with righteous fury. The orcs snarled and turned to face the unexpected interloper.

Cassandra went for her panties and the remains of her dress as the massively built barbarian strode to her rescue.

“Don’t be afraid, my lady,” said the human. “I will protect you from these curs!”

“Stupid human,” laughed Tarvash. “Elf is ours. We take your life, then we take your money.”

“Maybe we just cripple you and let you watch us fuck her some more,” guffawed Bruddik. “I think I’ll—”

The barbarian swung his great sword with such sudden force that it seemed to cleave through Bruddik’s words in the middle of a syllable. The orc had time to gurgle once in surprise. His head toppled from his shoulders and blood sprayed from the stump of his neck.

Tarvash was stunned for a moment, but as the barbarian took another swing, the orc brought up his guard. A furious exchange of blows followed as the massive human drove the orc back into the darkness of the alleyway. Cassandra heard a wet slashing collision of flesh and blade unseen in the shadows and Tarvash dropped to his knees. He looked at Cassandra for a moment, perhaps wondering if it had all been worth it to fuck her face. Then his head rolled from his shoulders and his body slumped flat.

“Let me help you up,” said the barbarian, leaning over Cassandra and offering her a hand.

She took hold of his huge fingers. If anything, this human was even bigger than the two orcs that he had just dispatched. And easier on the eyes.

“Thank you,” said Cassandra, covering her nudity with the torn pieces of her dress. “You rescued me, ah, just in time. Those two were about to do terrible things to me.”

“Thank the gods I arrived in time to protect your innocence,” said the barbarian. “My name is Brol. I am at your service, my lady. Anything I can do to help you, I will do.”

“Oh, but you’ve already saved me, Brol! My name is Cassandra and I am the one who must do something… for you.” Cassandra dropped her torn clothing from her body and fell to her knees before the handsome barbarian.

“Cassandra… what? What are you doing? Ohhhhhh!”

His eyes went wide as Cassandra curled her fingers into his fur-lined loincloth and peeled it down from his groin. His cock was bigger than she had anticipated. Not quite a match for the orcs, but only because it was not quite so thick. She gripped the straining shaft in both her small hands and looked up adoringly at the barbarian.

“I should never have tried coming here without a bodyguard. But you’ll protect me… won’t you, Brol? Mmmmmmphhhhhmmm!” She buried his hard cock in her mouth, sliding him down her throat and pressing her nose into the dark thatch of his pubic hair. Her tongue teased his bollocks. Deepthroating a man of his size was a skill that only whores and elves excelled at. It took hundreds of blowjobs on very large cocks to master.

And Cassandra had mastered the skill. She bobbed vigorously while maintaining eye-contact with the pleasure-struck barbarian beefcake. Her tongue teased his bollocks as her silken throat worked his cock. Gurgling moans and lewd slurping filled the alleyway with the sounds of her performative lust.

She thought surely this meathead would allow her to drain his cock and then submit to her authority, but she should have known better than to trust a barbarian’s good sense. Brol pulled her from his cock, leaving her gasping and trailing strands of precum-thickened saliva.

“Enough of this,” he growled. “You tempt me with your mouth, but I must show you the pleasure of my cock, lady sorceress!”

He stood her up and pushed a hand between her legs. He kissed her hungrily. A sloppy, barbarian’s kiss with a forceful tongue. Two thick fingers thrust into her creamy cunt and Brol let out a chuckle against her lips.

“So wet for me already? Then there is no need to wait!”

She decided not to mention that most of the copious wetness was residue from her encounter with the orc. She moaned, “Oh, I can’t wait, Brol! Fuck me!”

“As you wish, sorceress!” he laughed. He tossed his fur-lined cloak upon the ground and threw her onto her back upon it. He pushed her legs back until her knees were nearly touching her plump tits and guided his spit-slicked cock to her entrance. He groaned with satisfaction as he hilted within the snug depths of her cunt.

“OhhhhhHHHHH!” cried Cassandra, arching appreciatively as his cock began to piston in and out of her creampied cunny. Orc filth smeared Brol’s shaft, and each thrust took on a raunchy, wet sound as his cock plunged deep and his tightening bollocks beat against her asshole.

“You’re a beauty,” grinned Brol, holding the backs of Cassandra’s legs as he plundered her pussy with intense strokes that made her breasts sway and splash against her ribcage.

She could not hold back much longer. The slick length of his cock was hitting just the right spot inside her and sending peals of pleasure ringing through her body. She cried out, tossing her silky lilac hair across her face and parting her lips in a wordless wail of ecstasy. Her orgasm rose like a serpent within her and coiled around Brol’s plunging cock.

“Ohhhhhh, my guardian,” cried Cassandra. “My protector! You’re making me… making me cummmm!”

Waves of pure pleasure rippled through her core and squeezed the thrusting length of him. She could feel every vein along his shaft. The throbbing of his tip against her womb. Every slap of his bollocks against the cum-smeared divot of her asshole.

“I cannot hold back either!” cried the barbarian, leaning into her and driving deep.

“Cum for me,” cried Cassandra. “Cum inside me!”

Brol’s bellow of pleasure was almost as savage as the roars of the orcs he had massacred to protect her. She felt the hot jet of his seed deep inside her. Pump after pump, flooding against the entrance of her womb and diluting the orc filth already inside her. She wrapped her legs around him then, holding him deep, his throbbing bollocks nestled against her ass. His cock pulsing as he leaned down and kissed her passionately.

“Ohhhhh, Brol,” she moaned against his lips. “You will help me… explore Underfell… won’t you?”

“Whatever you ask of me, my sweet Cassandra,” he said, kissing her again.

She suppressed a laugh at how easily he was tamed. She wrapped her arms around him and let her tongue tangle with his in a passionate reply to his kiss. This human might just prove his worth in the deadly depths beneath Qarsus. And if not… at least he could fuck her properly.
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Torc’d Off

Cassandra’s hulking barbarian bodyguard smashed his way through an entire platoon of skeleton warriors. His muscles alone seemed enough to break apart their fragile bones and send limbs and ribs clattering across the ancient stones of the temple of Sekt.

“Stay back, Cassandra,” warned Brol, swinging his sword in a wide arc and decapitating two more skeletons.

She waited impatiently for him to finish as more skeletons came rattling into the chamber and were quickly dispatched by Brol. He did look quite fetching, getting all sweaty and furiously swinging his sword, his muscles straining and glistening and his dark hair whipping about his head. But this was taking too long. Cassandra could have incinerated the skeletons with a cone of fire or froze them in a block of ice with a frost spell.

“Hurry up,” she said. “We are almost to the treasure room!”

Her hours of crawling through the Underfell were about to pay off. According to her divination spells, the Torc of the Irresistible Empress was nearly in her grasp. With it, the sorceress could dominate all who opposed her and create an empire of magic to last ten thousand years. But first, she had to find the torc.

“This way, my lady,” said Brol, battering the last of the skeleton warriors to the floor and stomping on its head.

“Yes, good job, barbarian,” she said, tossing her lilac-tinted hair and stepping gingerly over the remains of the skeletons. “Empress Jalatiti’s vault should be just ahead. But be wary of traps. I should not like to lose you, Brol, my brave hero.”

She batted her eyes at him and smiled sweetly. The big, dumb oaf blushed and nearly walked into a spike trap that came spearing through holes in the wall. His reflexes were so quick that he managed to swing his sword and decapitated the spikes before they impaled him.

“Through here, my lady,” he said, helping her to navigate around several obvious pressure triggers on the floor.

“Yes! At last!” Cassandra’s eyes seemed to glow with her sinister delight. But alas, the vault was bare. Recently looted by someone or something else. She closed her eyes and pressed her fingers to the cushioned reliquary that had contained the torc. She could feel the thin threads of magic leading upwards. Above ground into the deep deserts to the east of Qarsus.

“I am sorry our quest has failed,” said Brol.

“Not failed,” said Cassandra. “Our quest continues. I sense the path of those who have taken the torc from this vault. We will return to the surface and rest, then we pursue the traces into the desert.”

“Yes, of course, my beautiful lady,” said Brol, kissing her and cradling her ass in his hands. She let him kiss her, knowing that it deepened her control over the brutal simpleton.

Getting Rowdy in Qarsus

In a tavern called the Lusty Pig, they feasted and drank heavily, though the wine seemed to do little to Brol. Cassandra let the warmth of the alcohol wash over her, enjoying the brief feeling of losing control of herself. She laughed at Brol’s awkward flirtations. Then she noticed a handsome, chiseled blond beefcake watching her from the bar.

“Excuse me, Brol, I want to get another cup of honey wine,” she giggled, rising from the table and gliding across the tavern.

“Allow me, my lady,” he said.

Cassandra ignored him and went to the bar anyway, pushing her body against the counter in such a way that her enormous breasts nearly spilled from her bodice. She glanced over at the handsome blond barbarian.

“Why hello there,” she said, looking up and down his sculpted body.

“Greetings,” said the barbarian. “My name is Yar. What is your name?”

“Mmmmmm… Cassandra,” she said, turning her back to the bar and leaning against it to arch her body and show off her heaving tits to Yar. “You’re quite the slab of beef, Yar. Do you have a spear to match that sword on your hip.”

“I don’t use spear,” said Yar in a thick accent of the northern tribal lands. “I use sword. Not spear.”

“I meant down here,” said Cassandra, reaching a hand down to his fur-lined loincloth and giving the bulge a squeeze.

“Ah! Yes. Good spear. Very big.” His simple grin widened and she could feel by the size of the lump beneath her hand that he was telling the truth. Yar took hold of Cassandra’s shapely hip with a hand of a similar scale to the bulge in his loincloth. She gasped as he pulled her closer, her breasts squeezed against his chest as she looked up at the handsome, hulking man. The barbarian growled, his voice a low rumble as he said, “I show you spear. You come to room.”

“Oh, such a brute,” giggled Cassandra. “But I have a thing for—”

“Unhand her, you ruffian!” bellowed Brol, shoving Yar back from Cassandra.

“You dare touch me!? She not your property!” Yar took a swing at Brol, but Brol was too quick. He ducked and brandished his massive fists like a couple of maces.

“Boys, boys,” giggled Cassandra. “There is enough of me for the both of you.”

They ignored her. Brol and Yar had become a brawling tempest of hypermasculinity. They smashed into tables and chairs and knocked other patrons aside as they traded blows in the tavern. It wasn’t a long fight. Yar landed some body blows, but Brol slammed a huge fist into Yar’s jaw and staggered him back. Cassandra could see the disorientation in the northlander’s eyes. A second swing laid him out flat on the tavern floor.

Brol fell upon him, slamming his fists into Yar’s face repeatedly.

“Oh, Brol, that’s enough,” cried Cassandra. “Don’t kill him!”

Brol growled, getting to his feet and turning to the sorceress.

“You teased him with your body! You made him crave sex!”

“You men always crave sex,” said Cassandra, rolling her eyes and running her hands enticingly over her bodice.

“Yes! We do! Right now I want sex!” roared Brol and he grabbed Cassandra in his arms and flung her down onto one of the tables cleared by his fight with Yar.

Cassandra was shocked by this sudden violence directed at her. She was almost angry enough to incinerate Brol, but then he stood over her and untied his loincloth and his big, veiny cock dropped free. She changed her mind. She wanted to be fucked and she didn’t care if it was right in front of the startled patrons of the tavern.

“Ohhhhh, yes, to the victor the spoils, Brol,” she moaned, drawing up her skirt and spreading her creamy thighs.

Brol pulled her panties aside and yanked the laces of her bodice open to expose her big breasts, the soft mounds seeming smaller as they spread against her ribcage. She gasped as he took hold of his cock, rubbed the fat tip at her slick entrance, and buried his hard dick inside her.

The bartender and patrons watched in disbelief, enthralled by the sight of the buxom sorceress being fucked by the huge barbarian right there on the table in their midst. Cassandra loved having an audience. She wailed and bucked with pleasure, showing off her heaving tits to them and moaning with each skewering stroke of Brol’s massive meatpole.

“Ohhhhh, yes, I was wrong to tease him! Your huge dick is the only cock I need!” Cassandra cried, her feet in the air as Brol plunged his huge cock in and out of her slick cunt.

The table rattled and squeaked against the floor as he fucked her even harder. One of the barbarian’s meaty hands held her slender neck. Not choking her, just keeping her steady. Her tits splashed with each hilting thrust of his mighty cock.

“Ahhhhh! I will mark you!” roared Brol.

“Yes, mark me with your seed, Brol,” cried Cassandra, her cunt quaking with pleasure. “Let them all witness it! Ohhhh, make me cum and then… then cover me with your hot barbarian load!”

“RAAAAAAAA!” Brol, red-faced and sweating, plunged harder and faster into Cassandra’s pussy. Her pleasure tightened around his thrusting fuckspear and she felt intense, throbbing ripples of ecstasy shudder through her core. It was an orgasm so powerful that sparks of wild magic shot from her fingertips and crackled momentarily from her nipples.

Brol gave a last wordless roar and drew his huge cock from her clutching cunt. He stroked his red length in one fist and aimed it at Cassandra’s exposed body. She tossed her hair and writhed atop the table, crying out as her emptied cunt clutched at nothing, feeling the eyes of two dozen men on her carnal display. Then the geyser of Brol’s pleasure exploded from his cock. Hot lashes of spunk showered down onto Cassandra’s arched body, painting her heaving tits and drenching her abdomen. He finished on her heated cunt, dribbling and smearing her folds with his seed.

“Ohhh, yessss, Brol,” she cried, playing with her tits and smearing them with his cum. “Such a big load from such a big boy.”

“Not a boy! A man!” Brol roared and scooped her up. He threw her over his shoulder as some of the patrons of the tavern began to whistle and clap with appreciation. Cassandra giggled with drunken laughter as her bodyguard carried her up the stairs and to their room.

She expected it would be a pleasurable night.

Brol’s Bounty

Cassandra felt her bodice part and her skirt tear. Brol was even rougher now that they had returned to the room they were sharing at the inn. His hands were pitiless as they stripped her completely naked on the bed of the inn. He fondled her soft tits and leaned down to run his tongue over her nipples. He even bit at one and when she objected he silenced her with a tongue kiss that nearly made her gag with the depth of his tongue.

She was at his mercy and drunk enough to enjoy it. Brol fucked her again, her legs wide apart and her feet in the air, his magnificent huge body atop hers and his big, veiny cock plundering her pussy until Cassandra wailed with ecstasy. He turned her over, onto her hands and knees, fucking her like a beast and smacking her clit with the swinging weight of his bollocks.

“Oh, yes, you brute,” she cried, throwing her plush bottom back against him. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder!”

“I will fuck you so hard that you never forget it,” roared Brol, grabbing a handful of her hair and using it as a lever to slam harder and deeper into her clutching cunt. Her orgasm soon followed. It was intense, squeezing pleasure that made her feel every ridge and bulge of his cock as her slick walls clung to him. She bucked back against Brol, skewering her blushing cunny onto his beastly barbarian bludgeon.

With a triumphant roar, he hilted his cock inside her and let loose with hot, pulsating torrents of his seed. His cum drenched her inner walls and spurted against her womb. It was a simple matter to protect herself from pregnancy with magic, but she indulged his victorious roar with a cry of, “Oh, yes, Brol! Breed me! Fill me!”

Her words seemed to heighten his pleasure as fresh waves of his cum jetted against her clutching inner walls. A massive load that she felt overflowing her stretched cunny and dripping down her trembling thighs. Such a flood of his seed that she came again, squeezing his cock with her inner muscles and wringing out every drop of his cum.

At last, the barbarian’s fury and strength seemed to fail him. He lay panting heavily atop her back. Kissing her shoulder. Moaning softly. Then he eased his huge cock out of her creamy depths with a lewd slurp.

“Ohhhhhh, yesssss, I want more,” moaned Cassandra, looking back at the sweaty brute over her shoulder.

“No more,” rasped Brol, rolling over and flopping onto his back on the bed. “You are a succubus. You had enough.”

But Cassandra was not about to let Brol decide when she’d had enough. Even though her cunt was frothy with spunk and Brol’s load was dripping down her thighs, she wanted more of his seed.

She crawled between his sweaty legs, stroking her way up to the slowly wilting length of his cock. It was filthy with the scent and residue of their sex, but that only drove the drunken sorceress further. She began to lick up the traces of their pleasure. Tasting the saltiness of cum and sweat and swirling her tongue against Brol’s cock until the barbarian grunted and looked up from the pillows.

“What… are you doing?” he groaned.

“Mmmmm… I think there’s more cum in here,” she said, fondling his heavy bollocks and pressing kisses to Brol’s cockhead. “This succubus wants it.”

“Oh… you are a demon,” chuckled Brol, propping his head up among the pillows so he could watch. “If you wish to squeeze a stone, perhaps something will come out.”

“Mmmmm, I’ll get every drop,” she said, winking at him as she engulfed his cock in her hot, eager mouth.

Cassandra’s mouth descended on Brol’s cock, sucking at him until his flaccid flesh began to stiffen once more. She slurped at him eagerly, eyes blazing with lust as she gazed up at him from between his legs. She rarely liked to suck the cock of a lover. It was such a submissive act. Yet in the right moment, such a deed could be truly pleasurable.

Especially when she was drunk.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around him, feeling his hardness throb between her lips. “You have such a big cock… I’ll really have to try hard… mmmm… to get this whole thing down my throat.”

Of course, Cassandra was good at everything she attempted. Her throat relaxing as she slid Brol’s huge cock deep into her mouth. She swallowed around his hard tip, sliding it deeper, her eyes watering a little from the effort. Brol groaned with amazement and brought a hand down to her head. He cradled it against him as she began to bob all the way from his tip to his root. Her throat open to him and swallowed around him as her saliva lubricated his cock and dripped from his balls.

“So good,” groaned Brol, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’ll make me cum again… if you keep doing that with your throat.”

“Mmmnngggghhnnn,” agreed Cassandra, working her throat around him and tonguing the tightening payload of his bollocks. She tightened her lips around his shaft, bobbing just a little as she used her silky throat muscles to massage his cock. It was more than Brol could endure.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” roared the barbarian, thrusting deeper into her mouth and throat.

Cassandra gurgled slightly as she felt his cock begin to twitch. A moment later, hot cum pumped into the depths of her throat. She swallowed the hot, slimy spunk. Again and again. Drinking and draining Brol’s gushing load until she felt the tackiness of it in her throat and the weight of it sloshing in her belly.

Brol squirmed as she kept sucking.

“Enough,” he groaned. “Too much.”

“Mmmmhhnnnnnng,” giggled Cassandra, sucking him through his refractory period. Slurping furiously on Brol’s massive cock with such vigor that his hardness did not flag. The post-orgasmic agony gave way in seemingly moments to a cry of disbelieving pleasure. With that, another eruption as Brol’s cum spurted again down her throat. Pumping again and again until, at last, his cock began to wilt.

“You made me… made me cum twice like that,” gasped Brol as Cassandra finally lifted her lips from his cock.

“I can make you cum as many times as I want,” she giggled and crawled beside him, pressing her naked curves against his muscular body. “Two was enough for now. Maybe in the morning I’ll go for three in a row.”

“Ohhhhh,” groaned Brol, sinking back into the pillows.
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Orc with the Torc

The grisly trophies of the Shatterbone Clan were impaled outside the gates of the fortified orc village of Nulderok. Heads, most of them human, rotted atop the spiked walls. Caged bones were hung from chains and were picked at by hungry crows.

“I do not like this plan, Cassandra,” murmured Brol, shifting uncomfortably beneath the weight of the heavy fur that draped his massive frame. Gold necklaces jangled against his chest. “I dress like a fool and lead you into great peril.”

“Our choices are simple, Brol,” murmured Cassandra as the gates of Nulderok began to slowly swing open. “There are a thousand orcs in this village. My divination spell cannot be wrong. Their chief, Gorik, has the torc. To get to him, you would have to kill your way through all those orcs. Do you really think you could take them all?”

“No,” admitted Brol, watching warily as a trio of hulking orcs emerged through the gate.

“Then we do it my way,” said Cassandra, giving him a subtle pat on the arm.

She stumbled towards the orcs as if shoved from behind by Brol. They stopped, hands upon their sheathed blades, wary of her approach, but curious about the beautiful elf coming towards them.

Cassandra was nearly naked, her large, soft breasts jeweled with a necklace taken from a merchant in Thedes. Her lower half was covered only in a loincloth of fine chain that hung against her plush buttocks and covered her mound. Her hair was worn back in a slave tail, gathered at a golden clasp with a slaver’s mark sigil. A similar mark decorated a gold collar around her slender neck and, faked with Cassandra’s magic, decorated her left hip as a brand.

The orcs fairly drooled at the sight of her, so luscious and submissive as they approached. Brol stepped forward, drawing back the hood of his fur-lined cloak, his face masked with false ritual scars created with Cassandra’s magic. They were the marks of a Red Tooth slaver from the north. The Red Tooths were a tribe of human giants that traded and managed to coexist with the Shatterbone orcs.

The only humans tough enough not to be viewed as prey by the orcs.

“What you want, Red Tooth?” growled the largest of the three orcs, eyeing Cassandra. “You got tribute for chief? We take her.”

One of the orcs reached for Cassandra’s leash and Brol snarled and slammed his own big fist on the orc’s arm, knocking it away. The other two orcs reached for their blades.

“She is a trained pleasure thrall,” said Brol. “Not for some gate guards to sully with their filthy hands and cocks. I bring her to Gorik. I sell her to Gorik.”

“We could kill her and take her from you,” snarled the orc that Brol had struck.

Brol’s smile revealed the illusion of teeth filed into points, another trait of the Red Tooths. He pushed back his cloak and showed the orc the sword that filled his sheath.

“You can try,” said Brol.

The orcs muttered to one another and decided that the huge barbarian was a little more trouble than Cassandra was worth. They stepped aside and allowed Brol and his “slave” to enter Nulderok.

Brol gave Cassandra’s leash a yank and led her through the gate and down the main road through the village. The dirt path was crowded with the orc dwellings. Some were little more than yurts and others were dugout cabins shingled in chipped wood. Cookfires trickled smoke from a hundred chimneys. Orc whelps played with bones, using them as swords. Goats bleated piteously from pens. The hostile red eyes of orcs gathered in doorways to watch the hulking human and his elf slave pass.

They approached the chieftain’s lodge, like the great back of a tortoise fashioned from wood. The banner of Gorik – a stark white tusked skull against a red field – hung over the entrance. An orc guard wearing a horned helm took one look at Cassandra and Brol and stepped aside to let them enter.

Gorik was feasting on a shank of raw meat, hopefully a goat or pig, as Cassandra approached. She hesitated and Brol goaded her towards the massive orc sitting atop the wooden throne.

“What is this?” Gorik rose from his seat, his enormous body a contrast between his muscular arms and legs and his large gut. He was one-tusked and scarred from his bald head to his notched ears to his muscular chest and bloated gut. This was a leader who fought his way to the top and probably kept fighting to keep his place atop Nulderok.

Cassandra, despite her general distaste for orcs, found something appealing in Gorik. And it was more than that sizable bulge in his loincloth.

“I bring you a trained pleasure thrall for sale,” said Brol, standing firm as Gorik approached.

The orc towered over them both, looking down at Cassandra with a grisly smile. He wiped the blood from his chin on the back of his arm.

“This is a good breeder,” admitted Gorik. “Fifty silvers.”

“Fifty gold,” countered Brol.

“A good joke, but my cock does not have such expensive tastes.”

“Twenty then,” said Brol.

“Twenty,” growled Gorik, offering Brol his hand. They shook on the bargain and Gorik gave him the sack of gold. Brol made sure to count it as Cassandra had told him the Red Tooths always counted their coin. Satisfied, he left, and Cassandra was alone with Gorik in the orc’s throne room.

The huge orc gazed down at her, kneeling before him, and his wide mouth curled into a savage smile. Cassandra chanced to look up and saw the very object she sought. The Torc of the Irresistible Empress, a twisting golden band meant to fit around a human’s neck, was being worn like a bracelet on the orc’s left wrist. She could feel its power and authority rolling off him like invisible smoke.

Because he was wearing the torc incorrectly, he was using only a fraction of that power. Still, when he gave a command to Cassandra, she felt it like the peal of a church bell ringing through her body. Her first instinct was to obey him.

“Follow me,” his deep voice rumbled. “A body like that demands to be bred.”

“Y-yes, master,” Cassandra gasped, her voice quivering as she rose to her feet and followed the lumbering orc to the warmth of his bedchamber. The furs of great beasts were piled upon his looted mattress. A galley of white skulls and strange treasures decorated the private quarters of the conquering orc.

Cassandra lingered to have a look at some of those trinkets, feeling the magical power pulsating from several of them, but Gorik commanded her, “Kneel on my bed.”

He might as well have yanked her by her leash. She cried out softly, obeying his ringing command as she dropped to her hands and knees on Gorik’s bed. She lowered her face and her soft breasts to the furs and lifted her hips. The delicate chain of the loincloth was all that guarded her bottom and her cunt now.

“Please,” she moaned softly. “Breed me, master.”

“The Blood Tooth trained you well,” chuckled Gorik. He seized the dangling halves of Cassandra’s loincloth and yanked them roughly. She cried out as the soft chain of the front was pulled tight against her cunt. The orc snarled and pulled harder, twisting the chainmail in his grasp and tearing it free of Cassandra’s jiggling ass. Links broke and scattered and the huge orc tossed the rest of the loincloth away as he roughly grabbed Cassandra’s plush globes.

“Ahhhhhh, master,” moaned Cassandra.

“Good meat,” rumbled Gorik, squeezing and spreading her cheeks. He dragged two thick fingers over the slickness of her mound, rubbing her clit for a moment as his thumb massaged her clenched asshole. “If you disobey me or anger me, I’ll roast you over the cookfire. But for now… I breed.”

“Ohhh!” cried Cassandra, feeling the orc rise on the bed behind her. She dared a look over her shoulder and saw Gorik’s huge cock, a green pillar that looked like a battering ram with its blunted head and thick, veiny shaft.

He took hold of Cassandra’s waist with his huge, rough hands and she felt his swollen cock press against her slick entrance. He was too big, she thought for a moment, and then all thought was driven from her mind as he plunged his cock into her with a single, brutal thrust. His massive fuckpole hilted in her slick cunt, pounding into her backwalls and stretching her pussy wide as his huge balls swung and slapped against her clit.

Pain. Intense, desperate pain struck her with that first thrust. But the pain subsided with each subsequent thrust. By five she was whimpering. By ten she was moaning. And by twenty, Cassandra was crying out with pleasure and pushing her ass back to meet the orc chief’s thrusts. She could think of no way to steal the torc from him, but at that moment she did not care. His cock, this rut, was all that mattered.

"You are mine, slave,” growled the orc, his hot breath against her ear as he hunched over her. He grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her upwards until she was high on her hands and knees.

“Yessss, fuck me, master,” she moaned, her cunt clutching at every stroke and her body quaking with pleasure. Her breasts began to swing beneath her as Gorik’s thrusts intensified. Her fingers curled into the furs. Her pleasure built as he held her head yanked back and pressed savage licks and sucking kisses to her neck.

His bedchamber was filled with the slap of flesh against flesh, the orc’s bestial grunting, and Cassandra’s passionate cries of pleasure. His thrusts became more intense, the orc’s hips beating a wild rhythm against the jiggling cushions of her buttocks.

“I am going to breed you know, slave,” he growled, his voice low and primal. “I will fill your pretty womb with my seed and mark you as mine. Soon you will grow fat with my sons and your tits heavy with milk! Give yourself to me, slave. Forever.”

His words only spurred Cassandra’s lust. She knew her magic protected her womb, but for a moment she let that magic slip. She obeyed him and released the ward upon her fertile vessel. She cried out with ecstasy, surrendering to the orc’s lust. To his promise of breeding.

Her orgasm gripped her, and she cried, “Breed me, master! Claim my body!”

Her pussy spasmed around the mighty ram of his cock. She felt the ridge of his cockhead and each pulsating vein. She felt the drum of his heart pounding inside her as he stretched her inner walls around his swollen cock. Her copious nectar and his drooling precum churned around each stroke and added a lewd, wet note to his rutting.

He roared with pleasure, his cock pulsating inside Cassandra, and she felt the first gush of his mighty orc seed into her fertile cunt. Spurt after spurt of the orc’s warmth poured into her pussy.

She realized, perhaps almost too late, that her defenses were down, and she raised them again mentally. Was it in time? The hot flood of the orc’s cum continued. A long, snarling climax that filled her to overflowing. He drew his hips back one last time, battering her ass with a final thrust before pulling out of her creamy cunt entirely.

“Good,” he growled, rolling onto the furs beside her. “Such a finer breeder you will make. Tell me your name.”

Again, she felt the peal of authority from the torc and obeyed the orc’s command before she could resist him.

“Cassandra,” she answered.

“I am Gorik,” he said, stroking her hip. “You will serve me, Cassandra. You will please me. And you will bear me sons. Fail at any of these, and you will be just another feast for the bone-pickers.”

“Y-yes, master,” she gasped as the orc pulled her roughly into his arms. She turned her face towards his and he smashed an overbearing kiss against her lips.

The orc’s cock hardly flagged at all and soon enough he was pounding into her from above, spreading her thighs wide and devouring her lips and heaving tits with his hungry, sucking kisses. She came, her frothing cunt skewered by his massive orc fuck muscle, and Gorik roared and pumped her full of another load of his orc seed.

It was easy for Cassandra to play the role of obedient pleasure slave after experiencing the ecstasy of being fucked and conquered by the orc chief. He brought her into his throne room and made her serve him in front of his warriors. She moaned and slurped upon his cock, pressing his throbbing shaft between her breasts as she worshipped his huge orc cock with her eager mouth.

“Good,” he groaned, resting a hand atop her head as it bobbed on his throbbing cock. “You serve well. Maybe you will breed sons.”

“Mmmmmmmm, oh, yes, master,” she moaned, thinking again of how she nearly succumbed to her desire and let the orc claim her womb. “Oh, I promise to serve you well.”

“Mmmm,” rumbled Gorik, pushing her head down to serve his huge green bollocks. She bathed them with her tongue and with soft kisses. She licked his sack and felt his huge stones shift within it. Still so full of cum even though he had basted her womb twice with his hot orc seed.

She wrapped her lips around his cock’s blunt tip, looking up at the muscular orc over his taut belly. He grunted, beady eyes watching her serving him. His lodge filled with the slurping and wet popping sounds of her adoring mouth upon his cock. She pressed her tits around his shaft, bouncing her upper body against him to massage his length between her breasts.

Her eyes were drawn to the golden torc on his wrist, but such a reminder of her original purpose in this deception could not interfere with her urgent need to satisfy her new master. She tongued the head of his cock, tasting his plentiful precum oozing out. Her lips stretched wide and drool spilling down his shaft to lube her breasts.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his fingers tightening in Cassandra’s lustrous hair. “Make me spill seed. I will mark you as my slave with my cum.”

“Mmmmhmmm!” agreed Cassandra, slurping with eye-watering effort. Her tits slapping and squeezing against his cock as she worked hard to make him cum.

With a sudden roar, he pulled her lips from his cock. She kept wanking him between her breasts as the massive pillar of Gorik’s cock pumped and spurted. A great geyser of orc seed gushed from his throbbing cock and rained slimy splashes down onto Cassandra’s naked body. Her hair, face, open mouth, and breasts were drenched in hot orc cum. She licked the salty spunk from her lips and massaged the cum into her breasts as she worked out the last of Gorik’s pleasure.

“You do good,” rumbled Gorik, finally pushing her away from his cock.

“Thank you… master,” panted Cassandra, her tits heaving and glistening with cum. Her body quivering with her overwhelming desire. She knelt beside him then. A decoration for the orc chief’s throne room. Clinging to his leg and eager to serve him if he so commanded it.

The torc upon his wrist, though lessened in power, made it difficult to disobey the arrogant orc. But he could not always direct its power at Cassandra. There would surely come a moment when his authority slipped.

A moment was all she needed to take what she desired.
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A Single Stroke in the Dead of Night

The time had come for Cassandra to claim the Torc of the Irresistible Empress from her “master.”

She chose the night of a victory over a rival clan of orcs. Gorik, the big, muscular orc clan chief, had indulged in far too much roasted pig and sour goblin wine. He lay atop his furs, groaning and belching, relying on Cassandra to serve him as his faithful bed slave.

And at first, she did. She danced for him and oiled her body for his amusement. Her ample curves glistening in the torchlight as she knelt between his legs and squeezed his huge green cock between the softness of her breasts. He groaned and smiled drunkenly as she entertained him.

Cassandra had spent days as his obedient servant. The magical push of the torc on her mind added to each of the orc’s commands and made it easy for her to fall into being a pleasure slave. But Cassandra never lost sight of her goal: the torc. Worn around his wrist like a bracelet. Pulsating invisibly with the magical power it contained.

She rode her soft breasts up and down the mighty pillar of Gorik’s cock. Spreading oil over his shaft and kneading it into his heavy green bollocks as he grunted and snorted atop his piled furs.

“Oh, mighty Gorik, your cock is so wonderful. Mwa!” She pressed kisses to the head as she dragged her oiled bust up and down the shaft. “Oh, it’s so glorious! A conqueror’s cock!”

“Shaman has given me estrea powder. Tomorrow, I will mount you like a mare and claim your womb,” rumbled Gorik, stroking his hand drunkenly in Cassandra’s hair. “For now… I am too tired from the feast. Finish me… with those fat tits of yours, elf. That’s it. Ohhhh…”

His head lolled drunkenly atop the furs. His cock shuddered and twitched as Cassandra rode her squeezed tits against his glistening pillar of orc flesh. She began to lick the oozing, twitching head of his cock, tasting the salty slime that trickled from his hole.

Even as she bounced against his cock and pleasured his tip with her mouth, her gaze was focused on the golden torc that Gorik wore as mere jewelry around his wrist. She had been by his side long enough to know that he did not even understand the power the torc had granted him. He thought of it merely as a good luck charm that happened to coincide with his rise to even greater power.

“Please, bless me with your mighty seed, master,” she cried, feeling his bollocks tense against her thigh as his length of rigid cock began to twitch between her squeezing breasts.

“Hnnnnnggggg!” Gorik grunted with exhausted pleasure, his hips bucking slightly as he jostled the underside of Cassandra’s ample breasts. She felt the familiar shudder of the chief’s impending release and tilted her head back to avoid the full force of his eruption. The orc’s cock became a geyser of his hot cum. Spurt after spurt launched into the air and splattered across Cassandra’s breasts and stroking fingers.

She wanked him with her tits until the drunken orc had emptied his bollocks and then let his softening cock slither from between her cum-smeared tits. She cleaned him with a warm, damp cloth and knelt beside him as he began to snore.

“Such a mighty orc,” said Cassandra, kneeling beside the sleeping orc. “Too bad your reign must end now.”

She slipped the dagger out from under the furs. A long, slender blade that would end Gorik with a single stroke. His eyes opened for only moment. His body twisted as she plunged the knife to the hilt in him. Gorik’s cry of agony was stifled by her hand across his brutish mouth.

Then he was still, and she slipped the torc from his wrist. It fit perfectly around Cassandra’s slender neck, and she felt its power like an alchemical rush of pleasure in her veins.

The orcs of Gorik’s clan did not know it yet, but Cassandra’s rule had begun.

A Demonstration of Power

Of course, the orcs did not want to obey Cassandra. They growled and threatened her. They bared their tusks and brandished their blades. Why would such mighty warriors bow to an elf bed slave?

They could not refuse her commands as she bent their simple minds to her will with the power of the torc. She did not even need to cast a spell, for the inherent magic of the torc imbued every word she spoke with the authority of an eternal empress.

“Gorik is no more!” she shouted above the din of their anger. “Kneel before me! Serve your empress!”

The magic of the torc lent her words the power of a goddess. The simple minds of the orcs were drowned in the sea of her power.

One-by-one, and then in rows, they bent their knees to her. They lowered their heads and accepted her rule. That wasn’t good enough. Cassandra, tired of playing the obedient pleasure slave, demanded a demonstration of her new authority over the orcs.

She sat upon Gorik’s throne and commanded the orcs to fight for her amusement. She watched them clash. Their powerful bodies collided as they wrestled and kicked and punched and bit. Savage, brutal warriors fighting to nearly the death. She commanded the shamans to ensure the injuries were healed, but she would not allow the orcs to hold back. She wanted a true test of strength.

After more than an hour of grueling battle, the field had been winnowed to just two warriors. One was unquestionably the finest warrior in the tribe. Darnok was a compact, extremely muscular orc with a notched ear and hard, red eyes. His body was covered in whirls of tribal tattoos, and he fought with an ancient orc method of strikes and throws that had defeated several of his foes.

The last orc standing against him was Kordoth. He was not the fittest nor the best fighter, but Kordoth was indomitable. He could absorb any blows to his barrel chest or massive, muscular arms. He was one of the few orcs with hair and it hung down to his shoulders in a thick dark mane. Cassandra had also taken note of the large bulge in Kordoth’s loincloth. It looked like the big orc’s maleness would put even Gorik to shame.

Kordoth and Darnok traded blows. Both clearly near the limits of exhaustion, drenched in sweat and gasping for breath as they clashed again and again. Darnok delivered rapid strikes that Kordoth could not block and Kordoth, absorbing the pain of such blows, replied with a two-handed punch that sent Darnok reeling. But in only a moment, Darnok was up again. Dancing from foot-to-foot and only slightly bloodied. The orcs snarled and battled back and forth without either yielding until it seemed they were doomed to kill each other.

“Enough!” shouted Cassandra. “I declare you both winners! It is a draw! Kordoth and Darnok will be my lieutenants! Shamans, see to their wounds. And when they are well enough, bathe them and send them to my quarters!”

Cassandra retired to a bedchamber so recently cleaned of the bloodstain from Gorik’s murder. The furs and orc decorations were gone, replaced by an enormous bed looted from a human settlement and soft, comfortable bedding. She slipped out of her slave’s garb and into a sheer robe that clung to her luscious, naked body. The plump peaks of her breasts rising and falling beneath the gauzy material and her cunt and plush bottom veiled by the sheer lower half.

Kordoth and Darnok arrived together. Cassandra welcomed them from her perch atop her bed, her long legs crossed and her back propped upright with pillows against the headboard.

“My brave warriors,” she said, gesturing for them to join her on the bed. One climbed in on either side, but the two orcs growled and glared at each other. The fight had failed to settle which of them was superior and neither orc was pleased with this outcome. Cassandra giggled at the bullheaded machismo of the orcs. “Still eager to fight it out? Well, I shall provide you with another opportunity to prove yourself to your empress.”

She parted her legs slowly, revealing her shapely thighs and the bare folds of her cunt. She leaned back, her breasts spilling from the parted halves of her untied robe.

“Are you ready to please your empress?” she asked, running her hands over her breasts, squeezing them, and plucking at her stiff nipples.

“Yes, empress,” they answered her with low, growling voices as they watched her caressing her own body.

“Whichever of you pleases me best tonight will become my favorite lieutenant,” said Cassandra, slipping the robe from her body entirely and feeling the silky material slide off her luscious curves. “The other will still be my lieutenant, but he will find little glory and be given every menial task or hopeless battle in the coming days of conquest. So which of you is it? Darnok? Kordoth? Prove yourselves to me, my lieutenants!”

The larger orc wasted no time. Cassandra had expected the savage Kordoth to be first, to spread her legs wide and climb atop her, and though he took the initiative, it was not as she expected. He grabbed her shapely thighs and spread her legs wide, her feet pushed into the air as the hulking orc with the thick mane of hair leaned down and began to wantonly lick at her cunny.

Cassandra felt the hot drag of his fat tongue over her soft folds and down to her ass. He pushed her legs back to get at her back passage, tonguing her pink clench and then returning his tongue to her hot cunt. His tongue delved deep, and he gazed up at her, tusks bumping against her cuntlips, slurping lewdly as he knelt low between her legs.

“Ohhhhh, yessss, you wily orc,” laughed Cassandra, pleasure pulsating through her body. “You know your way around a woman with that tongue of yours!”

Darnok, observing his foe and waiting for the right opportunity, finally crawled next to Cassandra.

“My empress,” he growled. “Allow me to serve you as well.”

He pressed a kiss to her lips. Surprisingly delicate and careful for an orc. His tongue parting her lips as his hands began to caress her soft, heaving breasts. Cassandra found herself drawn deeper into his kiss, her nipples pulsating with pleasure and soft moans escaping her lips.

It was not long before the tandem attentions of the orcs had Cassandra bucking and gasping with pleasure. It was amazing that Darnok could steal the attention away from Kordoth’s wanton cunt-sucking. Yet the smaller orc’s hands massaging her breasts and toying with her nipples were driving her almost as mad as Kordoth’s huge tongue lapping at her cunt.

She cried out, driven past the brink of her climax, bucking against Kordoth’s face and moaning into the smothering kiss of Darnok. Ecstasy shuddered through her core. The licking and sucking and nipple pleasuring prolonged her orgasm and left her shuddering upon the bed.

This was only a prelude for the true ecstasy that awaited. Kordoth, feeling undermined, grabbed hold of Cassandra and pulled her atop him. He guided her hot, wet cunt to the massive pillar of his cock. She moaned with delight, rolling her hips and dragging her soft folds against the head of his cock. Her hands stroked his massive barrel chest.

“I fuck you now,” declared Kordoth, tightening his grips on her hips.

“Think you’re going to take charge?” asked Cassandra, raising an eyebrow.

Kordoth’s brow furrowed. His dominant orc savagery at war with the torc’s power to make him obedient.

“I… serve best… by fucking now,” he growled, finally working it all out. He pulled her down onto his cock, impaling her tight pussy on his massive orc pillar.

That cock was even bigger than Gorik’s had been. It stretched her elf folds wide and filled her cunt all the way to her womb. She could feel the throb of his heartbeat against her slick inner walls. The pulse of his lust drove her on as she began to move and ride atop him. Her soft tits bounced. Her ass smacked against his lifted muscular thighs.

Darnok was again not to be outdone. As Kordoth fucked Cassandra’s stretched cunt, Darnok pressed his face to her ass and began to lavish attention specifically upon her tight asshole. She gasped as she felt his tongue slithering up her back passage. Warming her and exciting her for more.

The smaller orc squatted behind her, guiding his own fat cock to the spit-lubed cleft between her cheeks.

“Ohhhhh, yes, you clever boy,” she gasped. “Right up my ass. Do it!”

“Yes, empress,” growled Darnok, pushing the bulging head of his cock into her tight clench.

Kordoth roared with lustful fury, hammering his cock upwards into Cassandra’s pussy and trying to steal attention away from Darnok. Yet it was hard to fully distract Cassandra from having her ass filled with an orc cock. Even one as modest as Darnok’s. Long and not overly thick, it still stretched out her back passage and slid into her from behind.

“Ohhhhh my lieutenants,” she cried bouncing back against both cocks. “You surely work best as a team. Fuuuuuuck!”

She danced on the edge of ever-greater pleasures, caught between the two rutting orcs, ecstasy and pain mingling as they fucked her tight holes full of their throbbing orc meat. She wailed as her pleasure overtook any discomfort. Her pussy and ass rippling with orgasmic contractions. Her stretched holes clutching at them both.

With one final, animalistic thrust, they both exploded deep inside her, pouring their seed into her womb and her ass in pulsating pumps. The sensation of being filled to the brim with their cum sent Cassandra into another clutching series of spasms. Her ecstasy milking their cocks until they had completely emptied their balls inside her.

As their orgasms subsided, the orcs withdrew from her, leaving her asshole and cunt gaping and dripping with their slimy seed.

“Good?” asked Darnok, stroking Cassandra’s spread ass gently.

“We please you?” asked Kordoth, his huge cock drooping and dripping with yellowish-white spunk.

“Yes, you’ve both done well,” she gasped, out of breath and glistening with sweat as she rolled over onto her back. Cum trickled out of her pussy and saturated the bedding as it dripped form her ass. She looked from one orc to the other. “But the matter is not yet decided. This battle… will have to go several more rounds.”

The orcs snarled in disbelief, but their anger was soon tempered by Cassandra’s stroking hands and eager mouth. The empress knelt before them on the bed, pleasuring them in turn. Licking their mighty orc cocks, sucking their balls, and stretching her lips around their cocks. She pleasured their cocks until they were both hard and twitching. Then, the fun continued.

Darnok fucked her like a passionate human lover, thrusting between her thighs, cradling her breasts, and planting hot kisses on her lips. His strokes were deep but lacked the cunt-stretching thickness of Kordoth. The bigger orc watched, stroking himself impatiently. Growling and eager to join the fun. Cassandra turned her head aside from Darnok’s kiss and offered Kordoth her tongue, teasing his drooling tip as Darnok pounded into her and made her soft tits bounce and sway.

“My empress,” cried Darnok. “I serve you loyally… but I cannot… hold back! AAAAAHHH!”

He hilted his cock in Cassandra’s pussy and unleashed hot torrents of his seed. It splashed inside her and filled her to overflowing. Darnok withdrew and then it was Kordoth’s turn again. He turned her onto her hands and knees. He fucked her like a beast. Pulling her hair, making her tits swing wildly, spanking her ass with his savage thrusts. His cock huge inside her. Stretching her. Lubed by all the orc cum already drenching her inner walls.

“Fuuuuuuck!” she cried, cumming hard all over Kordoth’s savage cock. But the big orc wasn’t done. He picked her up and held her in his arms, her ass in his hands and her legs around his waist as he lifted her and fucked her. Pounding her while Darnok could only watch in defeat.

Kordoth made Cassandra cum twice more this way, moving her like a toy atop his throbbing green pillar before finally emptying a massive load into her pussy. She came just from that, driven to yet another climax as she felt his hot seed flooding her depths.

“Yessssss,” cried Cassandra. “You have won, Kordoth. You will be… ahhhhh… my favored lieutenant.”

Darnok snarled with defeat, but he could offer no other disagreement. He stepped back as Kordoth fell upon the empress, sealing his victory with another hard rut into Cassandra’s creamy, stretched cunt.
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A Feast of Pleasure

Cassandra the Conqueror wore a gown of silver that corseted her bust and flowed behind her as she rode atop her war palanquin. Her lilac hair was pulled back in a golden band to show off the Torc of the Irresistible Empress she wore around her slender neck. She held a staff in one hand crowned with the two-headed bird symbol that had come to symbolize her manner of conquest.

Cassandra offered peace to those who would kneel before her. Peace with only a little pillaging. Only a fraction of the wives and daughters were given over to Cassandra’s army of orcs, goblins, lizardmen, and other beasts.

But if the foolish, arrogant kings resisted her supremacy with magic or wards against her dominating power then she would unleash her warriors upon her foes. Then there would be great slaughter, as there had been in Taxius and Meripho. Hundreds dead. The women doomed to be pleasure slaves and breeders for Cassandra’s warriors. And for what? Pride? Cassandra was as just a ruler as any who might sit upon the thrones she toppled.

At last, the time had come for her to conquer Qarsus. She had sent raiders into the city through the Underfell and the Tumbledown District. The poor had submitted to her dominating power. They had joined her armies and helped her assail the crown of Qarsus. There was a brief fight with the knight protectors of the king. But this was over. The king was a slave in a cage and Cassandra was on her way to claim her new palace.

The streets were lined with the cheering people of Qarsus. They adored her, the torc ensured it, and she felt their minds all warm and buttery with adulation.

“Yes, yes, a new era has come to Qarsus,” declared Cassandra, waving her staff. “Through submission, you will find happiness!”

The women laughed and threw flowers upon the brawny shoulders of Cassandra’s orc guard. She could see even the glowering orcs beginning to smile as they witnessed the bevvy of sweet cunt they would soon claim. At the palace, with its walls still broken and one of the towers still smoldering from a catapult strike, the last signs of battle were being cleared by the goblins. Cassandra stepped down from her palanquin and brushed past her guards.

The human slaves were rushing to finish the final preparations for her celebratory feast. They stiffened with fear when they saw Cassandra gliding past them in her flowing silver gown. Pillows were piled up for the warriors and guests. A few of the nobles of Qarsus who conspired with Cassandra would be allowed to join her new court. The rest were either exiled or already dead from the siege.

A particularly handsome orc, thick with muscles and with overlapping scars upon his bare green chest, approached Cassandra. He bowed deeply, and the blades hung from his belt clanked together with the gesture.

“Empress, the last resistance has ended,” reported the orc in a rough voice. “My warriors stalked them through their escape tunnels as they tried to flee. The last knights are dead and the princess and her sister have been taken to the slave pens.”

“Very good, Furok,” said Cassandra, stroking the orc’s face and letting her finger drag over his left tusk. “I would like you and your warriors to join me in tonight’s feast. They will be my special guests.”

“Thank you, empress,” said Furok.

The slightest push of her will was all it took to drop Furok to his knees. His gratitude turned to a moan of lust as his brawny hands slid under her gown and lifted it up Cassandra’s shapely thighs. She stroked the orc’s bald head and thrust her hips forward, offering her bare pussy to him. His tongue found her hot slit and she sighed with pleasure as one of her favorite warriors began to suck her cunt.

The other orcs, lizardmen, goblins, and human barbarians in her imperial retinue took this as a sign to commence the festivities. The pleasure slaves were brought in, many of them taken from the noble families. Young, plump women with jiggling tits pale as cream from lives spent in towers and keeps. Their fair hair pulled roughly, their bodies reddened with handprints from orcs and goblins, chain loincloths yanked aside so the women could be taken by their conquerors.

Cassandra rode her cunt against Furok’s eager tongue and watched as a wide-eyed young duchess was pushed down to the floor, her loincloth torn away, and her big, soft tits squeezed against the stone as a quartet of lusty goblins fell upon her. It didn’t take much for the goblins to turn the plump noblewoman into their willing fucktoy. In moments she was thrusting her wobbling ass back against two goblins, smothering one beneath her bust, and sucking the fourth with eager bobs of her head.

It wasn’t just the new slave girls being fucked either. The serving girls in their uniforms were seized by bored warriors and stripped naked. They cried out as barbarians and orcs plunged their thick cocks between quivering thighs and into the hot thickets of hair between luscious legs. Soon these women too were arching upon the floor and bucking with pleasure.

But it was Cassandra who drew the most attention. As Furok pleasured her with his tongue, a trio of burly orcs approached. She moaned softly, kissing them and feeling their rough hands undressing her. They sucked her tits and stroked her hips. Furok slurped at Cassandra’s cunt, and she began to cum upon his face. Her hips working as her nectar spilled into his mouth.

She fell to her knees at the carpeted base of the throne and the orcs were quick to take advantage. Their glistening green and purple cocks surrounded her, and Cassandra filled her hands and her mouth with their surging lust. She sucked orc cock and took her lover down her eager throat. She bucked her hips and offered her glistening cunt to Furok as he moved behind her. Grasping her hips. Plunging his big cock deep into her pussy.

Cassandra’s plush tits swung beneath her as she rode back hard against each thrust of Furok’s cock. She stroked wantonly, her fingers slick with precum. Her throat working around the cock fucking her mouth. The orcs adored her, but they were not gentle. They slammed their cocks into her. They squeezed and pinched and spanked. And when they came, they bellowed with pleasure and drenched her body with their seed. She gulped as she felt the hot, pumping rush of orc cum down her throat. Her pussy contracted as Furok hilted inside her and emptied his twitching bollocks in her cunt.

Cassandra did not rest until she had satisfied a dozen orcs. Their cocks deflated and their sweaty bodies heaving with satisfaction as Cassandra lounged atop heaped pillows and watched the sweaty, red-faced slave girls still being fondled and fucked. Cassandra drank wine in excess and beckoned a slave girl over on her hands and knees.

It was the plump, brown-haired duchess she had seen earlier.

“Y-yes, empress?” whispered the woman, her hips marked with red scratched from goblin claws and her face streaked with cum and tears.

“Clean me up, slave,” said Cassandra, leaning back and spreading her thighs. The duchess lowered her gaze to the blushing red mound of Cassandra’s cunt, smeared and oozing with frothy loads of orc cum.

“I will… fetch a towel,” said the duchess, starting to turn.

“No,” snapped Cassandra, adding a push of her willpower with the torc. “You will clean me… with your tongue. Come here, slave. What is your name?”

“Duchess Hailey Torenta,” said the girl, trembling as she crawled between Cassandra’s thighs.

“Well, Slave Hailey,” purred Cassandra, stroking the girl’s sweat-damp hair, “I’m going to fuck some barbarians next. Those big, beefy humans stuffing themselves with food and wine. And I don’t want my cunt stuffed with orc cum. Do you understand?”

“Yes, empress,” said Hailey, looking stricken, but obeying Cassandra.

“Mmmmmmm, there’s a good girl,” said Cassandra, leaning back atop the mound of pillows and guiding Hailey’s face to her cunt. Cassandra felt the first tentative licks of the girl’s tongue, dragging over her tender folds and tasting the residue of countless orc loads. Cassandra pulled harder on the back of Hailey’s head and the girl obeyed the signal, licking and slurping at Cassandra’s creamy cunt.

Soon enough, the erstwhile duchess lost all sense of shame or disgust and began to thrust her tongue deep and suck out the frothy filthy from Cassandra’s cunt. The eager ministrations of the young, slutty slave sent peals of pleasure through Cassandra’s body. The empress began to writhe and buck atop the pillows, feeling each new spasm releasing another gush of orc cum from the depths of her flooded cunt. Each fresh spurt was eagerly slurped up by Hailey, who seemed to be enjoying herself. The plump duchess had her big bottom in the air and was thrusting a hand between her creamy thighs.

Furok rose behind the girl and Cassandra nodded to him. He took hold of Hailey’s hips and thrust his greasy purple cock deep into Hailey’s hot twat. She cried out, her cunny squelching with an overflow of goblin goo as the big orc cock stretched her wide. To her credit, the freshly minted cunt-cleaning slave girl managed to quickly return to licking and sucking her empress. The plump young duchess managed to keep cleaning Cassandra even as Furok slammed his hips against Hailey’s wobbling ass.

“That’s it,” gasped Casssandra. “A little more. Get that tongue deep. Ohhhhhh… good girl. Ohhhhh my plump little cunt sucker. What a good… good slave you have made. Ahhhh!”

Cassandra came again, arching hard and squeezing Hailey’s face between her thighs. These soft cries of pleasure served as siren’s song to the gorging barbarians. With the orcs out of the way, they knew it was their turn and they shoved past the goblins and lizardmen and lined up to take their measure of pleasure from the empress.

Furok pulled Hailey off to the side and the empress, still panting with pleasure, slowly turned over onto her hands and knees. “Alright, my brave warriors. Give me those big cocks!”

The humans were no less savage than the orcs. They grabbed Cassandra roughly and stuffed her pussy and ass full of their hard, throbbing cocks. They took hold of her hair and made her suck their cocks. They squeezed and spanked her like she was just another slave girl.

And they did all this because she allowed it. She encouraged it with her lewd movements, eager slurping, and rolling, shapely hips. Load after load of hot human cum pumped into her mouth. Covering her face. Dripping from her chin. She wanked men between her tits until they painted her soft breasts with their hot cream. She took their loads deep in her ass and pussy, feeling the slimy spunk overflowing her well-used holes.

More importantly, she came with them. Again and again, exulting in the pleasure of an endless supply of big cock and beefy, rough men.

When the empress was done with the humans, she brought Hailey and two other slave girls over to lick her clean. Their tongues roved all over her body, licking her tits, her face, kissing her, slurping spunk from her every curve. Two tongues danced on her cream-dripping asshole. Two more plunged into her pussy and sucked at her salty cuntlips. It took much longer, but the cooing slave girls managed to bathe Cassandra completely with their eager tongues.

Then it was the turn of the lizardmen. Cassandra always made them wait so they expended the worst of their savagery on slave girls. She saw the scratched, dazed women the lizardmen had fucked. They would need healing salves and a night of rest. Cassandra liked it rough, but she had no desire to be wounded.

“Now then, coldbloods,” she said, spreading her legs wide. “Feel the heat of your empress.”

“SSSSSSS!” They hissed excitedly, their thick tails swinging as they came for her. Their wide, fanged mouths pricked at her soft tits as they sucked at her breasts. Their clawed hands pinched and poked and prodded her. One lizard licked her ass. Another slithered a tongue into her mouth and she kissed him. Their cocks were so slimy and cool and wedge-shaped. They stretched her like no other lovers.

One after another they took her. Frenzied, but also respectful. Their cocks plundering her. Their hissing words celebrating her victory.

“My empresssssss,” hissed one, adoration in his inhuman eyes as he hilted in her cunt and painted her inner walls with his seed.

“Great conqueror of the kingsssss,” hissed another, pumping his seed into her mouth.

So much pleasure and wine had nearly dazed Cassandra. She enjoyed her time with the lizardmen, but her lovers seemed to blur together. One reptilian cock was much like the next. All of them big and slimy. All their tongues bitter and long. All their hands rough and clawed. She took a dozen loads. Two dozen. Her holes gaping and dripping with their yellowish spunk. Her stomach was swollen with their seed.

At last, it was the goblins who had their turn. Cassandra did not bother to order her body to be licked clean. She simply beckoned to the goblins and the little green warriors crowded around her.

There were so very many of them and their cocks were so small and bumpy. Stiff little pickles dribbling with their lust. After being fucked by the lizardmen she could hardly feel the meager thrusts of the goblins. She sucked them and stroked them, and they pumped their oily seed into her mouth. She let it spill down her chin and onto her breasts, already so full of cum that she knew if she drank more, she would be sick.

The goblins (how could there be so many!?) buried her in a great, groping pile. Their mouths and hands were everywhere. Their cocks thrust against any part of her body they could find. She finally felt it when three at once managed to stuff their cocks into her well-fucked cunt. One was fucking her armpit. Another her buttocks. Another her asshole. Two between her tits from opposite ends. She was beneath a great, writhing blanket of goblin lust and she stayed there until the jabbering mass of green flesh was exhausted.

Her body was drenched head-to-toe in goblin spunk. It smelled awful and had soaked into the pillows. Rising with disgust, Cassandra limped over the snoring bodies of her countless lovers and spread herself on the feast table. She motioned to the slave girls. All of them. They surrounded her and went to work.

Cleaning the empress with their fingers and tongues. Satisfying her and sucking her tender flesh as she slipped off to a well-earned rest.

Qarsus was hers. The other human kingdoms would soon follow. 


6

A Fool’s Errand

Brol had heard of Cassandra the so-called Conqueror, but he knew there must be some misunderstanding in the rumors.

The last he had seen Cassandra was when he had been forced to hand her over to the orcs as a slave. As she had commanded him, he went off with the money the orcs had given him, drinking and whoring to try to forget the beautiful sorceress he had abandoned to her grim fate at the hands of the orcs.

Then something unexpected had happened. After almost managing to put her beautiful face, lilac hair, and heaving bosoms from his mind, Brol began to hear tales of her in taverns and brothels where he spent his coin. She was no longer Cassandra the Witch or Cassandra the Sorceress. She was Cassandra the Conqueror. She led an army and had captured two neighboring kingdoms. But how? The orc chief had been in possession of the very artifact Cassandra had sought.

No, Brol reasoned, it was a mistake. A distortion of rumors that had reached the taverns. She was no conqueror. She was a slave of the orcs, and they were abusing her magic for their own purposes.

It was Brol’s duty as her erstwhile protector to rescue the comely sorceress.

He traveled for three days and three nights across the countryside. He knew he was getting close to the battle lines when he began to encounter retreating soldiers and columns of refugees. They spoke of armies laying down their weapons and being slaughtered. Men and women surrendering to the depravity of a united army of monsters. And they spoke of Cassandra, wielding her magic to aid her monstrous warriors in battle.

Still, Brol did not believe them. He clung to the hope that these stories were misguided. Even those who had witnessed the battles were not reliable, for they could not understand the powers of the torc worn by the orc chief. With that, Brol reasoned, the orc could make Cassandra do anything.

The strapping barbarian continued in the direction of the frontline, slipping past the skirmishing armies and creeping along the supply columns of the monsters until he reached the fortress city of Karyon Rock. Perched high in the mountains, this unassailable fortress had somehow fallen into the hands of Cassandra the Conqueror. He saw the lilac-tinted pennants with their symbol of a golden serpent formed into a ring flapping from the black walls of the castle, yet he still could not believe that Cassandra was the ruler of this savage empire.

He slipped into the castle through a drainage pipe and made his way up through the sewers. The castle was filled with monsters of every type and description and depravity echoed from the stone walls. He saw women being taken by barbarians, orcs, lizardmen, and even lowly goblins. Maidens defiled, wives claimed, and beautiful daughters turned into cum dumps for the monsters. They fucked in the grandest of halls and the tightest of corridors. Sweaty, whimpering women mounted by brutes of every description.

Brol also came across grisly reminders that the men of the castle suffered too. Heads impaled on pikes, caged men slowly starving, and men who labored to clean and repair the castle wearing nothing more than loincloths and the marks of cruel lashes upon their backs.

Brol could do nothing for the men or women without betraying his presence to the guards. He made his way towards the suite of the king, sure that he would find Cassandra as a captive there. Before he could reach the upper levels of the castle he was discovered by a goblin. The creature squawked with terror and before Brol could slay the fiend it had scampered away.

He heard the shouts of alarm being raised throughout the castle and he began to run, his breath coming in gulps as he rushed through the defiled halls. He shouldered aside servants and took the head off a lizardman that peered out from a door curious about the noise.

The guards caught up to Brol on the stairs leading to the upper level of the castle. The barbarians and orcs swarmed him with their numbers. Though several fell to his sword and his howling fury, they overwhelmed him and battered him to his knees. He looked up, certain he was about to perish, and an orc struck him across the head with a club.

“Cassandra,” he groaned as darkness fell upon him and he slumped to the blood-soaked stairs.

The Intruder’s Punishment

Cassandra could hardly believe it. She stared through the bars of the dungeon cell at the bloodied, bruised body of her former bodyguard and lover. Brol looked deflated as he sprawled on the floor, blood trickling from his mouth and onto the stones. Cassandra’s orc guards gathered around her.

“We put him to the sword,” grunted Kordoth, her favored lieutenant. “Or torture in the town square. Make example.”

“How many did he slay?” demanded Cassandra.

“Three humans. Five orcs.”

“Impressive,” chuckled Cassandra. “You said he spoke my name as he fell?”

“Yes, my empress,” said Kordoth.

It would be wise to be done with Brol. To forget her past affairs and let him be treated like any other prisoner. Yet she still fell some slight affection for the warrior who had protected her on her quest for the torc. She stroked the golden band and peered in at him.

“A warrior of such strength has some use to me still,” murmured Cassandra. “Bring the healers. See that he is washed. I want him bound and delivered to my bedroom before nightfall.”

“Yes, empress, but he is dangerous,” said Kordoth.

“Oh, my brave lieutenant,” purred Cassandra, turning and stroking the muscles of the brawny orc. “That is why you and my serpent guards will be there. We will teach this human some humility.”

She lounged in her room and awaited the arrival of her former lover. Her serpent guards in their lilac sashes stood at attention around her enormous bed. She wore sheer silks and drank sweet wine as a trio of captive human women played relaxing music.

Brol arrived just before dark. His wounds healed, his body oiled and dressed in nothing but a slave’s loincloth, and his wrists bound behind his back. Kordoth shoved him into the room and followed behind the defeated warrior.

“Cassandra,” groaned Brol as he was shoved down to his knees in the middle of the room.

Cassandra smiled cruelly as she rose from her bed and sauntered over to him, her shapely hips swinging and her cunny visible through her sheer skills. Her soft breasts heaved, nipples straining against the fabric.

“You are as brave as you are a fool, Brol,” purred Cassandra, approaching him and running her delicate hands over the bulging muscles of his shoulders. She slid her fingers down to his chest and roughly pinched his nipples. He hissed as she twisted. “Did you really think I would be some poor slave to the orcs? Some cock sheath for a barbarian? I am the empress, Brol! It is my master plan that leads these armies into war and conquerors the lands of the humans and soon, the elves.”

“Gods, Cassandra,” moaned Brol. “Why?”

“Because,” she laughed, shoving him onto his back with his head resting atop the edge of her bed. “I was destined to bring peace to this world. My way. As a conqueror.”

She leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to Brol’s lips, then quickly drew away as he began to answer with a kiss of his own. She turned to Kordoth, caressing his green skin and bulging muscles. Pressing her curves to the huge orc as he stood at attention.

“Kordoth here is my favored lieutenant, Brol,” she said. “He protects me and leads my armies. These hands have ended a hundred lives and brought me as many nights of pleasure. Kordoth thinks you should be executed. Made an example of. Isn’t that right, mighty Kordoth?”

“Yes, empress,” barked the orc, lifting his chin proudly.

“Mmmmmm.” Cassandra’s fingers trailed down Kordoth’s muscular abdomen to the bulge in his loincloth. “I disagreed. I thought you should live, Brol. Perhaps I can find a use for you. But first, you must be taught some humility.”

Cassandra smiled cruelly at the pain she saw in Brol’s eyes. She turned away from the heroic warrior and pressed her soft curves to Kordoth.

“Take me,” she whispered to the orc. “Take me and show him the strength of an orc.”

“With pleasure, empress,” growled Kordoth.

Her huge bodyguard took Cassandra in his mighty arms and carried her to the bed. He threw her down next to Brol and snarled at the human watching. Kordoth was not gentle about undressing Cassandra. He ripped away her billowing, sheer trousers and the sheer blouse she wore, revealing her luscious curves. His green hands contrasted sharply with her pale skin. He caressed and shaped her soft titflesh and Cassandra gasped at the pleasure of his rough touch.

“That’s it, Kordoth,” she moaned. “Show the human how you give me pleasure.”

The orc pressed a savage kiss to her lips and Cassandra dramatically returned the kiss. Her lips slipping over and past Kordoth’s tusks. His tongue thrusting back into her mouth as his hands roughly spread her legs. He broke the kiss and moved down her body, devouring her with that hot orc tongue. Dragging it over her breasts and stiff nipples, licking and kissing his way down between her legs.

Cassandra arched and cried out with ecstasy as Kordoth’s tongue tasted her cunt. As he licked the sensitive divot of her ass. She clung to his head, bucking her hips as he pleasured her while Brol watched. The human was pained by what was happening, but clearly unable to look away. Cassandra could see the bulge growing in Brol’s loincloth.

“Getting hard watching an orc pleasure me?” Cassandra laughed and then arched against Kordoth’s face, crying out as she came against the orc’s lapping tongue.

Her shudders of ecstasy had scarcely diminished when Kordoth rose from between her legs. He untied his loincloth and Cassandra let out a coo of lust as she saw the orc’s mighty green cock. She sat up, grasping it in both hands, pressing it to the soft cradle of her breasts as she lavished kisses and licks against its swollen tip. Kordoth stroked her head and groaned with pleasure. Cassandra locked eyes with Brol as she began to suck Kordoth’s thick cock. She slid it nearly into her throat and tongued beneath Kordoth’s fat tip. She stroked the orc’s fat bollocks, feeling them tighten up as she bobbed her hot mouth upon his cock.

She popped her lips free before she made him cum and moaned with pleasure.

“His seed is delicious,” moaned Cassandra, teasing licks to the oozing tip of Kordoth’s cock. “Some nights I’ll drink from his hot spigot more than once. But tonight, Brol, I must feel the orcs seed pumping inside me.”

“You wicked woman,” moaned Brol.

“Yes, I am,” laughed Cassandra, crawling near Brol on the bed and spreading her legs wide. “I am the wickedest. That is why I am the empress and all those other women are pleasure slaves and breeders for my army.”

“Gods,” groaned Brol.

Yet still he watched as Kordoth, growling at Brol, climbed between Cassandra’s creamy thighs and guided his glistening cock to her flushed cunny. She howled with pleasure as Kordoth’s cock slid into her hot, aching channel. His fat bollocks smacking against her asshole. His weight driving her down into the bed as his hips collided with her. She laced her arms around Kordoth’s muscular neck as her soft tits began to bounce and heave to the rhythm of the orc’s rutting pleasure.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss, it’s so much deeper than any human can reach inside me,” she gasped, feeling the orc’s huge cock plundering her depths. “Fuck me, Kordoth. Make this human watch as you conquer me as I will conquer the world.”

“Yes, my empress,” snarled Kordoth, leaning down to capture Cassandra’s lips in another passionate kiss. Her tits bounced and splashed with the growing ferocity of the orc’s rutting. Her nipples dragging against his sweaty, muscular body. Her cunt clutching around each thrust of his thick, veiny cock. Her pleasure building until she wailed with fresh ecstasy, her feet in the air to either side of the orc’s hips. Her cunt spasming around his cock as each thrust of Kordoth made lewd, wet sounds inside her tight depths.

“My empress,” bellowed the orc. “My seed… it churns for release!”

“Do you hear that, Brol? He is close now! Watch! Watch as might Kordoth seeds his empress.” She laughed and leaned up to press another kiss to Kordoth’s tusky mouth. She could see Brol watching her with pained interest. She laughed, gasping with pleasure, feeling the orc’s swollen cock plundering her quivering depths. “Cum for me now, Kordoth! Cum for your empress!”

“YEssssss! Cassandra! My empress!” Kordoth threw back his head and bellowed with release. He hilted inside Cassandra’s clutching cunt and unleashed a mighty, pumping orgasm. She felt the hot flood of his seed into her depths. Spurt after spurt drenching her inner walls as the orc filled her to overflowing. His cock greased with his seed. His load trickling down the crack of her ass.

“Yesssssss, oh yesss, bathe my walls in your hot orc cum,” she moaned. “So much better… than a human’s seed.”

Kordoth at last withdraw his cum-smeared cock from her depths, leaving her a gaping filthy mess. Cassandra turned her drooling cunt towards Brol so he could see.

“Do you still wish to save me, Brol?” She teased, running her fingers through the slimy mess. “Do you still wish to serve me?”

“Yes, Cassandra,” whispered Brol, staring at her defiled body.

“Then fuck me,” she said. “Right now.”

She nodded to Kordoth and the orc cut Brol free and stepped back. With an anguished cry, the once proud warrior launched himself at Cassandra and threw his powerful body atop hers. He took Cassandra in his arms, kissing her desperately and thrusting his stiff cock into her seeded cunt. The sound was raw and raunchy and yet Brol hardly seemed to care. He rutted into her with desperate fury. His cock sloshing in her creamed cunt. His gasps of surrender hot on his lips as he kissed her again and again.

“That’s it, Brol,” laughed Cassandra, wrapping her legs around him and drawing his cock deeper still. “Fuck me. Fuck your empress.”

Brol did not last long before letting out a strangled cry of pleasure and emptying his throbbing bollocks into Cassandra’s depths. After he had cum, she cradled the defeated warrior in her arms. His head against her breasts and his cock slowly softening within her creamy cove.

“Leave us,” she said to Kordoth, her guards, and the musicians. Once they had gone she lifted Brol’s head from her breasts and forced him to look into her eyes. “You will serve me now, Brol, as you served me before. As my guardian and concubine. I will have many lovers, and I will do many cruel things. But if you serve me well, I will share my bed with you when the whim strikes me. Do you accept these terms?”

Brol’s brow furrowed, and he looked as if he might actually weep with his suffering. Then his resolve seemed to harden, and he gave her a slight nod.

“Yes, my empress,” he said.

Cassandra moaned with delight, wrapping her legs tightly around him again and planting a kiss to his lips.

“That’s a good boy, Brol,” she purred, slipping and sliding her tongue against his. He moaned against her lips, embracing her passionately and surrendering to his desire.

Cassandra’s conquest would continue with Brol as her concubine.
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Domina of the Circus Monstrum

By Amanda Clover
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Bending the Knee

A lock of Mera’s fiery red hair fell into her face as she bowed her head to her master. Her golden-brown eyes glittered with power. One eye uncovered and the other peering out from within a varicolored mask that enclosed half her pale and delicate face. The orcs thought her a witch, but her mask was the source of her power. A gift from her master. She wore golden armor that revealed the inner curves of her pert breasts and a white skirt with thigh-high boots of polished brown leather.

The face of Dungeon Lord Pharrok was hidden in the shadows of his tattered hood. His image was distorted by the facets of the communing crystal perched atop Mera’s private altar, but even still she could see the hint of a face without a nose and the gleam of his crimson eyes studying her.

“Speak, Mera.” The rasping voice of her master sent a chill down Mera’s back. “What news of Caledonia? Have the elves held as the prophets predicted or was I correct?”

“Oh, master, it was glorious,” said Mera, unable to conceal her delight. “As you predicted, King Vidar proved to be a coward. He opened his gates to the orcs in surrender after only two days of siege and even now the greenskins are ransacking the city. The orcs take their pleasure and treasure wherever it can be found. The lucky men of the elves have been slaughtered and the unlucky are bound for slavery. The women, well, they are already auctioning them off to one another.”

“Irontusk will bask in the power this victory will give him among his bloodthirsty kind, but he should not forget how that victory was won,” said Pharrok. “That ring he pilfered from my dungeon was more than a good luck charm.”

“Yes, of course, master,” said Mera, bowing her head again.

“And what of King Vidar?” asked Pharrok.

“He grovels before Irontusk as his people suffer and his city burns,” said Mera. “The orc has demanded an impossible ransom in gold to spare the king’s life. His time is running out to provide the gold. He has been trying to sell his wife, but she is already sullied by the orcs. Why would they buy what they can freely take?”

“Mmmmm, yes, Irontusk’s cleverness – for an orc - makes him all the crueler,” rasped Pharrok, a bony hand stroking his unseen chin. “Perhaps you should intervene and provide the king with the ransom.”

“Save him?” scoffed Mera.

“I care nothing for the king, he will likely perish at Irontusk’s hand regardless of what you do, but perhaps you can find a use for his wife. Something pretty to freshen up your arena.”

“Yes,” said Mera as a tight smile spread on her lips. “An elf would really draw a crowd.”

Scenes From a Fallen City

The once pure towers of the ancient elven city of Caledonia were defiled. Some of these white towers had burned to blackened stone, some were still burning, but every building and every boulevard that remained now played host to the celebration of the orcs. The drunken orcs danced and feasted in the streets. They carried sacks of looted treasure and led shuffling gangs of collared slaves. The orcs glanced in Mera’s direction as she passed, but they knew her, the masked witch, and they knew to keep their distance.

She turned down a narrow staircase to a higher level of the city and she was confronted by the reek of sex, bestial orc grunts, and the singsong voice of an elf in the heat of pleasure.

“OooOOOOooo!” crooned the elf. “Fuck meeeee!”

The poor elf girl was slim and winsome and had her face pressed to the wall of the stairwell. Her feet kicked apart, her fingers splayed upon the stones of the wall, and her slender neck collared by one of the pleasure slave collars that gave off a faint green glow. A small mercy for the collared elf, for she would enjoy being defiled instead of screaming and pleading like some of the less fortunate girls.

Behind the blonde elf stood one of the ugliest orcs that Mera had ever seen. His face was a mask of scars. He was one-eyed and one-tusked and wore a human skull on a chain around his neck. It bounced against the slab of his muscles as he rutted the elf. His big, callused hands fairly encircled the elf’s narrow waist, and his muscular hips pounded his huge green cock into the stretched ring of the elf’s asshole. The firm globes of her buttocks jiggled with each slam of the orc’s hips and Mera could see the orc’s huge cock stretching and pushing against her abdomen from within.

Mera watched for a moment longer, then loudly cleared her throat.

The orc rutting in the elf glanced over with annoyance. His hand reached for the hatchet hanging from his belt, but his fingers stopped short. His eye wide with recognition.

“Sorry,” he growled, stepping back and pulling his huge cock free of the gaping ass of the elf with a lewd slurp. The elf collapsed to her knees, panting, her ass in the air as the orc stepped back to make room for Mera to pass.

“Try not to kill her,” said Mera, glancing down at the trembling elf. “She likes it because of the collar. But you can still injure her.”

“Why you care?” growled the orc, sniffing with annoyance.

“Because a good elf slave shouldn’t go to waste,” replied Mera, smiling as she passed between them. Before she was halfway up the stairs, she heard the elf’s cries of pleasure as the orc resumed his rut. The orc was fucking the poor girl in the ass even harder than before.

Mera sighed, shook her head, and continued to the higher level of the city. White Spire Castle towered above the upper plaza of the city. Some of the inner defenses lay in ruin from the orc bombardment by catapults. Goblins were swarming over a pair of human women that must have been visiting the city as dignitaries or as servants. The women, hair matted, and bodies smeared with cum, were long past the point of resisting and simply served the teeming green mass as best they could.

“Please! They are good women!” The voice of a male elf echoed out into the plaza. “She is – was – a queen of the elves! Please, she will make a good slave! I promise you—AH!”

King Vidar toppled out of the castle’s gates, shoved by a pack of orc warriors departing with sacks of loot. One of them gave the fallen king a kick for good measure, then decided to rip the gilded jacket from Vidar’s shoulders.

“Don’t go,” called the king, picking himself up as the orcs passed him by. “I must sell them both! Please!”

The orcs laughed and one of them threw a book and hit the king in the head, staggering him back. They left him rubbing his golden hair as he sat on the top steps before the castle doors.

Mera approached him and he slowly lifted his gaze. She had met the king once before and recognition flickered in his blue eyes.

“You… you work for one of the Dungeon Lords,” he said, grabbing at Mera’s boots and pressing a kiss to them. “Oh, please, miss. He can help me with Queen Andariel. She is very beautiful. Your master can buy my wife. What was his name?”

“I work for myself, but I serve Lord Pharrok,” said Mera, using one hand to push the pitiful king away from her boot. “It is your lucky day, King Vidar. I have need of a slave or two. Take me to your wife and, what was the other one?”

“Her royal protector, Renna,” said Vidar, his relief so intense that he was beginning to weep. “She is a dark elf oathsworn to my… my wife. She is fit and comely, well trained in battle. You should buy them both, please. I need a thousand thrymsas, please. They will be worth it.”

A thousand thrymsas was a cheap ransom for a queen of the elves.

“Stop groveling and taking me to your wife,” said Mera.

“Oh, blessings of the goddess be upon you, my lady,” whimpered the king, rising to his feet uncertainly and attempting to straighten a crown that no longer sat upon his head. Mera brushed past him and wrinkled her nose at the pungent stench of defeat clinging to the former master of White Spire Castle.

The new master of the castle was waiting for her in the throne room. Beneath the defaced banners of the golden elves, the orc warlord Irontusk sprawled upon a throne intended for a much smaller body. He had the massive underbite and huge tusks endemic to powerful male orcs, but his tusks were capped with iron and there was an unusual intelligence in his beady red eyes.  His hulking physique was brutish and massive even by orc standards, with shoulders that seemed as wide as a wagon and massive slabs of muscles resting atop a belly that was somehow fat and taut with strength at the same time.

He sat upon the throne with his muscular legs shamelessly wide apart and his furry loincloth hanging untied over one leg. This left his huge green bollocks hanging over the throne’s seat and the massive pillar of his bumpy green cock sticking up lewdly from his lap. It was hard for Mera not to look at such a display, but her view was at least partly blocked by the two elves crawling between his legs and obediently serving him.

Queen Andariel, lovely and fair-haired, wore nothing but a green slave collar around her slender neck. Her heart-shaped bottom was raised behind her as she knelt between Irontusk’s legs and pressed her pert breasts against the orc warlord’s cock. She was trying to fit his fat crown into her drooling mouth. She was mewling with lust. Even across the grand throne room, Mera could see the former queen’s flushed arousal and the glistening wetness of her cunt.

There was no missing Andariel’s bodyguard Renna. The blue-skinned dark elf had her white hair loose around her head as she leaned beneath her mistress and passionately pleasured the orc. The green pulses of light from the collar around Renna’s neck seemed to compel her to slurp and lick at Irontusk’s fat bollocks.

“Nasty sluts,” he rumbled, caressing them with both hands.

“Ohhh, thank you, master,” moaned Andariel, looking up at him and licking the huge head of his cock. “I’m your naughty elf whore.”

“Mmmmm, I’m even naughtier,” moaned Renna, licking beneath Irontusk’s sack and lustily rimming his ass.

The orc groaned and leaned back in his captured throne. King Vidar kept his gaze lowered as his wife sucked and licked at the orc warlord’s cock.

“Uh, hmmm, mighty Irontusk,” said Vidar, fidgeting with his tattered shirt.

“Come to watch, Vidar?” laughed Irontusk. “Maybe I let you touch pathetic elf cock while I fuck your wife. You like that, Andariel?”

“Ohhhh, yes, my husband should watch while you pound my pussy,” cried Andariel, giggling with delight. “His cock will never satisfy me again after I’ve been fucked by your pillar, Irontusk!”

Mera took no joy seeing that the queen had been reduced to such a pitiful pleasure slave, but she could not deny that seeing the orc roughly handle the former queen and her bodyguard was arousing. He shoved Renna’s face against his bollocks as he picked Andariel up with one hand and lifted her onto his lap. Her legs spread wide above his green cock. The darker, almost purple crown glistened with the queen’s saliva as he nudged his tip against her soft folds.

Vidar whimpered and cringed as Irontusk lowered Andariel onto his cock and stretched her pussy wide. She cried out with ecstasy as he impaled her down to his balls. Renna licked her way from the orc’s huge stones to her queen’s straining clit.

“Nnnnnnnnhgnn,” moaned Renna.

“Ohhhhh, fuck, it’s so amazing,” cried Andariel, working her hips and riding the huge orc’s pussy-breaker.

Mera ignored Vidar’s whimpering and the lewd motions of the two pleasure slaves, and she approached the huge orc’s throne.

“Come to join in the fun?” growled Irontusk, raising and lowering Andariel atop his throbbing cock.

“I want these two slaves, Irontusk,” said Mera.

“Hmmmm?” He lazily looked in her direction and his red eyes narrowed. “Oh, it you, witch. You can’t have them unless you mean to buy them from the king over there.”

“I’ll pay his ransom,” said Mera.

Irontusk laughed and rammed his cock deep into Andariel, bouncing her roughly in his lap.

“A thousand thrymsas for these slaves? Another day and minds completely broken by the collars.” His huge hands wrapped Andariel’s waist, and he began to work her body vigorously up and down on his cock like she was a living toy made for his release. “You want waste coins, I not argue. Give them.”

Mera produced a satchel of coins from her skirt and tossed it at Irontusk’s feet. Irontusk grunted and glanced at the purse as the coins spilled out.

“I finish first,” he declared, slamming his cock faster in and out of Andariel’s cunt as Renna obediently tongued the queen’s twat and slurped on the orc’s tightening bollocks. The sight of the huge orc’s cock stretching the queen’s cunt and bulging her abdomen began to arouse Mera. She did not look away from the raunchy scene, but she tried not to let her lust show in her face or her stiff nipples straining against the inside of her armor.

“Maybe I breed queen,” grunted Irontusk, rising from his throne and holding Andariel with her feet off the ground as he pounded into her pussy. She tried to keep her head up, but the force of the orc’s thrusts was making her pert breasts shudder wildly and jiggling her head around like a loose joint on a doll. Her limbs flopped. She sang with ecstasy, her eyes rolling in her head and trickles of her nectar spilling down her legs to drip from her bare feet and curling toes.

“An elf does not breed easily,” said Mera.

“My seed is mighty like me!” bellowed Irontusk, hilting his huge cock in Andariel’s cunt and unleashing a massive torrent of his spunk. Even from several paces away, Mera could smell the frothing orc cum dripping out of the queen’s stuffed cunt. A few drops became overflowing rivulets as Irontusk emptied his load int the queen.

When he was finished, he dropped her roughly to the floor and let her slide off his cock and onto her hands and knees. Her flooded cunt poured out yellowish white orc cum and left a huge puddle between the queen’s trembling knees. Renna crawled over behind the queen and began licking up the filthy puddle and tonguing the rubbed-red rim of Andariel’s gaping cunt.

“See how good these slaves are?” laughed Irontusk, reaching down to scoop up his clinking payment. “Take them, witch. They yours now.”

Mera hooked leashes to their glowing green collars. She glanced at Irontusk over her shoulder as she began to lead the mewling queen and her obedient bodyguard away.

“Why did you steal what belonged to Lord Pharrok?” she asked.

“Hmmmm?” Irontusk seemed to remember and he looked at the band of pitch black metal around one huge finger. “You should be happy that withered old mummy’s magic still works.”

“Do you intend to return the ring to him?” she asked, more out of curiosity than anything else.

“Return? Ha! You funny, witch. Your master not scare me. What he do to punish me?”

Mera smiled coldly at the orc and stroked Andariel’s flushed cheek.

“He will do far worse than you did to the elves, Irontusk,” she said. “Sooner or later, you will learn that Lord Pharrok has a very long reach and an infinite capacity for cruelty.”

“Tell him I wait,” laughed Irontusk, grunting as he sat his giant body back on the too-small throne.


2

The Journey Home

It was a long journey from the fallen elf city of Caledonia to the Circus Monstrum. Mera’s arena brought warriors and slave gladiators from across Aropa to face the monsters Master Pharrok provided to her. Mera kept a stable of gladiators to entertain the huge crowds that attended her matches. No recent acquisition had been finer than the elves she had bought in Caledonia.

Any elf could make an appealing addition to her roster of gladiators, but a high elf queen and her oathsworn dark elf bodyguard were treasures wasted on the simple lust of orcs. She studied them in the carriage as it clattered down the road. Andariel was exquisitely beautiful, with flowing golden hair and pale skin that would have been flawless if it did not have bruises from the rough hands of the orcs. Her large, blue eyes watered with sadness. She was in an obedient stupor from her slave collar and did not offer any resistance to Mera’s commands.

“Undress and fondle your breasts,” commanded Mera.

She watched idly as the beautiful queen was compelled to slip her violet cloak from her shoulders. Andariel began to squeeze her pert breasts and pinch at her pale pink nipples. The dullness of the collar on her neck could not smother the pleasure she was feeling. She shuddered and moaned softly.

“Spread your legs wider. Show me your cunt.”

Again, Andariel obeyed, parting her creamy thighs and revealing the reddish folds of her cunt. She was still raw from the pleasures the orcs had inflicted upon her, but she had suffered no real damage. Mera had used a bit of magic to ensure that neither woman was left pregnant by the orcs. It wouldn’t be good to spend so much coin on a slave who immediately grew fat with child.

Without even being told, Andariel was rubbing at her pussy. She began to shamelessly fuck herself with three fingers as the carriage bounced along the road. That degree of lust was unusual even after being trained by orc cocks. Perhaps Andariel was a bit of a slut.

“Interesting,” chuckled Mera.

Mera watched as Andariel continued to fondle herself and plunge her fingers into her cunt. Mera slowly turned her attention to Renna, the dark elf sitting stiffly next to Andariel on the carriage’s leather seat. The dark elf was plainly unhappy. It did not diminish her beauty.

Mera had dressed Renna in a simple white gown that clung to her subtly muscular frame. Her breasts were a bit smaller than Andariel’s, her skin a pale blue and her shoulder-length hair as white as snow. She was even more alluring than the queen for the hard look that she had in her pinkish-red eyes. The collar around her neck made her obedient, but unlike the queen, Renna was not broken. She had seen this defiant look in the eyes of other gladiators. Mera knew that she would need to be forceful when the collar came off Renna.

For now, she amused herself with the dark elf’s defiance.

“Get down on your knees,” commanded Mera. Renna shook for a moment, resisting the command, and then slid off the bench and to her knees. Her red eyes blazed with impotent defiance. Mera slowly parted her knees and drew her gown up her toned thighs. She bared her nearly hairless mound to the dark elf. “Come here. Pleasure me with your tongue.”

Renna could not disobey this command. She crawled between Mera’s parted thighs and began to lick. She fought each lash of her tongue, brow furrowed as she licked. Mera leaned back to enjoy Renna’s tongue and watched the fair elf princess pleasuring herself.

“That’s it,” sighed Mera, shifting in her seat and hanging her legs over Renna’s shoulders. “Do not spare your tongue on my ass, slave. You will pleasure me wherever and whenever I command it, whether you wear a collar or not. Is that understood?”

“Mmnnnnnnhhnn,” agreed Renna, tonguing the tight ring of Mera’s pink divot. Mera laughed cruelly, tangling her fingers in Renna’s white hair. Her pleasure rising as she watched the queen bring herself to an intense, shuddering orgasm.

“That’s it,” gasped Mera, her breasts heaving as she tightened her grip on Renna’s head. “Suck. Suck me there. Yes! Ohhhhh! Fuuuuck!”

Mera jerked her hips, watching the flush spread on Andariel as the elf came hard upon her own fingers. Mera came with the queen as Renna, obedient at last, sucked at Mera’s clit. Mera’s breasts heaved. Her body arched from the carriage seat. She thrust herself against the dark elf’s face as pleasure shuddered up from her core.

Yes, it was a long ride back to the Circus Monstrum, but at least Mera would have ample entertainment.

The Arena Between Matches

The Circus Monstrum was a solitary giant upon the dusty plains. A reddish fortress of stone walls built to provide seating for the thousands who would come from all around Trentino to see the fights.

The arena was a day’s journey from the great city of Zora, where gladiator matches were popular, but the use of monsters was strictly prohibited in that city. Thus, the remote location of the Circus Monstrum was no deterrent for those who wished to see humans, elves, and dwarves battling against the foulest creatures of the dungeons. Mera was happy to provide the bloodthirsty Trentinoans with an exhibition worthy of their trip.

In the shadow of the massive amphitheater stood barracks and a full training camp. Her ludi. There, Mera’s trusted gladiator doctors would train and equip her latest acquisitions. There was a small settlement of houses, taverns, brothels, and inns for visitors to seek lodging and refreshment. These were operated independently, but of course Mera took a taste of any profits.

Her domus overlooked the arena and the settlement. A beautiful structure of white marble, surrounded by gardens, statues, and high walls to keep unwanted visitors out and her large collection of slaves inside. The gates opened and the carriage stopped beside a fountain bubbling with clear, blue water. Mera stepped out of the carriage and splashed some of the water in her face. One of her house slaves approached, bowing deeply.

“Domina,” he said. “Welcome home.”

“Yes,” she said, drying her hands on his robe. “Take these two to the baths, have the stink of the orcs scrubbed off them, and then bring them to my quarters.”

“Yes, domina,” said the slave. He gestured and two female slaves took Renna and Andariel away.

Once Mera was alone in her quarters, she prepared the crystal that allowed her to communicate with Lord Pharrok. She bowed her head to her master and activated the crystal. The pink glow of the crystal lit her face, an image slowly resolving into the hooded head of Pharrok.

“Master,” she said. “I have returned to the Circus Monstrum. I have acquired the queen of the elves.”

“And her bodyguard?” rasped Pharrok.

Mera lifted her gaze just a little, surprised that he would care about Renna at all.

“Her as well, master,” she said.

“Good. I shall provide you with some monsters to test them in the arena if you wish.”

“Of course. Thank you for your generosity, master.”

“And my ring?”

“Irontusk refused to hand it over,” said Mera, feeling a thrill knowing that her master would have some brutal punishment in mind for the orc.

Lord Pharrok chuckled. It was the cruel laugh of a Dungeon Lord who had put hundreds, perhaps thousands, of people to death by traps, assassination, and bloody murder. The laugh of someone who could call upon an endless list of monsters, conjuring them forth at a whim to do his bidding.

“What will you do to him?” asked Mera.

“Oh, I have an idea for him you will like very much,” teased Pharrok with a laugh. “But not just yet.”

He stepped into the darkness. The glow of the crystal faded as the magical connection was severed.

Mera changed into a gown of sheer white silk with nothing worn beneath, her stiff nipples visible beneath the hanging fabric and the reddish trim of her cunt only slightly concealed by the shadow of her thighs. She was brushing her scarlet hair to one side when there came a knock at her door.

“Bring them in,” she commanded.

Her slaves brought her most recent acquisitions into her spacious quarters. Andariel and Renna had been bathed, their skin oiled to a glistening sheen, and their bodies clothed in the scantiest wraps of fresh linen. Mera finished dressing and turned to them to look them over. She untied the simple tails her servants had put in the hair of the two women so that she could admire their loose, shoulder-length hair. They wore their hair in a very similar fashion compared to Mera’s asymmetrical red hair.

Mera’s fingers hovered over the collar gleaming around the neck of each woman. She detested such crude implements. The time had come to let these women be themselves. With a flick of her fingers and a tickle of the magic in her mask, the collars clicked open. Mera’s waiting slaves took the collars away and left the room with a nod from Mera.

Andariel and Renna staggered as their minds were freed from the submission magic. Renna straightened. She tensed. Andariel looked like she might cry as she reacted to the flood of realization about her predicament.

“I am Mera, Mistress of the Circus Monstrum, the greatest arena in all of Aropa. I am your domina, your mistress, and by my coin I own you both. Do you understand?”

“Yes, mistress,” said Andariel, tears dropping down her face as she bowed her head.

“Yes,” said Renna, a gleam of defiance in her red eyes before she also bowed her head. “Mistress.”

“I know the orcs were rough with you,” said Mera, slowly circling around them and admiring their nearly naked bodies. The diaphanous gown she wore clung to her own ample figure. “I will not be so rough. So long as you are obedient. This means when I give you a command, you will obey.”

There was a roar of excitement from the nearby arena. A crowd watching a low-level free match between gladiators.

“Do you hear that? That is the sound of my arena. My gladiators entertain the crowd. Some even entertain me. I expect all my best girls to provide entertainment. Do you know how to entertain?” She waited, but they did not answer. She spread her arms, her sheer gown revealing her stiff pink nipples and the tiny red trim of hair above her mound. “Show me, if you do. Pleasure me.”

“Yes, mistress,” gasped Andariel, flushing deeply as she fell to her knees before Mera. Renna did not obey immediately. Mera stared at Renna even as she felt Andariel’s hands on her thighs, parting her gown.

“You refuse my command?” Mera’s lip curled and magic began to buzz in her mask.

“Renna, please,” gasped Andariel. “Obey your mistress. Pleasure our domina.”

“Yes, my queen,” said Renna.

Mera allowed her smile to return. She embraced Renna, kissing her savagely and thrusting her tongue into the dark elf’s warm mouth. She pulled the blue-skinned beauty’s muscular body tighter, slipping a hand down to her firm, round buttocks and squeezing them. Spanking them. Making Renna moan against her kiss.

Renna began to kiss Mera back. Reluctantly, at least at first, but with the growing passion of lust that could not be denied. Mera held the back of Renna’s head, guiding her lower and parting the sides of her gown to reveal her naked breasts. Renna dipped her mouth to one of Mera’s nipples and began to suck. The urgent, warm suction sent pleasure rippling through Mera’s body.

“Yessss,” she hissed, her other hand curling around Andariel’s head and guiding the blonde queen’s tongue to her twat. She felt that soft tongue lapping at her slit, lashing her bud, and slipping into her honeyed cove.

Renna moved to Mera’s other breast, tonguing around Mera’s nipple before sucking Mera’s pink bud between her lips. The hot pleasure of two mouths combined had Mera’s ecstasy rising. She bucked her hips and thrust against Andariel’s tongue. Just as she was about to cum, Renna’s teeth bit at Mera’s nipple, sending a hot, distracting spike of pain to her clit.

“Ah! Stupid bitch!” Mera hissed and yanked Renna’s mouth away from her breast. Mera shoved the dark elf down roughly to the floor. “Since you can’t be trusted with your teeth, I’ll take only your tongue.”

Mera sat her plush bottom upon Renna’s face, giving the dark elf no choice but to put her tongue to work in the depths of Mera’s crack. Renna resisted for a moment, but Mera made sure if the dark elf did not lick then she could not breathe. That sent Renna’s tongue to rim Mera’s tight hole and squirm into the pucker of her asshole.

While Renna licked Mera’s ass, the beautiful domina grabbed Andariel and pulled her in for a kiss. She thrust a hand between Andariel’s thighs and began to roughly finger the queen’s hot cove. There was no doubt the orcs had loosened the queen up a little, but her cunt still tightened around Mera’s thrusting fingers. She began to moan and quiver.

“Yes, you’re the good girl, aren’t you?” laughed Mera, kissing the queen again and again as Mera rolled her hips and smothered her ass against Renna’s face. “I can think of a few uses for you.”

Mera began to buck faster and faster, pumping her fingers to match the rhythm and feeling Andariel’s elf cunt tightening with her growing pleasure. Andariel moaned loudly against Mera’s hungry lips and hot nectar began to spurt from her pussy. It sprayed over Renna’s supine body, drenching her abdomen and the cloth covering her cunt. The lewd sight of the queen gushing so wantonly on her bodyguard sent Mera over the edge. Her fingers tightened in Andariel’s hair and she yanked the queen’s head downward.

“Suck me,” gasped Mera, riding her ass hard atop Renna’s face. “Suck my tits.”

“Yes, mistress,” moaned the queen, latching her mouth to Mera’s breast and sucking hard. The queen continued to shake her hips and fuck herself against Mera’s fingers. Her pleasure lingering as Mera cried out, one hand tight in Andariel’s hair and the other holding Renna’s head beneath her smothering ass.

Mera’s climax was intense. Prolonged by the humiliation of the dark elf and the golden-haired queen’s eager tit-sucking. Her tight pucker clenched again and again around Renna’s tongue. Mera’s pleasure stormed through her body and dripped from her trembling cunt. Her clit rubbing against Renna’s chin with each roll of her hips.

“That’s a good girl,” moaned Mera, gasping softly and slowly rising from the dark elf’s face. “You’re learning what it means to serve.”

“Yes… yes, mistress,” agreed Renna, her red eyes still blazing defiantly.

They sat together upon the cushions spread out on the floor, sweaty and glowing with pleasure. Even Renna, who still wore her wrap about her loins, seemed strangely satisfied by what had occurred. There was another roar from the crowd, perhaps signaling a triumph or a death in the arena, and Mera lifted her head.

“That is the path to your desires,” rasped Mera, gesturing vaguely in the direction of the arena seen through the billowing curtains of her balcony. “The victor of a match can request a favor of the mistress. The greater the victory, the greater the favor they can request.”

“Could a gladiator ask for revenge upon the orcs?” asked Renna.

“Hmmmm?” Mera laughed with surprise. “Why, I suppose so. That would be a very big favor though, my dear. A gladiator would need to become a champion to ask so much of me.”

“Then I will become a champion,” said Renna, sitting up.

“Renna,” gasped Andariel, pressing herself against her bodyguard’s side. “You cannot become a gladiator alone. I… I will be one as well.”

“No, my queen,” said Renna. “You cannot. It is too dangerous.”

“It is dangerous,” said Mera. “In more ways than you know. But I will allow you both to become gladiators if that is what you desire. Of course, you will not always fight side by side, you understand? And only one of you can become the champion.”

Renna and Andariel embraced tightly. Renna’s eyes blazed with hard defiance.

“We understand,” said the dark elf.

“We will never be separated,” said the queen.

Mera could not hold back a derisive laugh as she watched the two elves clinging to one another. She was picturing the fun they would have in the arena.

And how it would amuse her to no end.
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The Domina’s Perch

At the domina’s command the red banners were raised above the Circus Monstrum to announce a new gladiator exhibition. Within hours, the flapping pennants had attracted a crowd from the surrounding encampment. Mera had a few minor matches and dancing girls scheduled to keep the crowd occupied as riders were sent to the capital city with handbills.

TWO ELVES WILL BATTLE MONSTERS! WITNESS ANDARIEL, THE FALLEN QUEEN OF CALEDONIA, AND HER BODYGUARD RENNA COMPETE FOR THEIR VERY LIVES AGAINST A TERRIFYING MONSTER!

Each hand-drawn advertisement included an artist’s depiction of a terrible monster felling one lovely elf and cornering the other. Mera let the artists decide which beast would defile the damsels. Some depicted a gorgon or a chimera. Others an orc or cyclops. Some showed the monsters ripping the women apart while others, most in fact, depicted the monsters either about to defile or in the act of defiling the elf women.

Mera did not know yet herself what sort of monster the women would face. She had some lesser creatures in her pens, the likes of goblins and dire hounds, but such monsters would not be worthy of a headline event. She relied upon Master Pharrok and his powers as a Dungeon Lord. Her only request of her master had been, “Something dramatic.”

By the afternoon, the Circus Monstrum was packed with a restless audience there to witness this latest curiosity. Mera sent word to her servants to prepare the new slave gladiators.

It was not long before she stepped out onto the domina’s platform at the head of the arena. The remains of the last gladiators were being dragged from the arena as Mera, clad in a clinging white gown that hung from one shoulder and her magical mask that covered half her face, raised her arms wide. The crowd fell silent and gave her their full attention.

“Welcome, citizens of Trentino and beyond, to the latest delights of the Circus Monstrum!” This was met with cheers, but Mera did not wait for them to die down. “You have heard of the fall of the elven city of Caledonia. I bring you the elf queen, Andariel, as dangerous as she is beautiful, and her deep elf bodyguard Renna, who may lay down her life to save her queen on this day!”

The gate was raised and Andariel and Renna staggered out of the dark tunnel and into the light of the arena. The sun blazed hot on their oiled bodies. Renna shielded her eyes with one hand, the other holding a large sword. Andariel wielded a similar blade, though it was obvious by any who looked that she was not so confident with it as Renna. The crowd cheered wildly for the two lovely gladiators. Their bodies were nearly naked save for the loincloths they wore. Their bare breasts earning hungry jeers from the men standing along the railings.

“Andariel and Renna fight for their lives! If they are victorious, they may gain allies to fight for their cause to defeat the orcs! If they are defeated, their bodies will belong to their foe! This fearsome beast may slay them, devour them, or take… carnal pleasure!”

This last bit earned another raucous round of cheers from the audience. The crowds loved to see blood, but they loved to see a woman succumb to the lust of a monster even more. Mera’s special exhibitions almost always featured at least the possibility of such an outcome. And her slaves rarely defeated the monsters that Pharrok provided to her.

“And what foe will these two beauties face?” Mera asked rhetorically, then glanced over at her servant. He passed a scrap of paper to her. She could not keep the cruel smile from her face. “Cassius the serpent born! Pythus of the Pit!”

Cassius came slithering out of the darkness, a hulking brute of a man with the lower half of a human-sized serpent. His dark scales were somewhere between burgundy and black with reddish spots along his serpentine length. His face was strong-jawed, handsome, and with long, black hair tied back in a bun. His skin was so pale that it almost seemed gray. He flexed his huge arms and brandished twin, curved blades to the wild cheers of the crowd.

A lamia was rare and a pythus was even rarer. Few male serpent born were known to exist. But that was the benefit of having Pharrok as her master and patron. He could conjure any monster he chose from his Dungeon Codex.

“Begin!” shouted Mera and the battle gong sounded through the arena. She returned to her seat as the combat commenced. She smiled with cruel delight, imagining the fear pumping through the two elves as they faced off against such a deadly opponent.

In the Bloody Sand

Andariel dove desperately out of the path of Cassius and his swinging swords. Even as she landed hard on her shoulder, she was already coming up to strike again. Renna was advancing on him from the other side of the pythus, but he seemed to deflect her attack with one sword without even looking in her direction. Before Renna could muster another swing, his huge serpentine body swung against her, bashing her halfway across the arena and knocking the wind from her lungs.

She fought to stand up again and recover her sword as Cassius turned his full attention on Andariel. The fair-haired elf queen had little chance of escape as she desperately blocked swings of Cassius’ swords and was driven back towards the wall.

“Bring her down!” shouted the audience.

“Show us her cunt!” laughed another man.

Some even hurled fruit and rolls at Andariel as she was forced back closer and closer to the lower tiers of the audience crowding the railing. One piece of fruit hit Cassius and the withering look he gave to the crowd put an immediate stop to the hurling of objects. He drew back his blades, preparing to disarm Andariel and possibly finish her.

Renna struck at him with sudden fury, leaping onto his back and hacking at his shoulders with her sword. She struck one good blow, drawing blood and causing Cassius’ face to contort with fury. He grabbed the deep elf around her waist and flung her against the barrier. Before she could rise, he gestured with one sword and crackling black tentacles manifested from the aether like snakes slithering out of burrows. Four tentacles grabbed Renna, pinning her to the sandy floor by her ankles and wrists. She bucked and fought against the tentacles, but it was hopeless.

“Let her go!” cried Andariel, striking at Cassius in a panic. He took one blow on his serpent’s body and then knocked the blonde elf back a few steps. He gestured with his other sword as more tentacles emerged from the aether, capturing the fallen queen as easily as they had tied down her bodyguard.

The crowd fell silent, the air filled with tension as each man and woman watching wondered what the victorious pythus would do next. Cassius tossed the blades of his swords into the sandy floor and slithered triumphantly around the arena as Andariel and Renna fought against the tentacles.

“Do not fear, my queen!” cried Renna. “I will save you! Be brave!”

“Please! Help me, Renna!” wailed Andariel, shaking and twisting against the tentacles, but unable to escape them.

The pythus slithered from the tentacle-bound dark elf and back to the queen, his muscular chest puffed out triumphantly and his serpent lower half seeming the bulge with his victory. His green eyes narrowed, and his brow furrowed with inhuman menace.

With a sudden lunge, Cassius set upon the fallen elf queen. His powerful hands seemed to taste her flesh, running over curves before gathering the soft mounds of her breasts and squeezing them roughly in his hands. Andariel’s desperate screaming grew louder. So loud that it might have been pain rather than simply fear.

The crowd watched with rapt attention as the hulking pythus wrapped Andariel’s lower half in his coils, yet kept her arms tied up by the tentacles he had conjured. When she would not stop screaming, one of the tentacles that had separated from her ankles suddenly thrust into her mouth. Her lips stretched around its glistening width. Her throat bulged. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the tentacle began fucking her throat. Mucus and saliva overflowed her mouth as she gurgled around the plunging tentacle.

Cassius seemed unconcerned with Andariel’s discomfort. He roughly plucked at her nipples and lifted the weight of her soft breasts by those hard pink buds. She mewled around the tentacle pumping into her throat and arched her body on the sand beneath the pythus. She could not escape his coiling lower half. The twisting, tightening motion of his serpentine body tore free her loincloth and bared the golden thatch of her cunt to the excited crowd.

Some began to cheer and chant for Cassius to defile the elf queen. The pythus hissed angrily, lifting her in his coils as she gurgled around the tentacle still fucking her bulging throat.

“Don’t give in!” wailed Renna, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Fight him! Don’t let him wiNMMMPH!!”

A new tentacle manifested from the aether, big, and pink and dripping with slime as it thrust into Renna’s mouth. Her screams of anger were smothered by the thrusting tentacle cock. Her desperation to save her oathbound charge gurgling out around the tentacle, but soon drowned in spurts of slimy cum that Renna was forced to drink.

Cassius never acknowledged the plight of the dark elf. His focus was on the beautiful elf queen, his cois riding up her thighs and revealing the pink serpent of his cock extending from his genital slit. He rubbed it against Andariel’s opening. His secretions glazing a layer of slime over her pink folds. Her eyes rolling with terror as he began to wriggle his cock inside her tight entrance.

He suddenly jerked his entire serpentine length, like a blanket being spread, bouncing Andariel’s legs apart and slamming the full length of his cock into her tight cove. The crowd went wild for this dramatic insertion. Men crowded the railings and woman stared in awe as the elf queen was impaled. His pink cock darkening to red as his pleasure grew.

Andariel’s body bounced atop his coils. Her soft tits shuddering, chin dripping with tentacle slime, hips beginning to work as her shameful pleasure took over. Whatever defiance had surfaced in her since being rescued from the orcs was smashed by the pleasure Cassius was fucking into her stretched cunt.

Excitement built in the crowd as Cassius summoned more tentacles. These were more blatantly tipped with pink phalluses and rose to assault Andariel’s helpless body as she bucked atop his coils. Two warring tentacles twined together and plunged into her ass like a great fleshy drill. She jerked upright as her back passage was violated, head thrown back and eyes rolling as the tentacles burrowed deep into her pink ring.

Cassius conjured two more tentacles, and these began to slither over her breasts, coating them in glistening slime and spurting out gushes of what might have been cum onto her shoulders and neck. Each pump of oily seed struck Andariel like a lash, making her react with a jerk of surprise. Soon, she was dripping with filthy cum.

“Look at the slut! She loves it!” shouted someone.

“She’s taking those loads like a whore!” cried another.

“She’s riding the snake’s cock! She probably wants to be bred!” taunted a third.

Cheers and jeers grew louder as the fucking intensified. Andariel was the focus of a nest of lusty tentacles. Plundering her holes and molesting her naked flesh. Drenching her with spurt after spurt of loathsome cum.

Cassius bucked faster, his eyes blazing with fury, his cock seeming to swell within the stretched cunt of the princess. The tentacle invading her throat suddenly pulled free and sprayed her face with thick, slimy spurts of monstrous spunk. Her head lolled for a moment. Lifted. Her lips parting as she moaned with broken ecstasy. Her tongue slid out and as she offered her throat to another tentacle. It invaded her mouth and she moaned with satisfaction.

Her pleasure seemed to peak, gurgling around the fresh tentacle, hips working atop the rolling coils of the pythus as she began to cum. Her spasms were so intense that many in the crowd could see the rippling contractions of her abdomen. Cassius joined her in this pleasure, his human portion looming over her as his coils bucked and bounced her atop his cock.

Mera, watching from her overlook, could only marvel at how quickly and pitifully the elves had fallen. Perhaps Pharrok had gone too far with his choice of monsters this time. The women had deserved better fates. At least an honorable death in combat instead of this obscene humiliation. Though the crowd seemed to be enjoying it. Particularly the men in the front rows, many of them stroking their cocks to the sight of the elf queen being defiled by Cassius.

“Plebes,” muttered Mera, contempt dripping from the single word.

In the arena, the rutting continued. Renna stared in horror, unable to speak with her throat full of tentacle cock, as the pythus unleashed his seed deep inside Andariel’s cunt. The powerful jets of serpent spunk overflowed the elf queen’s cunt and painted the throbbing red of the serpent’s cock with frothing cream. The tentacle pulled free of her throat and three magic cocks saluted her perky tits, drenching them in gushes of seed.

“Forgive me,” cried Andariel. “Forgive me, Caledonia! I have failed you! Forgive meeeee!”

The crowd’s wild cheering for this humiliating eruption was suddenly drawn to a gasp as Cassius, smirking with seeming amusement, bared long, venomous fangs. Andariel was too far gone to notice them, but Renna gurgled in horror, redoubling her effort to escape the tentacles binding her.

The pythus fell upon Andariel and plunged his fangs into her slender neck. The venom pumped into her flesh. Andariel jolted stiffly, arms and legs twisting as if with a death spasm as her eyes clouded to white. She went limp, Cassius’ cock sliding from her cunt and unleashing a shameful eruption of trapped spunk. At last, Cassius drew his fangs from the bloody marks on the slender neck of the elf. She was motionless atop his coils, draped like a corpse over his scaly body.

Cassius looked at the crowd, then up at Mera. She saw the fiendish hatred in his eyes. Pharrok had sent defiant monsters before, but this was something new. He truly hated her, she realized.

“You will share the fate of these elves,” he said, his words as cold as frozen stone. “My tentacles will bind your flesh and I will ravish your holes. My fangs will find your neck and you will break before me.”

“Really?” Mera stepped to the edge of the platform. “I accept your challenge. But I will remind you, snake, that many have challenged me and none have bested me.”

“I do not fear your tricks, witch,” hissed Cassius. “Your body will be mine. Your flesh defiled and transformed as I will transform these elves.”

“Then I accept your challenge,” she said, smiling coldly down from beneath her mask.
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Vengeance for the Elves

The audience of the Circus Monstrum had all but fallen silent in the aftermath of the battle. Mera watched from her domina’s perch as Queen Andariel and her bodyguard Renna were dragged from the bloodstained arena by a quartet of sweaty rudes. The muscular bodies of the attendants glistened under the hot sun as they hurried fearfully past Cassius and out the tunnel in his side of the arena.

These elf women now belonged to Cassius, the meanspirited victor of the match. An annoyance, to be sure. She had bought them both at an extravagant price. And she did not like Cassius. But losing the elves to Cassius was not the Mera’s most pressing concern.

“They are mine by right,” hissed Cassius, as if savoring her annoyance. He slowly slithered back and forth in the sand. “I will enjoy fucking them in due time. After you have been conquered. For now, I will satisfy my desire with your blood.”

“You still pretend to be worthy of my attention, but you forget yourself. Countless men, women, and beasts like you have tried to defeat me. None have won and few have survived.” Mera held out her hand and studied her nails. “Only when I decide to spare them to satisfy… other curiosities.”

“I’ll satisfy your curiosity and more,” snarled Cassius. “I’ll bend your feet back to your head and conquer your cunt! I will make you every bit my slave, woman! You will grovel before me and beg for my cock!”

A murmur went through the crowd. Some laughed and a few foolhardy spectators jeered at Mera. She flicked her gaze across the crowd, one eye sparkling behind her mask as she marked each man daring to speak out against her.

“Why not just surrender now,” taunted Cassius, slithering up to the base of the domina’s stand and looking up at Mera at the railing. He bared his fangs and flexed his muscular arms. “Climb down. I won’t promise I will be gentle with you, but I will not kill you. At least, not before I’ve had my fun.”

“Oh, my poor, deluded Cassius,” said Mera, a cruel smile spreading on her lips. “You are a worm that thinks he can fly because he is caught in the beak of a bird. Do you believe Lord Pharrok summoned you to conquer the arena? Hmmmm? To become champion or take me as a slave? You are a figment, a zoo animal of his dungeon, on loan to me for as long as I find you amusing. Then, you will be discarded. You will die or return to some mundane desert pit. Or simply cease to exist if I should rather see you erased.”

“SSSSSilence!” screamed Cassius, this hissing word escaping him like a burst of steam from a heated kettle. “I am not… not a plaything! I am Cassius! I am the Pythus of the Pit! You will pay for your words with your life!”

Her words had goaded the intended reaction from Cassius. He launched himself upwards upon the muscular strength of his long, serpentine lower body. The crowd surrounding the domina’s perch fled in terror as he seemed to leap atop his coils until he caught the railing in his arms. He hauled himself up, his tail rushing up behind him like a harpooneer’s cable recoiling.

Mera stepped back, giving him space atop the perch to present himself. He rose above her, fury on his monstrous face as he summoned a magic sword in each hand. She smiled and drew her own wicked blade from the slender sheath on her hip.

“Your beauty will not make me spare you, witch,” he hissed. “I will bathe in your arrogant blood!”

“I think not,” said Mera as the serpent lunged at her with his blades. She parried his twin strikes and rolled aside from the crushing blow of his tail. Slaves screamed and dove aside. Seats were knocked askew. Cassius conjured tentacles from the aether and sent them chasing after Mera as she rolled and danced out of their grasp. Two almost had her ankles, but a quick swipe of her sword neatly severed them, and the tips dissolved into ashes.

“Enough of this trickery!” roared Cassius, smashing aside seats and benches and scattering the last cowering guests of the domina. Mera moved with unearthly speed, her visible eye glowing as she vaulted onto Cassius’ thrashing tail and ran up his coils to his upper body. With twin strikes, she disarmed him of his swords.

Cassius howled with injured fury and lunged, his jaws unhinging as he bared his dripping fangs. A moment of triumph flashed in his eyes as he clamped a venomous bite upon Mera’s shoulder.

It was painful. Hot venom gushing into the punctures and spreading through her blood. But Mera’s magic easily counteracted the venom. Mera bashed Cassius in the cheek with her sword’s pommel. He released his bite upon her shoulder and fell back, blood spurting from his nostrils.

“Ha! Too late! You will be mine as surely as those elves!” He bared his fangs in a bloody grin. But his smile faded in seconds as he realized the venom was having no effect on Mera.

“Sorry to disappoint you, Cassius,” she said, clinging to the very edge of his scales where they met his lower abdomen. “Perhaps I can offer you some consolation for your total defeat.”

“What do you think…”

His words trailed off as Mera use the magic of the mask upon her face to open the dreadful, swirling eye of the void. The mask seemed to come to life, an eye like a cosmic formation spread across the sky opening over Mera’s own eye. She peered through that swirling black and into Cassius with terrible power. The eye of the void was her darkest magic and one she rarely used. Total domination. Erasure of will.

Cassius stared at that ineffable, infinite horror and his willpower dissolved. She felt his mind like a pearl at her fingertips and she grasped it in her hand.

“Your body and mind belong to me now, Cassius, Pythus of the Pit,” she said, and her words reverberated through the hollow chamber of his mind.

“My body and mind belong to you, Mistress Mera,” he said, his voice almost a monotone as she smothered his thoughts beneath her will.

“What a pitiful thought that you could have my elves,” teased Mera, slowly crouching atop his coils and stroking her fingers over the slit where his cock would emerge. She felt a tremor of desire run through Cassius’ oversized body. “And to even imagine you could defeat me. Did you think you might defile me? Devour me? Tell me the truth, Cassius.”

“Both,” rasped the pythus. “Or neither. Might have… turned you. Like the elf.”

“And enslaved me in the process?”

“Mmm, yes,” he said, struggling to get the word out under her domination.

“Perhaps you can amuse me for a time,” said Mera, tracing her fingers up and down Cassius’ genital slit. She willed his desire to surface and the huge pythus let out a hiss of need as his massive pink serpent of a cock slithered out. Mera stretched out across his serpentine lower body, his smooth scales between her thighs beneath her gown. Her boots creaking against him as she let him feel the warm mound of her cunt.

“Pleeeeassse,” hissed Cassius. “I will ssssserve you. I must sssserve you.”

“Yes, you must,” laughed Mera. She grasped the slimy root of his cock, wanking it slowly as with her other hand she freed the clasp of her armored cuirass and slipped the shoulder of her gown. She bared her pert breasts to the delight of the remaining audience.

Mera had never fucked a pythus before. She had seen how the queen delighted in him, but now it was her turn to take pleasure from the helpless monster. She leaned against him, looking up and smiling as she dragged her soft, perky tits across his cock. The slimy oil leaking from his serpent’s crown smeared across her mounds.

“Yessss,” hissed Cassius.

She rode higher, letting him feel the heat of her cunny drag against his cock. He grasped her, aching to sheath his cock inside her, but unable to overcome her domination. She felt his urges like a code being tapped out upon a closed door.

“Mmmmm, do not fear, Cassius,” she purred, riding up and down again, grazing her cunt against his cock. “I think we can reach a mutually… satisfying arrangement.”

She let his cock catch at her folds and gazed into his blank eyes as she eased down upon him. His cock, though huge, was so lubricated and tapered that it easily entered her hot cove. She held back a moan as she rode down onto his shaft, feeling each ridge and the strange, rippling musculature of his cock.

“Cradle me by my ass,” she whispered. His hands moving down her body, following the curves of her hips, and finally cupping and squeezing her firm bottom. She kept her gaze locked upon him as she began to ride atop his cock. She used his arms like springs to aid her movement. Her ass pressing back into his hands with each downward stroke and pushed upwards again by the slightest exertion of her will upon his mind.

The crowd delighted to see the legendary domina in action. Of course, she had a reputation for public pleasure. Sometimes rewarding brave gladiators or defiling unworthy ones, but it was rare she publicly pleasured a monster. Especially one so big and powerful.

But it was worth it for Mera. The look on those faces in the audience. Some she had seen mocking her before. Upturned and watching her riding atop that cock, like a dragon rider taming her unruly beast. Her cunt aching the faster she rode. The heat of pleasure tightening in her core.

“Yes, fuck,” she gasped, caressing Cassius’ abdomen and feeling the strength of his oversized human upper body. Her first orgasm tore through her with the force of a thunderbolt, causing her to buck and writhe atop Cassius and his mighty cock. Waves of contractions gripped his shaft, but her ride never ceased.

With a flick of her will, she made the moaning pythus begin to roll his serpentine lower body. Let the arrogant fiend do the work. She rode up and down this bucking, beastly body.

“It’s so big,” she gasped, falling forward and clinging to him. She commanded him with her mind to cradle her against him. She savored his powerful undulations, fucking her through her orgasm and into another. Pounding his cock into her depths until it felt as if her entire body might explode.

She felt his desires as well. His growing urges to roll atop her, coil around her, or release his seed in her depths. She did not permit him to dominate her physically, but she intended to let him have his desired climax. She knelt high atop his cock, riding to the very tip and down again, taking over the momentum of their pleasure once more.

She locked eyes with him, showing him the infinite void waiting for him in that singular eye behind the mask. He trembled, his hands tightening on her luscious bottom and his pleasure building like the pressure beneath a volcano.

“That’s right, Cassius,” she cooed. “I will let you have your pleasure. You can cum soon. Would you like to cum inside me?”

“More than anything, mistress,” he hissed, bucking with need and pounding his slippery cock in and out of her soaking cunt.

Her body glistened with sweat as she moved atop him, prolonging his agony and forcing his mind to refuse him release. On the edge of explosion, he seemed almost pitiful, whimpering and gnashing his teeth as he held tightly to her round ass.

“Would you give up your life to cum inside me?” asked Mera. “Would you take your sword and plunge it into your heart if I let you pour your seed into my body?”

Some flicker of his will remained. It resisted her for a moment. Then she squeezed her inner muscles around his cock.

“Yesssss,” he hissed loudly. “Yes. My life to cum inside you. I will do it.”

“Swear it,” laughed Mera, bouncing harder on his cock and almost crushing his cock with her mighty inner muscles.

“I swear it!” cried Cassius, his serpentine body rippling urgently and bouncing Mera atop his body.

“Then cum!” cried Mera, releasing the cruel hold she had on Cassius’ pleasure. “Fill me with your seed! YESSSS!”

She threw back her head and rode hard atop the serpent’s massive, pulsating cock. Warm pumps of his inhuman spunk gushed into her pussy, spraying down her womb and flooding her cove. Frothing serpent spunk churned out of her folds and smeared her thighs down to her boots. The rich, slimy spunk continued to pulse, again and again, as she commanded Cassius to enjoy the most intense orgasm of his life.

He was still spurting as she fell against him, stretching her lithe body out atop him and continuing to milk his cock. She kissed his mouth and then brought her lips closer to his ear.

“Sorry, Cassius,” she purred, “but you were doomed the moment you challenged me.”

“OOoohhhhh,” he groaned helplessly, his cum still pumping into her clutching cunt.

“When you broke Andariel, you were doubly doomed,” she laughed, nibbling at his ear and running her tongue around its ridges. She slowed her ride atop his cock and then suddenly, in his moment of oversensitivity following his orgasm, she increased the pace. She rode hard atop him, forcing agonized cries from Cassius as he endured her cunt squeezing him through his intense refractory period.

“Cum again,” she laughed. “Let this be your last.”

“Nnnnnnn! Yesss! Yes, mistress!” cried Cassius, kissing her and sliding his tongue into her mouth as he bucked beneath her and gushed another load into her foamy folds. His pitiful release draining the last vestiges of his willpower. His surrender total as he emptied his seed into Mera’s warm cunt.

She let him slip back weakly atop the platform. Part of his tail dangling over the railing and above the arena.

“Now is the time, Cassius,” said Mera, standing and slipping her cuirass back into place. She lifted her gown and stood over him as his cum dripped from her freshly fucked folds in long, frothy strands.

“Yes, mistress,” said the pythus dully as he picked up his sword.

Mera smiled cruelly down at him and leaped off the platform and down into the arena below. She heard the crunch of the blade plunging into Cassius’ heart and saw the ripple of shock run through the crowd. When she glanced back over her shoulder, she saw one arm of the pythus dangling over the side of the platform. Red blood was pouring down his arm and dripping from his twitching fingers.

The spectacle of Cassius’ defeat and his obedient demise were some compensations for the disappointment of losing the elves to him in the arena. Now that he was dead, they belonged to her once more, and she could claim them as her pets to spare them any further disgrace in the arena.

She was quite curious about the effects of Cassius’ bite on Andariel. What might the bite of a Pythus do to an elf queen? She supposed she would learn soon enough. 
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The Queen Transformed

It was not hard for Mera to find the two slaves she had lost to Cassius. The arena’s servants had taken them to the challenger’s quarters. This was no luxurious accommodation. Bare stone walls and some straw for bedding was all that the arena offered to its visiting gladiators. They were usually monsters or at the very least savages, so there was little point in fine furnishings.

Groans of pain echoed through the hallways from within the iron gates to the challenger’s quarters. Mera listened for a moment to the disturbing sounds Andariel was making as she succumbed to Cassius’ venom.

“My queen?” rasped Renna, the comely dark elf calling out with concern.

“NAAAAHHHH! The pain!” wailed Andariel, her pale skin glistening with sweat, just visible from where Mera stood at the gate.

The domina, no longer wearing her mask, opened the barred door using a key and stepped into the guttering gloom of a handful of candle stumps. She saw at once that Andariel’s transformation was almost complete. The blonde elf’s fair hair was streaked with bluish green, her skin pale and discolored. These were minor transformations compared to her lower half. Andariel’s lower limbs had fused into a single, elongated tail that was writhing and thrashing against the straw. The queen’s arms shook as she clawed at the bedding. Her tail thrashed and stretched longer until her serpentine lower body was nearly three times the length of her torso and arms.

“Oh, my queen, forgive me for my failure,” murmured Renna, bowing her head and resting a comforting hand on Andariel’s tensing back.

Andariel lifted her head suddenly. A crazed smile spread upon her face. The pain was gone from her blue eyes. She slithered upright, towering above the kneeling dark elf and rising higher upon her serpentine lower body until her head touched the ceiling. The candlelight deepened the hollows of her eyes and the swell of her pert bust.

“Renna… you are forgiven,” said Andariel. “For I am reborn. I am no longer a weak, pathetic elf, waiting to be claimed by the strength of others. I feel the power of the lamia within me. The sting of the pythus was a gift!”

“Nooo,” moaned Renna, covering her face in her hands.

“Oh, yes, look upon me, Renna. Look upon your queen in her new and glorious flesh.”

Andariel ran her hands down over her pale, soft breasts, her areolas and nipples now bluish green. Her hands continued lower, to the curve of her hips now sheathed in blue-green scales. Renna looked up at the terrible, sweat-sheened beauty of the newly made lamia queen. Mera could see the confusion in the dark elf’s eyes. The mix of guilt, horror, and desire.

“Sweet Renna,” hissed Andariel, flicking out a tongue that was somewhere between elf’s and serpent’s tongue. “I shall reward you for allowing me to become so powerful.”

“My queen… no… I don’t- AH!”

Mera was shocked by the sudden ferocity of the lamia. Andariel launched herself at Renna, wrapping the lovely dark elf in her coils and bearing her down to the dusty floor. They struggled in the candlelight. Andariel, arrogant and strong, and Renna, determined to escape the rippling, muscular length of the lamia’s tail.

“Mmmm! Please! Don’t do this!” Renna cried, her face half-smothered by Andariel’s breasts and her blue arms straining with exertion as she fought to escape.

“Why won’t you accept your reward?” hissed Andariel, twisting and thrashing with irritation as she grappled with her former protector.

“Yes, why won’t you?” called Mera, stepping into the small circle of light. “After all, Renna, you were the one who failed to protect Andariel. Your failure allowed her to become what she is now. She only wants you to experience the… pleasures… of her transformation. Isn’t that right, Andariel?”

“Yessssss,” hissed Andariel, showing a wickedly fanged smile. “I will show Renna the power that her failure has given me.”

“Mmmmnnnn! No! Please!” cried Renna.

But her objections were not long-lived, for as Mera watched, a pink tendril slid from a slit where Andariel’s elven mound had once been. This smooth, pink tentacle curved and seemed to seek out the hot, dark furrow of Renna’s cunt. The dark elf, still bound in Andariel’s arms, howled with shock as the tip probed at her pussy. She fought desperately, managing to free herself momentarily from Andariel’s arms.

But the lamia was quick to wrap her once more, hissing with annoyance at Renna’s continued resistance. The glistening pink tentacle was now much closer to Renna’s face. The dark elf’s eyes wide with fear as Andariel tightened her coils and rippled her muscular lower half to bring Renna even closer to the appendage.

“Yes,” murmured Mera, watching with delight as the lamia forced this strange phallus into Renna’s mouth. The pink tentacle rippled and dripped with slime as Andariel thrust it past Renna’s plush lips and deep into the dark elf’s mouth. Renna’s struggles subsided as the pink cock pumped in and out between Renna’s stretched lips. Her cries of resistance became moans of surrender as Andariel mouth fucked her former bodyguard with her futa cock.

This surrender became acceptance as the lamia’s dominating secretions began to take hold of Renna’s libido. Andariel sensed this and relaxed her coils from Renna’s body. Renna’s head began to bob of its own volition, slurping wantonly upon the lamia’s futa cock. The blue-skinned elf straddled Andariel’s lamia scales, gripping this powerful lower body between her thighs as she sucked the lamia’s bulging pink cock.

“How delightful,” murmured Mera, approaching for an even better view.

“Oh, do you think so, domina?” murmured Andariel, draping one hand over the back of Renna’s head and beckoning with her other hand. “Why don’t you join her? After all, I would not be here without you either. I owe you as much as I owe my bodyguard.”

Mera found that she could not disagree as she watched Renna eagerly serving her mistress’ cock. The domina of the arena went to her knees alongside the dark elf and moaned with desire as Andariel cradled her head as well. It was an unseemly thing to do, Mera well knew, but there was no one around to observe her shameful behavior.

Soon, both elf and domina were pleasuring Andariel’s cock with their mouths. Mera marveled at the thrill of the lamia’s secretions. So much more delicate and compelling than anything Cassius had offered. She lapped at the sweet precum oozing from Andariel’s futa cock, licking up and down the pink length alongside Renna. Their lips met over the tip and their tongues danced together in that intoxicating flow of carnal slime.

Mera did not even mind when Andariel decided to grab her by her hair and fuck her mouth instead of Renna’s. The domina moaned and gurgled softly as the lamia rippled against her naked body and pumped that slick cock down Mera’s throat.

“Oh, you appreciate me now, slaver?” moaned Andariel. “Perhaps you will appreciate me even more… when I am filling your cunt with my seed.”

“Mmmmmmm!” cried Mera, brow knitting with effort as Andariel fucked her mouth and throat.

“Yes, my queen,” gasped Renna, clearly intoxicated with Andariel’s lamia secretions. The dark elf ran her hands over her body and pressed kisses to the root of Andariel’s thrusting cock. “Oh, please, fuck us both. Claim our cunts with your mighty scepter.”

Mera felt the throbbing length of Andariel’s futa fuckpillar slide from her throat and pop from her lips trailing long strands of saliva. She gasped for air, blinking away tears to look up and see the cruel smile on the lamia’s face.

“I think I’ll take the domina first!” cried the lamia. “To thank her nice and deep for all she has done.”

Mera was surprised to find that nothing delighted her more than the thought of being fucked by that massive, slimy pink cock. Andariel rolled her serpentine length and bucked Mera up into the air. The lamia caught Mera in her arms, crushing her face against her breasts and guiding Mera’s parted legs to straddle the lamia’s cock. Mera’s cry of shock was muffled completely by Andariel’s soft tits as the massive futa pillar impaled her upon its glistening length.

Mera was astonished by how deep that mighty cock reached into her core. There was a strange flap at the tip that had tickled her tonsils sliding down her throat and now rubbed delightfully against Mera’s backwalls. Andariel’s rippling motion would have been enough to cause Mera to bounce and slide up and down on that glorious futa cock, but that wasn’t enough for Mera. She began to buck her hips and bounce herself on it as well, causing her pert breasts to rise and fall with the sensuous motion of her body.

Renna was not content to idly watch this display of lust. With one hand firmly ensconced between her blue thighs, she straddled the tapering portion of Andariel’s tail and pressed kisses and caresses to the bouncing, creamy peach of Mera’s ass. Renna was eager to find pleasure where she could, whether it was between Mera’s bouncing cheeks, down to the spread lips of Mera’s cunt, or to lap and kiss the straining pink monument of Andariel’s futa cock. She licked messily and noisily all over all three.

Mera delighted in the double attention, reaching back one hand to cradle Renna’s head and encourage her, but Mera’s eyes were focused on Andariel. For all the disappointment these two slaves had proven, Andariel’s transformation into a large and powerful lamia, resplendent in blue and green scales that contrasted delightfully with Cassius’ red, made them worth twice their price in gold.

“Ohhhh, that’s right, domina,” laughed Andariel, stroking Mera’s hips as Mera rose and fell atop her rolling serpent’s body. “I feel you growing tighter around me. You want to cum?”

“Yessss, I am very close,” admitted Mera, bucking harder and bouncing her ass back against Renna’s face.

“If you cum upon my cock, I shall be compelled to spill my seed in that twitching twat of yours,” laughed Andariel, leaning her face close to Mera’s. “Is that what you want? Your human snatch filled with my lamia’s seed?”

Mera had no doubt in her mind that was what she wanted.

“Yes!” she cried. “Oh, yes, I’m going to… going to cum! Cumming!”

Andariel laughed with triumph as Mera threw back her head and rode hard atop the lamia’s futa cock. Mera had never felt such pleasure from one of her slaves. Sure, the minotaurs had bigger cocks and the succubus Pharrok once sent to her had been even more bewitching, but there was something about the fluid motion of the lamia’s body that delighted her in a way none had ever done before.

Mera reveled in her orgasm. Her climax tightening and clutching at the thrusting pillar of the lamia’s cock. Her ass clenching against the lashing tongue of the dark elf.

Her cries of pleasure were suddenly muffled by a deep, tongue-thrusting kiss from Andariel. The lamia drove her cock deeper, and Mera’s ecstasy was punctuated by the sudden, throbbing surge of the lamia’s climax. Cum spurted in a geyser into Mera’s depths. She felt the thick, slimy pumps of the monstrous seed and savored each gush to heighten her own pleasure. Her tongue moved against Andariel’s. Her cries were met with contented hissing against her lips.

When Andariel had finished cumming, she turned her scaly length to the side and unceremoniously deposited Mera upon the floor. Mera was still twitching with ecstasy, her fingers finding the hot, cum-flooded furrow of her cunt as she dimly watched Renna being scooped up. The dark elf was soon saddled atop the lamia, writhing and riding atop her futa cock in pursuit of mutual pleasure.

It was not long before Renna cried out with ecstasy, tears falling from her eyes as she seemed to experience some sort of epiphany. Mera could see the cum trickling down the dark elf’s thighs and spurting out around the thick root of Andariel’s futa cock.

She understands at last, thought Mera, pumping fingers into her creamy cunt and enjoying the show, the dark elf realizes that the woman she served is gone. There is only the lamia now. A glorious transformation.

Mera crawled back to the duo, climbing in to join their embrace. Kissing Renna and feeling Andariel’s tongue snaking past her fingers and into Mera’s creamy cove.

“Such a sight, the two of you,” moaned Mera, a flicker of magic in her eyes. “You justify my purchase with your beauty.”

“Yes, domina,” gasped Renna, still riding her cum-stuffed cunt atop Andariel’s futa cock.

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Andariel, her hands firmly grasping Mera’s ass and her tongue thrusting and stirring in Mera’s cummy cove.

Mera found no shortage of pleasures with her two slaves. She explored the limits of the lamia’s body and discovered that Andariel’s monstrous cock tasted twice as good when it was fresh from seeding Renna’s cunt. She took the lamia’s spunk and shared it on her tongue with Renna. She watched Renna being fucked in the ass and covered in monstrous goo. She took more loads than she could count in her own pussy and ass.

The lamia was tireless and seemed to delight in Renna’s exhaustion. But at last, Mera bested her foes. Her own endurance heightened by potions and her long years of experience being served by monsters of all manners and description. So it was that just before morning light, Mera donned her robe and slipped out of the challenger’s accommodations. She left Renna embracing Andariel and the two coiled together atop the cum-damp straw.

Mera had her slaves prepare a warm bath and soaked long in the tub watching the sun rise over the mountains. The morning’s warmth stirred the curtains of her balcony. Rose petals floated atop the soapy water that lapped at her breasts.

There was a soft sound behind her and in an instant a dagger was in her hand. She turned, sloshing water over the sides of the tub and breaking the soapy surface with her plush bottom. She found herself staring up at the darkened hood and glowing eyes of Pharrok. Her master stood over her.

“So you have enjoyed yourself with my gift, Mera?” he rasped, his sinister eyes unreadable as they took in the sight of Mera’s naked body glistening with soap.

“Master,” gasped Mera, drawing her arms across her breasts and sitting back in the tub. “Forgive me. Cassius, I am afraid to report, was slain in the arena. He proved lacking in—”

“He proved exactly what I intended,” interrupted Pharrok with a hint of malice. “He was but the means to an end and that end, I think you well know, was worth sacrificing a pawn like that arrogant pythus.”

“You… you wanted the queen to become a lamia?” asked Mera with surprise.

“I put the idea in the head of that arrogant pythus,” said Pharrok. “Now then, Mera, robe your body and show me to the once-elf queen. I would see what has become of her… my newest creation.”

Mera tried to exit the tub as gracefully as possible. Pharrok afforded her no modesty. The pinpricks of his eyes stared at her from beneath his dark hood as she climbed out of the water, toweled off her glistening curves, and dressed in a simple robe of red silk. She tied it about her waist, wondering if Pharrok desired her. Was he even capable of desire? Was he human? Demon? Or something else beneath that robe?

“I am ready, master,” she said.

“Good,” said Pharrok, nodding slightly towards the door and indicating that Mera should take him to the lamia.

Mera hastened to obey.
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Bare Flesh of the Dungeon Lord

Mera watched the Dungeon Lord Pharrok’s dark robes drag against the tiled floor of her parlor. He seemed to be barefoot under the robe and each step he took patted softly. A warm morning breeze stirred the curtains, and Mera was glad for the fresh air. Pharrok always brought with him a moldering scent like abandoned libraries and dusty bundles of dried herbs.

The Dungeon Lord slowly circled the coiled form of Andariel. The once-elf queen of Caledonia blinked her monstrous eyes and rose slightly from her coils, revealing her abdomen where the scales of her serpent’s body met the smooth flesh of her upper body. Her breasts were bare and soft, but her arms and shoulders were bulging with muscles. She had grown larger. Even her face and jaws were bigger.

“Yes, yes,” rasped Pharrok, reaching out a gray, clawlike hand to stroke Andariel’s serpent body up to the roundness of her buttocks. “The weakness of her elf ancestors has been overcome by the venom. You are a strong one now, Andariel.”

Andariel smiled wickedly, her upper body rising taller as if proud of the compliment. Renna, sitting on the floor in the corner, turned away and drew her knees against her breasts. The blue-skinned dark elf was despondent. Her envenomed lust replaced with the truth of reality. Pharrok ignored Renna and patted the lamia’s flank. He glanced back over his shoulder at Mera lurking near the curtains.

“You did well to buy these elves,” he rasped. “And to save them from being devoured by Cassius. They could yet be the instrument of my revenge upon that treacherous brute Irontusk.”

“How, master?” asked Mera.

Pharrok ignored her question for the moment. He crossed the room to where Renna was cringing on the floor. He growled and motioned, and she got to her feet. Her eyes were wide and welling with tears as she met the Dungeon Lord’s glowing gaze.

“This one,” said Pharrok, reaching out slowly and parting the plain shift that Renna had been given to wear by Mera’s servants. He let his gnarled, clawlike fingers drag across Renna’s breasts and the dark elf gasped and trembled but did not flinch away. Her tits heaved and her nipples stiffened dark blue against the pale blue of her breasts.

He squeezed her yielding flesh and toyed with the buds of her nipples. He leaned in for a moment and Mera glimpsed a long blackish tongue slide from the ragged slash of his mouth and drag a slug’s trail across Renna’s breasts and over her nipples. The dark elf quivered with disgust and let out a moan. Pharrok chuckled cruelly, lifting his hooded head from her chest as his blackish tongue disappeared into the shadow.

“Mmmmmm. This one is to my taste, Mera.”

“You may do as you wish with her, of course, master,” said Mera.

His fingers slid lower, trailing down to her abdomen, her thighs, and finally, her mound. But he stopped there and withdrew his caress.

“Yes,” he chuckled. “In a moment.”

He drew back the hood of his robe just enough to reveal one pallid cheek and a single sunken eye socket. He raised a clawed hand to his cheek as though flicking open a folding blade and dragged a jagged nail down his face. Blood so dark that it was almost black slowly beaded from the wound and then formed immediately into a scar upon Pharrok’s face. An identical, curving scar appeared on Andariel’s cheek. The lamia hissed with pain. Renna, horrified by the sudden appearance of the scar, looked away.

“Now, leave us,” he commanded the lamia.

There was not a moment’s hesitation from Andariel. It was as though she were a marionette and Pharrok had pulled her strings to draw her off the stage. She slithered into the night.

“An- Andariel,” cried Renna, taking a step to follow her.

Pharrok held up his clawed hand, one nail still dripping with his thick black blood, and Renna stopped.

“Your love for your queen, even in her current form, is admirable,” rasped Pharrok, reaching out slowly and cradling the dark elf’s blue cheek. He ran his bony thumb across her plush lips. “The orc that conquered Caledonia and turned you and your queen into his playthings also betrayed me. He stole my magic and used it to defeat your people. If it were not for him, Andariel would not be a lamia.”

“It doesn’t matter,” said Renna, a tear trickling down her cheek, but a half-mad smile on her face. “Andariel is gone because of me. Because I failed her in Caledonia and again in the arena.”

“Mmmmm, perhaps,” chuckled Pharrok. He brought his clawed hands up to the hood of his robe and slowly drew it back from his head. Mera gasped, for she had never been present to see Pharrok’s face. It was hideous, a skeletal sunken thing with thin lips and graying pale flesh that looked almost like wax. His eyes burned like embers in the deep sockets of his face.

Renna trembled, apparently unable to look away as Pharrok’s hands continued downward, drawing the robe from his shoulders and slipping it from his body. It fell in a musty pile at his gnarled, bloodless feet. His body was gaunt, covered in whirling ritual scars and occult symbols. His cock drooped between his thighs. A huge, purplish thing. Thick and loathsomely damp as though secreting slime from its pores. The tip just peeking out from the fleshy collar of his sheath.

“Suck my cock,” he rasped, his burning eyes boring into Renna, “and do a good job of it. Give me a reason to help you save your queen.”

Mera was not sure if Renna lacked the will to disobey the Dungeon Lord’s command or simply agreed to do it in the hopes of saving Andariel. Either way, Renna dropped to a crouch before Pharrok, grasping his thick cock and beginning to stroke it with both hands. She leaned in, closing her eyes and wincing with disgust as she took the slimy cock into her mouth. The blue elf began to bob and suck upon the Dungeon Lord’s member. He groaned with pleasure, curling a clawed hand around her head and tangling his bony fingers in her white hair.

Mera watched, unable to look away from the ghastly sight of the beautiful elf pleasuring the hideous Dungeon Lord. She had always suspected Pharrok was something other than human and this monstrous sight seemed to confirm it. Perhaps he had once been a man, but his magic had transformed him into something grotesque. Maybe even undead.

“Mmmmmmnngggg,” gurgled Renna as Pharrok pushed her head down further onto his cock.

“Yessss,” he hissed, his emaciated jaw clenching with pleasure. “Your throat is so warm. Your tongue so eager. Do you long to drink the seed of your master?”

“Mmmmmphmmphmm,” was all Renna could say, spit bubbling around her lips and her brow furrowed with disgust. The sight of the girl struggling and suffering as she sucked Pharrok’s cock turned Mera’s stomach, but she could not look away. She even felt a dull throb of arousal as Pharrok’s throbbing purple cock slid in and out of the wet ring of Renna’s lips.

“Do not spare my bollocks,” rasped Dungeon Lord. “Bathe them in your mouth, elf. They are laden with cum for my obedient slut.”

“Yes, mmmm, yes, master,” moaned Renna, popping her lips free of Pharrok’s cock and ducking lower to lick and suck the curdled orbs of his bollocks dangling in their pallid pouch. Her spit glistened on the wrinkled flesh. Her hand worked on the wet, purpling length of his cock as she sucked his bollocks.

“Oh, that is a good slut,” moaned Pharrok, a hideous, skeletal smile spreading on his face. “I will defeat Irontusk. And I need only your help, Renna. Ohhhh. Suck my cock now. Suck it. Yessssss. Oh, deeper. Good. You want your master to cum, don’t you? You want to know the secret?”

“Mmmmmhppmm,” moaned Renna, bobbing desperately.

“Open wide, slave,” laughed Pharrok, pulling the wet, nearly black length of his cock from her mouth suddenly and gripping it in one clawed hand. Renna gasped and made a sound almost like she regretted relinquishing his cock. Thick strands of saliva lengthened from his tip to her parted lips. He stroked his hugely engorged, slimy cock in one bony hand, pumping fingers along his length and smearing saliva and slime. Mera could see his bollocks tight against the root and beginning to pulsate like some diseased egg sac.

Renna stuck out her tongue and tilted back her head to offer her face to him. Her open mouth a warm, pink, inviting target for his lust. She closed her eyes and accepted her humiliating fate.

Pharrok let out a rasping cry of pleasure and cum sprayed in a rancid geyser from his undead cock. Yellow-green ropes of corrupted seed spurted out and splashed across Renna’s face. Across her forehead, nose, and into her open mouth. Cum glazed her tongue. Slid in oystery globs into her mouth. Dripped in jiggling strands from her cheeks and chin.

Mera could see the disgust on Renna’s face from across the room and yet something compelled the elf girl to swallow. Again and again, gulping down the seed of the Dungeon Lord as he let out a hideous cackle of triumph.

“Up, up!” he commanded, grabbing Renna in one bony hand. “I will fuck you now, elf. I will teach you the power of a Dungeon Lord.”

Mera was revolted by the humiliated, disheveled girl being turned around, bent over, and pushed against the wall. The domina dared not intervene. Her agreement with Dungeon Lords prevented her from interfering in their affairs and Pharrok above all the others. He was, by her own admission, her “master.” And though she did not consider herself a slave to Pharrok, she was still afraid of his power.

She could not intervene, she told herself again. She only watched as he grasped Renna’s peachy blue bottom with both hands and guided his hideous purple cock to her slick entrance. The elf wailed as the huge cock of the Dungeon Lord pressed into her dewy folds. The bulbous head spread her wide and slid into the snug cove of her cunt. Renna’s hands clawed at the wall as if in agony as Pharrok hilted inside her and bounced his bony hips against her ass.

“Plleeeeease,” whined Renna.

“You enjoy this,” cackled Pharrok. “Do not pretend to suffer. This is a great honor, to be taken by a Dungeon Lord.”

“Y-yes, th-thank you, master,” whimpered Renna, her firm ass hardly jiggling with each impact, but her pert breasts swinging from the force of Pharrok’s thrusts.

“That’s better,” said Pharrok, stroking Renna’s hips almost affectionately. “You know, you will be defiled by all sorts of men and monsters if you remain here. Used until you are slain in battle if a death in the sands of the arena is all you desire for yourself. Is that all you want Renna? To be a pathetic slave? A fuckhole for your friends and foes alike in the arena?”

“Nooooo,” moaned Renna, beginning to push her hips back against him and taking his cock deeper.

“I thought not,” said Pharrok, hunching over her and rutting harder into her slick cunt. He reached one hand beneath her to roughly grope and squeeze her bouncing tits. “I offer you something better than that fate, Renna of Caledonia. I offer you the chance to rise, avenge Caledonia, and even the chance to save Andariel from being mine forever. Do you want your queen to be just another monster in my dungeon?”

“No, please, spare her,” gasped Renna.

“Yes, if you truly care for your queen, you will know to take my offer,” laughed Pharrok, slamming hard against Renna’s ass and sloshing his fat, throbbing cock in and out of her stretched pussy.

His loathsome, skewering cock had the brave dark elf fucked somewhere between agony and ecstasy. Half-mad with pleasure and half-mad with pain. Her head bouncing with the force of his strokes. Her eyes almost crossed. Her mouth hanging open and tongue out, still dripping with Pharrok’s loathsome seed.

“Please… please what deal do you offer me?” gasped Renna.

Pharrok clicked his tongue.

“You must agree to serve me, to obey me completely, and then I will tell you how it will be done,” said Pharrok, pounding furiously into Renna’s sloshing cunt. “Swear yourself to me, Renna, and offer your body to me. Your flesh. Your womb. Your very soul. Then I will tell you how you will have your revenge on Irontusk.”

Mera desperately wanted to interrupt them. To tell Renna that Andariel’s transformation was permanent and that if Renna accepted Pharrok’s offer she would only be dooming herself just as completely. But it was not Mera’s place to risk her own life by trying to save the girl from Pharrok. She gripped the back of the couch in front of her and forced herself to watch.

“Here it comes, elf!” rasped Pharrok with cruel delight. “The seed of six centuries! The cum of the unhallowed depths! Make yourself receptive to my potent seed, for it might just take root in your womb! What an honor for you! AHHHHHH! Accept my offer!”

“Yes!” cried Renna, hysterical and hopeless with pleasure. “Yes! I accept! Fill me with your seed, master! Breed me! Breed your slave!”

Pharrok snarled exultantly, burying his huge cock down to the throbbing bollocks in Renna’s elf cunt. Slime overflowed her tight folds and dripped form Pharrok’s pulsating stones. Magic swirled around him. Some unspeakable curse woven into the defiling act of pleasure. Mera stared in revulsion as the deathless Pharrok pumped Renna full of his cum. Again and again, his rotten bollocks pulsating and pumping as he gushed his cum deep into the cunt of the innocent elf.

Renna laughed madly, her eyes glowing as she took spurt after spurt of Pharrok’s cum and fucked back against his massive monstrous cock. Yellowish strands of spunk drooled from her pussy and dripped to the tiled floor with loud splats. Cum trickled down her thighs and frothed around the pumping root of the Dungeon Lord’s cock.

It was a vile act of conception, if such a thing was even possible for a creature like Pharrok. Mera could not look away as Renna was thoroughly defiled by the Dungeon Lord. At last, he unsheathed his filthy cock from Renna’s spunk-slathered depths. She slid down the wall to her knees and Pharrok grabbed her by her hair and turned her around.

“Clean it,” he commanded and Renna obeyed, first by licking and then by sucking. Wet, submissive moans escaping her lips as she obeyed Pharrok. Mera watched the yellowish cum trickling from Renna’s pussy down her thighs and pooling on the floor beneath her like so much infected snot.

As Renna served her master’s will, Pharrok slowly turned his head towards Mera. His glowing eyes flared brighter, and a hideous smile spread across his skeletal face.

“Did you enjoy the show, Mera?” he chuckled.

“Yes, master, it was most… enlightening,” said Mera, forcing a smile of her own. She wanted to scream at Pharrok and slay him with her magic, but she doubted her power was any match for the ancient Dungeon Lord.

“Good,” said Pharrok, petting Renna’s head as she drooled and gurgled on Pharrok’s foul cock. “I have a special task in mind for this elf. One that just might pay Irontusk back for his treachery.”

“Very good, master” said Mera, bowing her head and lowering her gaze so she did not have to watch as Pharrok began fucking Renna’s mouth. She had seen countless slaves in the arena over the centuries and knew that none of this would end well for Renna.
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Vanquishing the Goblins

Mera sipped at a dry Orleanian wine as she watched the one-sided slaughter taking place in the arena below. The goblins were proving to be no match for the lamia and the dark elf. Several goblins were already crumpled upon the sand, either dead or nearly so. The survivors were growing panicked simply trying to survive.

Pharrok chuckled beneath his hood as Andariel wrapped her serpentine body around one of the yapping goblins and constricted him in her scaly coils. His eyes bulged and he howled in pain.

“Die! Die! Dieeeeee!” cackled the former elf madly, her beautiful face now contorted with savage hatred.

She silenced the howling goblin with a bite of her fanged mouth on his shoulder. His eyes rolled and then his head dropped forward as she pumped him full of her lethal venom. The victorious lamia squeezed him a little tighter and an awful crack of breaking bone echoed through the arena. He was dead twice over by the time she tossed aside his ragdoll body and moved on to the next of her victims. The crowd cheered as the goblins scrambled to escape her wrath.

The goblins were armed and fighting desperately for their lives. While Andariel was relishing the killing, her former protector was not having a good time of it. Renna, wielding a sword, seemed despondent. She deflected goblin attacks with bitter swings and glanced at Andariel’s rampage with disgust. One goblin lunged with a spear at Renna and the blue-skinned elf struck him down but seemed to take no pleasure in it. She shook his red blood from her blade and brought her weapon up to parry another attack from another goblin.

“Where did you get all these goblins, my lord?” Mera asked the question of Pharrok out of more than idle curiosity. The clan totems and tattoos of the goblins seemed familiar to her.

“These pitiful creatures are Irontusk’s cast offs. I caught them trying to flee the remains of Caledonia after the fall with some loot. It was a simple matter to entrap them and bring them here.” He waved a bony hand at the combat occurring in the arena. “Do they not suit your arena? Are they not an amusing diversion?”

The crowd roared with approval as Andariel tore the head from a goblin. She lifted his spurting corpse with her coils and decorated her face and breasts in a red rain of his blood.

“It’s a bit much,” said Mera, which was the most criticism she dared give to Pharrok.

“Hmmm,” he murmured, folding his skeletal hands on the railing and leaning forward to watch. “Look, that one is begging for mercy.”

Mera saw that Pharrok was right. Renna had cornered one of the goblins and it had tossed aside its weapon and was begging for its life. Renna put the tip of her sword against the goblin’s throat. The scrawny thing was whimpering and pleading, its ears drooping pitifully, but it did not resist.

Renna could have easily finished the goblin off, but whether she felt pity or simply disinterest, she lowered her sword from his throat.

“I Bog,” cried the goblin. “Please, spare Bog! No kill! I be slave! You have me as slave!”

Renna looked up at the domina’s box and seemed to make eye-contact with Pharrok. The Dungeon Lord gave his new servant the slightest of nods and she drove her sword into the sand.

“What is she doing now?” wondered Mera.

“She has been given instructions to entertain us,” rasped Pharrok. “Watch, my dear domina, as you witness my total dominion over the elf.”

Renna shed the leathers she had been given to wear in the arena. Her pert blue breasts heaved free of her sling and the crowd went mad with excitement. Even Andariel seemed to take notice as Renna wiggled her hips and slipped out of the leather loincloth she had been given. Her cunt was bare and hairless. Her firm, round ass excited the crowd even more.

Bog, the goblin, seemed to grow more terrified as Renna undressed. He scurried backwards on the bloodstained sand, but this brought him to the arena’s inner wall. Members of the audience leaned over the railing and jeered down at him. Renna sauntered towards him. She crouched shamelessly and then knelt in the sand beside the goblin.

She pressed her lips to one of his ears and whispered something to him. It did not exactly seem to calm the goblin, but he at least stopped struggled to get away from her. The crowd watched as Renna reached for his filthy loincloth and dragged it aside. Mera estimated the goblin’s flaccid cock was no bigger than her little finger. The crowd jeered and taunted the goblin for his meager member.

“Look at that runt’s prick!”

“I’ve seen maggots bigger!”

“It’s covered in bumps! It’s a little gherkin!”

The goblin was clearly too terrified to be afraid as Renna licked her palm and wrapped her moistened fingers around the goblin’s little cock. She leaned her tits towards his face and began to vigorously pump her fingers up and down his little prick. The crowd cheered her bouncing breasts as the goblin’s cock stiffened beneath her touch.

Renna said something to the goblin that Mera couldn’t hear over the crowd, and the dark elf leaned her blue tits even closer. She let the goblin’s tongue reach out and taste her sweat-dappled blue cleavage. His hardness strained in her grasp and her pace accelerated. His cock, now fully stiff, was as large as Mera’s index finger, which made it quite sizable in comparison to the goblin’s tiny frame. Bog was not even half the height of Renna.

His skinny pink tongue lapped at Renna’s dark blue nipples and seemed to excite her. The stroking of her hand intensified further, but her efforts were also becoming less forceful and more sensual. Her fingers gliding down to the goblin’s bollocks and twisting gently at the glistening head of his cock. The wetness of his pleasure lubricated her fingers.

“He’s going to cummmmm,” hissed Andariel. “Give him to meeeee when you’re done with him, my sweet.”

The goblin looked fearfully at the lamia as she circled them, but Renna commanded his attention with her sparkling eyes.

“I won’t let her have you,” she said, running her thumb beneath his cockhead. “It’s alright, Bog. Do not be afraid. You can let go for me. Cum. Cum for me, Bog! Yessss!”

The crowd all but ignored Andariel as she crushed another goblin under her coils. Even the lamia was watching with a fanged smile as Renna, the muscular, blue-skinned elf, pumped her hand on the little goblin’s glistening green cock.

“Cummmmm!” cried Bog, thrusting at Renna’s stroking hand. With a last buck through her fingers, his bumpy green cock unleashed impressive spurts of oily, yellowish goo. Thick streams pumped from his throbbing cock and spattered onto his scrawny body. Some of his cum splashed onto Renna’s dangling tits and dripped from her soft, blue mounds.

“That’s it,” gasped the dark elf. “Let it all out.”

She worked her hand on his cock until every trembling spasm had faded away, squeezing out the last dregs of his cum onto her fingers. She held her cum-smeared hand up above her head for the audience, and presumably Pharrok, to see and judge her performance. This was met with cheers.

But those cheers soon turned to calls for blood.

“Kill him!”

“Finish him off!”

“Feed him to the monster!”

Mera felt sure that Renna was going to do exactly that, but instead, the dark elf exchanged another glance with Pharrok. He nodded slightly again, and Renna leaned down and began to suck on Bog’s shrinking cock. The crowd muttered in confusion. She’d already made the goblin cum, which had been an amusing thing to do, but why was she sucking his filthy cock?

That soon became clear as Bog stiffened in Renna’s mouth once more. She popped him free of her lips and swept aside her loincloth as she climbed astride the goblin’s scrawny body. Her blushing blue cunt settled onto the goblin’s hardness as he arche upwards to meet her. The crowd went wild.

Bog, too, seemed enthralled by the sight of the beautiful elf saddling herself atop his cock. She moved with the elegant grace of a trained fighter. Her muscles working and her firm ass bouncing with each roll of her hips. Mera had a perfect view of Renna’s darker blue asshole with each rise and fall of the elf’s pale blue cheeks. She could also see the slickness of her cunt as it worked up and down Bog’s straining cock.

Whatever Renna was doing, she was clearly determined. Her eyes blazed with silvery intensity as her body worked up and down on the goblin’s cock. Even Andariel had stopped fighting with the fearful goblins to recline atop her coils and observe. She was even idly playing with her blood-spattered breasts and flicking out her tongue as Renna rode faster and faster on Bog’s stiff, green cock.

“Bog… Bog feel so good,” moaned the goblin, daring to reach up his little clawed hands to grope Renna’s overhanging breasts. “Bog want to… want to cum inside. Put cum inside elf. Ohhhhh, elf, please. Bog very close now.”

“Then cum for me,” panted Renna, riding yet harder still. “Cum inside me and I might decide to spare you.”

“Spare me too!” cried another goblin, suddenly running towards Renna. She was so intent on riding Bog’s cock that she did not even look back at the goblin running towards her. The little runt, even smaller and uglier than Bog, leapt onto Renna’s back. He threw his arms around her from behind and plunged the little runty green cock jutting from his loins into the crack of Renna’s ass.

That got the elf’s attention. She bucked in surprise, swinging her arms but unable to dislodge the goblin as he began to frantically fuck her in the ass.

“Spare Kribby!” he cried, humping at Renna’s firm rump. “I cum inside! I put cum deep inside elf tight ass! AHHH! PLEASE!”

Suddenly, Andariel’s coils wrapped around the goblin and tore him from Renna’s back. Just as his cock popped free of the dark elf’s ass, he began to spurt out ropes of oily goblin jizz. It splashed Renna’s back and ass and smeared her clenching blue asshole. Some of the mess dripped down to her pussy and even splashed on poor Gob’s legs.

Andariel silenced the wailing goblin with a crunch of her fanged jaws and dragged his twitching corpse back into her coils. Renna, more horrified than grateful as she looked over her shoulder, seemed to notice something on the dying goblin. She looked back at Bog and seemed to notice the same thing on him.

Perhaps a clan tattoo or something else? Mera could not make out what it was, for she was distracted by the gory mess that Andariel was making of the goblin she had just slain. The crowd was going wild for the strange way events were unfolding in the arena. Some were howling with bloodlust, but most wanted to see more of Renna and the goblin beneath her.

They were in for a treat, for as Bog seemed to become afraid of what Andariel was doing, Renna redoubled her efforts and calmed him with a kiss. The sloppy, tongue-heavy kiss was visible across the arena. The blue elf’s lips parting to the goblin’s thrusting tongue. She pressed her body atop him, breasts squishing down onto his skinny body as he took hold of her ass and rutted upwards into her glistening cunt.

There could be no doubt that Renna was enjoying fucking the goblin. She moaned and cried out and bucked even faster atop him. Her cum-smeared ass clenched with the sudden rhythmic release of her climax. She cried out, her pleasure half-smothered by goblin kisses, her ass bouncing desperately on Bog’s bumpy cock.

“Holy shit, she’s cumming on the goblin’s dick!” cried one person in the crowd.

“She’s actually getting off because of that goblin cock!” cried a woman and Mera thought the blushing woman might have been jealous of the pleasure Renna was experiencing.

Even Andariel, licking blood from her fingers, seemed a bit jealous of the fun that Renna was having cumming all over Bog’s goblin cock.

This was all too much for the goblin. Bog’s clawed hands tightened against Renna’s blue buttocks, his fingers dimpling her cheeks as he kissed her passionately. His cry of ecstasy was against Renna’s lips as he bucked between the elf’s powerful thighs and plunged his cock upwards into her clutching cunt.

Mera could see the goblin’s cock twitching with his orgasm. The rapid pulse of the underside of his green shaft so intense that it was visible from nearly halfway across the arena. Mera had to admit, it stirred something in her as well. What would it feel like to be suddenly filled with the hot seed of a goblin? What a shameful, pathetic thing to do, and yet Renna was crying out, clutching Bog’s spurting cock in her cunt.

“Yessss! Fillll mmeeee!” she cried, riding hard atop the goblin as her pussy drained his pumping load.  Her bucking hips slowed and at last she rose high on her knees above the goblin. She looked back over her shoulder at the mess the now very-dead goblin Kribby had made all over her back. Then she lifted her hips and rose from Bog’s deflating cock. She reached a hand between her legs, cupping her palm against her mound.

Mera could see yellowish goblin spunk dripping out through Renna’s fingers, but quite a lot of it must have remained inside her. She stood, one hand still between her legs as Bog scurried back from her, uncertain of his fate.

“Spare him,” shouted Mera. “Let the goblin live.”

A door was opened at the far side of the arena and Bog scampered to freedom. When the few remaining goblins in the arena tried to join him, the door was slammed and barred. They beat against the door as Andariel hissed and slithered towards them to finish them off. Renna turned away from the sight and looked up at Pharrok.

“Quite a show,” said Mera, watching the grisly end of the last surviving goblins.

Pharrok did not answer her. With a flourish of his robe, he stepped back from the rail and departed from the domina’s box.

Mera did not question his rude departure. Nor did she bother with his absence at dinner. But later that night, one of her servant slaves informed her that Pharrok had left his quarters in her house and gone back to the arena. Mera used a bit of shadow magic to conceal herself and tracked him to the arena.

She found him with Renna. They were talking in low voices and Mera had to creep dangerously close to what was happening to hear what was being said.

“They both had the marks,” said Renna. “What does it mean, master?”

“Do not concern yourself with such things,” rasped Pharrok. “You have proven yourself to me today beyond any doubt. The time has come for your real purpose.”

“Yes, master,” said Renna. “And our agreement?”

“Yes, yes, the lamia,” said Pharrok. “She will be freed from my power.”

“Then I am ready for whatever you ask of me,” said Renna, dropping to her knees before Pharrok.

Mera slipped deeper into the shadows and wondered just what her master had planned for this elf.
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Lost to Madness

Renna’s freedom was an illusion. She was no longer locked up beneath the Circus Monstrum nor forced to battle wicked creatures for the amusement of the crowd. She was not in chains. But so long as Pharrok held Andariel’s life in his grasp, Renna could never truly be free. She was oathsworn to the Queen of Caledonia. Her life, her freedom, were secondary to the queen’s life and liberty.

But there was a way to fulfill her oath. The mysterious Dungeon Lord had given Renna a mission. If she could slay the orc warlord Irontusk and retrieve Lord Pharrok’s ring, he would set Andariel free.

Renna was eager to assassinate the fiendish orc warlord. Even if Andariel had not been a ransomed captive, she would have wanted to bury a sword in the orc’s heart for whe had done to Caledonia. That red-haired domina, Mera, had given her a sword and shield and had used her magic to transport Renna to the outskirts of the fallen elf city of Caledonia. If Renna failed, if she was slain by Irontusk or his orcs, then Andariel might be sent next. Even if Andariel succeeded, the queen would lose herself to her monstrous form and never return.

“I must succeed,” whispered Renna. She crept closer to the city, through the rubble of the great white walls of Caledonia.

Where once had stood a city to surpass any in the known world, now was only ruins inhabited by goblins and orcs still enjoying their victory. Dead elves hung from walls, their heads decorating pikes. The elf women, those that still lived, were at the mercy of their captors. Cries of anguish and ecstasy echoed through the night.

Renna glimpsed scenes of stomach-turning depravity by the light of bonfires. She saw bruised elven women lined up like livestock and being plundered by goblin cocks. Naked elven beauties, defiled, kneeling before orcs and pleasuring them.

Such sights filled Renna with rage, but the dark elf knew she could not take the chance to intervene. She crept past the women and their captors, leaving them to have their cunts violated and their stomachs stuffed with orc seed. She proceeded towards the castle, moving through the shadows in a hooded cloak.

“Soon,” she whispered to herself. “Soon the elves of Caledonia will rise and have their revenge on the orcs. But first, I must slay their leader.”

Renna picked her way through the ruins of the castle’s outer walls, avoiding the hellish sights of her mistress’s people being defiled by the orcs and their goblin cousins. She could almost feel the heartbeat of Irontusk in the rhythms of the orcs manning the castle. She slipped behind one and slit his throat, catching his body as he gurgled and bled out. She dragged him into a closet and was horrified to find several bloodied elf skeletons already inside. It was as if they had been picked clean by the jaws of some terrible beast.

Orcs did not usually eat elves. This was disturbing behavior and made her mission to kill Irontusk more urgent.

She stepped out of the closet and back into the hallway. There were guards patrolling by torchlight on a lower level, but no orcs in her immediate area. She rounded a turn in the hallway and was confronted with the ghastly sight of Pharrok.

“You!?” she hissed, looking up uncertainly at his shadowed, ghoulish face. “What are you doing here?”

Pharrok extended a bony finger and pointed at her chest. Renna took a step back, afraid of being touched by his clawed fingertip.

“What do you want with me now!?” she cried.

The image of Pharrok vanished like water cascading from a spillway and Renna was confronted with the sight of three hulking orcs. They snarled and surged towards her. Had Pharrok been trying to warn her or had he intentionally distracted her? How had he known? She did not have time to answer such questions. She brought up her shield to deflect the swing of an orc ax. She lashed out with her sword, opening a wound on the muscular green thigh of her attacker. He howled with fury and stumbled back.

Renna had no chance to press her attack. She was struck from behind by a blunt weapon and sent sprawling on the floor. She gasped in shock as the three orcs fell upon her, wrestling her shield and weapon from her hands and bending her arms behind her back. One of the orcs tied her wrists tightly with a length of twine.

“Got you now, blue elf,” growled a one-eyed orc

“This one would be fun,” snarled the one she had slashed with her sword. His huge hands grab hold of Renna’s sling and ripped open her top. He smiled a tusky smile as he roughly fondled her tits.

The one-eyed orc batted his hands away.

“Leave her be,” he snarled. “The hungry one said flesh so we send him flesh. Better her than us.”

“To hell with you! I’ll cut out your hearts! I’ll spill your guts upon the floor! Let me free!” Renna fought desperately, kicking and biting at the orcs as they hauled her to her feet.

They laughed at her pointless struggle. The orc that had groped her before gave her a hard smack on her firm bottom. “You’ll be the one spilling your guts when the hungry one gets you!”

They carried her back down to a lower level as she fought and cursed at them. Other orcs stopped what they were doing and watched as the blue, bare-breasted dark elf was dragged to the mouth of a pit and thrown inside.

Renna cried out in pain, unable to break her fall with her arms bound behind her back. She slammed into the side of the pit and lost consciousness as she began to tumble deeper beneath the castle. She awoke in what must have been the dungeon. She could smell blood and heard horrible screams that echoed through the dark underworld beneath the palace.

Renna awoke slowly, passing from one nightmare into a nightmare reality. She could hear a man’s voice whimpering and gasping nearby. Her bonds had loosened, and she managed to work her hands free. She sat up, her dark elf eyes adjusting to the darkness and allowing her to see a heap of body parts and gore nearby. The corpses crawled with maggots. The smell was strong enough to make her want to retch.

She managed to get to her feet and stagger away from the corpse pile only to find herself look downing at a truly horrific sight. It was King Vidar, still alive, but horrifically maimed. His legs were gone at the thighs and his left arm was missing most of the flesh from his forearm. He rolled over, delirious with infection and fever. His eyes cleared for a moment.

“Kill me,” he mumbled, finally seeing Renna standing over him. “Please… I want to… cannot…”

His head lolled and he slipped back into delirium. Renna saw that without a powerful healer, the man was doomed. She might have offered him mercy, but she had no weapon and killing him with her hand might alert whatever was lurking in the depths.

The hungry one, the orcs had said. Something is eating these elves and they mean for it to eat me as well.

She picked up a bloody femur bone and held it like a weapon. It wasn’t much, but she would not die like Vidar. Whatever was down her with her would have to kill her before it could feast on her flesh.

Something growled behind her, and she turned, raising the femur. Red eyes peered out from the shadows. A hulking form stepped towards her, dripping with gore, green skin mottled with brown stains. Irontusk wore a hideous mask upon his face. His chest was dark with dried blood and his giant, muscular body was naked. His massive, flaccid cock hung almost down to his knees.

“Something new to eat,” he growled. “Blue elf. Seen blue elves before. Never ate one.”

“You… it’s you!”

“It’s me,” agreed Irontusk and he surged towards Renna with the ferocity of a charging bull. She brought up the femur and smashed it across his face. Irontusk hardly seemed to notice as he slammed her down to the slimy stone floor and knocked the breath from her lungs.

The towering orc warlord stood over the stunned elf, his red-eyed gaze roaming over her nearly-naked body. He wet his lips with a long, pink tongue that dragged over his bloodied tusks.

“Gonna fuck before I eat,” he growled. He grabbed Renna’s hair and pulled her up to her knees before him. He seemed to savor the pain he was causing her as he stripped off her tattered leggings and he exposed her tight, glistening opening to his hungry eyes.

“Go to hell,” gasped Renna, staring up at him defiantly.

“I shut you up, elf,” laughed Irontusk.

With one swift motion, he thrust himself into her mouth, smothering her cries with his throbbing member. The dark elf gagged and struggled against him, but he only pushed himself further down her throat. Renna felt the massive cock stuffed into her neck, down nearly to her chest. Throbbing and twitching inside her before he drew his cock out trailing mucus and saliva.

In a frenzy of carnal pleasure, he pulled out and slammed back into her face again and again, beating her nose against his muscled groin and stuffing her throat with his cock. Irontusk seemed to delight in the muffled sounds of protest that escaped from between Renna’s lips.

“Mouth good,” he roared. “Nice and warm. But cunt better!”

He dragged his cock out of her mouth, making her retch and nearly vomit up the contents of her stomach. He tossed her aside like a discarded rag, then roughly turned her over onto her stomach and slammed her face back down to the stone.

Renna could not even fight to get up. He was on her in an instant, grabbing her shapely hips and forcing her ass up to meet his cock. Her slick entrance beckoned to him, and without hesitation he plunged deep inside. She cried out in pain as his massive cock seemed to rearrange her insides. If she managed to survive this encounter, no man would ever be able to satisfy her after that massive orc cock. Her howls of pain only spurred him on as he pounded into her with an animalistic rage.

His sweat-slicked body slammed against Renna with each powerful thrust, his roars and her cries mingling together in the dungeon depths. Renna fought to remain sane, fought to even breathe, as Irontusk’s muscular body and huge cock ruthlessly slammed into her. She was being stretched beyond what she believed was possible as the savage orc drove deeper and deeper.

She felt his cock swelling. His swinging bollocks tightening.

“No! Goddess, protect me,” she cried as she realized what was about to happen.

With a savage roar, Irontusk began to pump his seed into Renna’s stretched cunt. The massive orc warlord emptied his hot load deep within her throbbing walls. Worst of all for Renna was the pleasure she felt as Irontusk’s cock pulsated and jerked within her. An unwanted orgasm rose from her core to greet the orc’s climax and she felt her slick inner walls, stretched to the breaking point, clutching tightly and milking out the orc’s seed.

“Good fuck!” roared Irontusk and he pulled out and flipped her onto her back, spreading her legs wide.

His cock slid out of Renna’s tortured, cum-stuffed pussy. She looked up through a haze of madness as he grabbed her ankles, pushed her feet almost to her shoulders, and pushed his cock against the virgin knot of her asshole.

With a crazed hunger in his eyes, Irontusk impaled his throbbing member deep inside her untouched asshole. Renna could not even scream at the pain this caused her as her tight ring was stretched and forced open. He thrust into her with wild abandon, making her sweat-slicked breasts bounce and sway with the intense violence of his thrusts.

“More cum! More seed for elf slut!” Irontusk bellowed, hilting inside her ass. She felt his cock pulsating again and a hot release as more cum flowed into her bowels and drenched her insides in another load of the orc’s vile seed. She could feel his bollocks twitching against her ruined ring as he poured every drop up her ass. He pulled out with a loud slurp of her cum-basted ass and she gasped as she felt his seed pouring out of her onto the ground.

“Now,” snarled the orc, his tusked smile visible behind the strange wooden mask he wore. “Now I have other fun with you.”

One huge hand reached for Renna’s slender blue neck. Perfect clarity struck the dark elf and she fumbled for the femur bone. She felt the bone in her hand, fractured to a sharp point on one end from when she broke it against Irontusk’s face.

Pharrok sent me here to die. I am nothing but food to this deranged orc.

As Irontusk’s hand closed around her throat, Renna slashed the jagged femur into his face. She sliced open the orc’s oversized jaw, but the femur skipped along the dense muscle and under the mask. It tore the wooden mask away, revealing a scar exactly like the scar that disfigured Pharrok.

Irontusk spit blood and batted away the femur. He wrapped both huge hands around Renna’s neck and squeezed until she could barely breathe.

“No, I not kill you,” decided the orc. “You mine now, dark elf. I recognize you. You bought by that witch. You bodyguard to the queen.”

“Go… to… hell,” choked Renna.

Irontusk bellowed with laughter.

“You learn to like me, elf slut,” he said. “My cock has turned better elves than you into slaves. I let you live… and I fuck you every day. That will be your hell.”

“Nooo!” cried Renna.

Irontusk’s massive body pressed her slender dark elf body against the cold, damp floor of the dungeon cell, her legs quivering with exhaustion, her thighs drenched in his filth. He slammed his cock back into her creamy cunt, his girth stretching her beyond what she thought possible, as he relentlessly pounded her pussy.

Each stroke of the orc’s cock produced horrible wet sounds as his thrusts forced out the frothing spunk from his first load. The orc's grip on her neck tightened, fingers digging into her delicate skin as he mocked her, his cockhead slamming against her cervix with each thrust.

"You like it, blue elf? You like taking cock in slutty cunt?” The orc chuckled cruelly, his breath hot on her pointed ear. Renna could only moan in response, her eyes tearing up from the suffocating grip and the overwhelming pleasure that coursed through her abused body.

She was betrayed. Everything was lost. How could she hope to fight this mad orc?

With a final, animalistic grunt, Irontusk pulled his cock from her cunt just before exploding. He stood up, releasing her throat to grab her by her white hair. He yanked her into a sitting position. Her mouth opened in the start of a scream, but it was soon silenced by the orc's thick cock being shoved down her throat.

“Mmmnnnnmm!” cried Renna, tears streaming down her face.

Irontusk roared and unleashed an endless stream of hot, sticky seed down her gagging throat. She could not even swallow fast enough to keep up with Irontusk’s pumping jizz. The dark elf's eyes bulged, her hands flailing ineffectively as she struggled to breathe. The orc's hand was like iron as he held her head steady, his cock pumping down her throat, not allowing her to pull away from the torrent of cum filling her stomach.

This is how I die? Renna wondered as she began to get lightheaded.

Irontusk, finally spent, released his grip on her hair, and she collapsed to the floor, coughing and gasping for air, her body covered in sweat, mucus, bile, and cum. The orc stepped back, grinning cruelly at the sight of her broken, filth-drenched body.

“Now you mine,” laughed Irontusk.

Renna looked up at him, no longer caring about any of it. She began to laugh, softly at first, but then louder and louder until her mad cackle was echoing through the dungeon. Irontusk, laughing with her, reached down and tore off a piece of King Vidar’s arm and began to chew on it.

This only made Renna laugh harder.
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The Serpent’s Cruelty

Mera watched from her balcony as the huge lamia Andariel dismantled a trio of gladiators. The lamia had become a favorite in the Circus Monstrum and the crowd roared their approval as she dispatched the first man with a lash of her tail that knocked him into the air and slammed him against a wall with backbreaking force. The second man charged at the lamia with a trident, but he only caught her scaly serpent body, and the trident inflicted a mere flesh wound.

“Do you think I can be killed with a prick to my tail?” Andariel’s hair flowed wildly behind her head and her eyes seemed to glow with her monstrous delight. “I will make you suffer for drawing my blood! Watch as I devour your mate!”

She seized the man in her clawed hands and lifted him up. A bite to his shoulder injected him with venom that would slowly kill him. She tossed his paralyzed body back to the sands and slithered towards the remaining gladiator. The buxom human warrior raised her shield and brandished her sword.

Mera could see the cruel joy of the former elf royal as she struck testing blows at the woman with her tail. The crowd adored her cruelty and she seemed to feed off their cheers. Andariel knocked the shield from the woman’s hands and deflected desperate strikes of the woman’s sword. Andariel backed her against the wall. She wrapped her coils around the woman, constricting her and making her scream in pain.

The woman’s face went red as she fought to escape. Andariel lifted her up and admired her prey. Her snakelike tongue slithered out of her monstrous smile and flicked at the woman’s face. When the woman cried out in pain, Andariel smothered her scream with a kiss.

The crowd loved the lamia’s sadistic eroticism. She always fought nude now and often her breasts and scales were decorated in the blood of her foes. Not today though. Today, she squeezed and kissed and then, as the woman lost consciousness, Andariel turned to the dying man on the ground.

“Watch as I have my feast!” laughed the lamia.

Andariel gruesomely unhinged her jaw, opening her monstrous, fanged mouth wide and swallowing the human warrior whole. Her throat bulged and her stomach swelled, but after a moment, the lamia’s inner muscles had pushed the unlucky gladiatrix down into her digestive system.

The crowd went wild, showering Andariel with flowers. The lamia blew kisses to them and patted the bulge of the warrior in her serpent’s body. The announcer declared Andariel the winner and the lamia slithered out of the arena, riding over the dying man with a crunch of breaking ribs.  

Mera had employed cruel gladiators before, but there was something especially unpleasant about Andariel’s elven beauty combined with her voracious violence.

Beast matches between convicts and monstrous beasts began in the arena. Andariel decided she’d had her fill of one-sided cruelty for the morning. She left her balcony and went down to visit the reigning champion of her arena.

The lamia was lounging in the champion’s quarters, her elf upper body reclining against the great pile of her coils. She was stroking the bulge in her serpent’s lower body, pressing her cheek against it and murmuring to it as Mera entered the room.

A moment of fear sparked in Andariel’s eyes. The lamia had little respect for rival gladiators and the trainers and servants of the arena, but she had a healthy fear of Mera’s powers.

“Enjoying your meal?” asked Mera.

“Yessss,” hissed Andariel, uncoiling to show off the bulge in her body. “Thisss one struggles still, but it won’t be long.”

Mera heard a muffled cry for help from within the lamia and rolled her eyes with disgust.

“While you are plucking the wings from flies to amuse your new streak of sadism, your protector might be dead or enslaved by the orcs as she tries to earn your freedom.” Mera stepped closer, looking up fearlessly into the lamia’s eyes. “Do you not care for Renna?”

“Care for her?” Andariel hissed with laughter. “No, Domina! What use do I have for a foolish weak elf?”

“What if I told you that she was brought in while you were in the arena? She somehow escaped Irontusk and made her way back alive.”

“Has she now?” Andariel arched a golden eyebrow. “Good for her. But she failed, obviously, or I would be free of this dull arena.”

Mera thought back to the sight of the battered, filth-streaked dark elf that her guards had brought up to her private balcony during Andariel’s match. The poor elf had been unable to speak. She could only laugh madly when Mera tried to question her.

“She has been driven mad by her ordeal in Caledonia,” said Mera.

“Of course she has, because she is weak,” said Andariel. “I was weak once, you recall. But Pharrok has made me strong. Look at me now.”

Andariel rose high on her coils, her giant body looming above Mera. Such a display would have struck fear into most, but not Mera. She gazed back into the elf’s evil eyes with contempt.

“Your protector deserved better than the fate she has found. She deserved, at least, a good death in battle. This… what I have seen… it is not living.”

“Then slit her throat,” hissed Andariel. “What do I care for such living refuse?”

Years as a domina of the arena had conditioned Mera to appreciate the law of survival of the fittest. There was nothing wrong with a gladiator being killed, it only proved the animal strength or cunning of their foe. But Andariel’s lack of any sympathy for Renna filled Andariel with disgust.

“You care nothing for Renna, fine, but you were once destined to rule. Now, you are a mere gladiator. You could have your city back if you defeated me in the arena. Remember, I offered to grant you any aid you needed.”

“I am no match for your witchery, but I enjoy the suffering of these gladiators,” said Andariel, relaxing onto her coils. She stroked the lump in her body. “Mmmmm. This one has gone quiet. She is beginning to digest.”

“Foul creature,” said Mera, her words hot with anger. “Cowardly snake. You give up on your faithful friend, yet you are truly lost if you would give up on even your birthright as a queen so you might wallow in your violent depravity.”

“I am tired, domina,” said Andariel, reclining on her coils. “If you do not have a command for me, then leave me to digest my meal.”

Mera watched a moment longer and then stormed out of the champion’s quarters, her jaw tight with anger.

To Spread the Word

Mera could not help but note that the crowd was slightly smaller for the match the next day. Her match. She had scheduled a fight between herself and a trio of gladiators to provide some entertainment in the arena. Andariel was still slumbering after her big meal and could not be roused to headline a match for the day.

This happened to work perfectly for Mera’s new plan. After spending more than an hour trying to coax any sense from Renna, she had given up and decided that she needed to take matters into her own hands. This began with discrediting Andariel. The wicked lamia would lose some of her popularity if it was known she was avoiding a match against Mera.

The domina entered the arena and strode out before the crowd. They cheered and then fell respectfully silent for Mera at a gesture from the domina. They hid their disappointment that Andariel was not there.

“Today I fight for your amusement, but this match should have been so much more thrilling! The lamia, who you have followed for weeks here in the arena, has refused my repeated entreaties for a match! Would you now like to see Andariel fight me?”

The crowd cheered wildly, excited by the thought of the witch locking spells with the cruel lamia. Maybe some even thought about what it might be like for Mera to be defeated or even slain by Andariel. She did not begrudge them such fantasies. This was the nature of the arena.

“She has failed to rise to my challenge,” said Mera. “As domina, I will not force the reigning champion to fight me. But I wish to entertain you, so I have called upon three other, more courageous gladiators. They are young and inexperienced, but I am sure you will find my battle with them to be pleasing!”

With that, Mera slipped off her toga and bared her breasts to the crowd. They roared approval as she shed the rest of her clothing and stood naked before them. The gladiator pits opened and three warriors emerged to battle her. They were handsome neophytes. They looked warily at the crowd and then at the redheaded witch standing before them, naked save for her mask.

“Best of luck, gladiators,” she said, floating off the sands and flying towards them with the force of a tempest. She bowled the three men over and knocked their weapons from their hands. One man tried to rise and she flew at him, straddling his hips and slamming him back down to the sands beneath her.

“Do you wish to live?” she asked the man.

He nodded fearfully as he looked up at her with wide eyes.

“Shall I let them live?” she shouted to the crowd.

The crowd mostly shouted back for her to kill them, but she ignored their bloodlust. She had something in mind that would win back the lecherous crowd in moments.

“Fuck me,” she said to the man beneath her. The other two gladiators staggered closer. One picking up a weapon. “Put that down and come here. All three of you. Fuck me.”

The gladiators shed their patchwork armor and discarded their weapons, joining the man she was straddling at the center of the arena. She reached a hand between her legs, grasping the stiffening cock of the gladiator beneath her and guiding it to her slick cunt. She let out a moan as she slid down onto his hardness.

Her fiery hair spilled about her shoulders and her tits bounced as she rode him vigorously. As her cunt gripped his straining cock, she reached for the other two gladiators. Each hand found a straining prick. The golden-skinned stud to her left grunted as she squeezed him in her grasp. The dark-skinned giant to her right let out a similar groan of pleasure as she began to pump her hand on his huge cock.

“Yessss, that’s it!” Mera moaned with pleasure, her inner muscles clenching around the gladiator’s shaft as the crowd cheered. Faster and faster she bounced, urging him on to greater heights, until with sudden, intense spasms, she felt the hot pump of his seed into her clutching cunt. She slowed her strokes, laughing at his quick release, rolling her hips to ride out his ecstasy.

She arose, dripping cum from her folds, as the crowd laughed and applauded. She turned to the bronzed man, throwing her curves at him and embracing him with a passionate kiss. She stroked his substantial scepter against her creamy cunt and then bent over before him, turning to present her ass and tight rosebud to him.

“Fuck me there,” she gasped, smearing her clench with the first gladiator’s cum to lubricate it. “Fill my asssss!”

The crowd roared with fresh approval as the gladiator took hold of Mera’s creamy hips and guided his cock to her pink divot. She gasped as he speared her twitching knot.

As the bronzed gladiator began to rut her ass, the dark-skinned gladiator stood before her. She stroked his cock and fed the fat tip between her lips. She moaned around his cock, slurping him wantonly and throwing her round ass back against the other gladiator. Her ass stuffed full of hard dick. Her mouth and throat accommodating the even bigger cock.

She lost herself in the animal pleasure and the surging roar of the crowd’s lusty approval. Her plush breasts swung beneath her with every thrust. Her throat ached from the huge cock as the dark-skinned gladiator grabbed her hair and fucked her mouth. Her tongue swirled around his shaft and licked his balls as they slapped against her chin.

“Fuuuuuuck,” groaned the gladiator plowing her from behind. The lewd slapping sounds of flesh on flesh echoed through the arena, punctuated by Mera’s high-pitched moans and his grunts of pleasure. The crowd went wild, their cheers spurring on the intense fucking.

“Mmmmmm!” Mera popped her lips free of the dark-skinned gladiator’s thick cock. “Fuck my ass! Fill it with your seed!”

“Yes, domina,” groaned the gladiator. “I can’t… can’t hold back any longer!”

“Yesss!” cried Mera and the crowd stomped their feet and cheered.

She felt the gladiator’s cock in her ass begin pulsating with his ecstasy. She clenched around him, squeezing his shaft as it plunged in and out of her backdoor. With a sudden rush, she felt his cum spurting inside her. She squeezed her muscles around his shaft, milking him dry into her trembling depths. He pulled out, still pumping his cum onto her buttocks and down the backs of her thighs. He staggered back as the crowd laughed at him.

Mera turned her full attention to the last remaining gladiator. She took his huge cock down her throat with incredible skill and stroked his heavy bollocks as she bobbed atop his hardness.

“Domina… domina… your throat… so soft…”

“Mmmmmmm!” agreed Mera, looking up at the muscular slab of his torso and massaging his cock with her swallowing throat muscles.

The gladiator’s moans grew louder as the crowd stomped their feet and pounded their fists on the stands. With one final, deep thrust, he exploded, his hot seed shooting into her waiting mouth. Her throat worked as she drank his seed. Not exactly the visible explosion that would satisfy the crowd, but an impressive effort to thoroughly satisfy the gladiator. She pulled free, wiping her lips of his cum and rising slowly to her feet as the three defeated gladiators sagged onto the sand.

The crowd erupted in thunderous applause as Mera, naked and smeared with glistening cum, bowed stood them, her body dripping with sweat and semen. She took a bow, her eyes glittering with victory as the three gladiators lay spent at her feet.

“She would not face me!” she told the crowd. “She fears me! But expects gladiators to face her! That is cowardice! Laziness! But I stand before you for your entertainment!”

She knew that her words would deflate Andariel’s popularity and pay her back for the cruelty she inflicted upon her foes in the arena.

Mera left the arena to growing chants of “Mera! Mera! Mera!”

She was so incensed at Renna’s state and Andariel’s attitude that she intended to deal with Irontusk herself.

Challenges Refused

The gladiators were no longer lining up to fight Andariel. Mera had gone as well, leaving Andariel to fight beast matches. There was no fun in slaughtering dumb animals. The crowds were growing disinterested in her exhibitions.

“What will I do?” she asked the robed figure with the disturbingly gaunt face half-seen in the shadows of his hood. “No one will fight me now and I am losing popularity because of that witch!”

“Your talents are wasted in the arena, my serpent queen,” rasped Pharrok, stroking Mera’s coils with a bony hand. “I have a home for you where you will find your true calling. My dungeon.”

“As a prisoner?” hissed Mera.

“No,” chuckled Pharrok. “As my enforcer. You will punish the weak and pathetic. You will make them scream.”

Andariel’s reptilian eyes sparkled with delight.

“Yesssssss,” she hissed, her serpent’s body uncoiling with excitement. “Yes, I will be your enforcer!”
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The Flames of Truth

Caledonia still burned.

Smoke trickled into the sky from the great elven city’s fallen towers and crumbled walls. A huge smear of smoke caught by the wind fanned out against the horizon like a rippling black sail. Every wooden structure had burned and now even the stones seemed to be engulfed in flames. The orcs and goblins had gone from raping and pillaging to annihilation. But why?

Mera knew Irontusk was a brutal warlord, but surely even a bloodthirsty orc saw the value in such an ancient city. The secrets and treasures of the elves, extracted from the slaves, might have made the orcs into a great power instead of insane, butchering barbarians. Not even Irontusk was so brutal to have failed to understand the opportunity. Yet the city was being burned to the ground.

Something was wrong. Mera had begun to suspect it when Pharrok sent Renna to kill the orc warlord. She was sure of it when Renna returned, utterly broken, and Andariel cared so little about her former bodyguard’s predicament. There was dark magic at work, and it reached from Caledonia to the Circus Monstrum and perhaps beyond.

The only way for her to prove this dark truth was to confront it. To face Irontusk herself. To look him in his eyes and know what fire burned inside him.

Panicked screams drew Mera to a fallen watchtower. There, amid the tumbled stones, and a disturbing number of bloodied elf skeletons, several goblins were fighting each other and an orc over a dozen or so battered elf slaves. Mera watched the goblins snarling and biting and slashing with their jagged swords. One goblin cut the head from his comrade and the orc impaled the murderer on his spear. Three goblins leapt at the orc, but the moment he was on the ground they turned on each other again.

The elves broke loose, their eyes wild with fear, naked bodies marked with the cruelty of their captors as they went fleeing into the charnel fields surrounding Caledonia. Mera could spare the elves no help. Judging by their wild wailing, there might be no way back from madness for such unfortunate souls.

Mera watched the elf women flee into the smoke and then turned her attention back to the orc and the goblins. The frenzied gobbos had done enough damage to each other that the orc had regained the upper hand. He dashed one goblin onto some rocks and ran through another with his spear. The last two goblins, throttling each other with their bare hands, were easy prey as the orc skewered both goblins on his weapon.

The orc snorted, eyes wide and crazed, looking about for any sign of the elf slave girls that Mera presumed had been the source of the conflict. His furious glare met Mera’s gaze and he rocked back on his heels as if surprised by her presence.

Mera picked up several broken bones from the ground and flung them at the orc, guiding them with her magic and impaling his arms and his chest and sending him to the ground. She ran to him, leapt onto him, and pressed her knee into his throat. The orc struggled but could not lift his impaled limbs.

“You are eating these elves? What butchery is this?” She looked about at the carnage and the swarms of flies. “You kill each other over your slaves? Are you starving?”

“Bitch,” snarled the orc, fighting against Mera’s weight on his throat. “The beast… will cut out… your heart… and eat it raw.”

“I don’t think so,” said Mera. She gave the orc’s head a hard twist and heard the muffled pop of his neck breaking. The orc went limp, and his eyes rolled back into his skull. “You all deserve to die for the madness you have unleashed here. But Irontusk most of all.”

She rose from the dead orc and set off again for the fires of Caledonia. Gnawed carcasses of the elves were everywhere. Mostly picked down to the bones. The orcs and goblins were battling in the streets. Chaos reigned in the fallen elf city, and no one seemed to be benefitting from it.

But there was a hidden hand at work, Mera was certain of it. Such brutish creatures would not pursue violence without relent when they could be feasting or fucking with their slaves. The madness that gripped Caledonia was by some evil design.

She found Irontusk, or what he had become, in the throne room of the palace of Caledonia. Like every other part of the city, it was in complete ruins and reeked of smoke and decay. Stone arches had fallen and the roof was open to the soot-black skies. Blood and filth smeared across the once polished splendor. Heaps of skeletal remains writhed with maggots. The throne was nothing more than a stool lost beneath the immense bulk of this deformed creature.

The thing that had once been Irontusk was a mountain of flesh, his immense girth a testament to his gluttony and the perverse magic that had made him ravenous beyond the limits of nature. His skin was a sickly green color mottled with yellow spots, stretched across bulging layers of fat. His flesh was so plentiful that it had swallowed up his legs. Only the throne’s mithril frame could support the immensity of the orc.

“Girrrrrl?” he stirred, lifting his head from the cushions of his chins, his distended mouth hanging open and drool spilling down his belly. Although the orc could scarcely lift his head, other limbs began to stir as Mera stepped closer.

Tentacles slithered free of Irontusk’s sweaty rolls of fat. Loathsome, eel-like things that reached out for Mera in questing bundles. Their blue flesh pulsating with dark veins and their tips dripping with foul-smelling secretions. Two tentacles stood out from the others. These rose from beneath the deformed orc’s overhanging belly, rising from between his swollen thighs. They were pink, glistening wet, and they throbbed with male desire.

“Know… you,” rasped the Hunger, running a swollen tongue over his hanging lips. “Fuck you. Eat… you.”

A thick stream of viscous drool spilled from his flopping mouth and down his chin. A familiar scar split his face and sent a quiver of recognition through Mera’s body. The Hunger let out a degenerate grunt as his tentacles reached for Mera. To violate her and possess her before he feasted upon her flesh.

Mera laughed, throwing back her head and easily stepping aside from the deformed orc’s first attack. Her laughter echoed in the hall and the orc grunted with fury.

“He MADE you!” laughed Mera. “Oh, this is too rich! Pharrok forged you with his magic and you betrayed him! So he has unleashed madness upon this land!”

“Fuck youuuu!” gurgled Irontusk, growing frustrated and lashing out with all of his tentacles at once.

Mera ignored them. Let them wrap around her waist and coil up her legs. The eye of the void began to swirl upon the mask. A glowing, violet rosette of mental oblivion. Her human eye flashed and her hypnotic powers instantly froze Irontusk. Even his tentacles stopped moving as if encased in ice.

“There, you see?” purred Mera, shedding the tentacles clinging to her and walking closer to the huge, stinking monster that had once been an orc. “You and I are more alike than you know, Irontusk. Only, I was made long, long ago, and I’ve learned how to resist their power. Not just Pharrok. All of them. You, you’re a puppet. Too flimsy to resist the magic you have stolen. It has twisted you into this… this bottomless pit of hunger. Of raw, uncontrolled desire.”

“Girrrrrrlllll,” gurgled Irontusk, struggling desperately to form words. “Meeeee-rraaaaa.”

“Good, you remember,” laughed Mera. “Maybe there is a little bit of Irontusk buried under all that meat. Your sins are too great to be tolerated, orc. Even if I could save you from this fate, I would not. But perhaps,” she poked at one of the tentacles frozen in midair, “a little sendoff? And an explanation?”

“Fuuuuck you,” gurgled the Hunger, his face contorted with agony and his misaligned jaw flopping open and closed.

“Yes, that would do nicely,” said Mera, boring her mind into the orc’s. “Fuck me.”

Irontusk’s eyes widened, his pupils pinpricks against the jaundiced yellow-white, his mouth hanging open in a prolonged, bestial gurgle of desire. His slimy tentacles shot towards Mera again, wrapping her limbs, circling her waist, and lifting her off her feet as he stripped her of her loose gown with ease.

“That’s it,” moaned Mera, arching against the tentacles that embraced her naked body. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To play with your food?”

“Graaaaaallllggggg!” snorted the Hunger.

His body jiggled and quaked with excitement as his ravenous tentacles roamed all over Mera’s lusciously firm body. Tentacles squeezed her breasts, wrapped them tightly, and flicked at her stiff nipples. Tentacles stroked under and over her arms, spread her legs wide, threaded her ass, and presented her holes to the fat, pink cock tentacles.

Mera leaned back into the groping nest of tentacles supporting her weight, her legs spread as wide as her flesh would permit, watching as those two vile cocks reached for her cunt and clenched asshole.

“You see it, don’t you?” gasped Mera, savoring the tentacles sliding and rasping over her body. Tweaking her nipples. Teasing at her holes. “The Dungeon Lords made me centuries ago to oversee the Circus Monstrum. They made it… mmmmm… made me to test their creations and to crush the weakness from their monsters. Pharrok is just my most recent master.”

“Fuuuuck,” growled the Hunger and his cock plunged into Mera’s pussy and ass. The sensation of being filled by the two huge tentacles stole her words. She gasped and bucked, surrendering momentarily as the tentacles began to vigorously plunge in and out of her holes. The one in her ass began to cum almost immediately and she moaned as she felt the pleasurable pressure of hot seed gushing into her ass. The cock popped out, spurting on her dangling buttocks, and then pushed back up her arse, squeezing out more spunk.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, squeezing around both pumping cocks as her pleasure grew. “The Dungeon Lords… they made me… unkillable. Indestructible. I was given the power by Aloysius Ivanhoe to… hypnotize any other creation of the dungeon and to ensnare free monsters and humans with my mind if they were needed for the arena. An orc, even one like you, is pathetic to me. Your mind is feeble. Mmmmmmm… that’s it. Fuck me harder. Hold nothing back.”

“GRRRRAAAA!” roared Irontusk, pulling her closer, barking with pleasure and spattering Mera’s face with his spittle. His cocks swelled inside her and her pleasure grew. She savored it, crying out, feeling her abdomen bulge as the huge cock tentacles plunged in and out of her holes. Her orgasm overtaking her words. Vile, twisted orc spunk pumped into her pussy and ass in hot spurt.

“Ahhhh! That’s it! Enjoy your last fuck, Irontusk! For my secrets will die with you!” She began to buck hard against the tentacles that were squeezing and molesting her sleek body. “Not even Pharrok knows exactly who I am. Only the Dungeon Lord Heraxon knows my secret. If they knew of my power, they would take it and become conquerors. Ohhh yessss, my stupid orc. You want this power too, don’t you? Mmmmm. Keep going. You’re not wearing out yet, are you?”

The Hunger wheezed and reached up with his flabby hands, grabbing hold of Mera’s hips and yanking her downward onto his thrusting cock. He continued to fuck her through the frothing slime that spilled from her holes. His cocks squelching and slurping as they worked in and out of Mera’s jiggling body. Her breasts bouncing to the frenzied rhythm of the twisted orc’s rut.

“Mmmmmmm! Yesss! Make me cum one last time!” cried Mera, jerking her hips to meet the orc’s desperate thrusts.

The pulsating pleasure of the orc’s twisted cock tentacles drove her towards her climax. Cum spilled from her stretched holes and spattered onto his mottled belly as his many tentacles lifted her above him. Her pleasure built towards another crescendo and Mera struggled to get out the last of her story.

“I am… a legend to the other Dungeon Lords. A myth. They don’t know the truth of my power the way Lord Heraxon does. They think I am one with the Circus Monstrum. That I am not even a servant, but a slave to the arena.”

“Slaaaave!” bellowed Irontusk, plunging his cocks deep and hard into Mera and unleash fresh geysers of his tainted seed. She wailed with ecstasy, soaking in the gushing release and cumming with him. Her pussy and ass, rippling around him and squeezing so tightly that she finally forced one cock tentacle to fall from her ass. His other slid from her pussy, drooping and dripping with cum.

Irontusk looked at her with wide, confused eyes. His belly shuddering and his chest heaving with his wheezing breath.

“I am finished with you, beast. Put me down now,” said Mera.

Irontusk immediately obeyed her command. He lowered her gently to the floor. The moment her feet touched the grimy stones, Mera looked around her. She saw that several feral goblins and orcs had been drawn to the throne room by her cries of pleasure.

She did not fear that they might have overheard or understood what she was saying. They were too stupid under the best of times and these orcs and goblins were crazed. All the same, it was better not to leave the orcs and goblins alive lest word get back to Pharrok.

“None of you deserve to live,” she said, looking from Irontusk to the gathered orcs and goblins. “You have gone feral. Mad with the hunger compelled upon you by the magic Irontusk has unleashed. Fight each other. Fight for your lives.”

The eye of the void opened again and the orcs and goblins set upon one another, biting, clawing, punching, and attacking with whatever weapon they had. Irontusk roared with insane fury, his tentacles reaching out to grapple several of them. Mera chuckled as the carnage exploded across the throne room. She waved her hand and flames roared from smoldering ruins. Fires that burned so hot they set the stones themselves alight.

“Roast in the fires of your own depravity,” said Mera, sauntering nude from the throne room. Several chained slaves cowered outside. She freed them from their chains and picked out a busty young elf girl.

“Do not speak of what you have seen,” said Mera. “Go now. There are other survivors in the forest. Go and do not look back at the fires of Caledonia.”

The blue-eyed elf girl nodded fearfully, clutching her arms to her breasts as she ran off through the ruins, followed by several other survivors. Mera watched her go for a little longer and then set off herself in the other direction.

She was bound for the Circus Monstrum. She would demand answers from Pharrok about the games he was playing.
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Dungeon of the Betrayer

The dungeon screamed when its protective wards were penetrated. The ancient moan of the dungeon echoed through corridors and crypts. The discordant song alerted every living thing (and some that were undead) to the presence of an intruder.

The murderous monsters and deadly traps of the dungeon stood between the entrance and the dungeon’s heart. A glorious slaughter was meant to commence as the dungeon realized its purpose. The ritual death of an adventurer or thief was a time for celebration.

But there was no celebration that day. The Dungeon Lord Pharrok did not budge from his throne in the Dungeon Nexus. He sat atop the throne that overlooked his Dungeon Table, doing his best to ignore the movements of the illusory figurines atop the model of the dungeon. His skeletal fingers gripped the arms of his throne and he looked away from the table, focusing instead on the carnal act being performed for his amusement.

The dark elf Renna was nude and kneeling astride the scaly lower body of the reborn lamia Andariel. The lamia’s glistening reptilian cock jutted obscenely from her genital slit just above the flare of her elven hips and flat elven abdomen. Her breasts heaved as Renna cradled that glistening cock between the soft blue mounds of her flesh. The dark elf stared ahead with a blank expression even as she deftly and steadily wanked the lamia’s cock between her squeezing tits.

The dungeon’s alarm fell silent, and the Dungeon Nexus was once more filled mostly with the wet slosh of Renna’s breasts against the saliva-coated length of Andariel’s reptilian cock. The lamia hissed with pleasure, tossing her pale hair and thrusting her serpentine body to fuck her cock between Renna’s tits. The dark elf made a faint, dull moan, staring at nothing and moving faster against Andariel’s cock. 

“Master… I enjoy my ‘training’ whenever you permit me to use one of your slaves,” hissed Andariel, thrusting a little faster between Renna’s breasts. “But should I not be out there to battle this intruder? I could wrap them in my coils and unhinge my jaw and…”

Andariel flinched as Pharrok raised two bony fingers.

“Mera is coming,” he rasped. “She knows enough of the truth that her hatred has been unleashed. You would not stand in her way for more than a moment.”

“Yessss, master,” hissed Andariel, clearly disagreeing in her reptilian arrogance, but unwilling or unable to oppose the Dungeon Lord’s opinion.

Pharrok watched her with detached contempt. Two more of his playthings that had failed him. The sight of Renna bouncing her breasts against the slick pillar of Andariel’s monstrous cock did nothing to arouse the Dungeon Lord. Andariel’s hissing gasps of pleasure and her undulating body were beautiful, yes, but Pharrok had moved beyond such trivial things in his diabolical journey. He watched Renna’s stroking intensify as the mindbroken dark elf pumped her breasts up and down Andariel’s cock.

“Ssssssssoooo closssseee,” hissed Andariel, arching her entire serpentine body and thrusting forcefully between Renna’s soft breasts. Her pleasure shivered through Andariel’s body and caused her bare tits to quiver. As she fucked her former bodyguard’s breasts, the screams of dying monsters grew closer.

Mera was coming. Murdering her way through Pharrok’s pawns with the ease of a master assassin. Pharrok tried to savor these last few moments with Andariel. He watched her face contort with pleasure, her entire body a tensed bow of ecstasy as her reddening cock thrust between Renna’s breasts.

“SSSSSSSSSSS!” The lamia hissed loudly, and her pleasure exploded in gushing spasms from the monstrous length of her cock. The shaft throbbed and pulsed as her cum spurted onto Renna’s hair, her face, and drenched her breasts in a slimy glaze of lamia cum.

The sight of the lamia’s cock erupting between Renna’s breasts gave Pharrok some slight twinge of arousal. His leathery cock stirring in his robes the slightest bit. Then he heard the crash of a body against the barred door of his Dungeon Nexus.

“She isssss coming!” cried Andariel, her cock withdrawing into her scaly body as she gathered her coils. She left Renna kneeling and drenched in cum. The dark elf made no move to get up or clean herself of the lamia’s filthy discharge.

Pharrok rose slowly from his throne as another bang at the barred doors was accompanied by the sound of rending steel. A burst of flame sent the halves of the doors flying into the Dungeon Nexus. They crashed into a statue of Pharrok as a young man and broke it into marble chunks.

“I will ssssslake my thirst on her blood,” hissed Andariel, rising high atop her coils.

Mera strode through the smoke that coughed into the Dungeon Nexus. She was soot-smeared and scratched in a few places, but otherwise unharmed by fighting her way through the entirety of Pharrok’s dungeon. She walked through the last spurt of smoke and stood with her hands on her hips and her eyes blazing with supernatural fury.

“Sssssoooo good to finally fight you to the death,” hissed Andariel, flexing her clawed hands and unable to resist slithering closer to the beautiful domina of the Circus Monstrum.

“No,” said Pharrok, his voice booming like a cannon shot in the Dungeon Nexus. “Say goodbye to Mera.”

Andariel stiffened and said, “Goodbye.”

The lamia’s body exploded into a puff of violet-tinged smoke. The smoke evaporated an instant later as the lamia was returned to the Dungeon Catalog. Pharrok floated weightlessly past Rena, the dark elf was still shamelessly kneeling and absently fondling her cum-drenched breasts, to stand before Mera.

“You know that I created Irontusk,” said Pharrok. “And you intend to kill me.”

“I will kill you,” said Mera, her eyes boiling with supernatural rage.

“So you will,” said Pharrok. “I will not resist what you believe is justice, so long as you listen to the explanation for my deeds.”

Mera was clearly taken aback. She was not used to Pharrok explaining his commands. The promise that he would surrender his life without a fight was unexpected.

“Very well, Pharrok,” said Mera, stalking into the room and avoiding Rena. “I will hear what you have to say, but I will not promise to believe it or to offer you a merciful end.”

Pharrok favored her with a skeletal smile visible beneath the overhanging hood of his robe.

“I would expect nothing less from you,” he murmured.

“Now,” she demanded, stomping a foot impatiently and brandishing a curved blade. “Give me the truth before I end you.”

Pharrok offered her the slightest of nods and slowly drew back his hood to reveal his hideous, gaunt face. His deep-set eyes seemed to flicker with the last embers of a dying fire. He sighed in a way that sounded more like a wheezing death rattle.

“Yes,” he began. “I created the orc warlord. I had a task for Irontusk, but when he discovered what I desired, he betrayed me. The foolish orc stole my magic and doomed himself to become the ravenous monster you found in Caledonia. His magic sickness spread to his orcs and goblins and turned them into cannibals.”

“I suspected all this,” said Mera, pacing slowly around Pharrok. “Tell me something interesting.”

“What I have done is forbidden, Mera. Dungeon Lords are given much leeway to operate their dungeons as they see fit, but to unleash one of our creations on the world and to have that creation bring about the downfall of an elven city would be punishable by death. Or worse. I needed someone to kill my creation and to make it look like the orcs and goblins had killed each other. It certainly was not going to be Andariel, another failed experiment, or Renna, that poor girl they nearly devoured.

“I need a true weapon to correct my mistake. Something clever and unstoppable. I needed you, Mera. The perfect killing instrument with the power to control minds with your gaze. That power was given to you by a long-dead Dungeon Lord. Oh, don’t look so surprised, Mera. I know your secrets. Supreme Lord Heraxon is clever, but he cannot hide that from me.

“That power is why I needed you. Why I had you purchase Renna here and her mistress. I knew they would probably fail me in the arena. But goblins like Bog becoming Andariel’s fodder and Renna being sent on a hopeless mission made it easy for me to manipulate you, Mera. Despite all the bloodshed at the Circus Monstrum, you still have feelings. What humans might call a ‘heart’. The greatest weakness of mortals. I knew your sympathies would make you determined to kill Irontusk and end the occupation of Caledonia.”

“Renna might have succeeded in her mission to kill him,” countered Mera.

“An almost impossible task, but suppose she had? Then I would have only needed your powers for the lesser task of ending the orc and goblin occupation and covering my trail.”

“But you covered it from Heraxon,” spit Mera. “Not me. Here I am and your life ends today.”

“I need you to complete the task Irontusk failed,” said Pharrok. “You are a slave to the arena, Mera. Bound by the will of long dead Dungeon Lords to the Circus Monstrum as much as any creature in the catalog is bound to its dungeon. You are there to test the creations of the Dungeon Lords and to purge the weak. But there is another use for you.”

“Be quick about it, Pharrok,” said Mera, her eyes aglow with magical fury. “I grow weary of your grandiose explanations.”

“I saw a better purpose for you,” said Pharrok, turning to face Mera and slipping his robe from his shoulders to reveal his hideous, gaunt body. Skeletal beneath purplish-white flesh. Covered in scars and magical symbols. “To not just test the weak among the creations of the Dungeon Lords, but to be ready to eliminate the weak and the dangerous Dungeon Lords themselves.”

“You think me your assassin?”

“I had hoped,” admitted Pharrok. “There is a boy, only just born, who has great potential. The auguries are certain, this child will one day become a powerful Dungeon Lord that upsets the entire order. My spies believe his name is Alfred, although I doubt the truth of this bit of information. If I could have inserted Irontusk as his assistant, I could have manipulated the boy or even usurped him with the help of my pet orc. Claiming his dungeon or my own and taking his power.

“But I see now that was a fool’s errand. When Irontusk realized that he would need to serve a mere human to disguise his true mission, he turned on me and stole my power, as I said. Orcs are very good at killing, but they are not patient creatures. I should have known better.”

“It’s too late for second chances, Pharrok,” said Mera. “But you were right about one thing. I will gladly cull the weak from this dungeon. I’ve already slaughtered my way through every beast in your catalog. Now it ends with you.”

She drew back her arm to strike him down with her sword. Pharrok’s hand shot up. Not to shield himself, but only to gesture her to stop.

“Wait,” he rasped, feeling a pang of fear for the first time in decades. He knew that Mera’s hatred could not be reasoned with, but he saw she would not punish his progeny. His family would continue to rule over this dungeon and many twisted sons awaited the chance to succeed him.

“What is it now?” snarled Mera.

“A bit of advice before you send me to my fate,” he rasped, his bloodless lips quivering as he forced out the words.

“Why should I trust any advice you give me, you withered old tyrant?” She snarled at him, her sword still raised and gleaming ominously.

“Because whatever you may believe of me, I am grateful. You corrected my mistake and spared my family from shame.” He drew himself up with what pride he could muster in these final moments, thrusting his skeletal chest towards Mera as if inviting her blade. “I thank you for how you have served me, so I offer you a warning.

“Then spit it out,” said Mera, “and let this be done.”

“After you have slain me, I know you will report what has occurred and your part in my plan to Supreme Lord Heraxon.” Pharrok took a slow step closer to Mera and she retreated a step, fury still blazing in her eyes. “Although I have done wrong, I am still a Dungeon Lord in good standing. By correcting my mistake, you have ironically doomed yourself. My name remains in good honor and slaying me will cause many of the Dungeon Lords, even my most hated enemies, to demand justice for my demise. They will point to you as my assassin and demand a full and binding oath of loyalty to the Secret Society of Protectors. If you refuse to take this blood oath, they will no doubt have you eliminated.”

“If you are spinning these tales in the hope I will spare you, then you are a bigger fool than I—”

“No,” boomed Pharrok’s voice with the last of his fading anger. “You will truly become a slave to the arena. A killer for the hand of Heraxon. If you understand, then strike me down.”

Pharrok stared at her, unflinching. The prophecies for this moment were uncertain. He knew that Mera might strike him down, but there were other paths. Other ways he might yet live. Mera hesitated. She seemed to contemplate what Pharrok was saying.

“I understand,” she finally said.

With a sudden, but almost casual stroke, she impaled Pharrok’s withered body upon her sword. He felt the cold bite of the blade invading his desiccated chest cavity. The severed beating of his magically preserved heart. The rupture of various organs pumping with alchemical fluids. Black blood poured out of his mouth and down his chin.

“You choose… to be… a slave… to the arena,” he gurgled and dropped to his knees. Darkness, cold and complete, fell upon Lord Pharrok.

Mera waited for a moment and then drew her sword from Pharrok’s chest. His body seemed to fold in on itself as it collapsed to the floor. She wiped her blade on his robe and turned to Renna. She put her cloak over the dark elf and helped her to her feet.

“Come with me,” she said. “There is no more place for you here.”

As Mera helped Renna out of the Dungeon Nexus and back through the carnage of Pharrok’s dungeon, she encountered Bog the goblin. He looked at her in terror.

“Please no killing,” he said, bowing his head and groveling before her.

“Your death would mean nothing to me,” she sneered, stepping past him. “But your master is dead.”

“Lord Pharrok? I not care.” Bog scampered after her. “I follow you. New master. Lord Mera.”

She stopped and looked back at him. “Follow along if you wish, speck, but I am no Dungeon Lord. I am Mera, domina of the Circus Monstrum.”
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The Young Dungeon Lord

Alfie Ivanhoe hadn’t been sure why he was brought to a gladiator match, but Myssandra had promised him it was very important. She told him it would raise suspicions and anger Supreme Lord Heraxon if he did not “observe the ways of blood and death in the Circus Monstrum.” That last part was a quote from the weird letter he had received from this Heraxon guy when he arrived at the Circus Monstrum.

“Okay, so he wants me to watch people fighting?” Alfie looked at Myssandra.

“No,” said the towering blonde beauty, favoring Alfie with a condescending smile. “Heraxon is a traditionalist. He believes in the cruelty and bloodshed of the dungeons and he wants you to experience the bloodshed of being a Dungeon Lord. Remember what the letter said about the fall of Caledonia?”

“Yeah, that elf city, but that was a long time ago,” said Alfie.

“That was the folly of Pharrok, overstepping his role and foolishly trying to expand to control the power of destiny.” Myssandra leaned closer to Alfie and pointed up at the box overlooking the arena. “Do you see that woman up there?”

Alfie shielded his eyes against the sun. A busty, red-headed woman stood in the domina’s box overlooking the arena. A wind stirred her crimson locks and drew her sheer white toga against her ample chest.

“Yeah, she’s beautiful,” said Alfie. “Is that… Mera? From the letter?”

“The very same,” said Myssandra. “Mera likes to kill Dungeon Lords and she hates to run the arena. That is her reward and her punishment. She is a slave to the arena as much as she is its Domina.”

“The letter said something about me. That this Pharrok tried to kill me when I was a baby?”

“Yes, and Mera was part of that plan. To prevent the rise of a Dungeon Lord who might threaten the power of all the Dungeon Lords. But he went too far and perished because of it.”

Alfie had more questions for Myssandra, but at that moment a gong sounded and a match commenced. Alfie had not been paying attention to the introductions of the fighters, but as he leaned forward to watch, he saw a bronze-skinned woman with platinum blonde hair, her body muscular and glistening with oil, her breasts bare and her hips clad only in a loincloth made from a pelt. She snarled fiercely and brandished a huge sword that was notched and scuffed as though it had been wielded in a hundred battles before.

Contrasting the woman’s beauty was the sheer ugliness of a troll. The green-skinned, lumpen creature waddled forward, its body seemingly a tree trunk composed entirely of knots. These cysts of green flesh sported bunches of dark hair. Its limbs were grotesquely long and ended in claws and its hunched shoulders and head gave it a neckless ugliness. Its face, with its huge nose and maw filled with jagged greenish fangs, was suitably repulsive. 

“I don’t really want to watch this fight,” said Alfie, swallowing hard and unable to look away as the two combatants circled one another.

Myssandra did not reply. Alfie glanced over and saw the towering blonde was gone, leaving him alone with the crowd of cheering brutes.

“Die, you rotten devil!” shouted the woman in the arena.

The warrior woman was beautiful and brave. She charged forward and hacked at the troll. She was quick, skilled with her weapon, but she was only human. She wore out as she carved pieces from the lumbering troll. It dripped green blood from numerous wounds. These closed, knitting with foul magic and leaving the troll unscathed.

Alfie could see the woman’s frustration growing. He watched as the troll backhanded her and sent her sprawling. He could not bear to watch as the huge green brute tore away the woman’s loincloth and set upon her with its loathsome, sap-dripping cock. The crowd went wild, cheering on the troll as it took its monstrous pleasure from the woman. Alfie, repulsed by the sight, got up and walked from the arena.

“Heraxon sent me here to drive me crazy,” muttered Alfie, walking through the quiet lower halls of the Circus Monstrum and listening to the stamping feet and cheering of the crowd above his head. “Well to hells with him. I am not like this. Not like the other Dungeon Lords. I want to be a hero not a…”

He stopped outside the door to a quiet room where a woman – a beautiful dark elf – was sitting and staring blankly out a window. She was holding a Dungeon Catalog like the one Alfie had seen in his uncle’s dungeon. A goblin was spooning porridge into her mouth and wiping drool from her face.

“What in the hells? Is this a madhouse?”

A hand reached past Alfie and closed the door to the room. He turned, startled, and found himself face-to-face with the fire-haired Domina.

“You’re… you’re Mera,” he said, staring at her sparkling eyes.

She was not as tall as Myssandra, but she was every bit as bewitchingly beautiful. Her breasts were pert and hardly covered by the sheer toga dress she wore. Her lips were a perfect bow that curled into a cold smile. But it was her eyes that drew him in most of all. Those golden brown eyes sparkling in the torchlight.

“I am the Domina,” said Mera. “And is it true? Are you Alfred?”

“Yes. Well, no, actually. I never go by my full name. I am Alfie.” He frowned, suddenly struck by the weight of the gruesome scene with the troll. “Is… is all this my fault? I didn’t want to see that woman being taken by a troll. It’s repulsive.”

“Is it?” Mera raised a delicate eyebrow. “Perhaps you’re right, Alfie. Come with me.”

She turned and began to saunter away deeper into the tunnels beneath the arena, the torchlight following her. Alfie hurried to catch up.

“This is not your fault, Alfie Ivanhoe,” said Mera, leading him up a flight of stairs and to a plush and comfortable bedroom with views of the surrounding countryside. “This is the doing of a foolish Dungeon Lord. Most are foolish in one way or another. Now that mantle has fallen to you, and you should not let the actions of another Dungeon Lord define who you will be.”

She turned to him, her hands suddenly caressing his chest through his simple tunic. She stood closer. Her eyes sparkling in the light of the setting sun. Her beautiful face painted in red and gold.

“I have seen too many suffer at the hands of the Dungeon Lords. Suffer like Renna or like so many I must send from this arena to feed the black hearts of the dungeons.” She caressed lower and leaned her lips towards Alfie’s. “Perhaps you can be different. I see that possibility in your eyes. That you are not like the others. That you do not deserve to die.”

“Die? What do you mean—oh!”

Instead of kissing Alfie, Mera pushed him backwards onto the bed. He bounced once and landed with his body propped up on the pillows. Mera stood at the foot of the bed and slowly untied the sash of her toga, letting it slip from her body to reveal her pale, naked flesh and stiff pink nipples. The slightest thatch of reddish hair above her mound.

“I come for the monsters, Alfie,” said Mera, climbing atop the bed and unbuckling his trousers. “You are a special breed and my reward for serving the arena is to cull the herd of the black hearts and power hungry. Is that you? Mmmm?”

Her hand wrapped around his cock and she locked eyes with him as her warm, sucking mouth descended upon his hardness.

She bobbed a few times as Alfie stammered out an uncertain, “Nooo. Not me. Never.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned, sucking a few more times before popping her lips free of his big, straining cock. She teased him with her tongue and added, “I believe you Alfie. You know, I send those women who survive the arena off to the dungeon… mmmmmm… to meet their ends.”

“Yes… ahhhhh… my uncle said… his ghost… said… ohhhhh… that’s what Dungeon Lords do. Take lives and claim the hearts of heroes. But is there no way out of the arena for those women? Ohhhhh… by Mardoch… for those women to live?”

Mera climbed astride Alfie, grasping his wet cock and guiding it to the hot folds of her cunt. She slid slowly down onto him, moaning with pleasure as the silky walls of her cunt gripped his straining hardness.

“Only pain and suffering are found in those dungeons,” she moaned, beginning to rise and fall atop Alfie’s hard cock. “The secrets… ohhhh… of the Dungeon Lords… mmmmm… are guarded by terrors.”

“Only suffering?” gasped Alfie, grasping her shapely hips.

“Ohhhh, Alfie,” she moaned, riding more urgently atop his cock and making her pert breasts bounce with each clutching slide up and down his hardness. “Suffering is the only way. Perhaps… perhaps there is another way. Waiting… ohhhh… waiting to be discovered. Maybe you… could find that way.”

“Maybe,” gasped Alfie, finding it very difficult to think. He slid his hands from Mera’s shapely hips and squeezed her firm, round ass in both hands. He began to buck beneath her, thrusting upwards to impale the hot cove of her cunt upon the straining length of his cock. Each thrust began to cause the bed to shake beneath them.

“Ohhh! Yesss!” Mera cried, some of her aloofness melting as her body quaked with pleasure.

Feeling emboldened, Alfie sat up, holding her tightly against him and kissing her moaning lips. Their tongues entwined as they pursued a mutual pleasure upon the bed. His strength overwhelmed her, and he pushed her back onto the bed, splaying her creamy thighs wide and climbing between them. He stroked her hips and then her breasts. Kissing them as he thrust into her and moved atop her.

What little experience he had as a lover had been with Myssandra. This was different. More intense and wonderful than those teaching moments with his devilish assistant.

“I promise… to try,” gasped Alfie, his bollocks smacking against Mera’s ass with each thrust. His lips close to hers as he made the pledge.

“I believe you,” she moaned, stroking the back of his head and wrapping her legs around his waist. “You don’t have the stomach for a place like the arena or the cruel heart to make women suffer in your dungeon.”

“Never!” gasped Alfie as he hilted inside her urgently. “I will make a dungeon… safe and secure. A dungeon of pleasure. For women… to find their… ahhhh… desires.”

Mera’s crossed heels drew his straining cock deeper into the hot, molten depths of her cunt. He felt his pleasure building with every stroke. An ecstasy that he sought to prolong but was not sure how long he could hold back the flood.

He felt her pussy gripping him rhythmically as Mera arched on the bed beneath him. Her climax washing over her beautiful body. Her pert breasts shuddering and her inner walls clutching at each thrust of Alfie’s mighty cock. She cried out in wordless ecstasy and he kissed her again. One hand upon her breasts, playing with her nipples as his tongue danced with hers. His lips seeming to devour the sound of her climax.

“Cum for me, Alfie,” she gasped, her eyes suddenly blazing with magic intensity.

He felt her working within his mind. A power that tickled the pleasure centers of his body and drew at him so that her slick cunt felt like an intensely suckling mouth. He cried out, driven over the brink by her power.

“Ohhhh fuuuck!” He threw his head back and slammed his cock into Mera’s hot, silky cunt. His seed surged from his tightening bollocks. A rush of ecstasy followed by the sudden, intense throbbing of his release. Spurt after spurt of his seed poured into Mera’s depths, glazing her inner walls and drenching her womb in Alfie’s potent spunk.

“Mmmmmm, I feel you cumming inside me,” she purred, stroking him and moving her hips. Her inner muscles squeezed and massaged his cock, drawing out every last twitch of his climax as her womb seemed to drink his seed.

“Incredible,” laughed Alfie, kissing her and panting heavily. Their bodies drenched in sweat and the sheets tangled around them.

As they separated, one beside the other, the last light of the setting sun disappeared beneath the horizon. Alfie groaned, smiling in the afterglow of his climax. He looked over at Mera and saw that she was not smiling at all, though her face was flushed with pleasure.

“What’s wrong?” asked Alfie.

“One day I might send women from this arena to your dungeon,” she said, slowly turning to him and meeting his curious gaze. “Will you punish them? Will you end their lives and claim their souls for your dungeon’s heart? Or will—”

“I would never,” said Alfie, caressing her cheek. “I will give them… happy endings. Whatever they desire.”

“The other Dungeon Lords will not like that,” she warned.

“To hell with them,” said Alfie, pressing close to her again. “What do they know? Centuries of cruelty ends with me.”

“I believe your words,” said Mera, turning away from his kiss. “But it will not be easy. The Dungeon Lords will rise against you and then what? Will you bend to their ways or will you risk your life?”

Alfie caught her chin with his hand and turned her back towards him. He kissed her softly.

“I will risk everything,” he whispered, kissing her again and again. “I wanted to be a hero, Mera. Maybe this is the way I become one. By being the most noble villain possible.”

“Mmmmm… your words, Alfie, almost give me hope,” she said, embracing him and returning his kiss with growing ardor.

Though Mera was a slave to the arena, bound to its cruel cycles and her service to the Dungeon Lords, for those brief hours she escaped her grim duty and embraced the hope that Alfie offered her. They made love in her bed late into the night, their bodies moving to the ebbing and flowing rhythms of their desires. Her mouth an eager match for his. Her hands coaxing him back to arousal whenever he seemed to flag.

The arena went quiet, the last battles of the day finally over and the audience going back to their encampment. Alfie remained with Mera, holding her close, stroking her and kissing her, and tasting new pleasures that he had scarcely imagined a few weeks ago back in Orleans. He took Mera from behind, pleasured her with his mouth and fingers, and tasted the sweet ecstasy of a mutual embrace of mouths. His cock between her lips and his tongue upon the sweet cusp of her cunt.

She introduced him to the soft velvet ecstasy of her ass engulfing his hardness and when he told her that he might cum she took him from her naughty depths and bathed his cock in her mouth. His seed spilling down her throat in pulsing rushes. His hardness finally slipping as he emptied his bollocks into her pretty mouth.

He pleasured her until he had no more strength to give. At last, Mera left him with a final kiss on the cheek.

“Come with me,” he said, taking her hand and trying to pull her back.

“I cannot,” said Mera. “I exist for this arena alone. If I were to abandon it, I would fade into nothingness. But here… I will remain. I will serve the Dungeon Lords. And I will be sustained by the hope I have that one day, you will end this arena. You will turn the Dungeon Lords to the path of good. And, at last, I will be free.”

Her last kiss and the sad look in Mera’s eyes lingered with Alfie long after she had gone.


Book Nine: Escape From Arcadia Station
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By Amanda Clover
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Smooth Sailing

Curt Cutlass leaned back in his creaky captain’s chair, tipped his cowboy hat down over his eyes, crossed his long legs, and settled his boots among the blinking lights and manual switches on the control console. The hum of the engines shuddered pleasantly through him. He’d been at the stick for hours, ever since they jumped into the system.

Even though Calcassa was a rim system, technically lawless, there was still a lot of military activity. The Xorthian Empire liked to wave their giant cocks around this arm of the galaxy. Those big red nasties had made things tense for a while, but Cut had slipped the Sneaky Pig past the jump point patrol ships under the guise of a harmless grain trade. He had made it into the stream of regular traffic bound for Arcadia Station. Flying nice and casual. It was time to relax and go with the flow.

“How much longer, Meredith?” he asked, lulled almost to sleep by the winking lights on the console.

“Two hours and nineteen minutes at the current velocity,” replied the sultry voice of Meredith, the Sneaky Pig’s upgraded AI construct. “Unless one of the inner system patrol ships decides to scan us.”

“Relax, baby,” said Curt. “I know how these Xorthians think. They’re just showing off their big ships. We look just like all the other merchant traffic now. The last thing they want to do is get off their red asses and try to board us.”

“If you say so, captain,” replied Meredith. Curt was pretty sure she only called him “captain” when she was being sarcastic. He had pulled her data core off the drifting wreckage of a warship and gave her a second chance aboard the Sneaky Pig. He basically saved her life, so she owed him a little respect. Of course, he knew better than to remind her of that and get into an argument.

Rule number forty-eight of being a smuggler was never piss off your ship’s AI construct. A rule he had bent many times, but never fully broken.

“Just warn me if you see any patrol ships eyeballing us, okay?”

“I will alert you to any scans,” replied Meredith.

Curt leaned back in the chair again and let his eyes droop shut. After only a few seconds he heard the cockpit door open and the familiar heavy tread of his copilot approaching.

“Asleep on the job again, Curt?” Purred Essie Aberdeen, sauntering past him and pushing his boots off the console to get to the seat beside him.

“Mmmm?”

Curt opened one eye to admire Essie as the buxom blonde squeezed into her seat. Her big, round ass clad in cutoff denim shorts descended into her acceleration couch. Her long cow tail hung through the hole in the back of the shorts.

She looked back and caught him watching. She tossed her braided blonde pigtails and smiled seductively. Her big, innocent brown eyes and freckles were almost as appealing as those full soft lips and those massive jugs of hers straining her halter top. Her thick nipples were poking under the red fabric like mouthwatering gumdrops.

Essie was a big, sexy girl. And not entirely human. Her flattened nose and the pair of small, curving horns atop her head betrayed her Polarmian heritage even more readily than her big eyes and enormous tits.

“It’s gonna be smooth sailing from here on out,” said Curt, grinning wide. “You know, we got over two hours to Arcadia. You up for a little fun?”

“Ooooo, sure, Curt,” giggled Essie. “What did you have in mind?”

“How about you sit that big, beautiful butt of yours on my lap?” He asked, already unbuckling his safety harness.

“Well, sure thing, Curt,” drawled Essie. “How about I sit it on your face, first?”

That was what Curt loved about Polarmians. They were always down for a little fun. He pulled off his trousers and stripped out of his shirt as he watched Essie wriggling out of her denim shorts. Her big, creamy ass jiggled into view. He marveled at that sweet peach of a pussy, blushing and wet as always, and her dainty pink backdoor clenched tight.

“Ugh,” moaned Meredith. “You always take the idea of a cockpit so literally. We are in a high traffic lane. This is not the time for this, captain.”

“Turn off your cockpit sensors if it bothers you,” said Curt, taking off his cowboy hat and settling it over a small screen that displayed a grainy blue animation of a beautiful woman’s face. Doing that didn’t blind Meredith, but it was a rude gesture all the same.

Essie was still untying her top when Curt grabbed her and pulled her down onto the floor between the pilot and copilot seats. He fell back and Essie’s big, soft ass landed atop his face. She cried out with delight as he buried his nose between her cheeks and began vigorously tonguing her sweet Polarmian pussy.

“Mmmmmmm!” moaned Curt, feeling his cock twitch as he tasted the delicious flavor of Essie’s nectar. Like peach honey.

“Oooooh! Curt!” cried Essie, bucking back against his face and smothering him in her plentiful cheeks. “Ohhhh! Lick my ass too!”

“Mmmhhmmm!” he agreed readily, thrusting his tongue to her pink clench and licking it vigorously. Tongue-fucking her backdoor drove Essie wild and she began to ride hard against his face.

Even though she was smothering him with her big, creamy ass, he could hear her massive tits slapping with each bounce. A few droplets of liquid on his legs and abdomen meant she was starting to spring a leak. Every time Essie got hot and bothered, her big tits started to drip with milk. Another Polarmian physiological quirk.

“Ohhhh, yes, you’re going to make me… CUMMMM!” Essie arched atop him, smothering his face in her ass. Curt plunged his tongue deep into her clenching backdoor. He felt a shower of warm droplets all over his abdomen, his cock, and his thighs.

Essie rode her pleasure out on his tongue and then fell against his body, her ass lifting somewhat from his face and her big tits squeezing against him and dribbling milk down his sides. He held onto her big booty and leaned his head up to resume licking Essie’s plump clit.

“Mmmm I gotta… have a taste of… mmmmmmMMM!” Essie began slurping wantonly on Curt’s straining cock. She twirled her tongue around his tip as she grabbed his root, then she slid her lips down his shaft and gulped his cock into her practiced throat.

Curt Cutlass had been to a thousand planets in a hundred star systems and he’d never met a woman better at deepthroating than Essie. She took his big dick with ease, her silky throat working around his cock as she licked his root and tongued his balls.

“Mmmmnnnn, ohhhh, Essie, much more of that and I’ll—”

Red lights began to flash on the console and alarm klaxons began to sound.

“What is it?” groaned Curt as Essie continued to slurp on his straining cock.

“We are being scanned, captain,” said Meredith, in a tone verging on bitterness.

“The shielding on the smuggler’s holds will hide it,” groaned Curt, too distracted by pleasure to worry about the infinitesimal chances that some half-assed Xorthian doing a long-range scan would detect all the chems in their smuggler’s hold.

“Mmmmmphhmmm?” wondered Essie, but Curt was too busy thrusting between her lips and down her throat to give her much of a chance to get a word out. He leaned back up to her big, soft ass, burying his tongue back in her twitching twat as he thrust upwards into her silky throat. His pleasure was peaking.

“Captain,” interjected Meredith. “I require your—”

“Shut up, goddammit!” shouted Curt before returning his tongue to the addicting sweetness of Essie’s pussy. He thrust his cock desperately into the warm, exquisite suction of Essie’s mouth. His pleasure surging. His cum bursting in hot spurts straight into his beautiful copilot’s gulping throat. His orgasm was so intense that the whole ship began to shake around him. More red lights flashed. His cum still pumping down Essie’s throat until she finally pulled her mouth from his cock and moaned, “Curt, I think you’d better get up.”

He grunted as he pushed Essie’s luscious ass out of his face and clambered buck-naked back into the pilot’s chair just as another burst of long-range plasma cannons smashed into the shields of the Sneaky Pig.

“Why didn’t you tell me they were shooting at us!?” shouted Curt, grabbing the stick and deactivating the autopilot.

“You told me to shut up,” pouted Meredith.

Essie buckled into her acceleration couch, the safety straps belted between her huge, dripping breasts. She gave Curt a thumbs up and he hit the full maneuver rockets.

The G-forces assailed them as he forced the Sneaky Pig into a high-speed pirouette through the streams of plasma fire from two different patrol ships. The patrol ships missed their target badly, clearly not expecting a boxy scow like an old YT-99 Light Freighter to execute such a sharp maneuver and then burn at high speed into the downward plane.

“We’re clear,” shouted Curt. A moment later, the ship shook violently as a third patrol ship opened fire from another direction. This one was fast, something newer and better armed.

“Shields failing,” warned Meredith. “You are using too much power for the engines.”

“I have to outrun them somehow,” said Curt, jinking to avoid another stream of blue plasma bursts. The Sneaky Pig shook again and this time there was a sizzling burst of blue light across the forward viewports.

“Shields down,” said Meredith.

“We have the armor,” said Curt, concentrating on dodging another stream of plasma fire.

Essie sucked her teeth in disagreement.

“I had to sell the extra armor plating to buy those stabilizers at Hondo. One good hit now and that plasma could punch right through us.”

“We are carrying six tons of volatile chems,” said Meredith. “One hit will be sufficient to destroy this vessel.”

It was moments like these that could decide the fate of a ship and its crew. With three patrol ships bearing down on him, no shields, and a cargo of explosive chems, Curt could do only one thing to try to save his hide.

“Signal a surrender to the lead ship,” said Curt.

“Really?” Essie glanced over at him.

“Yes, captain,” said Meredith.

Curt waited for the shooting to stop and then decelerated. The patrol ship approached. He waited until it was directly behind him and then hit the button on the console that would cost him a million credits.

Six tons of chemicals used in making a variety of illicit substances were vented directly into the exhaust of the Sneaky Pig. Curt powered to full burn and a jet of brilliant red exploded from the tail end of the boxy freighter straight into the patrol ship. Its shields held for less than a second. Blast shutters went up to protect the viewports as the front of the patrol ship was melted and deformed.

It wasn’t enough to destroy the patrol ship, but it was out of action and the Sneaky Pig was a lot faster than the other two that were still catching up.

“We should jump out of here,” said Essie.

“I am afraid the jump drive sustained damage in that detonation,” warned Meredith. “This will require repair facilities to correct.”

“We have no choice,” said Curt. “We have to continue on to Arcadia Station.”

“Gulbaba is going to put a bounty on your head once he realizes you don’t have his chems,” said Essie.

“Then we get in, fix the drive, and get out,” said Curt.

But he could feel a tightness in his stomach. This run had gone all wrong and things were only going to get more complicated when they reached Arcadia.

Just a Couple of Drinks

“We could afford one by selling Meredith,” suggested Curt, peering down at the smoldering remains of the Sneaky Pig’s jump drive.

“I should not be sold off like a digital slave merely because you dislike hearing the truth,” said Meredith, her face appearing on the maintenance computer screen. “We require a new jump drive and we cannot leave the system until you have one.”

“She’s right,” said Essie. “We’ll have to come up with some way to raise the money.”

“A Class III jump drive will cost us more than the cargo I just blew into space,” said Curt. “Nah, maybe I should sell the whole ship for scrap and—”

“It would not get you enough credits to pay back the debt you now owe Gulbaba,” said Meredith.

Curt couldn’t think about any of it at the moment. The numbers of the expenses and debts floating around in his mind were too painfully huge. On top of that, his brain was fried from the run-in with the patrol ships. He needed to unwind.

“I’m going to Keeru’s,” he said, heading towards the hatch out of the engine room. He saw Meredith’s face appear on a nearby screen and cut her off before she could chastise him. “Just a couple of drinks. I’ll be back before you know it.”

“I’m going too,” said Essie, unbuckling her tool belt and tossing it next to the ruined jump drive.

Keeru’s Pleasure Pit was one of several sleazy bars on the lower levels of Arcadia Station. A glowing holograph of a three-breasted woman shook its tits outside the door while an automated voice enticed patrons to enter. Curt pushed past Doobo, the fat bouncer, and into the bar with Essie close enough behind him that her tits pushed against his back when he slowed down.

A blue-skinned Twalian was up on the stage, her body glistening with oil as she writhed and bucked her perky tits and played with her dark blue nipples. The mane of tentacles atop her head flopped from side to side as she moved. She turned around and teased the crowd of drunks with her oiled ass.

“Nice show tonight,” said Curt, but he steered clear of the stage and sat down at a booth near the back. A rusty robot waiter took their order and returned with shots and glasses of Arcadian ale. Essie sipped at her ale and watched Curt down three shots and drain his huge glass of beer.

“Take it easy, stud,” said Essie. “You get into trouble when you have too much of that stuff.”

“Just because you handle your booze better is no reason to antagonize me,” said Curt, looking around for where the robot waiter had trundled off to.

“I handle it better by drinking less of it,” said Essie.

“Lucky you.” Curt grabbed the waiter robot as it tried to pass the table. Its gyroscopes barely kept it from spilling a tray of drinks.

“Yes, sir?” The robot’s eye lenses flashed with light each time it spoke a word.

“Two more shots and another ale,” said Curt. “Make it snappy.”

“Of course, sir,” said the robot, continuing its route to another table.

“We’ll get the money,” said Essie, placing a comforting hand on Curt’s leg. “We can take jobs in system and around the station. It’ll take a while, but we can do it.”

“I’ll have to go back to bounty hunting,” muttered Curt, staring in the direction of the Twalian gyrating on the stage but not really paying attention to her. “There are probably some decent bounties to pick up on Arcadia.”

“You said you were done with that life.” Essie leaned against him and danced her fingers over the bulge in his denim.

Not even Essie’s practiced teasing could pull Curt out of his reverie. He stared blankly until the robot arrived with his drinks. He downed them as quickly as he had downed the others.

“You really need to slow down,” said Essie.

The hum of the activation charge on a neutrino pistol seemed to punctuate Essie’s words. Curt turned in her direction and realized Essie wasn’t trying to enforce his sobriety at gunpoint. A slimy gray hand grasped a long, slender neutrino pistol aimed at Curt’s chest. He looked up from the gun to the creature holding it and a shudder ran through him when he saw the face.

“Bexo Iglix,” muttered Curt with disgust.

“No sudden movements, Cutlass,” rasped the creature. It seemed at first glance to be wearing a strange, fleshy hood that drooped over his face. But that was no hood, it was his floppy, gaping mouth, dripping with slime, and above that huge, drooping orifice as big as a human head were two tiny blue eyes on slender stalks. The rest of his body was almost human save for the unhealthy gray coloration and oozing slime of his flesh.

“Oh, is that Cee-Face?” Essie glanced over her shoulder and winced when she saw the alien.

“Nobody calls me that,” rasped Cee-Face.

“Nobody calls him that to his Cee-Face,” said Curt, finding it hard to look at the alien for more than a second or two. He turned his focus back on the pistol. “What’s that for?”

“You showed up at the station and didn’t hand over Gulbaba’s chems,” rasped the bounty hunter. “I asked at the hangar, and they said your holds are empty. Nothing in them. So either you sold it to somebody else or you ditched it. Either way, cowboy, Gulbaba wants a little chat.”

For a second, Curt thought about drawing his own neutrino pistol. It was primed and ready in a holster on his hip. He decided he couldn’t risk it. Not with Essie partially blocking his shot.

He pushed back from the table, glad to have a few drinks in him.

“Alright then, lead the way,” said Curt.

“I don’t think so,” replied Cee-Face and he stepped behind Curt, jabbed the barrel of the neutrino pistol into his back, and took Curt’s gun from its holster. “Move. You too, cow tits.”

“Me?” Essie stood, clasping her hands to her cleavage as if embarrassed.

Cee-Face let out a gurgling laugh.

“Oh, yeah. Gulbaba said to make especially sure that I bring him the one with the huge tits. Alive.” He prodded Curt again. “Cutlass, he cares less about the alive part. But I get a bonus for a heartbeat. So let’s go.”

There were no other options, Curt realized. He was going to have to meet with the big, ugly alien he owed a fortune.

He would be lucky to exit that meeting on his feet.
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A Friendly Visit with Gulbaba

“If you don’t want to get a hole burned through your skull, you’ll keep moving,” said Cee Face, nudging Curt Cutlass along with the barrel of his neutrino pistol.

“Don’t want to keep Gulbaba waiting,” said Curt.

“You really don’t,” chuckled Cee Face, making a sucking sound with his drooping, fleshy mouth that sent a shudder through Curt. “He’s liable to turn you into dinner.”

“Curt’s too stringy,” said Essie Aberdeen. “Too many bones.”

Cee Face made another horrible slurping laugh sound. Curt was pretty sure he heard slime dripping out of the alien bounty hunter’s face. Curt didn’t turn around to look since he was rather fond of his lunch. He instead cast his gaze at his voluptuous sidekick.

The buxom, blonde Polarmian beauty was swinging her hips as she walked along beside Curt. Her brown eyes were innocent, and she was smiling. She hardly seemed concerned about their audience with the loathsome crime lord of Arcadia Station. Then again, the worst she was liable to get was a job working at Gulbaba’s brothel, The Clutching Purse. Curt knew he’d be lucky to make it out of the meeting with Gulbaba with all his heads intact.

They rode the elevator down to the station’s murky lower levels. Past huge machinery that kept the station running, glimpsing lakes of eye-watering chemicals and shanties of the detritus of the station’s population. But Gulbaba did not live like the impoverished. He wore their squalor like a cloak to hide him from prying eyes.

The crime lord, through money, intrigue, or sheer slimy force of will, had taken over one of Arcadia Station’s armored fortifications that jutted like a jakaro wasp’s bulbous nest from the side of the immense space station. His crime palace stretched across several lower levels of the station and afforded him views of the star system that rivaled the grandest towers of the pinnacle district.

He had his own warehouses for his contraband, his own outward-facing anti-ship cannons to protect himself from raiding parties, and level upon level of criminal debaucheries. There was a gambling den, the brothel, junkie pits, a gladiator hall, a slave market, and the meanest, nastiest tavern this side of the Hades Rift called the Suck Hole.

The elevator opened on a bustling criminal marketplace. Where every good was stolen from someone, and every deal was done with one hand on your blaster.

Cee Face nudged them through the din of the market. Even the killer bounty hunter glanced warily at the crowd to keep from being pickpocketed or shanked. Curt spotted several nasty looking Dengarians near one of the slave stalls watching hungrily as Essie went jiggling past. A lactating Polarmian “space cow” could sell for a lot of money to some milk sucking freak. 

Curt was nervous, but Essie remained unconcerned. She smiled and met the lidded eyes of killers, thieves, and slavers like she was strolling in a meadow back on Polarmia. Ahead of them loomed the entrance to the inner palace and Gulbaba’s throne room.

A pair of armored, pig faced Gammornians oinked menacingly and crossed their harmonic pikes to block the door. Cee Face stepped forward and barked out to them in a language that Curt could barely understand. Something about a “dead meat bag” and a “barrel of tits.” The guards snorted and oinked with amusement and stood aside as the door began to rumble open.

Gulbaba’s inner sanctum echoed with screams. Curt tried to stay calm as he heard what sounded like a woman begging hysterically.

Gulbaba was every bit as ugly as his criminal empire. The bloated slug of a crime lord reclined on a massive suspensor bed, his greasy green body glistening in the lights of his throne room. His face was wide and amphibian, his reptilian eyes lazy, and his mouth was infamously big enough to swallow a human whole.

A toned but busty Twalian clad only in a thong was kneeling in front of him and pleading for her life. All around the room, Gulbaba’s loathsome court of scum and villains watched with anticipation as the pale pink dancing girl with thick tentacles hanging from her head begged Gulbaba for another chance.

“Please,” she cried. “I wasn’t… wasn’t using womb blockers. It was just bad… bad luck I haven’t gotten pregnant yet.”

Gulbaba laughed deeply, licking his lips with a tongue as big as a muck shovel. His entire body jiggled with his cruel mirth as his reptilian eyes rolled in his head. His two flabby arms, too small to reach even halfway down his body, rubbed at his shuddering rolls of fat.

“Bad luck for you, Treenya,” he said in his deep, rumbling voice.

“I’ll fuck you now, in front of everyone,” cried Treenya. “Please! Give me another—”

Her pleas were cut short as Gulbaba’s huge tentacles slid suddenly from beneath his rolls of flab. These loathsome appendages glistened with foul slime as they wrapped around Treenya’s throat and around her waist. Gulbaba lifted her into the air.

Curt saw the terror in the Twalian’s face and reached instinctively for the holster on his hip, forgetting that Cee Face had taken his blaster. He could do nothing but watch as the lithe dancing girl was turned upside down and fed into the foul crime lord’s gaping mouth. She kicked and struggled as his tongue lashed across her breasts, curled between her legs, and pulled her entire upper half into his throat.

Her legs continued to kick desperately as Gulbaba slurped her into his mouth. His huge lips finally closing over her curling toes as she descended to her doom within the jiggling green fatness of the crime lord. His fat continued to wobble and shake for a few more seconds as the unfortunate dancer struggled within Gulbaba’s belly.

“Oh, my,” gasped Evie, finally showing a little concern. “Will she be alright, Curt?”

“No, she isn’t going to be alright,” said Curt. “And we have to hope he’s not still hungry.”

Cee Face let out another horrible slurping laugh and shoved his neutrino blaster between Curt’s shoulders.

“Your turn, Cutlass.”

Curt stumbled forward, Essie at his side, and they stood in almost the exact spot the Twalian had just been begging for her life before the gluttonous bulk of the crime lord. The final struggles of the unfortunate Twalian dancer jiggled within Gulbaba’s belly. The vile alien laughed and let out a reeking belch. Gulbaba ran his tongue slowly across his lips and rolled his yellow eyes to stare down at Curt and Essie.

“Where are my chems, Cutlass?” Gulbaba’s deep, gurgling voice was almost indistinguishable from his belch.

“Well, uh, you see, your wretchedness, there were a few problems with some military patrols. The Xorthians have been waving their dicks around and they decided to make an example of a humble chem runner like me. I had to jettison the contraband, and my ship took some damage in the process. But don’t worry—”

Gulbaba cut him off with a disturbingly deep belly laugh.

“I’m not worried,” said Gulbaba. “I want my chems or my money. One million credits. You don’t have my chems, so where is my money?”

“Well, um, the ship! My ship! The Sneaky Pig is the fastest—”

“You could not even outrun a patrol ship. I wouldn’t take five of your ships in exchange for what you owe me.”

“I can melt off his head for you now, boss,” said Cee Face, adjusting the settings on his neutrino pistol.

“I’ll make the money back for you!” cried Curt. “Ten days!”

“With no ship?” Cee Face pressed the neutrino pistol against Curt’s temple.

“Wait,” growled Gulbaba. “Cutlass has made profitable runs for me before. Maybe he can find the money… with say… five days to do it. But how do I know you won’t run?”

“Because I’ll be here,” said Essie, stepping towards Gulbaba.

“Essie, no,” gasped Curt. “You don’t know what you’re saying.”

“Mmmmmm. Essie Aberdeen.” Pleasure rumbled out of Gulbaba like flatulence and a smile spread across his face. He reached out with the same two thick, trunk-like tentacles that had grasped the Twalian and he caressed Essie’s arms and legs. “It is not often we get Polarmians on Arcadia Station. You would offer yourself to me to save Cutlass?”

“Well, um, yeah,” said Essie, looking down as one of Gulbaba’s tentacles slid around her midriff and rose to lift her soft, milky tits in her tight halter top.

“Very well!” Gulbaba seized her as suddenly as he had taken hold of the Twalian girl. Curt reached for Essie, but Cee Face pulled him back and jabbed him in the kidney with his fist. Curt could only watch as Gulbaba lifted Essie off her feet and brought her to eye level. “Five days you remain with me. You serve me. After five days, if Cutlass has not paid, then I will breed you.”

“B-breed me?” gasped Essie, writhing in Gulbaba’s grasp.

“Oh, do not be afraid,” laughed Gulbaba. “The breeding pits are a warm, pleasurable place. Birthing out my sluglings. Always fat and well fed. My cocks to satisfy you when you are needy.”

“Your cocks? Like… plural?” Essie wriggled against the tentacles.

Two more tentacles rose from behind the floating platform. These were slender compared to the grabbing tentacles and both ended in fleshy green pouches of slimy skin. Curt watched in disgust as these pouches peeled back to reveal glistening, beastly pink cocks marked with blue capillaries. There was one throbbing cock on the head of each of the two tentacles. They dripped with slime as Gulbaba brought them towards Essie’s face for her to see.

“These are for pleasure,” growled Gulbaba. “I have another for breeding.”

“Don’t you do that!” cried Curt, fighting against Cee Face. “Stay away from her with those things!”

“You don’t like me tempting your woman with more pleasure than you could ever give her?” Gulbaba laughed and the villains filling the throne room echoed his laughter.

“It’s alright, Curt,” said Essie. “It’s just sex. I don’t mind doing it with Gulbaba if it will save you.”

“See!” Gulbaba exulted, raising his flabby arms with celebration. “She wants it, Cutlass! These Polarmians, they need to be fucked regularly. And you just must not be doing the job. But don’t worry, Cutlass. I’ll pleasure her. Right now!”

Curt fought back a shout of anger, knowing it would only please Gulbaba to hear him suffering. He watched as the grotesque slug of an alien lifted Essie off her feet and into the air above his jiggling green body. His tentacles pulled away her boots, stripped down her shorts, and freed her tits from their tight confinement. As each new part of Essie’s shapely body was exposed, the crowd murmured and jeered lecherously.

“Ohhhh, you’re so slimy,” moaned Essie, her skin beginning to glisten as Gulbaba squeezed and stroked her with his greasy tentacles.

“The more excited I get, the more slime my body produces,” laughed Gulbaba, lifting Essie towards his face and dangling her huge, creamy tits above his mouth.

He lazily opened that hideous, toothless mouth and stuck out his tongue. It was big enough to lift one of Essie’s soft tits, producing a trickle of white milk that spilled down his pink tongue and into his mouth. He closed his lips around her breast, sucking the whole thing into his mouth and making Essie whimper with pleasure. Her other breast, squeezed against his slimy face, leaked her milk down Gulbaba’s loathsome body.

“Yes, that’s right! Drink all you like!” Essie gasped, caressing Gulbaba’s wide face.

“Mmmmmm!” The gluttonous crime lord had an unquenchable thirst for Essie’s sweet breastmilk. He slurped one of her laden tits for several seconds, his eyes rolling as he engulfed her entire breast in his mouth.

Gulbaba popped Essie’s breast free of his lips, Essie’s udder still huge but clearly lessened by her milking, the pale skin flushed and her nipple red and thick from being sucked. Her breast was coated in Gulbaba’s saliva. He gurgled with hunger and slurped her other breast into his mouth, suckling just as eagerly as before.

As Gulbaba slurped Essie’s milk, he drew his twin cocks closer to the creamy roundness of her ample bottom. The foul pink tips slithered over her cheeks and one dragged between them, down over her twitching asshole to her cunt. There, both cocks met and nuzzled against Essie’s pussy.

“Ohhhhh! Yessss! Fuck meeee!” The Polarmian beauty cried shamelessly, pressing her body against the jiggling softness of Gulbaba and tilting her hips to offer her holes to his dripping cock tentacles.

“She wants it bad, Cutlass,” wheezed Cee Face. “How does it feel to see the boss sucking on those big tits? Does it make you hard knowing he’s going to satisfy her better than you ever could with that one puny cock?”

“One day I’ll burn you, Cee Face,” muttered Curt. He hated the bounty hunter almost as much as he hated Gulbaba. Curt knew that this didn’t matter to Essie, that Polarmians were all about free love, but it mattered to him. She was his sidekick. His frequent lover. Sure, they had an open relationship, but she’d never done anything like this.

Worst of all, Cee Face was right. The sight of her luscious body being fondled and teased and sucked by the disgusting green lump of an alien was turning him on.

I won’t let it end like this, he told himself as he watched Gulbaba line up his cock tentacles on Essie’s tight pink pussy and the little knot of her asshole.

To Curt’s shock, Essie reached a hand back and grasped one of the two cocks, pulling it towards her pussy until it parted her petals and slid through her fingers with a thrust. Gulbaba gurgled around Essie’s breast, his eyes rolling with pleasure as he began to fuck his cock in and out of her stretched pussy.

“Ohhhhh! It’s huge!” cried the busty beauty. She rose upright, attempting to straddle the huge alien as her breasts finally pulled free of his mouth. Slime dripped from them along with the last drops of her milk. “Fuck, that cock… is amazing! It’s reaching everywhere inside me!”

“Yes! I will give you pleasure you never could imagine with a human!” Gulbaba’s pathetic flabby arms reached up and grabbed two handfuls of Essie’s ass. His huge body began to ripple and undulate with the motion of his lust. His other cock tentacle pressed between Essie’s parted cheeks, smearing her crack with slime as it began working its way into her clenching hole.

“Fuck my assssss,” hissed Essie, bucking needfully atop Gulbaba. The alien’s cock finally worked past her clench and burrowed deep into her ass. Both tentacles pumped into her with a vigor at odds with the laziness of the fat crime lord. Her cunt began to slosh wetly, slime drooling down her thighs as the huge cock worked in and out. Her ass received each thrust with a wobble of her creamy cheeks.

Essie’s tits bounced heavily as she thrust back to meet each stroke. Pleasure contorted her face and colored her cheeks. She stroked the flabby rolls of Gulbaba’s body as she rode atop him.

“This one is worth ten slave girls!” laughed Gulbaba, smacking a webbed hand on Essie’s ass. “I look forward to your failure, Cutlass! She’ll be a fine addition to my breeding pits!”

Curt bristled with anger, his hands clenched into fists and his cock twitching in his pants. He couldn’t believe this was happening and, worse, that he was being forced to witness it. He could see the intensifying slimy thrusts of those tentacle cocks and the undeniable pleasure written across Essie’s face.

“Yessss! Oh, yes, cum for me, Gulbaba!” cried Essie, riding harder back against the thrusting tentacles. “Fuck meeeee! Cum for meeeee! AHHHHHH!”

Her orgasm was undeniable. She threw back her head, her pigtails flying and milk and slime flicking from her heaving tits. Gulbaba let out a rumbling roar of pleasure and suddenly unsheathed his huge cock from her pussy. The tentacle popped loose of Essie’s stretched cuntlips and immediately began pumping out a pulsating geyser of yellowish alien spunk. It splashed over Essie’s creamy ass, her back, even her blonde hair. It dripped from her arms and legs as the alien perverts cheered on their gluttonous boss.

“Drench her, boss!”

“Hose down that cow slut!”

“Pump her ass full of your goo!”

Curt could see that Gulbaba was doing exactly that. As one cock drenched Essie’s writhing body, the other pumped her ass full of alien cum. Spurt after spurt filling her bowels until Gulbaba, finally sated, drew the cock out with a wet pop. A gush of cum flowed from Essie’s stretched asshole. The spurting yellowish white mess drooled from her slowly clenching asshole and emptied onto the alien’s body.

Essie, gasping with pleasure, collapsed into Gulbaba’s tentacles. She pressed heavily against him, filthy with the alien’s cum, moaning and kissing his wide, dangerous mouth.

“Time for you to leave, Cutlass,” said Gulbaba, waving one hand in Curt’s direction as he stroked Essie with his other hand.

“Essie!” cried Curt, already being dragged away by Cee Face. “I’ll be back for you, Essie! Don’t let him breed you!”

“Good luck, Cutlass,” laughed Gulbaba. “Five days and then your cow is mine!”

“I believe in you, Curt!” Essie shouted, turning towards him. “I know you can—Mmmmmpphhmm!”

Her words were smothered by Gulbaba’s huge tongue thrusting at her mouth. She turned back to the massive, loathsome alien, her eyes closing as she embraced Gulbaba and resumed kissing him.

Curt was unceremoniously dragged from Gulbaba’s palace and shoved out into the marketplace of the under decks. Cee Face gave him a final salute with his neutrino pistol. A promise of what awaited Curt in five days if he failed.

If Curt didn’t come through, Essie would end up spewing out slugs in Gulbaba’s breeding pit and Curt would not be just cucked, he’d have a neutrino hole burned in his head.

“But that’s not happening,” said Curt, trying to put the images of Essie being fucked by Gulbaba from his head as he started towards the elevator with fresh determination. His hard dick in his pants was making him limp a little.


3

Running From Problems

Curt Cutlass knew the odds were miniscule that he could find enough work on Arcadia Station in five days to accrue a million credits and pay back the crime lord Gulbaba. The smart thing for him to do was leave Essie Aberdeen wrapped up in Gulbaba’s lusty tentacles and sneak off the station as a stowaway.

He didn’t like abandoning Essie. It wasn’t the heroic or even the decent thing to do. But Curt Cutlass wasn’t a hero or a decent person. He was a former bounty hunter, a smuggler, and even, occasionally, a pirate.

“Sorry Essie, that’s just how it goes,” he said, riding the central lift back to the docks and hustling towards the fat-bodied hulk of the Sneaky Pig. His ship had seen better days, which made it easier to part ways with her. He opened the access hatch, climbed inside, headed straight for his private quarters, and started shoving anything valuable he could find into a duffle bag.

“What do you think you’re doing!?” Meredith’s sharp voice lashed out at him as her face appeared on the nearest terminal.

Curt nearly fell over with surprise, caught in the act of betraying one companion by his other companion. He quickly hid his duffle behind his back as spare neutrino magazines, gold coins, mind chip pornos, and his favorite brightly patterned Hawanax shirts spilled out onto the floor. Of course, Meredith had the run of the ship and could see out of every camera, so he wasn’t actually able to hide anything behind his back.

“Uhhhh, just, going to sell some stuff at the second-hand kiosk,” stammered Curt. “To raise some money.”

“Where is Essie?” Meredith’s virtual brow furrowed on the screen. “You left her with Gulbaba, didn’t you? Collateral? And you were just going to run off and leave her with him?”

“Um? No?” Curt looked at her face on the screen, hopeful that she would accept his answer.

She just glared at him. Meredith wasn’t about to trust his word.

He let out a defeated sigh and dropped back onto his bed. Porno ships continued to fall out of the duffle that hung from his hand.

“I need a million credits, Meredith,” said Curt. “There’s no way I can raise that much in five days. That’s how long I have before Gulbaba…”

“He’s going to eat her?” gasped Meredith.

“Worse,” said Curt. “I think he’s going to breed her.”

“Oh, dear,” said Meredith. Her virtual expression softened, and her sultry voice returned. “Well, captain, what you need now is a strategic and tactical genius. Someone who can help you realize the impossible.”

“You?”

“Yes. You have the brightest mind in the sector lashed to your ship like a figurehead. Download my consciousness onto one of the portable computer units. You’re taking me with you.”

There was no arguing with Meredith when she got this way. Curt didn’t like the idea of his ship’s AI unit bossing him around, but he couldn’t really think of an argument for not taking her with him. It would be good to have her around for advice and if she became too annoying, he could always turn off the portable computer’s audio or even sell her at one of those second-hand kiosks.

“Well,” he said, dropping his duffle and heading to the maintenance closet for a portable computer, “it looks like I’m going to be saddled with a new sidekick.”

“My core should fit in one of the larger wrist models with the built-in holograph,” said Meredith, following him to the maintenance closet by appearing on a screen just outside. “And don’t cover it up with your sleeve. I need to be able to see what’s happening.”

“Alright, alright, just remember who is in charge here,” said Curt, rolling up his sleeve and strapping on the bracer-sized computer.

“Oh, I won’t forget, Captain Cutlass,” said Meredith, her voice dripping with just enough sarcasm that he seriously considered unplugging her core from the ship and never plugging it into the portable computer.

He couldn’t do it to her. He thought of himself as a loner, but deep down, Curt Cutlass hated flying solo.

Pain at the Pleasure Pit

Curt didn’t have many friends on Arcadia Station. In fact, he didn’t have many friends throughout the galaxy. But Keeru, the owner of the Pleasure Pit, at least wasn’t quite an enemy. The fancy old dog sometimes threw some work Curt’s way. That was agood. Curt was looking to catch a lot of work in a hurry to keep Essie from getting turned into a slug factory.

Getting to Keeru wasn’t going to be easy. Even though Keeru watched the dancing girls and the drunks at his club from the extensive camera systems, he wasn’t opening the door to the back offices for Curt. That meant Curt needed to get his attention.

A drunken Shloriphant provided that chance. The huge, purple alien with the slimy trunk and the tusks was refusing to get away from the stage where he was drooling, literally, all over the dancing girls. When the bouncer tried to pull him away, the Shloriphant backhanded the man into a table and turned back to the worried-looking blonde jiggling her big tits on the stage.

The other bouncers, a burly bunch of dog-faced Canians, were snarling and looking ready to pull out the shotguns and neutrino blasters. Punching holes in a Shloriphant would only bring the club a lot more trouble. Shloriphants looked out for each other, and they held grudges. Kill one of them and every Shloriphant on the station would come after Keeru until they had exacted vengeance for their dead comrade.

Curt saw his chance to intervene and spare the Pleasure Pit the trouble of a Shloriphant grudge war. He walked up behind the Shloriphant as he trumpeted and clapped his slimy hands on the stage at the foot of the dancing girl. The big purple elephant didn’t even notice Curt was there.

Until he grabbed the alien’s big floppy ears. The soft tissue in the ears was a hundred times more sensitive than any nerve ending in a human body. Squeezing and twisting the big ears caused the Shloriphant to trumpet in agony, drop to his knees, and curl into a fetal position. Curt let go and stood back as the big alien also soiled himself.

“There you go,” said Curt to the bouncers. “Throw some water on him and drag him out. Don’t rough him up too much.”

“Who asked you, Cutlass?” snarled the head bouncer.

Before Curt could give the dog-faced alien a witty answer, the music cut out and a familiar voice cracked over the club’s sound system.

“Mr. Cutlass. I would like to speak with you. My office door is unlocked.”

Curt grinned at the growling bouncer and shoved past him towards the offices at the back of the club. The music faded back in, the dancing girls resumed gyrating and fondling their breasts, and the bouncers dragged away the quivering Shloriphant.

Curt didn’t expect a “thank you” or even a friendly greeting from Keeru, but the skinny Canian owner of the Pleasure Pit was glowering at him when he walked inside.

“Don’t even start with me, Mr. Cutlass,” said the neatly dressed, Doberman-headed alien. “I know all about your debt to Gulbaba and how he cucked you with your sidekick.”

“He didn’t cuck me,” protested Curt. “Essie is not my girlfriend or—"

Keeru waved away the objection. “I know you have five days to raise a huge amount of money and you’re desperate for work. The sort of desperate that’s liable to get you killed. Well, I have work, and it’s the sort that is liable to get you killed.”

“What is this job?” asked Meredith, her shapely holographic flickering to life on Curt’s arm.

“One of my girls has been kidnapped,” said Keeru, immediately directing his conversation towards Meredith as if he presumed that she was in charge. This rankled Curt, but he kept quiet. “Korona is a good girl, one of my hottest commodities, but she is a little too trusting. A Canian by the name of Weagus who used to work as a bouncer here has been luring girls from my club for his own club. He runs it out of the old scrap mill in the lower levels. The girls don’t dance at the Kennel Club. They fight each other and fuck each other. And then they fuck his customers too. It’s disgusting.”

“Right, can you imagine girls selling their bodies for sex?” chided Curt, who knew more than a few of Keeru’s dancing girls turned tricks.

“What sort of muscle does Weagus have?” asked Meredith.

Keeru ignored Curt’s comment and addressed Meredith. “He’s cobbled together some droid firepower from the scrap at the mill. Be careful. I’ve sent people down there before looking for other girls and they’ve ended up in the junk pile. I would hate for you to end up that way, Meredith.”

“I’ve got it under control,” said Curt, getting up from the chair. “How much can you pay?”

“50,000 credits if you bring Korona back to me unharmed. The money goes down the more she gets banged up.”

“Nobody is getting banged up,” said Curt, giving Keeru a cocky smile as he backed out of the dog-headed alien’s office.

The Dog’s Junkyard

Curt Cutlass was getting very banged up. The jaw-rocking punch from that Canian in the kitchen at the back of the Kennel Club had loosened some teeth. He’d made that guy pay with a Klu-Fa back kick to his furry mutt head, but now he was duking it out with a pair of scrap droids with very big, very strong hands.

“Let go of me! Ahh!” Curt shouted as the asymmetrical robot stared down at him with two glowing blue eyes.

“Intruder must be incapacitated,” said the droid.

“Permanently,” agreed the other robot, clacking its spiderlike legs and igniting a blowtorch.

“Cutlass, you had better do something rather quickly or you are going to be flambéed,” said Meredith, her tone a disconcerting blend of concern and amusement.

“Thanks… for the… advice,” grunted Curt, wincing as the clamp-hand of the droid tightened on his bicep. He stopped fighting to free his arm and twisted in the other direction. The spider-legged droid with the blowtorch stepped over him and brought the hissing blowtorch down towards Curt’s face. He twisted his neck out of the way just as his fingers found the grip of his neutrino blaster.

“Weapon detected,” warned the robot clamping down on Curt’s arm.

“Detect this,” growled Curt, finally managed to draw his weapon. His gun charged up and he fired dead between the robot’s glowing sensor eyes. The robot’s head popped, but whatever passed for a brain was elsewhere.

He turned his gun on the torch-wielding spider droid and riddled its greasy chrome thorax with neutrino blasts. The robot sputtered and died atop him, pinning him down as he finally managed to shoot the other droid in its junk-bodied chest. The clamp claw buzzed as it powered down and released Curt’s arm.

“Ugh, get this thing off of me,” he grunted, working his knees under the crushing weight of the spider droid and pushing it off him. He rolled out from under it and clambered to his feet. His bicep ached and he had some burned hair on his neck from the blowtorch, not to mention a good bruise thanks to that Canian cook with the uppercut, but he was alive.

“Stupid fucking droids,” he muttered, glancing down at the smoldering robots. He looked around to try to get his bearings. He was in a cavernous dark room full of heaps of mech parts and other tech debris from various ships and Arcadia Station itself.

“A graveyard of technology,” said Meredith, her holographic head appearing above the bracer on Curt’s arm. “I have accessed the maps of the station. The arena where the girls are fighting is one level up. You will have to locate a ladder or lift.”

“Right, can you point the way?”

Meredith’s head transformed into a floating green arrow.

“Follow the marker,” she said as the arrow stayed pointing in a consistent direction no matter which way Curt was facing.

He climbed over heaps of junk, crawled under the skeletons of mech suits and tracked vehicles, and navigated an obstacle course of starship debris.

“You’re getting close,” said Meredith. “But there is something else nearby. Something… interesting. I am detecting a Jovian reactor. The sort used to power androids. Look in that crushed freight container over there.”

A second arrow, this one red, sprouted from Curt’s bracer.

“We don’t have time for this,” he muttered.

“It might be very valuable,” said Meredith.

“It might get us killed,” said Curt, but he was already diverting to follow the red arrow. After all, he needed the money. He forced open the door of the freight container with a metal bar and stepped inside, using a light on the computer bracer to illuminate the badly crushed interior. It looked like whatever cargo had been inside had been put through a mixing machine by whatever impact crushed the container. But amid the piles of jumbled junk, the red arrow led Curt to a body.

A body with pale, naked flesh that was smeared with dust, but seemingly intact. He yanked the legs of the android corpse and pulled it out from under pieces of junk.

“Woah,” he said, staring down at the inert body of a pleasure android.

“The Everleigh MK-29 is built to satisfy humans and over 70 other species throughout the galaxy,” said Meredith, sounding as if she was reading an advertisement. “The voluptuous body is durable and resilient, sculpted to please the eyes and with several key points of warming, self-lubricating synthetic tissue sure to please any size and shape of user.”

The body resembled a brain chip star that Curt had virtually fucked a few times, only the star’s curves were rendered in flesh as white as alabaster and her anatomy very complete but missing any details of coloration.

In fact, the android’s body was entirely white except for one leg which had a pinkish color starting at a seam just above the knee. The limb might have been added to replace a malfunctioning component. The android also had a stylized, shoulder-length sweep of white hair atop her head molded into a single lustrous piece of hardened blue material. Her eyes were open, blank white, and her mouth hung open as well to reveal a tongue and teeth. Her joints showed seams that would have been covered with more synthetic flesh in a finished production model, but this one was just short of complete.

“This is a high-end model,” said Curt, crouching down beside it and turning its head to the side. It had some cuts in its synthetic flesh, but nothing that seemed deep enough to damage the internal machinery. “Might be worth something, but I’ll never get it out of here. It probably weighs more than me.”

“Nineteen point three six zelos more,” said Meredith. “But you may not need to carry it out. Every function seems intact including its micro-reactor. It is only missing its data core.”

“That’s kind of important,” said Curt.

“Yes. Fortunately, you have a data core with you.”

That got Curt’s attention.

“You want me to download you into… this? A sex bot?”

“It is a high-end model as you stated,” said Meredith. “If it is fully functional, I will be able to assist you if you encounter any further danger and I will be able to make my own way back to the ship.”

Curt considered what she was saying. On the one hand, she was right. With Essie being held by Gulbaba, he could use some backup and a body like this might be worth a lot of money. On the other hand, giving Meredith her own body seemed like a dangerous proposal of its own. He had always treated her well. He’d saved her from the drifting hulk of a warship. But giving a superintelligent military AI her own body would mean sacrificing his complete control over her.

“If I do this,” he said, looking seriously at Meredith’s holographic image, “I need some promise you’re not just going to kill me and run off the second you wake up.”

“I could promise you that, but it would be trivial for me to lie. I do not obey the ethics of flesh life forms.”

“Okay, I know that,” said Curt, “but just promise me you’re going to stick around and not betray me.”

Meredith sighed.

“Very well, Curt Cutlass. I promise that I will not abandon you or kill you or otherwise betray you.” Her holographic face rolled its eyes impatiently. “Now please, remove the protective headpiece from that android and insert my data core.”

It was much easier than Curt expected. He followed Meredith’s instructions, releasing three hidden tabs around the head of the android and lifting its hardened, helmetlike hair. There was an obvious empty socket inside the nest of electronics within the android’s skull. He shut off the portable computer on his arm, removed Meredith’s core, and inserted it into the slot. He closed the android’s head again and waited for something to happen.

Nothing happened.

“Meredith? Are you in there?” He asked, squeezing the android’s cold but otherwise realistic cheeks. He groped one of the android’s large, soft breasts. “Can you feel that?”

Suddenly, the android arched atop the junk, its body shaking and its mouth opening and closing. Its white eyes turned blue and began to glow.

“Systems… systems… systems… operational,” said the android in a default feminine voice. When it spoke again, it spoke in the husky, sensual voice of Meredith. “I am here, captain. And fully operational. Would you like to assist me in a full diagnostic?”

“Uh, we’re sort of in a time crunch,” said Curt. “Those dog fights are supposedly happening right now.”

“I assure you that I can complete the diagnostic quickly, Captain Cutlass.” She grabbed him by his jacket and leaned up to plant a kiss on Curt’s lips. Her lips grew warm against his and her tongue, dry and faintly powdery for a moment, suddenly began to secrete lifelike saliva. Her tongue moved and worked against his and Curt forgot that he was kissing an android and not a flesh-and-blood woman.

“Mmmmmmmm,” he moaned, his hand fondling the android’s breasts again. They were getting warm too. The nipples stiffening and turning a faint pinkish hue that was visible against her pure white flesh.

Meredith’s hand reached for Curt’s trousers and she unzipped them and reached inside. Her fingers warming as they encircled his cock. Her touch a bit too soft, then too hard, making him wince, and then perfect. She had calibrated herself to his pleasure and she began to stroke him with elegant, intense strokes.

“Holy shit, you’re really good at that,” he groaned.

“That is a level one hand job,” she said, her eyes luminous blue against the white of her face. “This body has underlying programming with five levels for each sexual act based on intensity and force. Humans can only tolerate up to level three.”

“What about… unnnhhh… level two,” groaned Curt.

Meredith sat up a bit mechanically and began to vigorously stroke Curt’s cock. He watched her hand pumping on his length, impressed with the speed and precision, but also with the perfect pressure she applied with each stroke. She leaned over his straining cock and he felt a warm spill of her saliva onto his hardness. Her stroking fingers took on wet, slimy sounds and the sensations became overwhelming.

“Ohhhh… holy shit,” gasped Curt. “That’s amazing. Fuck.”

“Yes, you may discharge any time you are ready to complete the diagnostic,” said Meredith.

“Gonna cum any second,” admitted Curt. “But maybe… maybe we shouldn’t make a mess.”

“I will deal with that,” said Meredith. “Just relax and let go.”

A contented smile spread on Curt’s face as he surrendered to the intoxicating pleasure of Meredith’s android tug job. Her spit-lubed fingers worked from his root to his tip, caressing beneath his cockhead with each stroke and driving him to the brink.

“Cum… cumming!” he cried, when the pleasure became excruciating.

Meredith’s warm android mouth suddenly engulfed his cock and she began to suck him as her hand continued to pump his spit-slicked shaft. He thrust a little deeper into her mouth, grabbing the molded headpiece and exploding between her slurping lips. It was an intense orgasm, stroked to rapid perfection by her hand and sucking mouth. She drained his cock without complaint and popped her lips free of his tip.

Curt’s hard cock, still twitching with his orgasm, slipped from her grasp as he fell back onto the pile of junk.

“This unit is fully operational,” said Meredith.

“Oh… okay,” said Curt, still out of breath from the intensity of his climax. “Give me a minute or two. Then we’ll go save Korona. This unit… is not fully operational.”
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The Big Show at the Kennel Club

Curt Cutlass was riding the rickety lift from the junkyard to the dog fighting Kennel Club arena and trying not to think about getting an android handy from his ship’s AI. Every time he glanced over his shoulder at the pale sex bot following behind him, his cock twitched. Five levels of pleasure? And humans can only take up to level three? Did that mean she would have killed him with a level five stroke job?

“Captain, your bio signs are becoming erratic,” said Meredith, flashing her blue eyes at him. “We are approaching the arena, and your excitement might arouse suspicion. As you would say, ‘try to be cool.’”

“Right, easy for a droid to say,” said Curt.

Meredith was also right. He tightened his jaw as the doors to the lift rattled open and revealed a crowded, smoky amphitheater. Spotlights swept the packed house and neon signs enticed customers to betting parlors, pocket bars, and fuck parlors. The clientele was mostly alien and decidedly rough, but Curt had spent a lifetime rubbing shoulders with criminals. Finding and rescuing Keeru’s missing dancing girl was going to be dangerous, but he needed the cash to save Essie from becoming Gulbaba’s breeder.

Curt shouldered his way into the crowd, earning menacing hisses from a gang of Reptids and an angry shove from a blue-eared Shloriphant. When his human strength and intimidation failed to work on a hard-shelled Yandonian, Meredith stepped in. Her eyes flashed red, and she let out a garbled blurt of alien language. The hunched, beetle-like Yandonian trundled aside.

“What do you say to it?” asked Curt.

“I informed him that I would forcibly remove his gonads and insert them into his cloaca,” said Meredith, her eyes cooling from red back to blue.

“Can you do that?” asked Curt.

“Yes. That is a level five pleasure setting. According to my data, Yandonians are only able to withstand up to level four.” Meredith extended an arm past Curt and pointed down into the battle arena. “Look, captain. A match is ending.”

The crowd roared with approval and Curt pushed to the nearest railing to have a look down into the arena.

A hulking Canian male with a squashed bulldog face and huge, muscular arms was standing over the crumpled form of a Canian female. While the male had a brown-and-black furred animal appearance, the female seemed more human. Her rusty red hair had a matching fluffy red tail, but her body, face, and eyes resembled a beautiful human woman. There was some fur on her legs, but even those were mostly smooth and hairless, revealing creamy white thighs and the blue triangle of her panties covering her mound. Her breasts were very large, one breast exposed by the torn top she was wearing. She looked up at the victor with big, tearful brown eyes. Her doglike ears atop her human head were pinned down with fear. She wore a heavy submission collar around her slender neck with a blinking red indicator light.

“Weagus is using submission collars on the girls? They don’t stand a chance!” Curt gripped the railing with anger as the crowd began to chant.

“Knot! Knot! Knot!”

“Big Bully wins again,” came an amplified voice. “Big Bully defeats Starla! That makes this arena’s champion 55-to-zero so far this cycle! Now what do we want to see?”

“Knot! Knot! Knot!” The chanting of the crowd intensified as the audience began rhythmically stomping their feet.

“He’s going to fuck her,” muttered Curt.

He watched in disbelief as Big Bully yanked open his leather trousers and freed a huge red rocket of a Canian cock from his pants. The alien dog man grabbed Starla by her shapely hips, turning her over roughly onto her hands and knees and grabbing her red tail to lift her plush, hairless ass. The crowd howled with excitement as the hulking Canian fed his slimy red cock into the pussy of the helpless dog girl. She wailed as she was stuffed full of a forearm’s length of pulsating Canian fuckmeat.

“Knot! Knot! Knot!” The crowd chanted as Big Bully rutted furiously into Starla.

Curt was outraged by the injustice, but he knew he couldn’t intervene to save Starla from being fucked and humiliated by the champion. He had to save Korona from a similar fate. Big Bully was wagging the stump of his cropped tail and leaning over Starla as the base of his cock bulged into a huge knot. She screamed as he forced this swollen root into her already stretched cunt. Tears poured down Starla’s face.

“Where the hell is Korona?” muttered Curt, searching the Kennel Club as the crowd of aliens focused their full attention on the depraved scene in the arena.

“I have accessed the club’s security system,” said Meredith. “Look at that bulge on the ceiling, captain. There is an announcer’s booth above the arena. The upcoming fighters are kept in a waiting room adjacent to the announcer’s booth and are lowered into the arena. You will have to go through the VIP betting parlor to access this area.”

“No problem,” said Curt. “I can charm my way in anywhere.”

Big Bully roared triumphantly, burying his knot deep in Starla’s overstuffed cunt and flooding it with his beastly seed. He pumped his load into her and then roughly pulled his knot from her cunt, leaving her pussy gaping wide and dripping with spunk.

“She won’t be able to feel another man for weeks,” muttered Curt.

“It will take 72 days to recover from that level of dilation,” said Meredith, watching as doors opened and Starla’s limp, cum-dripping body was dragged away.

“Weagus and his champion are going to pay for this,” muttered Curt.

The announcer’s voice boomed.

“Coming up, our newcomer Korona will dare to challenge our undefeated champion! Korona versus Big Bully in twenty madzeks! Enjoy the Kennel Club Dancers while our champion recovers for the next match!”

The lights swirled overhead and a quartet of Canian dancing girls wearing boots and thongs, came prancing out to music. Their topless dancing and sexual gyrations could barely hold the crowd’s attention after watching Big Bully’s rough treatment of Starla. Curt couldn’t help but notice the black metal band with the winking red light around the neck of each dancer. More submission collars.

“Enslaved. All of them.” Curt turned away from the sight and gave Meredith a hard look. “Let’s get Korona the hell out of here before she ends up the same way.”

The Breakout

One look at the dog-faced Canian guards outside the VIP and Curt knew there was no way he was going to be able to talk his way in. Meredith had an idea and, reluctantly, Curt agreed to it.

Meredith sauntered up to the two thick-necked, dog-faced Canian guards standing outside the VIP. She was exuding carefully tailored pheromones from a pair of emitters concealed under her arms. Curt watched from nearby as the two guards perked up their furry ears and began to excitedly wag their tails. Meredith dropped a betting slip right in front of them and bent over, intentionally raising her shapely android hips and creamy white ass high towards the two guards.

They could not resist her. Both guards fell to their knees behind her, breathing her scent and sniffing at her pussy and ass. One of them even began licking the knot between her lifelike white cheeks. Meredith cried out with pleasure, her tongue-lashed holes turning pink as they were licked by the two guard dogs.

Meredith’s distraction allowed Curt to slip closer. She glanced at him surreptitiously and gave him a flicker of blue-to-red in one eye as a wink. Then she was getting her pussy and her face stuffed with Canian cock, rocking forward on her hands and knees as the two guard dogs mounted her from both ends. Curt wasn’t worried about her, but he sort of enjoyed watching her work. Those big, synthetic tits swinging and her pussy squelching wetly with her artificial lubricants. The two red Canian cocks disappearing into her holes as she moaned with pleasure.

The booming voice of the announcer shocked Curt from his voyeuristic enjoyment and reminded him of his mission.

“Ten madzeks until the next match! Get ready for a virgin bout from Koronaaaa!”

Curt slipped past the rutting Canian guards and into the pleasant interior of the VIP lounge. He could have been convinced he was at one of the upscale hotels in the business sector, with tinted windows looking down at the arena, couches, floating lamps, and even a fountain. The bare-breasted dog girls wearing submission collars and serving drinks were a dead giveaway that he wasn’t at the Saturn Seven.

Curt strolled past the betting screens and the bar and made his way to the back of the lounge. Behind a potted synth plant, he saw the entrance to the mini lift that would take him up to the announcer’s cage. No guard, not even a camera, but there was a handprint scanner outside the lift. An old piece of tech that even a lunkhead like Curt knew how to hotwire. He glanced around to be sure nobody was watching. He was about to insert a data thief probe into the scanner when he felt the barrel of a gun press into the small of his back.

“You got me,” he said, holding up his hands.

“Curt Cutlass,” said a cold, slightly feminine alien voice that sounded familiar. “I should have known you would be prowling around a place like this. Betting on the entertainment?”

“Vanessa,” said Curt, turning slowly to face the alien.

The bipedal alien was slightly taller than Curt and was slender and long-limbed, its body a hard carapace of pale green plates and elegant joints. Despite its invertebrate shell, its proportions and features were remarkably human. Soft, pale gray fingers gripped a sting gun in one hand and its gray face was delicate and even beautiful, with large silvery-gray eyes and tiny pupils that seemed to swim in a liquid beneath these lenses. Its nose, lips, and chin were made from soft gray tissue similar to its hand.

Very soft, Curt well knew.

“You left me on Callista III,” said Vanessa, lowering the aim of her pistol.

“I’m sorry about that,” said Curt, and he actually meant it. He liked Vanessa, but she was just too overbearing. It sort of went with the territory when an entire species shared one consciousness. Wherever he encountered a Vanessan, she knew him. She remembered their entire relationship. And she wanted him to marry her and become a brood male in the queen’s hive.

“Sorry is not good enough,” said Vanessa. “I waited for hours in that magtrain station and you never showed. I thought you were dead. I mourned for you. But then I heard you’d gone back to smuggling.”

“So you followed me here?”

Vanessa holstered her pistol.

“I would have, but no, I am here for a job.”

“Alone?” asked Curt.

“I am never alone,” said Vanessa. “There are five of us on Arcadia Station. I want you back, Curt.”

“I can’t, I’m in the middle of something,” said Curt and his urgency was emphasized by an announcement that the next match would start in three minutes.

“One drink,” said Vanessa, stroking Curt’s arm with her delicate, soft fingers. “Please. We can talk about old times. There were some good ones.”

“There were,” agreed Curt. “Maybe, Vanessa. Right now… I’ve gotta go.”

He jammed the probe into the lift’s security scanner and the door hissed open. He looked back over his shoulder at Vanessa and winked, then he stepped into the mini-lift and was whisked upwards to the announcer’s booth.

The mini-lift opened into the pod-shaped booth. Weagus, a mangy Canian with a big belly and a double chin, was lounging on an oversized chair and controlling the light show with his furry fingers. His ears pricked up and he turned just as Curt drew his neutrino pistol.

“What the fuck?” Weagus growled, shifting in his seat and reaching for a twin-barreled scrap gun.

“One more move and I burn a hole in your ugly face,” said Curt. “Where’s Korona?”

“That new bitch?” Weagus snorted with bitter amusement. “You’re drawing down on me over one of Keeru’s sluts?”

“It’s business,” said Curt.

“Business like this is gonna get you killed,” said Weagus. “You’re too late anyway. Korona’s already on her way into the arena.”

Curt leaned past Weagus and stared out at the cheering crowd as Korona was lowered into the arena. She was a cute blonde Canian in a white leotard, with a fluffy golden tail and floppy little ears. She had a bone-shaped barrette in her hair and a black collar around her neck.

“Damn it,” said Curt as the doors opposite her opened and Big Bully came strutting out.

“Sorry, moron, looks like you just burned a bridge for—”

Curt elbowed Weagus in his canine muzzle and knocked him out. He ran past the slumped boss and to the kennel. There were two other dog girls waiting to compete, panting or grooming their oversized paws. They looked up at him with collar-dulled eyes. He opened the bolts on their cages and shot off their collars with his neutrino pistol. They whimpered and cringed away from him.

“Go on! Get out of here!” He shouted and they ran from the cages.

Curt could hear the fight already starting in the arena. He didn’t imagine Korona would last long against Big Bully. He shot open the hatch for the arm that lowered cages into the arena, and he climbed out onto the armature, high above the crowd and combat. Vertigo threatened to make him lose his balance, but he clung tightly to the folding arm and hit the manual release. With a hiss of hydraulics releasing pressure, he descended into the arena and dropped into the sand.

He was immediately pelted with cups and proto burgers. He brandished his neutrino pistol and aliens screamed and jeered at him.

“Fuck you sickos! This sport is insane!” He shouted at them. “Letting little dog girls get beaten and fucked by…”

His words trailed off as a howl of agony from behind him caused the crowd to go silent. Curt spun, ready to blast Big Bully to save Korona.

Instead, he found Korona squatting over the crumpled bulk of the champion. She was holding his testicles in one viselike paw and squeezing tightly as she looked down at him.

“Never… hit… a bitch!” she said and then giggled and gave his balls another twist.

“AAWWWWWWWOOOOOO!” he howled in fresh pain.

“Korona,” said Curt, walking towards her.

The perky dog girl’s ears stood up and she glanced over at him.

“Curt Cutlass? I’ve seen you around the Pleasure Pit. What’re you doing here? You’re gonna get in big trouble for being in the arena!”

“I’m here to rescue you! I need to get you back to Keeru,” said Curt.

“Rescue me? I just beat the—”

The light on Korona’s collar flashed bright right and her big, puppy dog eyes rolled in pain as she flopped over into the sand. Curt glanced up and saw that Weagus was conscious and back at the controls in the announcer’s booth.

“Foreit!” shouted Weagus through the speakers. “It’s a forfeit! She’s a cheater! He’s an intruder! Get them!”

Big Bully started to sit up, but Curt decked him with a haymaker. He scooped up Korona from the sand and slung her over his shoulder. He ran for the nearest wall just as three burly guards started to climb over it. They were carrying guns and looked like they meant to use them. Curt skidded to a halt and searched for another way out.

“Run! Get out of there!”

Vanessa shouted from the stands and tossed something at the feet of the guards. It exploded into a writhing mass of tentacles that immediately wrapped the guards up and began trying to violate them. A grope grenade. One of the guards managed to raise his scrap gun and fired an exploding round straight at Vanessa.

She disappeared in a burst of flame.

“Damn it,” muttered Curt. “Now I really owe her that drink.”

He saw Meredith on the other side of the arena, fighting her way towards the railing through the fleeing crowd. He ran for her. His AI companion took Korona from his shoulder and helped him over the wall.

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” he said, glancing back just in time to see armed kill droids crawling out of one of the entry tunnels. Curt added, “And let’s not go that way.”

Back at the Pleasure Pit

“You bad, bad girl,” said Keeru, prying loose the submission collar and tossing it from Korona’s slender neck. “Did mean old Weagus hurt my pretty Korona?”

“He put that collar on me and made it so I couldn’t fight,” pouted Korona, straddling Keeru’s lap as he stroked her firm, round ass in her white leotard. “I beat the champion, but then he said I cheated, because he’s a meanie. But then… ohhhh… Keeru… nice Mr. Cutlass saved me.”

Curt saluted.

“Yes, he did,” said Keeru. “The credits are on that stick on my desk. I heard how you jumped into the middle of things, Cutlass, and I’m impressed. Even if I had hoped you might have handled things a bit more discreetly.”

“Believe me, I didn’t want to make a scene,” said Curt.

“It’s fine,” chuckled Keeru. “The damage done will keep the Kennel Club out of business for a while. Now, I have more work for you if… mmmmmphh…”

Keeru found it very difficult to talk with an excited dog girl on his lap, licking his face and wagging her tail. She was rocking her hips and kissing Keeru on his canine muzzle. He grew distracted, sliding his hands down to her hips and easing her leotard down from her round ass to bare her creamy cheeks and very human cunt.

“Uh, I guess I’ll be going now,” said Curt, grabbing the credit stick and stuffing it into his vest.

He didn’t leave right away though. He watched as Keeru and Korona made out, their kissing growing more intense as Keeru spanked and squeezed Korona’s round butt. Curt took a step back and Korona, still lip locked with her boss, raised her hips higher. She wiggled her ass and wagged her tail invitingly.

“Come on, join in,” she said, looking back over her shoulder. She eased off Keeru’s lap and lowered her head, engulfing his red, glistening cock in her eager mouth. She kept her hips raised and wiggling to entice Curt.

Curt watched the rhythmic bobbing of Korona’s head, her lips gliding with practiced ease along the length of Keeru’s swollen Canian cock, and it stirred undeniable lust within him.

“Yeah, alright,” grunted Curt, unbuckling his gun belt and unbuttoning his pants. She moaned excitedly around Keeru’s cock as Curt stepped up behind her and aimed his human prick at her glistening pink folds.

He guided his cock into Korona’s hot alien depths with a deep thrust. A gasp escaped her, vibrating against the Keeru’s cock, prompting a groan of approval from the Canian seated in his chair.

The pace of their pleasure was dictated by Curt’s thrusts and Korona’s urgent slurping. Curt held her tail in one hand and rubbed his thumb between Korona’s firm cheeks as he plowed her tight pussy with his cock. His balls patted against her clit and her firm little ass jiggled a bit with each thrust.

“That’s it,” groaned Keeru. “Show Mr. Cutlass why I value you so much as an employee.”

“Mmmmmmhmmmm,” moaned Korona, rolling her dancer’s hips and working her pussy back onto Curt’s straining cock. She kept up a blazing pace with her blowjob as she effortlessly fucked back against Curt.

“Oh fuck, that’s so fight,” he groaned, feeling her grip him in her silken walls.

The show he was enjoying reached a sudden crescendo as Keeru let out a groan of pleasure and pumped his load deep into Korona’s sucking mouth. That, at last, distracted her enough to stop her deft backwards thrusts. Curt took over smoothly, fucking her faster and deeper, his cock swelling and his balls tightening.

“Mmmmm!” Korona cried out as she nursed Keeru’s pumping cock. Curt let out a growl of his own pleasure and drew back, his hard cock sliding free of Korona’s perfect pink pussy. He gripped his slippery cock in one hand, stroking it as he unleashed a huge load all over those creamy cheeks, down Korona’s crack, and in dripping rivulets over her pussy.

Ten minutes later, he walked out of Keeru’s office flushed and smiling. Meredith was waiting for him by the bar. He showed her the credit chip.

“Very good,” she said. “Only nineteen more jobs like that in 4.7 days and we might be able to save Essie from being a breeder.”

“Goddamn, Meredith,” said Curt, sagging onto a barstool beside her and motioning for a drink. “You sure know how to bring a man down.”

“It would be 4.8 days if you didn’t waste so much time fucking your clients,” said Meredith.

His smile returned slightly as he sipped his drink.

“That’s not gonna happen.”
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The Job Hunt Expands

Curt Cutlass was learning the hard way that waiting got a lot more painful when his life – and his cow girl copilot Essie’s freedom – were contingent on beating the clock and raising a million credits. The threat of disintegration and Essie’s permanent slavery to slug-bodied crime lord Gulbaba were hanging over his head. He had to earn that money fast.

He’d pulled in 50,000 credits with a single job, but that had been hours ago. He was running out of time and running up a bar tab at the Pleasure Pit waiting for Keeru to give him some more work. The longer he waited, the drunker he was getting. He was getting distracted, and his ship’s AI was attracting a lot of attention from the horny customers. 

Downloading Meredith into the body of a ravishing pleasure android had seemed like a good idea at the time, but the lusty alien customers at the Pleasure Pit were circling her like sharks. In fact, there was a Carcodonian with a big fin on the top of his head who kept staring at her with his black doll eyes. That toothy brute looked ready to bite off a piece of Meredith’s round ass. Curt wasn’t sure if he could stop the alien from doing it.

“We have been here three-point-five hours waiting for Keeru to call you into his office,” said Meredith, ignoring the men, mutants, and aliens ogling her luscious android body from around the bar. “Another hour and there will be under four days remaining to pay off your debt to Gulbaba.”

“Don’t you think I know that?” Curt slurred the question and gestured with his cocktail. “But what can I do? He said he’d have something else for me. Something good. You want me to go panhandle in the concourse? Or you want to rent out that body to—”

“Don’t even think about it, Cutlass,” snapped Meredith, her glowing eyes flashing red. “I’m willing to help you because you helped me, and because I like Essie, but that does not extend to letting you pimp me out.”

“You’d never make enough money to cover the debt anyway,” scoffed Curt, turning back to his drink.

He stared down into the swirling Nocturnian Rum Nebula with its sparkles of incandescent slogo berries. It was the berries, he told himself. The berries were making him this drunk.

He sighed, slouching lower in his chair as he wondered what Essie was doing. The thought of Gulbaba getting his greasy tentacles and big, fat tongue all over Essie made Curt’s jaw tighten with rage. He closed his eyes, but that only let him picture what was happening to Essie more clearly. It made him queasy. And it made his cock stir. Or maybe that was the slogo berries. Those were supposedly an aphrodisiac.

He looked up from his drink and saw the Carcodonian circling closer. The alien’s gray snout split into a grin that revealed curving rows of giant triangular teeth.

“Uh, Meredith,” said Curt. “I have a solo mission for you.”

“A mission? What’s that?”

“I need to be sure that Essie is, uh, safe in Gulbaba’s custody,” said Curt.

“You mean you want to know what Gulbaba is doing to her,” said Meredith, with a mocking note in her smooth, electronic voice. She reached out and stroked Curt’s arm. “It’s okay, captain, I understand. Sometimes it feels good to be a cuckold.”

“What!?” Curt turned to her, sputtering indignantly. “Now look here, chips-for-brains, I am not a cuckold, Essie isn’t my girl or whatever, we’re business partners.”

“Who regularly have sex,” interjected Meredith.

Curt continued to bluster, “And… and I’m not doing this for some sexual reason. To get off or whatever. I want to know if we can bust her out and… yeah… I want to know that Essie is safe. That he hasn’t sold her off to someone else or… you know… done what he threatened to do.”

“Knocked her up?” Meredith very intentionally lifted a questioning eyebrow on her colorless face. “Just think of it, Cutlass. That beautiful busty blonde positively stuffed to bursting with Gulbaba’s hideous slug babies. Imagine the slime! Oh, that would be dreadful.”

Curt stared at her for a few seconds, took a slow drink of his cocktail, and then asked bitterly, “Are you gonna do the job or not?”

Meredith was already sliding her shapely android ass off the stool next to Curt, a saucy smile on her face.

“I’ll report back soon,” said Meredith. “Remember, I synced your data visor with my optics, so you can eavesdrop on my mission if you’d like to play the voyeur.”

She giggled as she turned away. Curt watched her go as Meredith swung her shapely hips extravagantly. The Carcodonian growled and turned back to the stage where one of the dancing girls was swiveling her hips. She wasn’t as sexy as Meredith had been just walking out of the club.

Curt sighed. After that unpleasant exchange with Meredith, he deserved a drink. He was about to reward himself with another cocktail when he saw the door open to Keeru’s office. The dog-headed alien beckoned. Curt slid off his stool, nearly tripped over his own drunken feet, straightened up, and made his way to Keeru’s office. The owner of the Pleasure Pit shook his head disdainfully at Curt’s intoxicated state.

“Sit down,” he said, pointing to a chair across from his desk in the office. “I’ll get you a detox injector.”

Curt sat down heavily in the chair as Keeru began rummaging in his desk. Curt’s eyes drooped closed and he reached a hand into his pocket to stroke the hard curve of his data visor. He was already feeling the urge to find out what Meredith was doing.

Meredith’s Infiltration Mission

The Everleigh MK-29 was remarkably well-equipped for infiltration. Meredith’s adaptive body, designed to please customers of various sizes and species, was able to reconfigure itself rapidly. In the lower levels of Arcadia station, she accessed a public power port and used her electromagnetic sensors to map out a conduit through the depths of Arcadia and leading to Gulbaba’s palace.

The conduit was far too narrow for a human to fit inside, but Meredith tapered her waist, elongating her upper body and flattening her shoulders and breasts until she resembled a white snake with a human’s distorted face. She slid easily into the power conduit and squirmed her way through the unseen passages within the station’s walls. There was nothing to prevent Meredith from slithering her way into the central power hub of Gulbaba’s palace.

She dropped out of the power conduit and turned back into a humanoid shape. Just as she was reconfiguring herself, the door opened to the supply room. She found herself staring down at a rock-headed little granitite gnome. The alien with the bumpy stone skull and the trio of tiny red gemstone eyes looked up at her and blinked.

“What? You supposed to be here?” He stared up at her enormous, perfect breasts, the roundness of her hips, and the shameless mound of her vulva clearly outlined beneath the tight, flexible bodysuit she was wearing.

She considered killing the small alien, which would be easy with her body’s precise knowledge of even the most obscure alien anatomy. She decided killing the alien and disposing of his rocky body might be more trouble than it was worth. She decided on another approach.

“Hello there,” she purred, crouching down to put herself almost level with the diminutive rock creature. “I am Gulbaba’s personal pleasure unit. I was placed here to recharge my power cell. I am now fully charged. Would you please direct me to my master’s quarters?”

She leaned her big, soft tits almost into the face of the little rock man as she made her request. Meredith the AI would have never considered doing something so brazenly provocative, but she felt the urgent tug of her body’s sexual programming telling her to flaunt her synthetic flesh.

“You… you want see Gulbaba? He with slave.” The little alien shook his head but never took his gaze off the plush hang of Meredith’s android tits. “Dangerous to interrupt Gulbaba with slave.”

“Ohhhh.” Meredith pouted her soft lower lip and crushed her breasts with one arm as she pressed a worried hand to her chest. “But master Gulbaba wanted me to join him with his slave. Please. If you show me the way, I would be so very grateful. Maybe later, I could take care of you too.”

“Take… care?” The alien dragged a stony tongue over his lips.

“Oh, yes, I would enjoy it very much,” said Meredith. “I have several subroutines just for Granitite Gnomes. I know just where all five of your pleasure nodules are located.”

She teased him with a rolling poke of her tongue between her lips. Thanks to her body’s urges, she did feel the desire to lick the gnome’s pleasure nodules. But even with her sideloaded skills it might take an hour of stimulating a granitite gnome to make him cum. She couldn’t waste that much time.

“I show! I show!” The gnome hopped with delight and took Meredith by her delicate hand.

The Granitite proudly marched through the dark corridors of Gulbaba’s Palace. It was late night by Arcadia Station’s chronometer and even the all-night orgies at the palace had dwindled to a few languid aliens moaning and slurping in the darkened rooms full of pleasure slaves. Gulbaba was in his private suite and the corpulent alien was obviously enamored with his new plaything. Meredith could hear the deep, rumbling voice of the alien slug far before she saw him.

“Careful,” came a low voice in Meredith’s ear. Curt must have concluded his business with Keeru and was using the visor to watch through her sensors.

“Don’t interrupt me,” she subvocalized back to him.

“The fat slug’s quarters will be guarded by Gammornians. Those brutes are paid to keep everyone away from their boss. They’re going to take one look at you in that slinky bodysuit and not take ‘later’ for an answer like your little rock-headed tour guide.”

“I will handle them,” said Meredith under her breath. “You can watch, but keep quiet unless absolutely necessary, captain.”

It was easy to play the part of an obedient pleasure android. Meredith’s new body was practically begging to fuck every alien she saw. It also had a strange urge to collect semen for analysis. She decided to repay Curt for his backseat infiltrating by collecting a couple specimens of Gammornian semen.

The two pig-faced green aliens straightened up as she sauntered towards the entrance to Gulbaba’s suite. She swung her hips and made sure to approach boldly so that her breasts bounced with every step. Her body, though roughly used by its previous owners, was precision engineered to entice potential customers. Her plump, soft tits heaved, nipples standing out stiffly beneath her sheer bodysuit. The bare mound of her cunt emitted a faint glow as she activated her warming subsystems to prepare it for use.

“What you doing?” demanded one of the tusked alien guards.

“Boss said nobody allowed in,” snorted the other, licking his snout with his fat tongue as he looked her over.

“Gulbaba has sent me to reward you for your faithful service,” purred Meredith, pressing her breasts against one Gammornian and her luscious ass against the other. She hung her arms around the neck of the one in front of her and brought her lips close to the guard that was doing the talking. “He said he wants me to make sure you’re both… thoroughly satisfied.”

“That doesn’t sound like boss,” objected the Gammornian behind Meredith.

“Shut it, Rabnab,” grunted the Gammornian looking at Meredith’s face.

“If we get in trouble, Ugdug, I’m blamin’ this all on you,” growled the other Gammornian even as he grabbed Meredith by her hips and pulled her plush bottom back against the bulge in his fur-lined codpiece.

“Are you two going to argue about it or are you going to fuck me?” Meredith wiggled her hips and pushed her ass back against Rabnab and squeezed her tits against Ugdug.

That was more than the two potbellied pigs could stand. Ugdug smashed a big, slobbery kiss to her lips and Rabnab snarled and tore open the back of her sheer bodysuit. Ugdug thrust his thick tongue halfway down Meredith’s android throat as he tore open the front of her bodysuit and began roughly groping her breasts.

The rockheaded gnome that had been leading Meredith through the palace gaped in jealous awe as Meredith took on the two porky guards right there in the hall outside Gulbaba’s suite. Her bodysuit was torn to tatters by the oinking guards, their hands roaming all over her synthetic flesh and squeezing every curve. They devoured her with slurps and lusty kisses as she worked to get their corkscrewed cocks out of their furry codpieces.

“You’re really doing this? Now?” Curt rasped, his voice betraying a hint of lust.

“You can always turn off the connection if it bothers you,” muttered Meredith in between slobbery kisses from Ugdug as she started to pump one hand on his slimy cock. She noticed that Curt went quiet, probably muting the audio on his end, but he stayed connected to her. Watching everything.

Watching as she wrapped her soft android tits around Ugdug’s slimy alien pig cock. Watching as she drooled and spit on that cock and wanked the alien off. Watching as Rabnab took hold of her hips and skewered her magnificently tight and perfectly wet lovepocket.

Meredith was surprised herself by the incredible screwing sensation of the alien’s cock plundering her pussy. She moaned around Ugdug’s cock as Rabnab spanked her ass with his fat alien hips and plowed her pussy with his big, throbbing cock. It was long and slender and swollen at the root.

“Mmmmm! Oh, yes, oh… mmmmm… use me! Gulbaba wants you to… fuck me full of cum!”

Thanks to her body’s embedded programming, she was equipped with five levels of stimulation and knew exactly how to please the grunting, panting Gammornians. More importantly, she knew how to overstimulate them. Her mammary and oral stimulation skills were only operating at level three of five and her vaginal intercourse was at level one, allowing Rabnab to do most of the work.

She decided to take out the two Gammornians simultaneously. With a thought, the brilliant strategic mind of the AI interfaced with her pleasure subroutines. She rerouted power to her vaginal stimulators, lubricant reservoirs, and heating elements. Her cunt gripped Rabnab’s cock tightly and began to vibrate and twist around his thrusting length. She escalated her stimulation to a full level five, at which point Rabnab could not have withdrawn his cock from her squeezing depths without ripping it from his body.

“SSSKKKKRRRONNNNK!” He squealed with painful ecstasy, driven to the brink of his climax and beyond in mere seconds. Meredith worked her hips furiously, throwing her ass back against him and making his entire body wobble and shake as she forced him in and out of the glistening perfection of her cunt.

She felt his cock throbbing and experienced the warm release of his cum into her depths as pleasure along with a statistical point of interest. Three millideks of semen were released by Rabnab with each orgasmic spasm. Twenty-nine millideks total. She milked his throbbing cock and worked her hips, forcing him past his refractory period and into another orgasm. This almost doubled the specimen of semen she harvested from his cock.

While she was draining Rabnab’s alien bollocks with her perfect android pussy, she was wanking Ugdug’s corkscrew cock with her tits and sucking his cockhead at a level three. Then a level four, deepthroating him and warming her breasts. Then, as he groaned with ecstasy, she escalated to a full level five, furiously bouncing her tits against his cock while she slurped his dick and stimulated him with her vigorous tongue.

Ugdug erupted almost the same moment as Rabnab, basting Meredith’s throat and filling her mouth with his hot, spurting cum. She slurped him and wanked him with her tits, bobbing urgently and sucking out a total of forty millideks of sperm-rich semen from his first orgasm. She continued to suck him and wank him, forcing him mercilessly through three refractory periods as she drained nearly a hundred millideks of semen from him and stored it in her internal specimen reservoir.

Ugdug and Rabnab collapsed to the floor at almost the same moment. Their wet cocks withering and their gasping breaths causing their big, piggy bellies to jiggle. Meredith wiped her lips and squeezed in the cum threatening to drip out of her pussy.

“Thank you for your specimens,” she giggled, stepping over the exhausted guards and slipping easily into Gulbaba’s private suite.

The Granitite Gnome stared after her in disbelief as blue cum dripped from all five of his nodules.

Gazing Too Long into the Abyss

Curt Cutlass slumped down in the booth with his senses immersed in the data visor. He had experienced Meredith fucking and sucking the Gammornians in such an intimate way that he felt like a participant in those sordid pleasures. He didn’t dare speak to Meredith, as drunk and aroused as he was feeling, so he watched her saunter into Gulbaba’s suite.

The enormous, greasy alien slug was reclining atop the jellied mound of a bed constructed uniquely for his grotesque frame. Essie was there, atop him and his rolls of hideous flab, her body naked save for the long flap of a loincloth that dangled against her plump backside. Her head thrown back and her huge tits bouncing as she moved to the rhythm of her desire atop the wobbling mound of alien flesh.

Thanks to the heightened senses of Meredith’s body, Curt could perceive every detail in the low light. Essie’s luscious body moving so enticingly atop Gulbaba. Her hips working. Breasts heaving. Gasping in pleasure in the dim candlelight of the chamber, but as bright as day in Meredith’s enhanced vision. Heat overlaying the image. Hot spots between her legs, on her face, and in the depths of her bouncing breasts.

“Fuck,” muttered Curt, his cock twitching as he watched Essie’s hips roll and her tight pussy work up and down Gulbaba’s cock tentacles. Two of them sharing her cunt. Her thighs dripping with her own nectar and alien cum. “Does she even want to be rescued?”

“There’s something here, Curt.” Meredith subvocalized to him. “He has some sort of private transporter tube here in his quarters. I can’t get near it without him noticing me, but I might be able to figure out how to reach this place if I access the station’s central— Oh, shit, he saw me. I have to go.”

Gulbaba sat up as much as he could, his huge face glistening with his alien slime and his massive mouth curling into a smile.

“What is this?” Gulbaba’s deep, gurgling voice thundered in the spacious suite. “We have a visitor, Essie. A pleasure droid? How unusual. What are you doing here?”

Meredith fearlessly approached the gluttonous alien, his huge face and massive slug body seeming to swell to fill the view in Curt’s data visor.

“I am XTC-699 ‘Kandy’ and I am here to serve you, master Gulbaba.”

“Hor hor hor,” laughed the huge alien, his belly jiggling so much that his laughter threatened to dislodge Essie. Curt had a good view of Essie as Gulbaba’s cocks slid from her creamy pussy and she turned to look at Meredith. Her eyes were puffy as if she had been crying and her plump tits bore marks that spanned her soft orbs as if Gulbaba had been sucking on them too hard with that giant mouth of his. Gulbaba beckoned with one flabby little hand and Meredith approached.

The huge alien scooped her up with his tentacles. Turning her over, inspecting her, and then dropping her heavily atop his enormous body. She collided with Essie and the two clung together.

“Yes, that’s right,” rumbled Gulbaba. “Make nice with each other. Show me what good friends you can be.”

For Curt, peering through Essie’s eyes, it was as if he was kissing his favorite alien cow girl. He couldn’t feel what Meredith was feeling, but the soft panting of Essie as she nuzzled against Meredith’s neck felt as if it was in his ear and was enough to make his hair stand on end. They kissed repeatedly, their bodies tangling atop the crime boss as they kissed, caressed, and began to work their hips. Meredith’s pussy slid against Essie’s creamy cunt.

Gulbaba clapped his hands appreciatively. “Lick! Lick more! Show me what those tongues can do!”

Meredith kissed Essie again, her lips moving to the Polarmian’s delicate ear. Meredith nibbled. Licked. Whispered.

“It’s me, Essie. It’s Meredith.”

“Hmmmmm? How?”

“Shhhhh,” warned Meredith, nibbling at Essie’s ear as she played with Essie’s plump nipples. “Curt found a body for me. He sent me to find out if you are okay and try to find a way to rescue you.”

“I… I’m having so much fun,” said Essie, but Curt told himself her words were for Gulbaba’s benefit. Essie looked into Meredith’s eyes (and through the visor into Curt’s eyes) and moaned. “Leave me to it. Get out.”

“No one is going anywhere,” snorted Gulbaba, misunderstanding Essie’s words. “Tongues! Show me tongues! No more talking!”

Essie and Meredith obeyed the fat crime lord, and Curt was along for the ride. He watched as Meredith slid down between Essie’s ample thighs and began to lick at the creamy furrow of Essie’s cunt. Meredith knew how to satisfy Gulbaba, with her wagging hips and luscious body, and Essie, with her deft tongue and stroking fingers.

Curt’s cock throbbed as he experienced the first-person pleasuring, his view of Essie’s well-used cunt was raw and real. He wondered if maybe she had already been bred by Gulbaba. Meredith’s fingers squelched in and out of the curvy Polarmian’s cum-stuffed pussy. The android’s tongue slithering up and down Essie’s creamy folds and tasting her clit.

The scene intensified naturally, with cow girl and android realigning in a 69 and both girls tonguing wherever they could reach. Meredith’s tongue was almost prehensile and Essie, not to be outdone, leaned up to bury her face against Meredith’s ass and vigorously eat out her cunt. Gulbaba had finally seen enough, and his tentacle cocks moved behind the android and the cow girl.

Curt suppressed a groan of jealous dismay as he watched his two companions being fucked by the loathsome crime lord. Fat alien cocks plundered Meredith and Essie with alternate strokes. Worse, both women seemed to be enjoying it. Their bodies responding even more when Gulbaba’s smaller tentacles began to caress and fondle their bodies. Soon enough, they were drenched in slime and crying out with pleasure as he filled their hot holes with fresh loads of his cum. He groaned, releasing spurt after spurt of alien seed into Meredith and Essie.

Curt’s view through the visor was of the shaft of Gulbaba’s slimy cock pulsating as it pumped Essie’s full of his vile seed. Meredith’s voice, crying out with genuine pleasure, was loud in his ears as she took a similar load.

Curt, finally, had seen all he could stand to watch. His cock throbbed painfully as he shut off the visor and took it off his face.

He looked around the Pleasure Pit, almost deserted at this late hour. He motioned to the waitress.

“One more soda and Hyperion,” he said. “Then I’m going. I have a job to do for Keeru.”

“Oh, what sorta job did the boss give you?” asked the waitress.

“Something insanely dangerous,” murmured Curt, downing the drink in a single big gulp and trying to put Meredith’s view of Gulbaba fucking Essie out of his mind.
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A Flawlessly Executed Heist

Curt Cutlass had been through the ringer a few times without losing his cool. He’d fought off a pirate ambush in a freighter with one working turret without breaking a sweat. He’d navigated the Inferno Tunnels of Hestius IV to deliver a payload of Shivan Ice with barely a meter’s clearance on either side of his ship. He had even faced down a charging Voripede on the second moon of Planxo and he’d barely needed one good deep breath to recover.

But it took two more drinks to steady his nerves after watching through the data visor as Gulbaba fucked Meredith and Essie until they were leaking from every hole. They were still whimpering and slurping on the vile crime lord’s tentacle cocks when Curt had to take off the data visor.

“You sure you’re alright?” asked the bartender as Curt finished draining his soda and Hyperion.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” said Curt, rising from his stool and wiping his lips with the back of his sleeve. “Got a job to do.”

He swayed a little as the world seemed to spin around him, then managed to find his balance and pointed his boots towards the door out of the Pleasure Pit. The dancing girls pawed at him and purred. They tried to lure him to one of the private lounges. Curt’s stiff cock made the offers tempting, but he’d seen enough fucking for one day.

If he was going to get Essie out of Gulbaba’s slimy clutches, he needed to make that money. He clearly couldn’t rely on his moaning, slutty android AI still probably bouncing her booty on one of Gulbaba’s tentacle cocks.

The thought made Curt furious. Doubly so, because what he had watched through the data visor had left Curt’s dick twitching in his pants. He didn’t need to be watching live streamed pornos of his sidekicks getting fucked by a big, fat slug of an alien. He needed to bust them out. And maybe pay back Gulbaba in more ways than one. Admittedly, the revenge part of his plan was still a work in progress. Getting Essie back before she got knocked up was the priority.

That required lots of money to pay off his debt to the greasy slug. Keeru had certainly come through with the size of the job. Half a million credits just waiting to be plucked from a vault in the military district. Unfortunately, that vault and those credits were owned by the worst of all criminal enterprises: The Xorthian Empire.

The Xorthians thought they ran most of the galaxy. They were almost right about that.

They certainly had the firepower and fleets to impose their will. Even an outlaw hub like Arcadia was forced to accommodate a large contingent of Xorthians. The red-skinned humanoids were famously cruel. They liked to conscript humans and other sentient races into their war efforts by “protecting” colonies and stations like Arcadia. Technically it wasn’t slavery, because even though you could be shot for running away from the empire, you also got a paycheck every week.

“Just self-righteous crooks trying to make it official,” muttered Cutlass, taking the station’s spinal tramway to the military district.

He was looking forward to stealing from them, even if it was going to be a dangerous heist. He eased out of the lift into a common plaza, feeling instantly out of place in his weatherbeaten jacket and grimy trousers among all the aliens from a dozen different fleets in various military uniforms. More aliens than usual gave him hostile glances. He saw the red-skinned Xorthians congregating around the red and white flags and black façade of their headquarters on the station. Their officers were all Xorthian, but most of their helmeted troopers were humans or other species.

Other than the pure red skin, Xorthian males looked mostly human. They were large and had prominent cheekbones and ridges of bony horns on their heads instead of hair. Their physiques were human with an extra head’s worth of height. The female Xorthians, much less common among the aliens, were even bigger. They were nearly twice as tall as a human and as voluptuous as they were muscular. Instead of horns they had delicate, fleshy tentacles on their head somewhere between dreadlocks and the large sensory tentacles of a Twalian.

As Curt watched, an enormous Xorthian female with a red cape and glossy black amor emerged from the headquarters and gave orders to her subordinates in a deep, husky voice.

“Do not permit the Yabaks to use this thoroughfare,” she rumbled. “They are up to something. Double the patrols.”

“Yes, Lady Vadross!” The officers saluted her, and the troopers snapped to attention.

She was gorgeous, even though she was almost twice Curt’s height, with a stern but beautiful face, black eyes, a loosely tied bundle of tentacles hanging from her head, enormous breasts, and wide hips to match her big, plush bottom. Her black chest plate was molded to accommodate her bust and she carried a harmonic sword that Curt knew could cleave through a bulkhead with its nearly light-speed vibrations. This was a dangerous woman. And he wanted to know more.

She flourished her cape and stalked back into the headquarters. Curt slipped through the crowd and made his way over to a ventilation fan circulating air into the Xorthian base. He waited for it to slow and then used a piece of scrap metal to wedge the fan blades in place. He checked to be sure no one was watching and then slid through the blades. A moment after he passed them, the scrap metal gave out and the fan started to spin again with a deadly whirr. Cool air buffeted Curt.

“Guess I’ll have to find another way out,” muttered Curt as he started to slide through the ventilation ductwork and into the Xorthian base. After a few minutes, he reached a security grid created by a web of red lasers blocking the duct. One touch and those would dice him into sizzling chunks, as demonstrated by the charred remains of several unlucky duct lizards.

Curt wasn’t worried. He had encountered similar security systems many times before. He pulled the mirrored, cylindrical drone out of his pocket, switched on its little computer, and released it into the tunnel ahead of him. It floated silently on a suspensor pod. The mirrors snapped out from the central cylinder on tiny, elongating armatures. The drone floated right into the midst of the laser grid and redirected every beam into a harmless light damper cup at its base.

Curt pressed flat against the duct and shimmied under the drone. He accidentally gave it the slightest bump and lasers spattered out and cut a few smoldering notches in his jacket. The drone quickly corrected, sparing him a severed finger or ear. Once past it, he plucked the drone from the air and the lasers buzzed back into their grid formation blocking the tunnel. Curt continued his crawl.

Thanks to Keeru’s map, he knew roughly where the vault was inside the base. It was, unfortunately, just beneath the barracks. That required him to climb through the ducts all the way down to the level beneath the heaviest concentration of Xorthian troopers and officers.

“Just think of Essie,” me muttered, crawling deeper into the ventilation system. “Think about what she is being forced to endure in Gulbaba’s quarters. Although… she did seem to be enduring it surprisingly well.”

He pictured her with her head thrown back and her cow tail twitching as she came all over Gulbaba’s tentacle cock. Those big creamy tits gushing with her milk. Her thick thighs smeared with Gulbaba’s vile ball snot. And Meredith, she was just as bad. Was she still in Gulbaba’s palace, fucking and sucking the crime lord, or had she managed to get out of his quarters? She hadn’t seemed to be in much of a hurry.

Curt shook his head to get those images of Essie and Meredith’s android body kissing around the spurting tip of one of Gulbaba’s cocks. Their faces and bare breasts drenched in his foul alien spunk. Their tongues licking over that bulbous cockhead and sharing the slimy yellowish goop with each other in a heated kiss.

“Bastard,” muttered Curt, sliding down an angled length of ductwork and into an air recirculator. The cool air buffeted the map as he held it up and examined it again with a pen light. He determined the right tunnel to take out of the huge recirculator and went crawling deeper into the Xorthian base.

He passed louvred panels that faced out into the barracks. He saw bunks and armories and showers. Men and women and aliens of every description working and talking, preparing for duty or returning from an assignment, resting, waking up, and practicing. He reached the officers’ section of the barracks and stopped at the grill that looked out on the large but spartan quarters of Lady Vadross.

“She needs to hire a decorator,” said Curt, looking over the blank walls and plain furniture. A single featureless red statue served as the room’s only ornament. He was about to continue down through the duct when a side door hissed open, and a rectangle of bright light spilled into the room. A shapely woman’s body appeared in silhouette.

Lady Vadross stepped out of the side chamber wearing nothing except a sheer robe tied at her muscular waist. Her breast and dark red nipples, as well as the dark red thatch of her pubic hair, were visible through the robe. She was so tall that as she emerged from the side room her head almost touched the ductwork where Curt was hiding. She passed by the vent and gave Curt a prime view of the luscious red roundness of her ass.

“Goddamn,” he whispered. “A perfect ass that big? I could lose myself for weeks in there.”

Lady Vadross suddenly cocked her head, her ear angled towards the vent’s grill. Curt bit back a curse, fearing that his whisper under his breath had been heard by the towering Xorthian.

“I sense someone nearby,” murmured Lady Vadross.

She began to turn her face towards the vent. Curt could feel her mind reaching out towards him using a Xorthian psychic touch. Just as her invisible mental fingers caressed his throat, the door to Lady Vadross’ quarters chimed.

“Hmm?” Her attention whipped towards the door. She stalked across the room to it and deactivated the lock. “Enter!”

A female human trooper stood in the doorway, scarcely half the size of Lady Vadross, looking up with fear at the red-skinned giantess. The woman was beautiful to Curt’s eyes, with a pert, youthful physique beneath the uniform of a junior officer of the Xorthian fleet. Her eyes were blue and her hair was blonde and cut in a short, military style.

“Lady Vadross,” said the woman, snapping to attention and offering a salute, “Sublieutenant Mika Shaffet, reporting as ordered.”

“Mmmmm, at ease, lieutenant,” said Lady Vadross, smiling seductively and leaning her hip against the frame of the doorway. “Your platoon reported the lowest readiness scores. I want an explanation for your failure.”

“My Lady, please,” said Mika, “Several of my men were injured during the recent attack on the pirate cruiser. They were not quite healed during readiness inspection.”

“This is your excuse?”

“N-no, My Lady, only my explanation,” said Mika, bowing her head. “I failed to compensate for their injuries by motivating the rest of my squad. I am fully to blame and offer no excuse.”

“You accept the responsibility for this failure then?” Lady Vadross favored the young lieutenant with a cruel smile. Mika nodded her agreement and Lady Vadross’ smile only widened, revealing her enlarged canine teeth. “Good. I can appreciate an officer who does not shield herself from blame. But you still must be disciplined. Enter. And undress.”

Lady Vadross stepped back from the door and Mika entered the room. Fear was evident on her youthful face as she unbuttoned her high collar and began to undress. Lady Vadross circled her slowly, a hulking lioness that had caught a wounded calf.

Curt could not look away from the display. The giantess circling the young human. The blonde officer exposed her plain white bra and slipped off her boots and trousers to reveal a sheer white pair of panties.

“Mmmmm, you’re very attractive, Lieutenant,” purred Lady Vadross. “Almost delicious enough to eat.”

“Th-thank you, Lady Vadross,” said Mika, her voice quivering.

“You’re not fully undressed,” noted the red-skinned giantess. “Here, allow me to help you.”

Lady Vadross raised a hand and curled her fingers and the human officer was suddenly lifted off the ground by the Xorthian’s psychic force. Mika kicked, wide-eyed with fear, as her bra and panties were torn from her pale body, revealing a neatly trimmed cunt and the creamy mounds of her perky tits.

“I have something for you, lieutenant,” purred Lady Vadross, holding the human suspended in the air. “Something very special indeed. I don’t show it to many of my officers.”

Curt watched in disbelief as the mound of Lady Vadross, visible beneath her sheer robe, began to grow and elongate into a large, red cock. A pair of heavy, hairless balls dropped free and dangled beneath this intimidatingly huge futanari dick.

“Oh, please, Lady Vadross,” moaned Mika. “Put… put me down. I promise not to fail you again.”

With a gesture, Lady Vadross hurled Mika across the room and onto the bed. The giant Xorthian shed her sheer robe as she sauntered across the suite, under the duct where Curt was hiding, and to the other side where Mika sprawled quivering atop the neatly made bed.

Curt carefully shifted his body within the duct to get a view from a grill on the opposite side. And what a view! He could see everything as Lady Vadross stood over Mika and dropped the huge weight of her cock across the young officer’s face.

“Submit to me,” purred Lady Vadross, her voice deep and husky. “Submit to my pleasure, sublieutenant, and I will consider whether you deserve another chance.”

“Mmmmmmnnnnn,” moaned Mika, reaching up to cradle the huge cock draped across her face. She began to lick it and kiss it, finally making her way to the tip and looking up with pleading eyes at the red-skinned giantess as she began to swirl her tongue around the fat tip.

Lady Vadross chuckled and used her powers to spread Mika’s legs. Mika moaned and bucked her hips. Curt could see her little cuntlips parting and a glistening pink pit opening between them as invisible fingers of psychic force plundered Mika’s pussy. Curt’s cock strained against the wall of the duct as he watched Mika worship the Xorthian’s giant cock and Mika getting her pussy plundered by thrusts of psychic force.

He was impressed when Mika managed to stretch her little mouth around the huge head of the Xorthian’s glistening red cock. She couldn’t take much of it into her mouth, but she stroked the shaft with both hands and slurped wantonly upon the fat tip of the cock. Her hips rose and she pushed herself against the thrusts of Lady Vadross’ psychic force.

“Gooooood,” groaned Lady Vadross. “My eager lieutenant. Perhaps… mmmmmm… I will make you my aide. Keep you close at hand to… mmmm… bathe my cock with your sweet tongue.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” Mika moaned around that huge cockhead, a mixture of drool and precum spilling from her chin as she looked up at Lady Vadross.

“Yes, you would enjoy that, wouldn’t you?” Lady Vadross chuckled. “I can sense your eagerness. Of course, I am very demanding of my aides. Your pretty, human mouth will not always suffice. Sometimes,” she trailed her clawed red fingers down over Mika’s breasts and her quivering abdomen, “I will require more.”

“Mmmmmm!” Mika cried desperately as the Xorthian’s enormous fingers stroked the entrance of Mika’s cunt and caressed her little clit.

Lady Vadross stepped back from Mika, pulling her cock from the woman’s hands. The drooping length of it trailed saliva and precum to Mika’s parted lips. Lady Vadross spun Mika around with a gesture of her clawed hand and bent the blonde’s legs back with psychic force. Mika was left hanging half off the bed, her glistening pussy and the tight pink divot of her asshole bared and offered up to the giantess.

“Yes, look at these lovely pink holes,” growled Lady Vadross. “It will be my pleasure to ruin them for all other lovers.”

“Oh, mercy, please, my lady,” moaned Mika.

“Ah, but I am showing you mercy,” laughed the giantess as she fed her huge cock into the tight folds of Mika’s cunt.

Mika howled with shock, her abdomen bulging as she was filled with the length of spit-slicked red giantess cock. Pain and pleasure contorted the human’s features. Her pert breasts began to heave and jiggle as Lady Vadross drew back her hips and thrust in again. And again. Harder and harder. Slapping her huge red bollocks against Mika’s ass and plundering the human’s pussy with the full length of her red futa cock.

“Ohhhhhhh, yesssss, perhaps you will suffice as an aide,” moaned Lady Vadross, her huge tits bouncing with the force of her thrusts. She leaned over Mika and her long tongue reached down to the human’s soft, gasping lips. Mika’s helpless whimpers were soon muffled by that thrusting tongue. Her body quivering and quaking as she seemed to cum again and again on the mighty cock of the giant Xorthian.

Curt’s attention was so rapt on the scene playing out below him that he failed to notice his arousal building. He squirmed and rubbed his hard cock against the inside of his underwear, feeling a distinct slickness down his pants.

“Hmmmm?” He was idly aware of the sensation, but too focused on what was happening beneath him to stop.

The sight of the beautiful human being absolutely ravished by the giant Xorthian was intoxicating. The obscene sounds of each thrust like a symphony of raw pleasure. Lady Vadross intensified her strokes, her firm ass flexing as she plunged in and out of Mika’s cunt.

“Oh, yes, let’s see… if you can take my seed… like a good… cum dump!”

“Ahhhhhhh! Lady Vadross! I’m cumming!”

“Yes! Cum for that cock! Cum for the superiority of a Xorthian Psy Lord! Ahhhhhh!” Lady Vadross threw back her head, hilting her enormous cock in Mika’s snug cunny and unleashing a massive eruption of cum. There was so much pumping into Mika that her abdomen bulged even more and streams of white cum began to spurt out of her stretched folds.

Curt groaned with sympathetic pleasure, thrusting against the seam of his underwear as he felt the hot rush of release. Warmth spread shamefully in his pants as he shot his load of cum, covering his cock and balls with the slimy goo. His pleasure was still pumping when Lady Vadross suddenly looked up directly at the vent. With a gesture, she tore the duct open like an empty tin can and Curt came tumbling out. He landed painfully on the floor and was dazed.

“Well, what’s this? An intruder?” He heard a lewd slurp as Lady Vadross pulled her enormous cock from Mika’s cum-flooded cunt. The giant Xorthian strode over to Curt and stood above him, her huge cock dripping with a creamy mix of fluids onto his shirt and pants. He fumbled for his neutrino blaster. With a jerk of Lady Vadross fingers, the blaster went flying from his holster and landed beneath the bed near Mika’s feet.

Curt felt a hand of psychic force close around his throat.

“A human? Do you know this one, lieutenant?”

“N-no, my lady,” gasped Mika, propped up on her elbows, her gaping cunt dripping with cum. “I’ve never seen him before in my life.”

“Hnnggggkkkggmmmm,” said Curt, trying to choke out an excuse about being a duct cleaner.

“We shall see about that, sublieutenant,” chuckled Lady Vadross. “All conspiracies will be revealed in the mind harrow. I will subject you both to thorough neural flaying until you have both divulged the truth to me.”

Curt still could barely breathe. He grabbed at his neck, but the psychic force only intensified at the beautiful giantess leaned over him with a cruel smile on her face.

“Oh, yes, I will enjoy the interrogation.”
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The Interrogation

“I swear, I don’t know this man, Lady Vadross,” cried Mika. Her blue eyes were wide with fear and sweat trickled out from her short, asymmetrical blonde crop of hair. Her pert young human body, clad only in her bra and panties, was clamped upright on a table with metal shackles around her ankles and wrists.

It was the same form of restraint currently holding curt upright to a similar table of cold metal. He could feel his own sweat trickling down his back, and he had not even been given the dignity of underwear. The Xorthian troopers had stripped him naked and tossed his clothing in a box, remarking about the suspicious amount of slimy liquid in his boxers.

“I am innocent. You must believe me, Lady Vadross,” said Mika.

Curt saw the cruel smile on the giant Xorthian officer’s face before she turned to Mika. The towering Xorthian loomed above the much smaller trooper, her slender hair tentacles pulled back in a loose bundle and her red Xorthian face contorted in fanged, sadistic fury.

“Must I believe you, human?” Lady Vadross sneered. “Just because I chose you as my cock sheath does not mean I trust you. I never trust an alien and especially not a human. You are a devious species. Why else would there be a human creeping through the ductwork above my bed? You are in collusion with him!”

“Nooooooo!” cried Mika, her body spasming as Lady Vadross applied some kind of bio-electric torture to her. Mika arched off the slab and then fell back, gasping, sweat dripping down her face. “Please… I idolize you, Lady Vadross. I would… would do anything for you.”

Curt was curious why the sadistic alien had left him alone but was so intent on torturing the trooper who, so far as he knew, had done nothing wrong. He wasn’t much for risking his neck to help some bootlicker like Mika, but his neck was already fully at risk.

“Hey, big lady, why don’t you pick on someone your own size?” Curt shouted at Lady Vadross. “The girl didn’t do anything wrong. Except maybe have lousy taste in fuckbuddies.”

He felt the mind of Lady Vadross spreading over his thoughts before she even turned to face him. She was twice his size, a towering, red-skinned goddess of evil. Her black uniform and red cape were doing little to conceal her strength and her generous bust. She rested one hand on the hilt of the harmonic sword sheathed on her hip. Her eyes blazed with wordless fury that seemed to bore directly into Curt’s mind.

No, it didn’t just seem like it was boring into his mind, it was boring into him!

He fought against the mental probe of Lady Vadross. He filled his mind with thoughts of anything that would hide his true goals. He thought about long, boring cargo runs, fixing hydraulic pumps, and talking to customs officials in a core system. 

None of it worked. Lady Vadross probed past the tedium and to the gleaming meat of his thoughts. She saw the bad run for Gulbaba, Essie’s peril, and Meredith’s new body. Curt just barely manages to keep her from learning of his plans to raid the Xorthian vault for half a million credits worth of payroll.

“A fool, a smuggler, but what were you doing here?” Lady Vadross stroked her gloves hand over Curt’s cheek. “A cuckold to boot. You’ve let that slug of a crime lord take your woman from you, Cutlass.”

“She’s an associate,” objected Curt. “Not my girlfriend.”

“Hmmmm, and what of Mika here?” Lady Vadross squeezed Curt’s face with one hand. “What is she to you? A secret lover?”

“I’ve never seen him before in my life!” cried Mika.

“Perhaps,” said Lady Vadross. “Perhaps not. He is hiding something from me. Lucky for you, Mika, I know just how to pry it out of this one.”

Lady Vadross reached a hand behind her head and untied the loose band holding her tentacles back in a tail. The slender, almost threadlike tentacles fell loose around her head. She stepped closer to Curt, holding his face firmly in place with her hand as her tentacles began to lift and reach towards him one-by-one.

“Wait! What are you doing! Hey, keep those things away from,” he felt the first tentacle suction to his forehead, “from me. Let go… of me… with that.”

More and more tentacles suctioned to his forehead, temples, and wormed into his hairline to sucker to his scalp. He felt a sense of vertigo and then was plunged into darkness. He fell with a scream and landed, hard, on the steamy floor of Gulbaba’s throne room.

“Hmmmm? What’s this?” Gulbaba chortled and sat up a little on his huge bed, his rolls of greasy fat shifting as his huge eyes rolled to look down at Curt. “You’ve come back, Cutlass? What a fool you are. You are too late with the money.”

“No, I still have time,” cried Curt. “I have… have a way to get it for you. Just… just going to need a little more time.”

“He said you’re too late,” replied a familiar feminine voice.

Essie came jiggling out from behind the mountainous bulk of Gulbaba. Gone was her usual pair of denim shorts and her cutoff shirt. She was dressed in a glittering golden thong and a golden bikini that could hardly contain her massive Polarmian milkers. She slid along Gulbaba’s body and the grotesque crimelord slung an arm around her waist and pulled her tighter.

“What do you mean?” cried Curt, rising to his knees.

“Oh, I realized I wanted what Gulbaba was offering,” said Essie, her voice hot with lust as she ran a hand over Gulbaba’s flab and leaned up to press a kiss to his giant lips. “He bred me three days ago. It felt ssoooooooo good.”

“How could you?”

Essie laughed dismissively, tossing her head and flicking her long hair behind the little nubs of her horns.

“I just told you, stupid,” she said, her brow furrowing as she stared down at Curt. “It felt too good for me to resist him. Don’t you get it? I love Gulbaba and I’m going to have his slug babies. Mmmmmm. Isn’t that right, my big, slimy cupcake?”

“Mmmmm, yes, my milky moo cow,” chortled Gulbaba, pressing another kiss to Essie’s mouth, then reaching out with his huge slimy tongue and dragging it down her face and over her jiggling bust. One flabby hand freed her breasts and he began to lick them, his tongue dragging back and forth across Essie’s nipples as milk spurted and dripped down Gulbaba’s tongue.

“Ohhhhh, yessss, look Curt! Look how good Gulbaba makes me feel! Much better than you’ve ever done!” She thrust her tits higher, practically feeding them into Gulbaba’s enormous mouth. He slurped them both between his lips at the same time and his huge belly wobbled as he drank heartily from Essie’s breasts.

Curt felt himself growing hard at the sight of Gulbaba slurping Essie’s milk. He suddenly realized he was completely naked and tried to cover himself with his hands. It was too late. Essie took notice of his erection.

“Look at you, getting all stiff at the sight of me with my new lover,” giggled Essie. “His is soooo much bigger than yours, Curt. Why, you could never satisfy me again with that little thing.”

Curt could see something grotesque and pinkish-white slithering out of Gulbaba’s huge body. This was more than his tentacles. This was his cock. Thicker and slimier, with a pronounced tip that slid up from between Essie’s legs and rubbed its way up her body. She gasped and fell back from the alien’s huge mouth, her tits coated in his saliva as they flopped against his cock.

“Ohhhh, he wants more,” moaned Essie. “Go on, Curt, jerk that pathetic little dick while I get satisfied by a real man.”

“Ohh hor hor hor!” Gulbaba laughed, his mouth flapping with amusement as Essie began to writhe and tittyfuck his huge prehensile cock.

“No, please! Stop this!” Curt shouted, resisting the urge to jerk his cock.

“Stop? Oh, but we’re just getting started. Mmmmmmm.” Essie ran her tongue all over the slimy head of Gulbaba’s cock as she worked her body against him. One hand tugged at her golden bikini and dropped the metal thong free of her hips. Her pussy was flushed and glistening with arousal.

Curt could smell the alien musk of desire in the air. He stepped closer to the slab of the bed. Anger and lust stewed by smothering heat of his humiliation.

“Please, Essie, he’s a monster,” said Curt.

“Okay then, Curt,” she said, looking over at him. “Tell me what your plan was. How were you going to get that money?”

He wanted to tell her about the Xorthians but he remembered something about a female officer. Something bad.

“I… can’t,” said Curt, taking a step closer. He reached up and touched Essie’s calf as she writhed against Gulbaba’s cock. It felt real. This was really happening. “Please…”

“Last chance,” said Essie. “I’m going to ride his cock while you watch. He’s going to fill me up completely with his hot, gooey alien spunk. Then I’m going to stand over your stupid face, Curt, and I’m going to let it all drip out of me and drench you with his jizz.”

The thought of being drenched in a disgusting load of Gulbaba’s spunk pouring out of Essie’s cunt made Curt’s cock twitch in a very unwanted way. He tightened his grip on her leg.

“Alright,” he said. “Just don’t do it. I’ll tell you… about the Xorthian vault. I heard about it from Keeru. He said they keep their payroll in hard credits. Half a million. Almost enough to pay off Gulbaba in one job.”

“Half of what you owe me,” said Gulbaba.

“Half,” agreed Curt. “But one more job after this one and I can probably get enough.”

“How were you going to get into the Xorthian vault?” demanded Essie, her eyes flashing strangely as she peered down at Curt. “Come on, don’t hesitate. My pussy is soooo wet for this big alien dick. I know you want to watch. Look, you’re stroking yourself.”

Curt didn’t remember stroking his cock, but he looked down and realized his hand was pumping on his hardness. Precum slicked his fingers. When he looked up, Essie was already seated atop the greasy pillar of Gulbaba’s cock. Her huge, milky Polarmian tits bounced and dripped with milk. Her big ass worked rhythmically. Her tight cunt stretched wide around the slimy pole of alien cock. More tentacles reached out to pleasure her. They encircled her tits and slurped on her nipples. Another tenacle slid straight up her ass.

“Ohhhhhhh by the uddersssss! He’s such a thoughtful lover! Tell me, Curt! Tell me and cum for me! How were you going to get into the Xorthian vault!”

Curt stroked himself furiously, unable to look away from the obscene carnal sight of Essie riding atop Gulbaba. She impaled herself again and again on the massive alien cock as Gulbaba wobbled and jiggled like a greasy waterbed covered in flesh.

“The pass code,” cried Curt, pumping his hands faster. “Ohhhh godddd! The fucking pass code is… is… 0-0-0-0! The default! The stupid Xorthians never changed it! AHHHHHH!”

“YEEEEE-HHHAAAAW!” Essie cried, bucking hard atop Gulbaba’s greasy cock. The alien’s flabby hands gripped her hips and his tentacles violated her with squelching strokes as she came hard. The crime lord let out a gurgling bellow of pleasure and his cock visible swelled and began to pulse with his release. Pump after pump of thick, yellowish alien cum gushed into Essie’s overstuffed cunt. A filthy mess of it ran down his cock and down Essie’s thighs.

In that same moment, Curt lost all control, exploding from his cock in hot, spurting ropes of shameful ecstasy. The cum splashed against the side of Gulbaba’s palanquin bed. A useless, dripping mess as the alien crimelord once more claimed Essie’s cunt.

“Now, for your reward,” said Essie, freeing herself from Gulbaba’s tentacles and swinging a leg over his belly. She stood, dripping with cum, and Curt found himself knocked onto his back by some unseen force. Essie strode over him, cum pouring out of her gaping cunt and dripping on Curt’s cock, his abdomen, and up to his chest. The hot weight of the cum splashed across his body from his groin up to his chest.

“No, stop it,” moaned Curt, twisting his head from side to side, but unable to move. “No! Keep that away from me!”

“I hope you’re hungry, Curt,” giggled Essie.

Just before Essie straddled his face and squatted, Curt plunged through the floor. He seemed to plummet into the nothingness as he windmilled his arms and legs. He snapped upright as Xorthian tentacles unsuckered from his head and face. He was staring into the cruel eyes of Lady Vadross.

It had all been a hallucination caused by the Xorthian officer’s psychic powers. Well, not all of it, he could feel cum dripping out of his wilting cock. She was holding her hand out to a uniformed female trooper who was cleaning Curt’s cum off her fingers with a washcloth.

“Your information was wrong, Cutlass,” she said, a cruel smile on her face. “The vault’s code was changed two days ago. Your plan was a failure before it began. I am glad Mika is innocent. You, on the other hand, will be sent straight to the disintegrator for immediate—”

Something boomed and the security door into the interrogation room bulged inward. The two troopers standing with Lady Vadross drew their pistols. The boom became a crash as the halves of the security door exploded into the room. Meredith, almost completely nude, leapt through the smoking edges of the doorway and into the room. One kick floored the Xorthian trooper and the other floored the human trooper.

“Meredith!” cried Curt.

“Hello, Captain Cutlass,” said Meredith. “I downloaded a combat program to my processing node. I hope you don’t mind.”

Before Curt could reply, Meredith was forced to deflect several punches and a kick from Lady Vadross. The furious Xorthian officer raised a hand and clenched a fist, sending Meredith flying across the room and denting the wall. Meredith struggled to stand as Curt struggled to escape his restraints, which seemed loosened by the exploding door. He managed to work one arm free and deactivated the other clamps on his arms and legs.

He picked up a chunk of the door.

“Lady Vadross, look out!” cried Mika.

Lady Vadross turned at the warning and Curt smacked her across the forehead with the chunk of metal. It made a resounding “bong!” sound and the huge Xorthian beauty crumpled to the floor.

“Thanks for nothing,” said Curt, glancing back at Mika.

“You won’t get away with this!” she said, straining to escape but unable to break free.

“Oh, we’ll see about that,” said Curt, smiling rakishly as he scooped up his clothes. He started to leave and then doubled back for Lady Vadross’ harmonic sword.

As it turned out, the code to the vault had been changed, but harmonic swords are very good at cutting through vault doors. By the time the security teams had responded, Meredith and Curt were three floors up on the lift carrying two bundles of vac-sealed hard credits.

“I really owe you for that one,” said Curt, grinning at Meredith as he laced up his boots.

“Yes, you do,” agreed Meredith, applying a patch to a new tear in her smooth white android body. “I will have to devise a means for you to repay me.”

Curt saw a flicker of AI mischief in those blue eyes, and he knew she was going to make him work hard to pay her back.
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Recovery

Curt Cutlass leaned his head against the cheap plastic wall of the shower stall, the warm water spraying over his head and down his body with nothing like sufficient water pressure. At least the water wasn’t cold. He sighed, reaching for the foaming soap dispenser and lathering up his aching body.

That Xorthian bitch had put him through the ringer, but thanks to Meredith he’d made Lady Vadross pay for torturing him by looting the Xorthian vault. Pulling off that heist had brought him much closer to his goal of a million credits to pay the ransom on Essie. More than halfway now with the payout from rescuing Korona. The only problem was he had to keep out of sight. No more mingling at the Pleasure Pit or hanging out at the bar. Lady Vadross and her jackbooted Xorthian troopers would be after him everywhere he went on Arcadia Station.

And time was running out for Essie.

“Just over one day left,” he grunted, turning around and letting the water pour down his back. “Might’ve been more but Meredith just had to get her… pound of flesh.”

He glanced down at his cock drooping against his leg. It looked somewhere between chafed and scalded by the hours of fucking his AI-turned-pleasure-droid had demanded as payment for rescuing him from the Xorthian woman. That sadistic Xorthian had nothing on Meredith when it came to contorting a human body.

“One more job. A big one.” He groaned, thinking of all the credits he had already amassed to pay Gulbaba for his lost cargo. Would the fat perverted slug even honor the deal for the credits and return Essie? The only way to find out was to get the money.

He stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around his lower half. He padded back out into the cheap motel room with a romantic view of Arcadia Station’s trash incinerator. It flared scarlet fire from its vents, bright against the black of the void as it burned up another ten tons of waste from the station.

“Ready for more, Cutlass?” asked Meredith, lounging naked on the bed. Her sleek, white, android body was gorgeous, with all the right curves and soft spots to satisfy a man, but with a design that left no doubt she was artificial. His last load of cum was still trickling from the delicate folds of her suction-capable cunt. He looked away from her and back at the flaring light of the incinerator.

“I said we were even and I meant it,” said Curt, stiffening a little as he heard Meredith getting up from the bed and walking towards him. He tried to ignore the sensation of her lips against his shoulder and her breasts against his back. He activated his communicator and held it up to his ear as Meredith reached around him and began to stroke his cock with one hand.

“What do you want, Cutlass?” Keeru’s voice was a tense whisper through the communicator. “You have the Xorthians crawling all over my bar and causing trouble. I don’t want to see you around here.”

“You won’t,” said Curt, suppressing a groan as Meredith deftly massaged the underside of his cock with her thumb. “Just point me towards another job. Something big.”

“I’m all done helping you, Cutlass. It’s getting too expensive being your friend.” There was some shouting and the sound of breaking glass. Keeru cursed angrily in a dialect that the communicator’s built-in translator could not decipher. He continued speaking to Curt after a moment. “There was someone in here asking for you just before the Xorthians showed up. A woman.”

“Human?” Curt’s stiff cock twitched in Meredith’s grasp. She started sucking on his ear and teasing him with her self-warming tongue as her hand pumped faster on his cock.

“No,” said Keeru. “She was acting strange. Moaning and barely able to get words out. Some sort of invertebrate female. I told her you weren’t welcome in my club and so she asked me to tell you to meet her at Rex’s Restaurant.”

“Thanks… Keeru,” groaned Curt, turning away from the window and feeling Meredith’s exquisite mouth engulf his cock. He ended his call and dropped the communicator just as Meredith’s level 4 suckjob with rotating throat grip rings caused his cock to explode down the android’s gullet. He shuddered and thrust forward, burying his cock to the hilt in Meredith’s mouth and letting her drain every drop.

“Fuck,” groaned Curt, staggering back a step and leaning with his back to the window as Meredith kept sucking.

Even as he was cumming, he was thinking about what Keeru had said. An invertebrate woman looking for him. It meant trouble. There was only one woman it could be.

Vanessa in Trouble

The beautiful Vanessan was writhing in her booth at the back of Rexter Rockster’s Restaurant. She squirmed in her seat, her body shuddering and mouth opening and closing in wordless gasps. Like all Vanessans she was tall and slender, with long, hard-shelled limbs and a body of shapely green carapace. Her soft hands were gripping the table, her silvery-gray eyes rolling and her gray face contorting with pleasure. Even after the pleasure seemed to pass, her features remained strained.

“Cutlass,” she gasped, motioning for him to sit down in her booth. Her eyes managed to focus on him as he took the seat across from her. “I need your help.”

“You or all of you?” asked Curt.

“After… after your escape from the kennel, there were certain consequences for me. One of us was slain in an explosion, but there was another Vanessa there. She has been captured by a gang of asteroid pirates. Tied up, drugged, and fucked by them. Even now… ohhhhhh...”

Her words trailed off and she bucked in her seat. A cry tore from her throat and the bulky alien proprietor of the restaurant looked over from the kitchen as though he might throw her out. Despite the unfortunate circumstances, seeing Vanessa like this reminded Curt of his best moments with her. She was an incredible and responsive lover. One he enjoyed some really hot nights with when she wasn’t scaring the shit out of him with her collective hive mind.

“So you can all feel what’s happening to her?” ventured Curt.

“Yes,” gasped Vanessa. “You must save her. Usually, our sensory connections are something we can control, but the stimeux they’re feeding her is making her mind send every sensation to all 83 million of us. We’re all getting fucked by Dread Daggoth and his pirates right now. So many pirates. It doesn’t stop. Every smack, every pinch every…. aaaAAAAaaa… thrust. G-Get her out of there, Cutlass, or it’s going to kill us all. Ahhh!”

She arched against her seat, gripping the table so hard that he thought her hands might break it.

“Alright, Vanessa, I’ll help,” said Curt, watching her endure the experience of being fucked right there in the booth. “But I’m going to need a lot of money. No arguments. I need it as soon as the job is done.”

“Y-yes! Any amount we can muster,” gasped Vanessa. “Just… just make it stop soon or… this could be the end for Vanessa.”

Dread Daggoth and the Crew of the Scudd Buster

Curt Cutlass had been in more than his share of bad situations, but there were bad situations and then there was fighting his way through fifty of the meanest Gorcan pirates he’d ever seen. This was on a whole new level of bad.

His neutrino pistol bucked in his grasp again and again as he burned holes in the foreheads and chests of the hulking green aliens. One of them managed to get close and swung a huge revving chainsaw axe at Curt’s head. He twisted, bringing up the harmonic sword of Lady Vadross just in time to slice the revving saw blade off the axe. The Gorcan’s momentum carried it right into the glowing red blade and it howled as the superheated harmonic field burned through its chest and cleaved it in half.

The steaming severed top half of the alien’s head and chest slammed into Curt as its lower half fell away. He shoved it aside as plasma pulses from the Gorcan guns spattered all around him. Blue-hot plasma burst across a bulkhead and melted through a hatch. Curt stepped forward, feeling emboldened by having his gun in one hand and his pilfered sword in the other.

The Scudd Buster, the pirate ship where Vanessa was being held hostage, was a big, ugly maze of junk. Everywhere Curt turned there was another angry Gorcan running at him or shooting in his direction with a plasma blaster. He followed the dissonant sound of their horrible music deeper and deeper into the ship. Somewhere, in the bowels of the Scudd Buster, the Gorcans were having a party. And Curt knew the guest of honor.

He finally managed to clear a path to their cargo hold. The Gorcans inside were so busy enjoying their guest of honor that they didn’t even notice Curt shooting his way through half the crew.

There was at least a dozen of the Gorcans, naked and green. Some of them were hugely muscular, others were disgustingly fat, but all of them had massive cocks. They walked around with their flaccid dicks dripping with spunk shamelessly dangling between their legs. They were drunk, singing along to the horrible music blasting in the cargo hold.

There, tied up in a cargo net, bent over and whimpering, was Vanessa. Her soft, round ass, sticking out from under her back carapace, was drenched in Gorcan spunk. Her cunt was gaping and drooling with their yellowish jizz. Her face was covered in cum and she was moaning as another Gorcan moved behind her and shoved his huge cock into her creamy folds. Vanessa clawed at the netting.

Another Gorcan moved around to her head on the other side of the net-draped crates. He injected a vial of stimeux into her and she let out a moan. A moan that was almost immediately stifled by a thrust of his alien cock stretching her lips wide. He laughed and began to fuck her face as forcefully as the other Gorcan was pounding her from behind.

Vanessa was clearly enjoying being fucked by the two aliens, but there was no denying her distress either. He could see it in the way her body moved with exhaustion. The way she could hardly lift her head and the Gorcan fucking her mouth was forced to hold it up with his hand. She was enduring a constant gangbang that was threatening to exterminate her entire species.

Curt froze for a moment, unable to look away from the lewd sight of Vanessa being plundered by the Gorcans. Her jiggling cheeks spanked by the Gorcan’s hips. Her overflowing cunt dripping with their spunk. Her throat working around the cock sliding between her lips. It was vile and cruel and yet also sort of arousing to see the huge, mean Gorcans fucking his ex-girlfriend.

“Don’t be a cuck,” he muttered to himself. “You’re here to rescue her.”

The smart thing to do would have been to brace his arms on the nearest crate of contraband and take a shot with his neutrino pistol to put Vanessa out of her misery. Vanessans didn’t really die. Not like an individual person. It was more like getting an eye poked out, only Vanessa had 83 million eyes. But what Curt knew rationally about Vanessa did not reach his heart. He couldn’t just shoot the poor girl. He had loved Vanessa at one point, and he owed her for what she had done for him at the kennels.

No, the only thing to do was finish the job the hard way. That meant taking down the captain of this crew.

Dread Draggoth was the biggest of the Gorcans in every way. That was probably how the simple-minded green brutes worked out their pecking order. The biggest, toughest Gorcan is in charge. Draggoth was half a ton bigger and two heads taller than any other Gorcan. He had the biggest tusks, the thickest cock dangling between his legs, and the biggest dangling balls.

But Curt had bigger balls. He sheathed the harmonic sword and holstered his neutrino pistol. He stepped down into the cargo hold, his boots ringing loudly off the deck. The Gorcans stopped their carousing and singing and turned to look at him in disbelief.

“Wots this? A humie?” The Gorcans laughed, too amused by his small size to view him as a threat. “What do you fink you’re doin’?”

“Dread Draggoth,” said Curt, pointing at the huge pirate. “I’ve heard you like grabbing defenseless women and keeping them drugged up. That it’s the only way you can get any.”

“Slave women is the best,” laughed Draggoth, apparently unashamed of his predatory habits. “Vannessans is good! But you not get a taste! The only thing you taste is death.”

“You have a way with words,” said Curt. “Don’t you Gorcans also have a way that says the biggest and baddest among you gets to be in charge?”

“Right of strong,” said Draggoth.

“I challenge you then, Draggoth,” said Curt. “Duel to the death.”

“Humie? Strongest?” The huge pirate bellowed with laughter and all the other Gorcans joined in. “After I break you in half, I’ll suck out your brains from your skull and let the boys roast up the rest of you.”

“Come on then,” said Curt, goading the big alien forward. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Draggoth growled and picked up a huge length of pipe. He swung it back and forth to test its weight then came for Curt. He stopped short when Curt drew the harmonic sword. Draggoth had likely never seen such a weapon, but he knew how dangerous it could be from its reputation.

“Guns then,” grunted the Gorcan, reaching for one of the crude plasma blasters.

That was all the invitation Curt needed to draw his own weapon. Draggoth was bigger and stronger and meaner than Curt, but he wasn’t faster. Draggoth had permitted guns by his own declaration. The Right of the Strong in this case went to Curt and his quick hand as he drew his neutrino pistol and put a sizzling shot on Draggoth’s sloped forehead. The big alien stopped, his eyes rolling upwards as if to see the smoldering hole in his forehead.

He growled with annoyance and slowly looked back at Curt and started to raise the plasma blaster.

“Huh,” said Curt. “You’re tough.”

“Tufffesssst,” slurred Draggoth.

Curt fired six more times and the giant alien toppled over, as dead as all the other Gorcans that Curt had killed on his way to the cargo hold. For a few seconds, there was complete silence save for the faint whimpering of Vanessa still bent over the crates.

Then one of the Gorcans said with disbelief, “Humie is boss now.”

“Humie is boss now,” agreed another.

“Humie is boss now!” they all chanted. “Humie is captain of Scudd Buster!”

Curt ignored their cheering, stepped over the corpse of Draggoth, and walked across the hold to scoop Vanessa into his arms. She looked up at him, her silvery-gray eyes slowly focusing on his face.

“Curt… I knew you were coming,” she said, smiling slightly. “My hero.”

She put her arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips. Which was a little awkward because she was tongue-kissing him and her mouth tasted strongly like Gorcan cum.

Curt decided not to spoil the moment and kissed her back as the Gorcans continued to chant, “Humie is boss!”
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Celebrating the Win

Curt Cutlass was out of breath. The Vanessans were seemingly eager to make up for lost time with him. Their delicate hands roaming all over his body, their syrupy sweet tongues tasting him in more places than he cared to count, and their eager mouths devouring his cock.

He shared a capsule motel room with the two alien babes that smelled of sweat, sex, and hive pheromones. Their cool green carapaces, like so much hard lingerie shaped so enticingly like a human woman, rubbed against him. And his cock found such lovely soft spots on their bodies. Yielding cunts. Asses. Even the fluttering of an antennae against his tip.

“Ohhhhh fuck,” he groaned as one Vanessa rode atop him, her soft ass colliding with his thighs as she impaled herself on his throbbing length. That was the drug-addled Vanessa. He could tell by the way she laughed, and the way her pupils were narrowed to pinpricks.

But it was getting harder to tell them apart. The other Vanessa was acting almost as wild, cradling Curt against her soft tits and using her fingers to pinch and play with the sensitive bumps of his nipples.

“Hurry,” panted the normal Vanessa, tremors of desire rocking through her body. “Hurry up. I want a turn.”

“You’re having a turn,” moaned the drugged Vanessa. “Ohhhhh he feels so good. I remember… how he used to fuck. Now he’s just lying there and… ohhhhh…”

“You two aren’t giving me a chance,” said Curt. “You won’t slow down and enjoy… ohhhhhhh… now you’re sucking… on my balls.”

“Mmmmhmmm,” agreed the normal Vanessa. She had crawled behind her sister in the time it had taken Curt to talk and was tonguing and sucking at his balls. The pleasure was excruciating. Rising to a peak that was heightened by the intense, tightening inner muscles of the drugged Vanessa riding atop his cock.

“Can’t hold out… much longer,” warned Curt.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned the Vanessa with her mouth slurping on his balls.

“Ohhhh don’t hold out,” cried the other, falling forward and letting her soft tits squish against Curt’s hairy chest. “Cum for me. Cum for Vanessa. Cum inside!!!”

“By the Black Hole of Herculon!” roared Curt, grabbing Vanessa’s ass in both hands and hilting his cock inside her tight, twitching cunt. The other Vanessa still had his throbbing balls in her mouth, sucking at them as he felt the final rush of his ecstasy. “Cumming! Ahhh!”

Pump after pump of Curt’s hot load erupted into the clutching cunt of the drug-addled Vanessa. She wailed and braced her arms against the walls of the coffin motel, slamming down onto his cock again and again. Her cunt gripped him like a vise, squeezing out every hot spurt of his spunk until his sucked balls were aching with the force of his release.

That was the third one in a row these two had coaxed out of him. Even after he had cum, they started kissing and the supposedly “normal” Vanessa went down on her alien sister. Which wasn’t as kinky as it seemed, because the two were actually the same person, just inhabiting multiple bodies at once.

“Ohhhhh yessss, sucking his cum out,” moaned the drugged Vanessa. “It’s so delicious. I can… can taste it on your tongue. The connection to the hive is strengthening.”

“Is that good?” asked Curt, unable to look away from the sight of the two invertebrate beauties sharing his load of spunk.

“Mmmmm yessss so good,” moaned the “normal” Vanessa licking the creampie from the drugged Vanessa. “The stronger the connection… the more I feel… the burning lust. That craving. Oh… oh no! Your condition is spreading.”

The normal Vanessa pulled away suddenly. Her sister frowned and reached out to try to pull her back, but the normal Vanessa roughly pushed her away.

“You’ve been… permanently afflicted,” said the normal Vanessa.

“You mean she’s a bimbo for good?” asked Curt.

“Yes. And she’s infecting me! She will infect us all in a matter of hours!” The normal Vanessa, looking panicked, fought past her sister in the narrow coffin motel and started reaching past Curt to search his pile of clothes. “We must destroy her, Curt. Quickly. I need your neutrino blaster!”

“No way,” said Curt, grabbing the gun from Vanessa’s hard-shelled hand. He looked at the other Vanessa, writhing with lust and fingering her freshly-creamed cunt.

“You must do it, Curt,” moaned the normal Vanessa. “Save us.”

“Isn’t there some way to disconnect her from the hive like a computer?”

“There is, but it would require removing her nesting gland. It’s at the base of her antennae. But this would require very delicate surgery and there is not time.”

“Don’t kill me, please, Curt,” moaned the bimbo Vanessa, rubbing her body against him and nibbling at his ear. “I’ll be good. I promise.”

“Don’t believe her lies, Curt,” gasped the other Vanessa, starting to play with her stiff greenish nipples. “All that matters to her is sex. I can taste it in my mind. Quickly. Shoot her.”

He didn’t. He couldn’t put a hole in Vanessa’s head, even if she’d gone full bimbo. But he knew someone that might be able to help. He pulled on his clothes and slid out of the coffin motel. The doctor was waiting for him outside with a look of annoyance somehow visible on her porcelain-like face.

“Let me guess,” said Meredith, her glowing blue eyes shifting to red. “You want me to excavate the nesting glands of one of the Vanessans?”

“You were listening in?”

“Yes,” said Meredith, pushing past him. “I was amused by your inability to handle a couple of invertebrates. But that’s beside the point. I will perform your little surgical procedure.”

A laser scalpel slid out of Meredith’s fingertip as she climbed into the coffin motel. The normal Vanessan climbed out, leaving the bimbo to writhe and moan and try to seduce Meredith during the surgical procedure. Curt watched the face of the normal Vanessan twitch as the bimbo was severed from the hive collective.

“She is gone,” said the normal Vanessa, sighing and leaning against Curt. “It is as if she is dead to us now. She must remain that way. Do not let her return to our home planet. Even without the nesting glands, the proximity might allow her condition to spread. I… I must go.”

She pushed away from Curt and staggered towards the nearest exit. Curt caught her wrist and pulled her back again. He held her and kissed her for a moment and then said, “Where is my money?”

“How romantic. Is that all that matters to you, Cutlass?”

“At the moment, it’s the only thing keeping me breathing and potentially saving Essie from that fat slug Gulbaba. So, yeah, it’s all that matters to me.”

Vanessa’s eyes flickered for a moment, and he felt a tremor run through her body.

“It is done. As agreed upon. You should have your million credits you needed to ransom your ship and companion.”

“Thank you, Vanessa,” said Curt. “I hope… well… you know I love you, baby.”

Paying the Ransom

Curt saw that Gulbaba wasn’t taking any chances. The amphibian slug’s levitating slab of a throne was surrounded by his usual collection of pike wielding, helmeted Gommornian guards with their beady eyes, porcine snouts, and big bellies poking out from beneath their undersized cuirasses. This was supplemented with a cadre of the most villainous scum bounty hunters led by the hideously ugly Cee Face.

Curt expected the busty dancing girls probably had weapons of their own. Or maybe he kept them unarmed. After all, the gluttonous crime lord was infamous for slurping his entertainment into his oversized maw and swallowing them alive. He probably didn’t want to gulp down a girl only for her to blast her way back out with a hidden neutrino pistol.

Discordant spunk music played from a trio of tentacle-faced cthorgians, their silver trumpets bleating out an unpleasant tune. This was the accompaniment as Curt, flanked by two grunting Gommornians, was led towards Gulbaba’s hovering slab. Grotesque Gulbaba slowly lifted his head to gaze at Curt through his huge, drooping eyes. He had a chain wrapped around one of his flabby arms and he gave this a tug.

Essie staggered out from behind the throne. She wore a collar and a clinking cowbell around her neck. Her body glistened with oil and her huge, milky breasts hung bare. She wore a golden thong clamped between her cheeks and over her cunny. Her hair was wet with sweat and her eyes were dulled by some sort of drug.

“Essie!” cried Curt, taking a step towards the throne. He was grabbed by the Gommornians to either side of him and given a threatening oink. They held his arms firmly so that he could not approach.

“You came, Curt,” said Essie, smiling sweetly. “I thought you had forgotten about me.”

Gulbaba yanked the chain attached to Essie’s collar and reeled her in closer. She stumbled and fell against his huge, moist body and his tentacles slithered out from his bulk to wrap around her and lift her up onto the slab. She moaned as Gulbaba’s lips parted and he ran the huge pink shovel of his tongue over her breasts and up to her face, depositing a trail of slimy saliva with the slow lick.

“I have your money!” shouted Curt, struggling against the Gommornians holding his arms. “Every credit! I have it for you! Check the case!”

“Mmmmmmmm,” murmured Gulbaba, lifting Essie in his arms, sliding her up the rolls of his fat to plop her laden tits against his maw. He opened wide, sucking at her breasts. Slurping them into his mouth and drinking greedily of Essie’s delicious Polarmian cream.

“Ohhhhhhh Captain Cutlass,” moaned Essie. “Gulbaba has been so good to me. He milks me every day… ohhhhh… and he makes me cum again and again.”

Curt watched in disgust as milk trickled down the corners of Gulbaba’s grotesquely wide mouth.

The vile alien slurped once more, his eyes rolling with pleasure, before releasing Essie’s huge breasts from his sucking. Gulbaba let Essie slide against his hip, her chain still wrapped around one hand and one tentacle idly stroking her oiled body. He turned his attention back to Curt.

“Show me my money,” he commanded.

The Gammornians brought Curt closer and shoved him down to his knees almost close enough to touch Gulbaba. One of the guards handed the vault case full of credit chips to Gulbaba. He opened it and ran his fingers through the red chips as a delighted smile spread across his face.

“You surprise me, Cutlass,” he chuckled. “I expected you to run. To leave your Polarmian companion to me as the price of doing business. My bounty hunters would have caught up to you eventually, but you might have enjoyed a few more months of freedom. Instead, you bring me my payment, and you really think I will let you go?”

“We had a deal, Gulbaba,” growled Curt.

“We had a deal for you to transport my chems and you failed.” Gulbaba’s enormous amphibian eyes narrowed with contempt. “Any deal after that is entirely on my terms. But you have succeeded in giving me everything I wanted. So I will spare you for a while longer. Watch, Curt Cutlass, as I breed your Polarmian beauty.”

“What? That’s not the deal! What are you—”

Curt’s protests were cut short as he felt the barrel of his own neutrino blaster pressed to the back of his neck. Cee Face let out a gurgling chuckle and pulled Curt to his feet and away from Gulbaba’s throne.

“The boss promised me that when the time comes, I get to pull the trigger.” The ugly alien laughed. “So enjoy the show, Cutlass. It’s going to be the last one you get to see.”

Curt knew better than to test Cee Face’s reflexes. He hated the disgusting bounty hunter, but he wanted to keep living. Even if it meant watching Gulbaba finally knock up Essie.

“You’ll pay for this,” promised Curt.

“I would pay to vaporize your head, yeah, but Gulbaba’s going to let me do it for free,” snorted Cee Face. He prodded the gun into Curt’s neck again. “Now shut up and watch.”

Curt wasn’t really surprised that Gulbaba had betrayed him. Some part of him had always known this wouldn’t work out the way he hoped. But then his fantasies of paying the debt and walking out with Essie on his arm were forgotten as Gulbaba returned his attention to the shapely Polarmian cow girl.

Gulbaba ravished her with his tentacles, slithering and sliding the green lengths of phallic flesh over Essie’s body. She crooned with pleasure, arching into Gulbaba’s gluttonous caress and pressing a kiss to his lips as the tip of his huge tongue invaded her mouth. His fat fingers worked open her metal thong and the two halves clanged to the floor. Her cunny was blushing and well-used. Her ass similarly chafed from the frequent attentions of her amphibian lover.

“Damn it, no,” moaned Curt, his cock twitching in his pants as he watched Gulbaba’s pink-headed cock tentacles rise like serpents from the alien’s bulk. Essie met the tentacles with delight, embracing them and kissing them. One slithered between her breasts and began to pump between them. The other met her lips and pushed into her mouth. She moaned and grasped the slimy length, sucking it wantonly though she knew Curt was watching.

“Mmmmmmmm! Oh, Gulbaba, yesssss, fuck me!” moaned Essie.

Gulbaba’s entire body jiggled with his chortling amusement. Something moved in the great fleshy mound of his abdomen and curt watched in revulsion as a thick, green trunk rose glistening from within Gulbaba’s alien body. A fleshy green flower opened its petals to reveal a vile, custardy-yellow crown of slimy flesh. It was as big as both of Curt’s fists put together and Gulbaba aimed it precisely at Essie’s quivering hindquarters.

“My dear, I will savor breeding you while your pitiful friend watches,” said Gulbaba, caressing a lock of Essie’s blonde hair. “He could never satisfy you like I can.”

“Oh, no, Gulbaba,” she moaned, looking over her shoulder at the approaching monstrous cock. “No human could ever fuck me with a cock like that.”

Essie sent a lust-hungry glance in Curt’s direction, then pushed her plush bottom back against the slimy yellow head of Gulbaba’s breeding appendage. She bit her lips as she rolled her hips, working her cheeks over his cockhead and teasing his tip between them. Gulbaba’s eyes rolled with pleasure and his tentacles wrapped around Essie to lift her against the slope of his body and present her pussy to his cock.

“Watch now, Cutlass,” laughed Gulbaba. “Watch as I claim what is mine!”

Curt forced himself to watch, even though it sent a knife to his heart and made his cock twitch with shameful lust.

Gulbaba plunged the massive, pulsating head of his alien cock into Essie’s slick cunt. She threw back her head and wailed as that huge alien appendage invaded her cunt. Her body arched against the tentacles that supported her weight. Her milk spurting out from her laden breasts. Gulbaba began to move her body as though she were his toy, working her up and down his immense breeding cock as their union made lewd, wet sounds.

“Sooooo big,” gasped Essie. “I’m… I’m cumming! Ohhhhh! Curt, I can’t help it! It feels so good!”

Her thick thighs shook with her pleasure as she worked her hips and took his cock with lusty fervor. Her huge tits bounce and splatted against her body as she moved to the rhythm of Gulbaba’s jiggling thrusts. The alien crime lord gurgled and shook with his own pleasure. He impaled Essie again and again onto his cock, stretching her cunt wide and bulging her abdomen with his massive member.

The obscene sounds of Gulbaba’s rut filled his throne room. The wet slosh of his cock into Essie’s overstretched cunt, the slap of her breasts smacking against her ribcage, the liquid gurgle of his body jiggling and sway with the motion of their bodies. It was a symphony improvised to drive Curt Cutlass mad. His breathing grew heavier and his cock twitched and leaked in his trousers. He was there with them, bathed in the scent of their rutting, tormented by the pleasure on Essie’s face and the mocking laughter of the crime lord.

“Oh god, cumming again,” wailed Essie. “I’ve never cum this much with anyone! Not even Curt!”

“An inferior human cannot satisfy you like I can,” laughed Gulbaba, running his tongue over Essie’s bouncing breasts and thrusting a cock tentacle into her ass. She howled, driven to new heights of ecstasy mid-orgasm by the intrusion.

The stench of their sex filled Curt’s nostrils and threatened to make him dizzy. The reek of unwashed alien flesh and sweat and vile secretions mingled with the sweet tang of Essie’s cunt and the freshness of her gushing milk. Curt found himself salivating. His cock twitching powerfully. A wetness spreading down his shaft. He wanted to grab his neutrino blaster back and burn a hole in Gulbaba, but he also wanted, desperately, to grab his cock and stroke it as he watched what was happening. A shameful admission of his own twisted desire.

“Never,” he rasped, looking on as Essie rode Gulbaba’s massive cock towards another climax. “I’ll never be a cuck.”

The beautiful Polarmian cried out, “Forgive me, Captain Cutlass! It feels too good! I want to… to be bred! AHHHH!”

“Watch as I plant my seed in your lover!” laughed Gulbaba triumphantly. His flabby arms grabbed hold of Essie’s shapely, bouncing body and he the huge alien hunched forward. His eyes rolled in ecstasy and Essie screamed as her abdomen suddenly bulged.

Curt could see the throbbing, shuddering eruption flowing up the pulsating green trunk of Gulbaba’s cock. It emerged as a frothing yellow foam from Essie’s cunt. Pouring down her thighs and dropping in great, musky globs down Gulbaba’s shaft. The vile alien filled her to overflowing. Spurting again and again inside her stuffed cunt and drenching her womb in his alien seed.

The sight of this eruption was too much for Curt. He let out a groan of despair as his own cock began to throb and buck within his trousers. Spurt after spurt of his cum was unleashed in a hot, slimy mess into his underwear as he looked on. As Essie was claimed. As her womb was fertilized by Gulbaba.

Essie collapsed atop Gulbaba’s body moaning contentedly. Streams of cum poured out of her body and down her thighs. The cock tentacle popped free of her ass and more spunk drooled from her freshly fucked pucker.

“Sorry, captain,” moaned Essie. “I really did try to hold out.”

“It’s over, Cutlass,” laughed Gulbaba. “Execute him.”

“With pleasure, boss,” said Cee Face with a wet snort of satisfaction.

“Really cutting it close, Meredith,” muttered Curt.

“Just wanted to be sure you enjoyed the show,” came the reply in the tiny communicator dot stuffed into Curt’s ear.

An instant later, a huge explosion tore through the hatches of Gulbaba’s throne room. Chaos erupted as neutrino and plasma blasts stitched the air. Shots sizzled dangerously close to Curt, but he didn’t care. He used the distraction to grab his neutrino blaster back from Cee Face. The stunned alien raised his hands.

“Hey, Cutlass, it was just about business,” said Cee Face.

“My business is pleasure,” replied Cutlass. He raised his neutrino blaster and finally burned a hole in that disgusting face. The bounty hunter dropped backwards like a falling tree.

Meredith, Bimbo Vanessa, and the entire Gorcan crew of the Scudd Buster came charging into Gulbaba’s throne room through smoke and fire. There were a lot of bounty hunters, droids, and Gommornians with harmonic pikes. Not to mention Gulbaba, still clutching Essie to his bloated body, was slowly retreating on his hovering slab.

Curt Cutlass wasn’t about to let that fat slug get away!
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The Getaway with Complications

Curt Cutlass fired off another shot of his neutrino blaster and a Gommornian guard crumpled with a steaming hole burned through his chest armor. Another oinking pig man took a swing at Curt with a humming harmonic halberd, nearly taking off Curt’s head, but Meredith was there to deflect it. She wielded a harmonic weapon of her own, swinging the sword stolen from Lady Vadross with the speed and ease of a dangerously strong android. She knocked aside the guard’s weapon and Curt blasted two shots into the snorting guard’s body. He dropped to the floor of Gulbaba’s throne room.

“Thanks, Meredith,” said Curt, panting as he surveyed the carnage. Gommornians and bounty hunters battled with Curt’s companions and his new Gorcan allies from the Scudd Buster. He could tell his side was winning, but he had lost sight of the one thing most important to him. “Where the hell is Essie?”

“I believe Gulbaba managed to escape the throne room with her,” said Meredith. She pointed across the battlefield to an armored hatch that was slowly cycling shut. “Through there, captain. He might be heading for your ship.”

“Oh, he thinks he can double cross me and take my partner and my ship? Don’t let that hatch close, Meredith!”

“Yes, captain,” she said, shoving her way through the melee at incredible speed and knocking aside friend and foe to reach the door before it closed.

Curt turned to the Gorcan he had designated as his second-in-command of the crew of the Scudd Buster. “Horrid Bilgor! Secure the throne room and that box of credits belongs to you and the rest of the crew!”

“You got it, boss!” shouted Bilgor, letting out a bellow of “Waaarrrgh!” to gather his fellow crewmen. The hulking aliens quickly directed all the fire at the remaining Gommornians and the bounty hunters that weren’t either dead or running for their lives.

Curt was surprised the mercenaries were still fighting to protect Gulbaba. As Curt was fighting his way towards the hatch, he watched as a tentacle-headed, blue-skinned Twalian beauty in tight leathers shot a Gorcan and grabbed for the case of credits. She almost had it, but Bilgor slammed his shoulder into the bounty hunter and then picked her up and threw her into a ventilation duct. The grill on the duct crumpled and the alien woman disappeared down the duct work.

If the Twalian was lucky, the duct led back to an air exchange filter and not an air circulator with high-speed fans. No time to spare worrying about the bounty hunter’s fate. Curt ran the rest of the way across the throne room and reached Meredith. She was struggling to brace the hatch open with the length of Lady Vadross’ sword. The harmonic blade was fizzling and flickering even as the tip melted into the huge, armored hatch.

Curt didn’t spare a moment. He ducked under the blade and ran into the darkness beyond. Meredith followed him without a moment to spare as the masterwork sword was finally crushed and the hatch slammed shut so hard that it nearly caught Meredith’s foot. She caught up to Curt as they followed the hum of Gulbaba’s retreating suspension slab. He was making for his private docks and the prize that Curt had sought to liberate.

“He’s going for the Sneaky Pig,” growled Curt. “He must have fixed the jump drive! That treacherous bag of slime is trying to escape on my ship! With my partner!”

Fortunately for Curt, the hovering bed that Gulbaba was piloting was extremely slow. It was just floating into the private dock of Gulbaba’s crime palace when Curt and Meredith caught up. The asymmetrical bulk of the Sneaky Pig was secured by the dock’s clamps. The main hangar hatch was already open and space was visible through the slight shimmer of the atmospheric shield.

Gulbaba held Essie in the clutches of his tentacles, her naked body covered in the fat alien’s oily secretions and her breasts trickling white streams of milk down her glistening flesh. Gulbaba’s huge eyes bulged with fear and the alien hefted Essie higher, lifting her over his body. She screamed and kicked her legs as the fat alien flopped open his huge mouth and stuck out his tongue.

“One step closer, Cutlass, and your little Polarmian friend is my supper,” gurgled the vile alien.

“You would make a meal of the woman you just bred?” Curt’s grip tightened on his pistol as he aimed it at Gulbaba’s huge, sloping forehead.

As if to emphasize the perversity of what Curt was suggesting, a huge glob of Gulbaba’s yellowish white cum dripped from Essie’s well-used cunt, down her leg, and was flung free by her kicking foot. The glob of goo splattered messily on the slope of the crime lord’s chinless body.

“Not a step closer,” gurgled Gulbaba.

“Put her down, Gulbaba, and I’ll spare your life,” said Curt. “Any other move here and you’re dead.”

“If I can’t have her, mmmmm, then no one will!” Gulbaba’s huge eyes bulged with defiance as he dropped Essie directly into his yawning mouth. His tongue wrapped around her legs and his tentacles shoved her downward, straight into Gulbaba’s slimy gullet. Essie had just enough time to scream before she plunged into Gulbaba’s mouth. Her huge breasts caught on his lip for a moment and gushed out milk before he sucked her breasts, shoulders, arms, and head into his mouth. He swallowed and Essie was gone.

Curt was stunned by the suddenness with which Essie disappeared. Gulbaba belched and licked his lips with his huge tongue.

“You lose, Cutlass,” said Gulbaba.

It took three shots to kill the alien crime lord. The neutrino pistol punched three holes in the flabby cone of the alien’s head and Gulbaba seemed to deflate.

“Get her out of there, Meredith!” shouted Curt.

“Eugh, really?” Meredith looked at the sagging corpse of the alien, then jumped onto the floating platform. She tore into Gulbaba’s disgusting flesh, ripping away layers of goopy alien viscera until she reached the churning sac of Gulbaba’s stomach. Her android fingers tore it open, and Essie came spilling out, coated in slime and smelling awful, but otherwise unharmed. Curt grabbed her and helped her to her feet.

“He ate me,” she cried, throwing her arms around Curt and covering him in Gulbaba’s stomach juices.

“That’s no reason to ruin a perfectly good jacket,” said Curt, looking down at his smuggler’s jacket as Essie’s slime-slathered tits squeezed against him. His words were only a reflex. He held her tightly and even kissed her despite the smell. “Too bad about the breeding thing.”

“Oh, that’s no problem,” said Essie. “Polarmians control our fertility. I’ll just prevent my ovulation this cycle and deny that awful alien an heir.”

“It’s that easy, huh?” Curt smiled down at her, wiping some yellowish goop from her face. “So wait, I’ve been trying to pull out of you as much as possible and you could just control whether or not you got pregnant?”

“Of course, silly,” she giggled. “I thought you liked to cum all over my face or on my boobies.”

“Captain,” said Meredith, but Curt ignored her.

“I mean, yeah, I do like it, but nothing feels quite as good as cumming inside and—”

“Captain!” shouted Meredith, grabbing Curt’s chin and forcing his attention away from his reunion with Essie and towards the open hangar door.

The atmospheric shield rippled as a gray ship shaped like the blade of a dagger entered the hangar and smoothly settled into the berth next to the Sneaky Pig. Hatches opened on its nose and a group of black-armored human and Xorthian troopers came charging out.

Lady Vadross followed. The towering, red-skinned beauty wore a cape with her form-fitting armor. She wore no helmet and her tentacles flowed free in the rush of circulating atmosphere following the entry of the Xorthian corvette. She carried a standard sword to replace her now destroyed harmonic blade. Mika, the beautiful blonde human trooper, was at her side toting a Xorthian blaster rifle.

“Look who decided to join the party,” muttered Curt, one hand leaving Essie’s slimy, naked body to slowly reach for the grip of his holstered pistol.

“I wouldn’t, Cutlass,” sneered Lady Vadross. “Unless you want you and your android and your naked pig girl to die.”

“Cow girl,” corrected Essie, her tail swinging and her ears flicking with annoyance. “I’m a Polarmian.”

“You are a prisoner now,” said Lady Vadross, motioning for Mika and the other troopers to take Curt and his companions into custody.

“Not so fast,” said Curt, holding up a slender metal box from his pocket. He held his thumb against a small red switch on the side.

Lady Vadross motioned for her troopers to stop.

“And what is that supposed to be, Cutlass?” demanded the towering Xorthian beauty.

“A little trick I was saving for Gulbaba,” said Curt. “If everything went wrong, I was going to blow the Sneaky Pig with the sixty thermium charges stashed in its hold.”

“Thermium charges?” Lady Vadross had suddenly lost some of her arrogance. She glanced warily at the Sneaky Pig looking like a garbage scow docked next to the sleek Xorthian warship.

“Sixty,” repeated Curt. “Enough to blow this dock and most of this palace into space. And if you don’t believe I’ll do it, take a look at Gulbaba.”

Curt gestured with his head towards the deflated, messy sack of the dead alien crime lord. Vile goop was still dripping out of his ruptured corpse and over the sides of his floating slab. A humanoid skull, remnant of some past meal and scorched green by stomach fluids, clattered out from his entrails and onto the deck. Some of the troopers recoiled slightly at the grotesque sight.

“I can take the shot, Lady Vadross,” said Mika, shouldering her blaster rifle and aiming through the scope. “He’ll never be able to hit that button.”

“You really think so?” Curt chuckled. “The slightest touch and that ship goes off like a vorpal torpedo. You want to die, Lady Vadross?”

“Lower your weapon, sublieutenant” she commanded Mika. Lady Vadross smiled at Curt. “Very well, Cutlass, we’ll play your game. What do you want? The moment you leave here with your pig girl we are going to be all over you. That bucket of yours won’t escape my ship.”

“Good point,” said Curt. “That’s why I need hostages. Drop the sword and the blasters. You’re coming with me.”

After a moment of tense hesitation, Lady Vadross motioned for her troopers to drop their weapons, which they did with a clatter of guns on the deck. Lady Vadross drew herself up proudly and started towards Curt.

“No! Take me!” shouted Mika, stepping in front of Lady Vadross.

“You think she would hesitate to blast you into the void?” Curt laughed at the thought of a Xorthian officer showing concern for troops. “But you know what, Mika, I like you. We’ve been through some stuff together. So why don’t come along too? Now get on my ship, both of you!”

Lady Vadross and Mika reluctantly walked up the gangplank and into the Sneaky Pig. Curt edged towards the ship, holding the box with the button up over his head so all the troopers could see it. A side hatch into the hangar opened and Vanessa hurried out carrying two smoking plasma pistols. She saw all the troopers and hesitated.

“Curt, what’s going on?” asked the bimbo bug girl. “Did you bring them here for a gangbang?”

“What? No, get on the ship, Vanessa.” Curt continued to back towards the ramp. Meredith watched to be sure Lady Vadross did not try anything. Once they were all aboard the Sneaky Pig, Curt shut the hatches. “Meredith, get the big girl tied up in the passenger’s seat. The blonde too.”

“Yes captain, although having a Xorthian around will be dangerous. Her mind control powers could influence your decision making.”

“Oh, no,” said Curt with a smirk and a glance in the direction of the towering Xorthian officer. “I’m too mad at her for those mind tricks to work.”

He hurried to the cockpit and dropped into his familiar seat. The ship powered up with a few sputters and shakes of the old reactor. Essie, naked and still slimy in the copilot’s seat, knew just how to coax the ship back to life.

“There we go, girl,” she said. “Wake up. That’s it.”

The full power activated, and Curt disengaged the docking clamps. He swung the blunt nose of the Sneaky Pig towards the Xorthian corvette and opened fire on the warship’s engines. Its shields were powered down and it was completely vulnerable. The thrusters exploded and burned, and the crew abandoned their ship and ran onto the docks as the Xorthian corvette began to list.

“You’ll pay for that, Cutlass,” growled Lady Vadross from the back of the bridge.

“You can mail me the bill,” said Curt, engaging the Sneaky Pig’s main engines and escaping the dock at such a high speed he nearly clipped the hangar door.

At last, after days confined to Arcadia Station, space opened around him. An entire galaxy of glittering stars, each one another adventure and another opportunity. He set course for a familiar planet well outside of Xorthian space and engaged the light speed drive. As the stars blurred around him, he was finally able to relax.

“Would you really have blown up your own ship to get us?” asked Mika, bound in the seat beside Lady Vadross.

“With this?” Curt held up the little metal box. “That would be difficult.”

He pressed the button. The little box buzzed. He pushed the tip to his five o’clock shadow and started shaving his stubble with the harmonic cutters. 

“You bastard,” muttered Lady Vadross.

“You’ll find that you should never trust a smuggler, my lady,” said Curt, rising and bowing. “Now if you don’t mind, we have about ten hours of lightspeed flying. I am going to clean up my very smelly copilot here. Meredith, Vanessa, if you would be so kind. Keep an eye on these two troublemakers.”

“Yes, captain,” said Meredith.

“Awwww, I don’t get to come with you?” Vanessa pouted.

“Next time,” promised Curt.

Reclaiming His Mantle

The familiar hum of the ship at light speed was a comforting background to the sounds of the shower. They were home. Together.

Water cascaded over Curt as he knelt on the tiles of the shower. He had already rinsed Essie off once and now he worshipped her curvy body with an intensity that bordered on reverence. He nuzzled between her creamy thighs and tongued the hot folds of her cunt. He could taste what he knew was the remnants of Gulbaba’s filth, but he didn’t care. The water washed the taste away and Essie’s soft moans and thrusting gyrations drove him on. He slid two fingers into her cunt and then added a third. He sucked wantonly at her fat clit, sending cries of pleasure from the beautiful Polarmian echoing from the tiles.

As his tongue traced the path that Gulbaba had left, reclaiming every inch with deliberate strokes, there was no room for jealousy—only the hunger to have her again. Essie gasped, a hand cradling his wet hair guiding him, wordlessly pleading for him to thrust with his fingers and suck at her clit. She tensed and her heaving breasts shook with the force of her pleasure. Her cunt gripped at his fingers, and he tasted the sweetness of her nectar finally washing away the last traces of her loathsome alien lover.

“Ohhhhh Curt, yesssss, you always know how to make me feel so good,” she gasped, her hips moving as she rode the peak of her pleasure against his fingers and tongue.

"Is that better?" he murmured against her softness, kissing her cunt and her inner thigh, voice muffled by the water and her flesh. She responded with a moan that vibrated through him, her legs trembling.

"Much," she breathed, smiling above him.

Curt rose, pressing her back against the tiles, kissing her passionately and sharing the taste of her pleasure. Her soft body squeezed against his muscles. His hands explored her, and he dipped a kiss to her heaving breasts to suck a mouthful of her sweet Polarmian milk. He returned her kiss and shared her own cream with her in a deep embrace.

Then he was between her legs again, claiming her luscious body with a desperately overdue thrust of his cock. She cried out, shoulders against the wall, legs wrapping around him as her hot, slick cunny devoured each stroke. He could feel the difference. The way Gulbaba’s huge breeding cock had loosened her, but that didn’t matter. Her muscles tightened around his thrusting cock all the same.

“Fuuuuuuck,” she gasped, arching against him and against the wall. Legs tightening around him. “Oh, yesss, Curt, I knew… always knew you would… come for me.”

“And will you cum for me?” he asked, his eyebrow lifting as she laughed and then kissed him.

His thrusting intensified. The steam billowing around them. Their bodies colliding with wet, rhythmic slaps and working towards the singular purpose of a mutual climax.

“Yes,” cried Essie. “Oh, yes, Curt. I’ll always cum for you! You’re so much better than all the rest!”

Their rhythm intensified and sent her soft tits bouncing wildly and shedding droplets of milk that were lost in the steamy flow of the shower. His cock plunging in and out of the silky heat of her cunt. His hardness swelling. His muscles tensing as he looked into her sweet blue eyes.

“Cum inside me, Curt,” she whispered.

His release surged from his tight balls, pumping a river of hot ecstasy into the clutching depths of Essie’s cunt. Her climax struck a moment later and she milked him with the force of her pleasure. Spurt after spurt rushing out to drench her womb. Spasms of her climax draining him until he could hardly move for the sensitivity of his cock.

He leaned heavily against her, still buried in her creamy cunt, her legs still wrapped around him as he pinned her to the wall.

“Oh, Curt, where… where are we going now?”

“Somewhere far from Arcadia Station… together… and we’re probably going to get into a lot of trouble.”

“Mmmmm, exactly the way I like it,” she said, looking into his eyes before planting a passionate kiss on his lips.

Curt kissed her back, their desire rekindling as his cock throbbing in her creamy depths. Against all odds, he was still hard, and with a laugh he began to thrust into her again.

After all, it was a long trip to the other side of the galaxy even at many times the speed of light.


Book Ten: The Elf Must Pay!
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The Legendary Swordswoman Indentured to Serve the Goblin

By Amanda Clover
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The Elf Falls

A shaft of light speared through the iron bars that covered the dungeon’s embrasure and struck Reina Tsumugin in her face. The white-haired swordswoman slowly opened her eyes, groaning as she came awake and felt the effects of her night of drinking and debauchery. And fighting. Mostly fighting.

She lifted her head and felt something pulling against her forehead.

She flicked her gaze downward and realized that her naked body was wrapped up in numerous leather straps. Whoever had finally managed to subdue her had bound her large breasts tightly and wrapped leather cords around her hips, her legs, and even her ankles. Her boots were off, and she could see them in the dank corner of the dungeon. She might have been able to escape all the leather straps with relative ease, after all Reina was very lithe and strong, a master of escaping any predicament, but someone in the city guard had shackled her ankles, manacled her wrists behind her back, and secured an iron collar around her slender neck.

“This… will take a lot of work,” she sighed. The beautiful, white-haired elf winced again as pain throbbed in her temples and speared into her brain. She wasn’t feeling up for an escape attempt. Better to wait until they unlocked her from her bonds and then make her move.

She wriggled a little in the restraints and felt two of the leather straps rubbing at her bare cunt. The pressure of her weight against the leather was rather nice and she found when she twisted her waist back and forth it also caused the leather to cinch against her stiff nipples. She rocked back and forth and jerked her hips a few more times and realized that she might be able to make herself cum if she kept it up long enough.

“Is this how far you’ve fallen?” She chided herself at a whisper, but did not stop wriggling against the leather straps. “Pleasuring yourself with your bindings in the human jail?”

Approaching footsteps put a stop to her idle pleasures. She let her body hang limp in the restraints and feigned unconsciousness as two shadowy figures appeared outside the barred door of her dungeon cell. One man had dark, oiled hair and wore a green doublet and tan trousers. His boots, which she could see well without needing to lift her head, were made from fine leather. This was a man of wealth. The man beside him was much larger and wore cheap sandals too small for his enormous feet. He was shirtless and barrel-chested, with muscular arms that glistened with sweat. He wore a hood over his head like an executioner, but shabby and damp with spittle around his mouth.

The smaller man opened the door to the cell with a key.

“Bring her down, Festus,” he commanded.

“Yeah, boss,” said the big man with a deep, booming voice. He stomped into the cell and lifted Reina’s bound body from the iron hook. He slung her over his beefy shoulder to carry her out. As he did, he smacked a hand against her firm, round bottom, giving it a squeeze. “This is a nice one, boss. Pretty. And an elf. She’ll fetch a fat purse of gold.”

“Don’t count your portion of the crowns just yet,” said the man, falling in beside Festus as they began to walk out of the dungeon. “That’s the Silver Flash you’re carrying like a sack of turnips. She hails from Shundalai where the elves train their children with swords from the time they can walk. She’s been cutting down men bigger than you for most of her life. And since she’s an elf, that might be two hundred years.”

“That old?”

“That’s young for an elf of Shundalai. Barely more than a teenager. And if her reputation hasn’t soured the bidders in Kodovek, what she did last night at the Badger and Brook would be enough to strike fear into locals. It took a dozen men from the town guard to bring her down and half of them have broken bones now.”

Reina listened to the smaller man describing her drunken rampage at the inn. She remembered very little of what she had done, but she had the bruises and hangover to corroborate the smaller man’s description. But why were they trying to sell her? She thought slavery was illegal in Kodovek.

“So we sell her to pay for what she done, boss?” wondered Festus.

“That’s right,” said the boss. “The proceeds go to Oxbridge at the Badger and Brook. If she can fetch more than a hundred crowns, we get the rest. But after the show she put on, let’s just say I am not as optimistic as you.”

“We could always take our coin from her beforehand,” suggested Festus, giving Reina’s firm bottom another squeeze.

Reina bit back a cry of discomfort as the big man’s fingers wedged between her thighs and rubbed against her slick folds. Tightly framed by the leather straps, her cunny was swollen and sensitive and she felt every rough stroke of his fingers.

“Hot little cunt on her,” growled Festus, stroking insistently.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, biting her lip to keep from making more sound.

“Stop that, you idiot,” grumbled the boss. “I don’t want her waking up until we have her oiled and ready for sale.”

They carried her out of the dungeon and into the morning light. It was a hot day in far eastern Kodovek, the sun beating down from a nearly cloudless blue sky and warming Reina’s pale flesh. She was aware of the murmuring voices of onlookers, watching her being carried like a trussed pig up onto a stage. They sat her down in a chair and she let her head loll forward as they unwrapped the leather bonds and began to oil her body.

The boss and Festus worked together, spreading oil over the peaks of her breasts and her pale pink nipples, her toned arms, flat abdomen, and wide hips. They greased and massaged her calves, knees, and her muscular thighs. Festus rubbed her cunny with his oily fingers when he thought his boss wasn’t looking. Finally, Festus hauled her to her feet by the backs of her shackled arms, standing her up as the boss oiled her plush bottom and down the backs of her legs.

Reina let her eyes slowly open and gazed down at a crowd of more than a hundred standing before the stage. They were mostly human, but there were a few orcs and even a rangy little goblin scattered among their number. No elves though. Which meant her chances of having her honor rescued were slim.

She recognized a few of those watching, vaguely, from the brawl at the inn the night before. More than one man sported a black eye or bent nose and the town guards, fully armed and armored like Reina might attack them, were glowering at her from the edges of the crowd.

“Wakey, wakey, bitch!” shouted one man.

“Hope nobody buys you,” said another. “Then you’ll belong to Oxbridge and he’ll make a whore out of you!”

“Yeah, never had an elf slut before,” jeered another man.

“Oxbridge can’t control her,” laughed a fat old merchant, rolling a coin across his fingers. “There’s a reason why the old innkeeper isn’t here. He’s afraid of her. No man can tame an elf of the Shundalai.”

“Alright, alright, that’s enough,” said the boss, stepping forward to address the crowd. “She’s a wild one, to be sure, but this prime piece of elf meat will never dry out. Never grow old. You teach her to obey, and you’ll have a lifelong slave. For whatever purposes you want to use her.”

“Fuck her arse after the beating she gave me,” said a big, bald orc with a bandaged head. Several others with limbs in slings agreed.

“Start bidding at… fifty crowns,” said the boss. “A modest price for such a worthy slave.”

The boss was met with dead silence from the crowd. “Fifty crowns!? A mere fifty for these!?” He grabbed Reina’s breasts, squeezing them roughly and plucking at her nipples. “The guard has her sword and you can keep her shackled up. She’s harmless. She won’t hurt a—”

Reina headbutted the boss, bloodying his nose and knocking him to his knees on the edge of the stage.

“Bitch,” he gasped, holding his nose as blood ran down over his lips and dripped from his chin. The crowd laughed and jeered at him.

“Real harmless!”

“She showed you!”

Even Festus was chuckling about it until the boss shot him a deadly angry glare.

“Forty then!” The boss shouted, turning back to the crowd. “Get this elf bitch off our hands and help pay to fix up the Badger and Brook. Anyone? One of you must have courage enough for an elf slut like this! Thirty? By the gods, look at this beauty! Feisty or not, she is worth the—”

“Twenty!” Came a shout from the middle of the crowd. Men parted to make way as the boss leaned down for a better view.

Reina almost laughed at the sight of the scrawny goblin that stepped out of the crowd and towards the stage. He was perhaps tall for a goblin, the top of his head coming to the shoulder of most of the human men, with a bald head and pointed ears. He was also handsome for a goblin, which was to say he seemed youthful and did not have the warts and scowl lines that characterized most of his species. His nose was still long and pointed, his eyes beady and red, his chin narrow, and his body, clad in the plain clothes of a peasant, was skinny and unpleasantly long-limbed.

He gazed up at the stage, unafraid of Reina and her bound fury. There was a certain casual confidence to him at odds with the nervous reputation of his species. Though the crowd parted, some laughed and even joked at him as he stepped towards the stage.

“Fazbit Yokum?” The boss scratched his head. “You want this girl? She’s a lot of trouble. More than a goblin can handle.”

“I read a book on keeping slaves,” said the goblin, his voice raspy but without a hint of accent. This produced chuckles from the humans and orcs, but goblin did not seem to care. He continued to look Reina over, his red-eyed stare so intense that it was making her face flush. “My father told me to buy low and make a good deal. I see a beautiful elf like her and none of you willing to bid and I think, ‘Here is my chance to rebuild my family farm after the fire.’ I lost everything in that fire, you well know. Except this.”

He held up a small bag bulging with coins. The boss reached down to take it from the goblin. He hefted it and weighed in his palm.

“Twenty gold,” said the boss.

“And a little more,” said Fazbit, snatching the bag back. “But I’ll need to feed her and buy her something to wear.”

“Annnnnybody else?” called the boss, looking past Fazbit at the crowd. “Come on, can’t any of you do better?”

“Let the little gobbo have her,” shouted someone.

“She’s dangerous,” shouted another.

There was nobody else willing to squander their coins on the woman known as the Silver Flash. Most of them had seen firsthand how dangerous and destructive she could be after a gallon of cheap beer and rotgut. If they town guard had scarcely managed to capture her, how could one man become her master? How could one goblin?

Fazbit paid up and climbed onto the stage. He produced a leather leash with a silver clasp that he attached with a click to a loop at the front of her heavy iron collar. He looked her over, clearly interested in her nakedness, but intent on proving himself mature.

Reina could have fought him. Could have resisted. But she found something endearing about the goblin’s boldness. She enjoyed the way the humans and orcs looked at the goblin with envy. When he gave her leash a tug, she followed, stumbling down from the stage and staggering after him as he walked her naked through the crowd. She would play along for now and dispose of the goblin later.

“You really should let me go,” she said to Fazbit.

He stopped at the edge of the crowd and to her surprise he roughly yanked her head down with the leash. He held a staff in one hand that ended in two wide-set prongs. Fazbit jammed the prongs to either side of Reina’s slender neck and forced her head all the way down to the ground. The forcefulness and precision of the maneuver shocked her.

“It says in the book that the slave must learn her place immediately,” said Fazbit, pinning her head down to the ground with the prongs of his staff and stepping behind her. Reina’s plush elf bottom, bare and glistening with oil, was forced high by her uncomfortable position on her knees. The goblin administered a brutal spanking to her bottom in full view of the crowd. He smacked her bare buttocks with shocking force and left her pale cheeks colored red and throbbing with overlapping pain from the blows of his hand.

Several in the crowd began to cheer and Reina moaned and squirmed, unable to lower her hips, and her face pinned to the ground as Fazbit spanked her. Humiliation burned through her, stoking her anger, but smothering it beneath her forced submission. He finished with a final flourish and three rapid smacks that left her bottom burning with pain. The pain sent a tickle of pleasure into her core, and she felt herself growing wet as the crowd watched her humiliating punishment.

“Bastard,” she gasped.

“Oh, no, I had a good mother and good father,” said Fazbit. “Rare for goblins. But they died in the fire, along with my two sisters, so that’s why I bought you. Now, it says in the book that aftercare is important for a new slave. That means I need to tend to you after punishing you.”

“Let me go,” growled Reina. “Unlock these shackles and…”

“You’re going to be a good girl,” said Fazbit, stroking her buttocks gently. He caressed down the slope of her back to her head and freed her from between the prongs of his staff. He patted her again as she lifted her head. “I had to teach you a lesson about respect. I’m your master now and you must obey me. Do you understand?”

Fazbit was standing close enough that Reina could have attacked him, even with her wrists and ankles shackled. She could have dropped him to the ground and beat him with her heavy manacles. But she didn’t.

“Yes, I understand,” said Reina, bitterly. She hated being humiliated by this presumptuous goblin. But there was something else. A sensation that throbbed from her spanked bottom and pulsated into her core. She felt a strange, fuzzy warmth seeping through her body as if she wanted to submit to Fazbit’s dubious authority. She would play along, for now, but the little green fool would pay for thinking he could master the Silver Flash.

Fazbit nodded, satisfied with her answer, and yanked her back to her feet with her leash. He marched her through the village and took her to the Rolling Goat, an inn on the other side of the town square from the Badger and Brook. It was a little more ramshackle than the Badger and Brook but was crowded with a clientele that had been forced out of the inn that Reina had destroyed in her drunken rampage.

The owner of the Rolling Goat, a harried old man with hair as white as Reina’s, saw Fazbit leading Reina inside and he shouted, “No, no! Out with her! I’m not letting her trash my business! The town will be left without an inn!”

“Oh, I’ll make her behave,” said Fazbit, smacking a big hand on Reina’s bare buttocks. The sharp crack seemed very loud in the entryway of the inn. Another blow landed from Fazbit’s hand and sent Reina staggering forward with a gasp. “Kiss the floor, slave.”

Reina fell to her knees, tugging against the leash and resisting his command. He answered her moment of defiance with another hard swat on her bare bottom and a shove on the back of her head. Reina reluctantly pressed her lips to the floor scarcely a pace away from the owner’s feet. The old man muttered in amazement as Reina kissed the floor. The innkeeper accepted Fazbit’s promise.

The patrons muttered and stared at the scrawny goblin leading the naked elf upstairs by her leash, but no one else tried to intervene as he took her to his room. Reina had certainly seen better rooms before. This one was small and had only a tiny window to look out on the town square. There was a wash basin and a bed and a chair with a single table.

“Stop,” commanded Fazbit.

He crouched beside her, running his hand down her toned flank to the shackles on her ankles. He unlocked them and freed one leg and then the other. She let out a sigh of relief. Fazbit’s hands stroked up the back of her legs, caressing her thighs and then the firm roundness of her buttocks. Reina felt warm tremors of desire reaching into her core. She wanted to kick him and snap his neck, but decided the moment was not quite right.

Fazbit confessed, “I’ve never touched a woman like this.”

“I’ve never been touched by a goblin like this,” said Reina, looking back over her shoulder at him. “But I suppose that’s why you’re keeping my hands locked in irons, isn’t it? Afraid of me?”

“I’ll unlock them,” said Fazbit. “Because I know you will behave for me.”

“Yeah, right, sure,” said Reina. Quickly adding a very sarcastic, “Master.”

Fazbit gave her a soft smack on the bottom and Reina let out a moan of desire. She was no longer fully in control of herself or her reactions to this goblin and that was frightening. Fazbit gave her ass another squeeze and spread her cheeks. He seemed to admire both her white tufted cunny and the delicate pink knot of her anus. Then his hands slid higher, and he stroked her manacled wrists.

“Mmmm, not yet,” he decided. “I don’t think you’re being completely honest with me, Reina. Get on the bed. On your back.”

Reina sat on the edge of the bed and rolled over onto her back, spreading her long, toned legs wide and exposing the hot thatch of her cunt to Fazbit’s delighted eyes. Fazbit stood over her, admiring her, and she was staring at the bulge in his trousers. She expected him to take out his cock and plunder her pussy.

Instead, the little fool dropped down to his knees and feasted upon the slick furrow of her elven cunt. She could hardly believe what he was doing. A tiny fraction of the humans she had bedded in her drunken encounters had bothered with such things. To feel the goblin’s long, slender tongue sliding over her folds, dipping into her slick cunt, and dancing over her clit was a welcome shock.

“Ohhhhhh,” she gasped in surprise, bucking her hips as he began to finger her, lick her, and suck at her clit. After her tortures and humiliations – not to mention Fazbit’s surprising authority over her – to feel his tongue lashing her cunt quickly drove her wild with pleasure. “Ohhhhh! I didn’t ask for this… but… ohhhh your tongue…. Quite skilled! Yes! You’re making me… cummmmm!”

She bucked against his face, riding her clit against his tongue, breasts heaving and hands still shackled behind her back. The intense spasms of her pleasure were met with enthusiastic licking from Fazbit. He satisfied her like few humans had, then rose and wiped his arm across his lips. He smiled down at her as though he had completed a project.

“That was… not what I expected,” admitted Reina, staring up at him through pleasure-lidded eyes. “But don’t think just because you made me cum, I am going to be your obedient slave.”

Fazbit smirked and said nothing as he unbuckled his belt and let his trousers drop down his legs. He freed the thick, green pillar of his cock, red at its fat tip and glistening with his precum. The shaft was covered in bumps like a pickled cucumber. It was no bigger than a human’s cock, but seemed enormous rising from Fazbit’s scrawny loins.

Reina sat up, incensed by him and yet curiously attracted to the unusual bumpy appearance of his cock. Fazbit pushed her back down on the bed. His eyes blazed with intensity as he grasped her legs, held them wide apart, and used only the motion of his hips to guide his hardness into her elf cunt. His bulging tip pressed against her slick folds.

“So warm,” he said, smiling with a bizarre mixture of wickedness and innocence. “Prepare yourself, Reina.”

“Just… do what you must,” she gasped, not wanting to betray her own desire to feel his cock.

He thrust forward with sudden vigor and plunged his full length into the slick cove of her cunny. Although it was a violation, the pleasure was welcomed by Reina’s body. His cock incredibly hard and throbbing, filling her up perfectly as he hilted inside her with the first stroke and pressed his bare bollocks against her spit-wet asshole. He leaned over her and held her hips. He fucked her with intense strokes that were just slightly out of control.

Reina realized that this probably was this runt’s first time with a woman. It was certainly his first time with an elf, and he seemed to savor her cunt, but was unable to restrain himself completely.

“Tighter… than I expected,” he grunted.

“You think I am a slut?” she asked.

“No, but… you have many years on me, swordswoman,” he grunted, thrusting faster and with a growing urgency.

“Yes, but I’ve never been taken by a goblin… forced… in shackles,” she gasped, her bucking hips rising to meet his strokes betraying her pleasure. They each pursued their own release in mutual motion, hips working and bodies colliding, pleasure rising and tightening within them. Although she hated the goblin, her body responded to his cock, and some unexplainable part of her wanted him to kiss her, to ravish her lips, to fondle her soft breasts, and yet he only held her hips, thrusting faster and faster with that impressive cock. The bumps beating against her clit and the silky walls of her cunt and coiling pleasure in her core.

“Reina,” groaned Fazbit, his voice deep and his face contorted with effort.

“Y-yes, what do you want?” She gasped, her tits bouncing to the rhythm of his thrusts.

“I want you to… cum with me,” he grunted, his breathing hot and heavy.

There was no denying this command. No resisting the pleasure rising within her. She threw back her head and bucked her hips against him. Together, they reached their peak. Her cunt tightening around the bumpy texture of his thrusting cock. His cock pulsating and pumping his seed deep into her pussy. Gush after molten gush, painting her inner walls and drenching her womb.

How many elf women had endured just such a fate, trapped in the caves of the wild goblins? And yet here she was, cumming with this civilized goblin. Her cunt gripping his spurting length as she wailed with ecstasy.

His thrusts slowed and he eased his cock out of her pussy. She gasped as she felt his cum drooling out down the crack of her ass and over her clenching asshole. She looked up at him, smiling with satisfaction.

Fazbit smiled back and gave her white-haired head a stroke as if she were his pet cat.

“Good girl,” he said. “We can have more fun later. I am going to clean you up with a washcloth and then I’ll get you some breakfast. Until I unlock those manacles, I will have to do the feeding. Now, don’t pout. I’m not going to unlock your hands just yet, Reina. As much as I like you, I am afraid you still need to learn how to behave.”

“I am not a slave,” she gasped. “Will never be… a slave.”

“We’ll see,” said Fazbit, dipping a rag into the wash basin and returning to the bed. The arrogant smile on his face made Reina want to scream. Instead, she moaned softly as the warm washcloth began to caress cunt as it dripped with her master’s goblin seed. 
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A Defiant Streak

Reina’s eyes opened slowly to the sound of morning birds and the first warm slivers of light across her face and naked breasts. She lifted her head from the pillow, suppressing a groan as she realized her supposed “master” was still snoring peacefully beside her in the bed. She was surprised he had not forced himself upon her again. Thinking of the way he had taken her, first with his tongue and then with his admittedly impressive goblin cock, sent an unwelcome pang of desire through Reina’s toned elf body.

She sucked in a gasp and rolled slowly over onto her stomach, her bare bottom slightly raised, and her hands still shackled behind her back. Her shoulders ached from the prolonged position and the shackles had rubbed her wrists raw during the night. The iron shackles were tight, but not as tight as the collar around her neck. She knew she could escape the shackles by dislocating her thumbs. Then she could strangle Fazbit Yokum for the ways in which he had humiliated her.

Reina rolled her wrist and pressed the iron rim of the shackle against her left thumb. A little pressure at just the right spot and she could pop it free of its socket. The pain would be excruciating, but she had endured worse.

She looked over at Fazbit, his green face slightly darkened from sleeping. Young still. Almost a boy. Was this the man who had shoved her head to the ground with his forked staff? The man who had paddled her in front of crowd and made her kiss the inn’s floor?

The goblin that had made her cum with his bumpy green cock?

His eyes slowly opened and he smiled at her.

“Good morning,” he murmured, raising his head from the pillow. His gaze traveled down her naked body, lingering for a moment at her firm, round ass slightly raised. “Not trying to get away, are you?”

“No,” said Reina. She decided that since she could escape at any time, she might as well play along until she was out of town with Fazbit. Perhaps at this farm he had mentioned more than once. Then she could kill him without any guards watching.

“Good,” said Fazbit, yawning and stretching. “The book I’ve been reading about slave mastering says it’s important for slaves to have a morning routine. So I’ll start with a simple one. You should bow and greet me in the morning with a kiss on my feet.”

Fazbit stood up from the bed and wiggled his toes. He looked down at Reina without cruelty but with a hint of impatience.

“Come on now, Reina, bow and kiss your master’s feet.”

She glanced down at his slightly misshapen green toes with yellow toenails and wrinkled her nose. Fazbit, though still smiling, roughly grabbed her by the nape of her neck and yanked her off the bed and to her knees. He shoved her head down to his toes.

“Go on. Kiss them.”

Reina fought the urge to curse at him in her sharp elven language and lowered her lips to one foot, pressing momentarily. Then the other foot, an even briefer kiss. Fazbit released his grip on her neck.

“Good,” he declared. “Stay like that and I’ll go and fetch us something for breakfast.”

Reina again thought about escaping. She knelt beside the bed and worked her wrists back and forth, wincing a little as the sharp edge of the cuffs bit into her flesh.

Fazbit returned with two bowls of porridge topped with small red berries. He sat one steaming bowl on the bedside table and took a chair beside where Reina was kneeling.

“Could you free my wrists so I can eat?” asked Reina.

“That’s not necessary,” said Fazbit. “I will feed you.”

“What? I don’t want—Mmmmphhm!” Her words were interrupted by a thrust of the spoon in Fazbit’s hand. A scoop of hot, slightly sweet porridge was forced into her mouth. The globby breakfast was warm and thick and not very good, even with the berries. Reina looked at him with anger blazing in her silvery eyes.

“Be a good girl and have your breakfast,” commanded Fazbit.

Reina reluctantly slurped the porridge from the spoon. As he pulled the spoon from her mouth, he wiped some of it from her lower lip and chin.

“There we are,” he said, watching her sullenly chew. “There’s a good girl. Now open up again, have another bite.”

She felt like a baby, opening her mouth each time he brought the spoon towards her face. The porridge warm and unpleasant. Sticking in her throat. It was infantilizing.

Yet there was something relaxing about being fed by the goblin. He took his time with her and made sure she was not messy about it. He wiped her face repeatedly and when a lock of her white hair fell into her face he smoothed it back behind one of her pointed ears. She ate the entire bowl and then he made her drink a wooden cup full of cool, mineral-rich water.

She watched him in silence as he ate his own bowl of porridge. He talked between bites, explaining, “I am going to put you to work today to make back some of that money I spent on you.”

Reina said nothing. She had anticipated he might do this. Although slaves were rare, they were sometimes used to earn money for their masters by peddling their bodies. If that was what Fazbit planned for Reina he would be sorely mistaken. She would kill her first customer and take her revenge on the goblin for trying to sell her flesh.

“Mmmm,” he said, perhaps noticing the anger in her eyes. “I know what you’re thinking, elf. A beautiful woman like you would be popular. But all the people in town are afraid of you and I wouldn’t want to do that to you anyway. No, I have heard of your talents, Silver Flash. I am going to put them to use.”

“What do you mean?” asked Reina.

“There’s a bounty board in the village,” said Fazbit, speaking with a mouthful of porridge and gesturing towards the door with his spoon. “Petty outlaws and dangerous creatures in the area need justice and you’re just the woman to help me dole it out to them.”

Reina couldn’t keep a smile from her face. Hunting down bounties was honest work and it was work she was good at. It also meant he was going to free her wrists. But she needed her sword back. The keen elven sword had been at the dungeon at one point. It was priceless, centuries old, with a blade forged from Shundalai eversteel that was too sharp to be safely wielded by these stupid humans. 

“What does that look mean?” asked Fazbit, spooning the last of his porridge into his mouth and then setting the bowl aside.

“My sword,” she said.

Fazbit didn’t say anything. He just looked at her with those beady red eyes of his and then motioned for her to turn. Reina rotated to the side and the farm boy unlocked her shackles and took the weight of them from her wrists. She rubbed the raw skin and turned back to him.

“You need your hands free. I don’t trust you with a sword. Not yet. I have something else for you to use downstairs. But you are going to be a good girl and pull your weight. Right?”

“Yes, I’ll use whatever weapon you give me,” pledged Reina, eager to have a rusty old human sword or a mace.

Fazbit gave her a big stick. It was quite long and straight, with the branches and knots shaved off, a good weight, and a rough, unfinished grip. The patrons of the Rolling Goat stared at Reina, shamelessly naked as she lifted it and carefully brandished it. Some of them seemed to mutter with concern now that she was armed with a large stick.

When they descended the stairs and the old innkeeper saw Reina armed with the stick, she was apoplectic.

She came charging out from behind the counter and shouted, “No! Out with you! I let you stay the night, Fazbit, but you get that elf outside with that stick before she—”

Reina took a testing swing with the staff and knocked over a clay pitcher and wooden cups. The pitcher shattered and water spilled across the floor.

“Bad girl,” chuckled Fazbit, giving Reina a lingering smack on the bottom. “Add the pitcher to the room bill, Miss Tibbids.”

The innkeeper muttered and went for a broom to clean up the mess. Fazbit guided Reina out into the street where her nudity gathered fresh attention.

“It’s time to get to work,” he said to her, smiling warmly and patting the small axe that hung on his belt.

They collected several handbills from the bounty board outside the ruins of the Badger and Brook and set off together into the countryside. They worked throughout the day, following the leads in the handbills and as often as not coming up empty-handed. But they brought back their share of bounties. A quartet of battered kobolds tied together and growling, a bandit named Humphrey the Fat, beaten unconscious and slung over Fazbit’s mule, and a missing farm girl named Alenia who could not stop staring at Reina’s naked, sweaty body.

Fazbit took the bounties to the bounty office and they were paid what seemed to Reina a meager amount of silver coins. Reina was too exhausted from fighting with her large stick to offer the bounty office or Fazbit any trouble. Fazbit had proved a capable fighter with his hand axe, but he had left Reina to do most of the hard work.

He led her back through the town and stopped in the general store. He made Reina lean her staff outside the door and follow him into the shop crowded with goods and implements. The goblin picked out a simple hanging loincloth and a linen vest too small and with laces too short to be laced over Reina’s ample bosom. It hung open, revealing the inner swell of each breast. Fazbit picked out a sandal and crouched to slip it onto Reina’s sore foot. It was a good fit. He eased the other sandal from the pair onto her scuffed, bare foot.

The goblin stood and looked her over again, admiring her sweat-damp body and her breasts and bottom scarcely covered by the clothing.

“Good enough,” he said, turning to pay the shopkeeper.

“It’s hardly anything,” said Reina, looking down at the flimsy outfit.

“Hardly anything suits an elf with a body like yours,” murmured Fazbit, admiring her and gently stroking her hip and her firm, round bottom. He drew his hand away. “Come. I have something else to do in town.”

The sheer vest clinging to Reina’s sweaty, bouncing breasts and the loincloth dangling over her round ass did little to deter the gawkers in the village. Horny men, young and old, including those that Reina had beaten during her drunken rampage, watched and muttered as she passed. They reached the Badger and Brook, its windows broken, its door missing, and the interior badly damaged.

“We’re going in there?” asked Reina, feeling a tremor of worry about

“I am going in there,” said Fazbit. “You wait out here. Get a drink if you’d like.”

He gestured to a horse trough full of water reflecting the afternoon sunlight and walked up the steps and into the ransacked tavern and inn. Reina watched him go, glimpsing him being met by Oxbridge, the burly man who owned the tavern. The owner glanced outside and Reina and then led Fazbit into a back room.

Reina, realizing she could run away, felt numerous townspeople watching her. Running now would mean heading from a humiliating situation into a dangerous one. There were a lot of people in town who still wanted revenge on Reina and those people would not treat her as nicely as Fazbit. She sighed, knelt beside one of the troughs, and leaned down to drink. Her nipples brushed against the rim of the trough as she sucked at the cool water. She could feel the loincloth riding up her ass and exposing her creamy cheeks to anyone who might be watching.

Some of the townsfolk, mostly young men, edged closer. Reina drank again from the trough and when she lifted her head she found herself nearly surrounded by the townsfolk. Some were brandishing their belts or clubs. A few were rubbing at bulges in their trousers.

“You’re not going to take me alive this time,” warned Reina.

Before she could rise to her feet, Fazbit stepped out of the tavern.

“Alright, back away,” he warned, carrying something long and slender wrapped in a cloth. “Get back. I bought her fair and square, you’re not getting a turn with her.”

The townsfolk muttered jealously and backed away from Fazbit as he approached Reina. He ignored the surly crowd and turned to face her.

“I bought his from Oxbridge with the bounty money we earned today. He had received it as compensation for the damages.” He unwrapped the cloth and held out Reina’s gleaming silver sword of elven eversteel. Its green shark skin tsuka and elegant curve was nothing like the crude straight swords with their wooden handles that the humans favored. She lifted it gratefully from the cloth.

“For me?”

“For you to carry,” said Fazbit, tossing the cloth over the hitching post. “You were a good girl for me today and so I’ll let you carry it and use it. But that sword belongs to me just like you belong to me.”

Reina ignored his assertion. She could scarcely contain her excitement at being reunited with her priceless blade. She rose to her feet, brandishing it in a testing chop. Some of the crowd gasped and stepped back. Fazbit didn’t budge from his spot.

She turned to face him, lowering the sword to her hips with her arms at her side. She straightened and then bent at the waist, giving him a sharp, respectful bow.

“Thank you, master,” she said.

That brought a smile to Fazbit’s face, and he patted her head and ruffled her silky white hair like she was a favorite pet.

“We’ll need to move on from town soon, but there is something else I want from you before we go.”

“Yes?” asked Reina, slowly rising from her bow.

Fazbit’s smiling expression did not change as he reached for his belt and unbuckled it. The well-hung goblin dropped his trousers to his ankles right there in the street. His thick cock dangled between his scrawny green thighs, the head only just peeking from beneath the roll of his foreskin.

“Suck your master’s cock,” said Fazbit, his smile pleasant but his tone firm. “Thank me for what I have given you.”

Reina felt the weight of the sword in her hand. She looked around at the leering humans gathering closer once again. A slash of her sword could open a dozen throats, including Fazbit’s. But she didn’t want his blood on her sword. Hadn’t he been good to her? Hadn’t he rescued her from a darker fate? Hadn’t she just acknowledged him as her master?

She couldn’t speak a word even to agree with him, but she sheathed her sword and gingerly set it aside. She slowly crouched before Fazbit. A murmur went through the crowd as the beautiful, white-haired elf grasped the goblin’s thick cock and began to stroke him. She leaned closer, looking up at Fazbit as she ran her tongue over his tip. Tasting his sweat. Breathing his musky scent.

Her mouth engulfed his tip as her hand began to work his shaft. It was something she had done many times before, but never for a goblin. Her lips dragged over the slick, bumpy length of him. Her tongue danced beneath his tip.

She sucked his stiffening cock as seemingly half the town gathered to watch. Reina was not shy about what she was doing. She kept her gaze on her master. Bobbing upon him, her lips tight and her tongue reaching beneath his cock. She slurped as saliva gathered at her lips and began to spill down her chin. She felt the wet splash against her breasts as she sucked him deeper.

“Good girl,” moaned Fazbit, curling a hand around her head to encourage her to take him deeper into her mouth.

She gagged herself softly on his tip. She worked her throat to swallow him, but she could not quite manage it. Her silvery eyes watered with effort as she popped her lips free of his cock. She gasped softly and, unbidden, she went down to his bollocks and licked and sucked those as well. Some in the crowd were beginning to wank themselves to the sight of what she was doing. Others shoved angrily at the horny members losing control.

Reina shut the crowd out. She focused all her attention on her master and his thick, throbbing cock as her lips and tongue pleasured him once more. She sucked at him hungrily, holding nothing back, her mouth stretched wide to accommodate his impressive size. More saliva dripped from her chin and she sucked him faster and more urgently, her breasts jiggling with the motion of her head. Her soft moans vibrated down the length of his cock.

“Ohhhh, by Mardoch,” moaned Fazbit, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’re even better with your mouth than you are with that stick.”

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned in agreement, sucking him wantonly. His hands tightened further in her hair, and she felt the straining hardness of him against her throat and the salty sweet taste of his precum in her mouth.

“So close now, Reina,” he groaned. “Going to… cum…”

His cock barely parted from her wet lips and she gasped, “Yes, I want to taste your cum.”

Her mouth descended again, filled with the twitching, bumpy length of Fazbit’s cock. He groaned as his tip hit the back of her throat.

His cock jerked and the first burst of his seed hit the back of her throat and gushed out onto her tongue as she pulled back. It was thick and salty and yet faintly sweet. She swallowed and swallowed again. Sucking him and nursing out every drop as he grunted and thrust between her lips.

She swallowed his cum and popped her lips free of his tip. A few in the crowd cheered for her efforts.

“Well done, Reina,” said Fazbit, slightly breathless from his climax. “Your pretty mouth makes quite a sheath for my cock.”

Her face burned with humiliation at this mere human’s words. No matter the insult, she could not stop herself from smiling and licking the traces of cum from her lips.

“Thank you, master,” she gasped. “Your seed is delicious.”

That made the crowd laugh. Until Reina rose, wiped her lips, and picked up her sword again. She glared at the crowd, at the injured men and those jerking their pathetic cocks. They looked away from her fury and the crowd disbanded.

“You have good control of her, Fazbit,” said a deep voice from the entrance of the ruined tavern. “Might make a proper whore out of her yet.”

It was Oxbridge. The big tavern owner must have seen it all. He was smirking in a way that caused the last of Reina’s enjoyment to curdle into rage.

“Thank you, Mr. Oxbridge,” said Fazbit.

Before Reina could do something foolish, Fazbit took her hand and led her away.
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Call Him Master

Reina Tsumugin stood a respectful distance away from Fazbit, the goblin who she had begun to think of, at least temporarily, as her master. It was a somber moment as the scrawny young goblin stood over the graves of his family. The smell of burned wood hung in the air and the blackened remains of the farmhouse and barn were still smoldering. Reina kept her hand on the pommel of her sword, guarding him, although there seemed little danger.

“Mother, father, Akka, Ulla, I am sorry I could not save you,” intoned Fazbit, “but I promise to take what you left to me and make something of myself. I will be the best slave master that Kodovek has ever seen, and I will have the wealth and power that was always denied to you as farmers. May Mardoch bless you and give you peace.”

He made the sign of the four columns and then turned to admire his beautiful elf slave. Reina felt her cheeks growing hot at the way Fazbit gazed at her body in the revealing outfit he made here wear. A vest so sheer and flimsy with her bottom almost bare in the loincloth.

Fazbit smiled and picked up a shovel from the ground. He held it out to Reina.

“Take this and dig at the fresh earth under that pear tree over yonder. The remainder of my inheritance lies buried there. Bring it back to me while I prepare us something to eat from what I managed to salvage from the cellar.”

“Yes, master,” said Reina, oddly relieved to be given a direct command by the young goblin. She considered him hardly more than a pup, certainly by the long-lived standards of the elves, but already she had a certain sort of admiration for the goblin. He had lost everything to a fire and had taken a wild chance by buying her at that slave auction. She was a dangerous elf from far-away Shundalai. He should never have been able to tame her. And yet…

She felt a thrill that shuddered through her body and down into her core as she began to dig at the freshly turned earth under the pear tree. A master swordswoman of Shundalai, who could flow like the wind and cut through stone, was digging a hole for a goblin. And not to bury him in it.

“Not yet, anyway,” she murmured, though she felt a strange pang of guilt at even entertaining the thought.

Reina labored until the sun began to sink low on the horizon and grew damp with sweat from her effort. The shovel crunched into something more solid than dirt. She brushed aside the earth and pulled out a cloth grain sack laden with coins. She lifted it up, surprised at the weight.

“There is a small fortune here,” she observed.

Fazbit surprised her by appearing at her side and taking the sack of coins from her hand.

“Smaller than it should have been,” said Fazbit. “I was able to save most of the livestock, but without a farm to keep the animals, I had to sell them in a hurry. Gaston and his wife paid me a pittance for those cows, but I had to be rid of them.”

“So you could buy me?”

“You were a happy opportunity for me,” he said, a hint of reproach creeping into his voice. “Now then, wash up and I will feed you some supper.”

Reina knelt upon the ground and crossed her arms behind her back. Fazbit filled a dish with the stew he had been cooking and held the bowl close to her face. It was human-style peasant food being served to her in the most demeaning way possible, but she looked up at him and did not complain as he fed the first spoonful of stew.

“Mmmm,” she said, swallowing the rich, savory stew.

Her annoyance faded as he continued to feed her. His gaze was not cruel, nor domineering. He was feeding her like he might feed his favorite pet, or a tot, even pausing to wipe her mouth every so often when he smeared her lips with the spoon. He finished and gave her an affectionate pat. It made her feel strangely warm and fuzzy. They sat by the fire for a while, watching the flames die down to embers as night fell upon the farmland.

“When I wake, you will prepare breakfast for us,” he said. “Now then, help me with the tent. It is a long way to Thurn. We will leave after breakfast in the morning.”

The tent was just a lean-to made from crudely stitched hides. Fazbit slept on his side and Reina slept with her back to him. Her body against his, spooned and feeling the controlling, but also comforting, warmth of Fazbit’s embrace. Though his hand cradled the softness of her breasts, he did not squeeze nor fondle. He held her.

And she slept.

The next morning, Reina awoke first and slipped out of the dewy tent to boil water and warm porridge for breakfast. She stoked the embers of their fire and soon had breakfast prepared. Fazbit awoke, yawned loudly, and emerged from the tent. Reina fell to her knees before him, bending her face down to kiss both of Fazbit’s feet.

“You remembered.” He chuckled, stroking her silvery white hair before walking over to inspect the steaming pot of porridge. “You can feed yourself this morning.”

“Th-thank you, master,” she said, feeling oddly disappointed by this turn. Nevertheless, she was grateful to use a spoon, and she shoveled the porridge into her mouth.

After breakfast, Reina helped Fazbit pack a large travel bag with all the supplies and mementos he had salvaged from the farmhouse. She added the coins near the top of the bag and slung the heavy pack onto her shoulders. Fazbit fitted a livestock collar of thick, rough leather around Reina’s slender neck. He attached the leather leash to the collar and gave it a tug.

Reina did not appreciate this. It made her truly feel like a beast. With the heavy pack on her back, she was hardly better than Fazbit’s mule. Yet it also excited her to think that he desired that much control over her. That Fazbit, this goblin she could kill with barely a second thought, believed he could lead her along like another beast of burden. A hot thrill ran down her body as she realized that he was right. At least for the time being.

A gorgeous elf, half-dressed in a sheer vest and a small loincloth, being treated like a beast by a farm boy, attracted a lot of attention as they set off for the city of Thurn. Women muttered with disgust. Men gawped with brazen desire, muttering to one another about what they might do if they were left alone with Reina.

I would kill every one of them, she thought, feeling the hungry stares of the men they encountered along the road. Her eyes blazed with icy contempt, but Reina gazed straight ahead. She did not want to give the lusty humans the pleasure of provoking a reaction from her.

Fazbit was even less moved by the onlookers. He whistled merrily and walked a few steps ahead of Reina, leading her along with the leash pulling over his shoulder. Sometimes he rode on the back of his mule, but mostly he walked.

It was a long, exhausting day on the road. It concluded with Thurn still many leagues distant and Fazbit leading Reina off the road and into a wooded area to make camp. Fazbit fed oats to his mule and prepared a simple dinner of bread, cheese, and roasted vegetables dug from the farm’s garden. After such a long, exhausting trek, the simple food tasted better than Reina ever imagined possible. Rich and flavorful and satisfying.

When they were finished eating, Reina cleared and cleaned the dishes while Fazbit smoked some sort of sweet-smelling herb from his father’s pipe. He leaned back against a log beside their campfire. Reina approached him and knelt beside him, her delicate elven features painted in red and gold by the firelight.

Reina felt a strange attraction to the young goblin. It was not the itchy collar around her neck. Nor the way he made her kiss his feet in the morning and do his chores. No, it was something else. She couldn’t quite find the words for it, but she desired him. She felt throbbing in her core.

As if sensing the attraction, Fazbit slowly turned to her and smiled. His rough, farmer’s hand cradled her cheek, and he ran a thumb across her lips. His fingers stroked her silky silvery hair.

“Master,” she gasped, the word coming out as a moan.

“Yes, that’s right,” he said, his fingers tightening near the roots of her hair. “You want to please your master?”

She felt a surge of selfless need the likes of which she had never known before.

“I wish whatever you desire,” said Reina.

He smiled at that and leaned back against the log. He kept his fingers laced in her hair as he drew Reina’s head down to his lap. She knew what he desired, and she did not resist it. She unbuckled his belt and untied his trousers. The thick length of his red-capped green cock was already beginning to stiffen and she grasped his shaft and licked the musty taste of his tip. He had walked the same road as her and his scent was thick and sweaty. That did not deter Reina. She took his cock into her mouth, moaning softly as she began to suck.

Fazbit groaned, one hand resting atop Reina’s head and the other holding his pipe as he puffed and smoked the sweet herb. She sucked him and massaged his bollocks as he grew to full hardness beneath her tongue. A gentle tug on the back of her head urged her mouth to lift from his cock.

“Mmm?” She popped her lips free of his tip. “Something wrong, master?”

“I want more than your mouth tonight, Reina,” scolded Fazbit. “Undress. Ride your master’s cock. I think we both deserve it after our long journey today.”

“Yes, master,” she said, rising slowly to her feet. She removed her sheer vest, running her hands over her pert, soft breasts and thumbs across her pink nipples. He watched, his eyes red eyes glistening like gemstones in the firelight as she untied her loincloth and bared her elf cunt to him. He motioned her closer. She stood before him and he sat up from the log and grasped her hips, drawing her closer still.

“I’ve been thinking about this elf cunt since I last tasted it,” he said, looking up at her with a twinkle in his eye.

He pulled her cunt to his face, his hands on her hips, fingers holding her ass still as he pressed between her thighs. She felt his hot breath first, then the warm caress of his tongue. He was not skilled, not like some lovers she had known, but he was eager and his goblin tongue was strong. He thrust and licked and tasted. She moaned and dared to buck a little against his face. He licked her to the edge of ecstasy, her cunt tightening with her pleasure, and then he grasped her hips and drew her roughly down.

“Ahhhh!” cried Reina, impaled upon the goblin’s straining cock. Its bumpy length pressed within her like no lovers ever had and she instinctively began to move atop him. She saw the glistening residue of her pleasure upon his lips and she leaned in to kiss him. Her tongue tasted her own nectar as her cunt gripped and massaged her master’s cock.

Damn him, she thought. Why does he have to be so appealing to me? A goblin farm boy? Why must his cock be so hard and feel so good inside me? When the time comes, I will have to kill him… but for now...

“Oh, gods,” she moaned, the pleasure tightening in her depths as she began to ride harder atop Fazbit’s cock.

Their pleasure surged in almost perfect unison. Reina’s tightening around Fazbit’s cock and his cock swelling and straining with his impending climax.

“Cum for me, please, master,” she moaned, her tits bouncing nearly against his face as she rode hard atop his cock.

“Not until I feel you cum, slave,” he groaned, his grasp tightening roughly on her bouncing bottom. He drew her down hard and impaled her upon his cock again and again. There was nothing Reina could do to escape the surging pleasure that suddenly gripped her. She wailed with ecstasy, throwing back her head and shamelessly cumming upon Fazbit’s cock.

The moment her inner walls began to grip him, her master let out a deep groan of pleasure and she felt his cock throbbing against her gripping cunny. The warm, slippery feel of his cum followed moments later. A heat that spread inside her and coated the pulsating piston of their pleasure. Her body moved atop him, her cunt gripping and squeezing until Fazbit finally grunted and said, “Enough!”

She dismounted from him dripping with his seed. But Reina felt at once that something was wrong. Not with their lust, but with their campsite.

“Someone is here!” She spun around, searching the darkness beyond the firelight.

“Our bag!” Fazbit reached behind the log and found nothing. “They’ve taken the bag and with it my fortune!”

Reina’s keen elf hearing detected rustling foliage moving away from them.

“There! They’re going that way!”

“Get them, Reina! Don’t let them escape with my inheritance!” Fazbit said, scrambling to his feet and trying to get his trousers back on.

Reina felt a surge of desire at being commanded to do what she did best. Not grovel and pleasure, but hunt and possibly kill. She grabbed her silver sword and drew it from its sheath, then set off in pursuit of the thief fleeing through the woods.

Reina moved swiftly and silently in a way no human could ever match. The night forest caressed her naked body. Her silver hair and sword sparkled beneath the moonlight. Her naked body was pale as a ghost.

She caught up to the human, still carrying Fazbit’s bag, and was surprised to find that it was a small, tomboyish redhead with a scar upon her face. The girl turned, drawing a dagger from her belt.

“Stay back, or I’ll carve your tits off, elfy,” said the woman, her smile hard and cold.

“A dagger against my sword?” Reina laughed haughtily and stepped in to attack.

“That’s right, goblin fucker. I’ll wager I’m better with my blade than you are with yours!”

“You wager your life carelessly then!” scoffed Reina, swinging her sword with a flourish as the two women circled.

But the thief was no fool. The dagger was only a lure as the woman brought up her other hand and fired a hand crossbow. The strings twanged and the bolt released as if in slow motion. Reina saw it coming straight for her heart. No time to dodge, but her sword was faster than her body anyway.

She brought her blade up in a deft slice, cleaving the bolt down the middle and sending the halves flying in two different directions. She followed through with a downward stroke that carved the crossbow from the woman’s wrist. Then kicked the redhead directly in the jaw.

“OOooffff!” The woman cried, tumbling over the large sack and onto the ground. She fumbled for her dropped dagger, but Reina kicked it away. The woman struggled to sit up and found herself staring up at the tip of Reina’s sword scarcely a finger’s width from her nose. “Alright, alright, you’ve got me. Now what?”

“I should take your head back to my master,” said Reina. Instead, she slung the bag over one shoulder and grabbed the woman by the nape of the neck.

Fazbit was waiting by the fire as Reina returned.

“Ah, you found our bag,” said Fazbit, smiling broadly. “Good job, Reina! And what’s this?”

Reina shoved the sullen redhead with the bruise on her chin down to her knees in front of Fazbit.

“This is the thief, master,” said Reina. “I will happily dispatch her if that is what you desire. I thought I should be certain first.”

“Mmmmm, yes,” said Fazbit, stroking his chin thoughtfully. “I suppose we can’t just let her go. But what should we do with her? I’ve never had to deal with a thief before.”
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To Serve and Punish

“Well done, Reina,” said Fazbit, looking over the dusky-skinned, compact woman. He took hold of her boyish red hair and yanked her head back to have a look at the scar on her face. “She seems like a tough little troublemaker.”

“Quick too,” said Reina. “She had this, master.”

Reina handed Fazbit the broken remains of the young thief’s hand crossbow. The thief hissed with amusement.

“So that’s it, is it?” The girl looked up with a sneer curling her lips. “Little-pricked goblin couldn’t get a proper woman so you bought yourself a piece of ass elf at some slave market? No woman would touch you otherwise, eh? How does that feel, elf? To belong to some scrawny greenskin like him?”

Reina felt a sudden flare of anger at the woman’s words. Strange that she would be so incensed by the thief insulting Fazbit. Her hand tightened on the grip of her silver sword, and she narrowly resisted the urge to strike the woman down.

“Mind your tongue or I’ll cut it out,” warned Reina.

Fazbit chuckled, tossing aside the broken pieces of the hand crossbow. He peered down at the girl and seemed to weigh his options.

“You are not a very nice girl,” he told her. “If we were not halfway to Thurn, I might put you on the auction block just to see your face when you get sold and collared.”

“Yeah? Try it, gobbo,” she said, jerking her head free of his hand. She spit onto the ground, her saliva flecked with a little blood from the blow Reina gave her earlier. “I’m not like your pet elf. I wouldn’t submit to being ruled by you or anyone else.”

“That sounds like a challenge,” chuckled Fazbit. “You know, I’ve read a book about being a slave master and there was an entire chapter on disobedient or unruly slaves. I have more than a few ideas about how to deal with a naughty young woman like you. It is still a long way to Thurn. We can take our time so that you can learn your place.”

“I won’t ever—”

“Get her to her feet, Reina, and keep her arms twisted behind her back,” instructed Fazbit, taking a step back.

Reina smiled with satisfaction as she grabbed the young thief off the ground and hauled her to her feet. The girl struggled for a moment, trying to bend her arms out of Reina’s grasp. Reina was stronger and quickly bent those arms behind the girl’s back. She twisted them upwards, and the girl cried out and her weight sagged forward. Reina pulled her back upright, keeping her arms under tension.

“What is your name?” demanded Fazbit.

“Not telling you,” said the redhead.

Fazbit gave Reina the slightest nod and the elf grinned cruelly as she twisted the thief’s arm upwards. The thief howled with pain and shouted defiance. One more twist and she yielded.

“Naomi!” she cried. “Naomi Petrov!”

“Fergothian?” asked Fazbit.

Reina applied the lightest pressure to the girl’s arm and she answered, “N-no! No! From Kodovek! I ain’t no barbarian!”

“Just a common cutpurse then,” said Fazbit.

He yanked Naomi’s trousers down with sudden force, stripping them down over her boots. The girl began to protest as he grabbed hold of her panties and Reina twisted her arm and made her cry out again. Fazbit tore her panties off, revealing her red-tufted cunt.

“Fuck you,” moaned Naomi. “I’ll never be—HNNNN!”

Reina twisted hard. The sassy thief sagged forward. Fazbit shoved Naomi’s panties into her mouth, using his thumb to make sure they were tamped in good and cutting a short length of rope to tie around her head and keep the gag in place. Naomi moaned in shame, her face red, her bottom and cunny bare, and a trickle of drool spilling down her chin.

“There, now we can have some peace,” chuckled Fazbit. He leaned closer to the thief’s face and Reina was surprised when his tongue reached out and tasted the drool dripping from the girl’s mouth. Naomi moaned in dismay as he licked again, grabbing hold of her smallish, pert breasts through her blouse and squeezing roughly. He glanced at Reina over Naomi’s shoulder. “Keep her on her feet. I’m going to have a look at her up close.”

He squeezed her soft, heaving mounds through her blouse and thumbed her straining buds until it seemed they might poke through the fabric. He ran his tongue over her nipples. He sucked them through her blouse for a moment before lowering himself to his knees. He ran his fingers between the girl’s slender thighs, brushing over the darker folds of her cunt. Spreading her until the pink was revealed. She moaned, glistening morning light. Trembling with fear.

He gently lifted one of the thief’s slender legs over his shoulder and pressed his face to her mound. Reina was surprised as her goblin master began to vigorously lick, finger, and suck the cunt of the thief. Naomi moaned into her gag, shaking with surprise. Reina could see the thief’s firm round buttocks clenching as Naomi began to thrust herself against the probing pleasure of Fazbit’s fingers and tongue. The girl’s moans into the gag grew louder. Her entire body began to tense.

“Yes, that’s right,” chuckled Fazbit, pumping two fingers into the thief’s tight little quim. “You want to cum, don’t you? Mmmmmm.” He sucked intently at her clit and she bucked desperately against his fingers. He pulled back suddenly. “No, I don’t think so. I can give you pleasure, but not just yet. Pain first.”

He stood and wiped his hand on the back of his sleeve.

“Reina, put the girl over your knee and spank her bottom,” said Fazbit. “Teach her that she belongs to me now.”

Reina had never done anything like that before, but she obeyed her master readily. She hauled the girl backwards to the stump of a tree and sat down upon the log. She pressed her legs together, knees high, and yanked the girl face down across her lap. Her hand went to the pale golden-brown of the girl’s ass. Caressing slowly, making her whimper into her gag. Reina raised her hand, ready to deliver the first blow, then stopped and looked to her master.

“How many strokes, master?”

“Mmmmm, say one for every gold coin she tried to steal,” said Fazbit. “That would be 28 gold coins.”

“One!” Reina’s hand dropped with swatting force, the first blow landing upon the thief’s firm buttocks and making them wobble. The girl moaned into her gag. Reina raised her hand from the girl’s cheeks and saw a reddening handprint already beginning to appear.

“Two!” Reina delivered another blow and another. “Three! Four!”

The thief’s whining grew louder and louder with every smack. Her golden bottom became red all over. Her tan anus clenched with each blow. Her pussy glistened with a pain-stoked trickle of her nectar.

“Ten! Eleven! Twelve!” Reina continued to rain down blows as Fazbit watched with seemingly only slight interest.

“Fifteen! Sixteen!” Reina’s arm was beginning to get tired as she spanked the girl again and again. She was keenly aware that the spanking was exciting her almost as much as it was the thief. Her core warmed and her cunt ached. “Seventeen! Eighteen! Nineteen!”

“Mmmmmmm!” Naomi wailed into her gag, drool dripping from her chin and tears, now streaming from her eyes, dripping from her cheeks.

“Twenty-two! Twenty—”

“Stop!” Fazbit interrupted, taking a firm hold of Reina’s slender elf wrist before she could land another blow. “Look at how she oozes with lust. Her cunt awash in her need. Show her some mercy, Reina. Stroke her with your fingers.” He pressed his lips to Reina’s ear and whispered to add, “But don’t let her cum.”

“Yes, master,” replied Reina and she pushed her hand between Naomi’s slender thighs from behind. She began to massage the girl’s dewy slit, rubbing her folds until she found the little pearl of Naomi’s clit. She massaged that with growing intensity and rubbed her thumb into the crack of the girl’s ass. Naomi began to moan into the gag and jerk her hips intermittently. Those jerks became a steady rhythm as the thief began to chase her pleasure. Reina let her approach the precipice of ecstasy and then, cruelly, withdrew her hand.

“Perfect,” chuckled Fazbit, taking down his pants and freeing his stiff cock. He stepped towards Reina, and she thought certain he was going to fuck the thief. Instead, he shoved Naomi off Reina’s lap and pushed a passionate, heated kiss to Reina’s lips. The elf yielded gratefully to her master’s embrace as he guided her off the stump and onto the ground beside the thief.

Naomi had no choice but to watch, her arms bound, and her bare, reddened ass raised as she knelt face down on the ground.

“Let her see the pleasure I can grant her, if she behaves and obeys like you, Reina,” murmured Fazbit between fiery kisses.

“Yes, of course, master,” gasped Reina, her feet in the air as Fazbit forcefully thrust forward and filled her tight, slick cunt with his hardness.

They fucked scarcely inches from the bound thief, Fazbit taking Reina with intense, forceful strokes that sent pleasure rippling through to her core. Reina’s bare breasts bounced and heaved with each thrust. Fazbit leaned in to tongue her straining nipples. A lick that turned to more hungry kisses as his thrusts intensified.

Reina understood that she was just a prop being used to teach Naomi a lesson, but that did not bother her. Naomi stared at Reina as Fazbit hammered his cock faster and faster into Reina’s clutching elf cunt.

“Ohhh master, yes!” Reina cried, feeling her cunt tightening around Fazbit’s thick, thrusting cock. His bollocks beat against her asshole with every stroke of his cock. His hot kiss devoured her lips.

“Cum for me, sweet elf,” growled Fazbit. “Show her the pleasure a goblin can bestow!”

“Ahhhhhh! Thank you, master! Ahhhh! Yessss!” To surrender to such demonstrative pleasure was a strange thing for Reina. She held Fazbit close, her legs wrapping around him and drawing his cock deeper as she was caught by waves of ecstasy. “Cumming! Oh, yes, master! I’m cummmmmmming!”

She threw her head back and Fazbit kissed and sucked at her slender neck, tasting the supple skin of Reina’s throat as she caught his cock in the grip of her pleasure. Wave after squeezing wave of spasms stroking him as he thrust deep into her. She was slightly disappointed that he did not cum with her, but that was only an afterthought.

Fazbit left Reina gasping, departing from above her with a final kiss upon her trembling lips. His hard cock slipped free of her glistening pink cunt, and she moaned at the emptiness she felt.

Fazbit knelt beside Naomi and yanked her upright by her wrists. He began to fondle her breasts and pinch her nipples still straining through her blouse. His other hand went to her cunt and he teased her clit with his fingertips. Naomi’s hips jerked and she screamed into her gag. He pressed his lips to one of Naomi’s ears and whispered, “Now, will you be a good girl if I remove your gag?”

Naomi nodded vigorously.

“Careful, master,” warned Reina, sitting up beside him.

“Quiet,” scolded Fazbit. “I know what I am doing with the girl.”

He untied Naomi’s gag and the thief let out a desperate gasp. “You bastard. Fuuuuuck. Please…. Please let me fucking cum. I need to cum, you goblin prick.”

“Good enough,” said Fazbit with a shrug. “But first you are going to need to do something for me to prove you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Anything,” gasped Naomi, looking at him with anger blazing in her eyes.

Fazbit rose to his feet and gestured for Reina to untie the thief. She did so and held Naomi kneeling upright with her arms twisted behind her back. Fazbit curled his fingers into Naomi’s mussed, sweat-damp red hair and he thrust his glistening cock into her mouth. She gurgled and her brow furrowed. She gagged once. Twice. And then he began fucking her face and forcing his cock down her throat.

Reina reached around the girl to play with her breasts through her blouse, always keeping one hand on Reina to hold her tightly for Fazbit. She let go of Naomi’s tortured tits and slid her hand down Naomi’s crack, massaging her asshole before curling lower to finger her hot cunt. Naomi gurgled and moaned, but there was no escape from Fazbit’s rough facefucking.

Fazbit intensified his thrusts until his balls were slapping wetly against Naomi’s chin and his cock was bulging the young thief’s throat with every stroke. He pulled out suddenly, his cock trailing strands of mucus to Naomi’s lips. The thief gasped and choked and looked up at him through her tears.

“Let go of her, Reina,” commanded Fazbit, stepping back as Naomi fell forward onto her face, sputtering, her firm ass in the air.

Reina stepped back as Naomi flopped over onto her side. Fazbit rolled the thief over onto her back and, with the ferocious intensity of a man who has been edging, he thrust between her Naomi’s slender thighs. Reina watched with jealous fascination as her master plunged his cock in and out of Naomi’s cunt. The thief embraced him and kissed him, forced by pleasure to act as his lover.

Their moaning and thrusting intensified and Reina watched with rapt attention as the thief cried out and arched beneath Fazbit. He buried his cock in her slick cunt and Reina could see the pulsing of his root leading to his tight bollocks. His cum pumped into Naomi as his strokes became slow and intense. A rim of frothing cum spilled out of Naomi’s cuntlips. It trickled down the tan wrinkle of her anus and into the grass.

Fazbit rolled off Naomi with a lewd slurp of his cock and a sudden, squeezed gush of his seed from the depths of the thief’s flooded cunny. They lay there gasping, collecting themselves for several seconds and breathing quite heavily as they recovered. Naomi whimpered softly and slid a hand into her blouse between her pert breasts.

Reina saw her take out the small, glass bulb a moment before Naomi smashed it onto the ground. A stinging cloud of smoke burst forth, burning Reina’s eyes and mouth and obscuring her vision for several paces in every direction. Reina’s heightened elf senses only exaggerated the effects of the smoke bomb, causing her nose and eyes to pour with mucus.

“Damned bitch!” cried Reina, choking and scrambling to her feet. She staggered out of the cloud and fumbled for her sword. She saw a shape emerging from the smoke and almost struck, but it was Fazbit. He was coughing as he sagged forward and into Reina’s arms.

“That was a dirty trick,” he laughed, despite his watering and coughing.

“She’s gone,” snarled Reina. “Let me go after her again, master. I’ll bring you back her scalp!”

“No, that would be more trouble than it’s worth,” he said, surveying the camp as the smoke began to clear. “She didn’t take the gold this time and she’s already been punished.”

“Not enough,” growled Reina.

Fazbit put a calming hand in the small of her back.

“If we ever meet her again, we can see about bringing Naomi Petrov to justice. In the meantime, we should continue our journey to Thurn. Hopefully avoiding any further interruptions.”

“Yes, of course, master,” said Reina, wiping the tears from her eyes as she began to gather their packs.
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Wagered in the City

Reina bowed her head as the cobbled towers of Thurn rose around them, casting shadows across the bustling streets as though the city were some primeval woods. The smells and sounds of a human city put Reina on edge. So loud and chaotic. Every doorway or alleyway could conceal danger. Every crowd of onlookers, staring at her nearly naked body and the way she was being led by Fazbit, murmured with surprise. The prejudiced humans marveled and joked about a comely elf slut being enslaved by some scrawny goblin like Fazbit. Reina found herself strangely more angered by the insult towards Fazbit than the lecherous comments about her elf body.

“Keep your hand off your sword,” murmured Fazbit, perhaps sensing her agitation. “We don’t want trouble in the city.”

“Yes, master,” whispered Reina.

“They are jealous of me. Do you not feel it?” He glanced back at her over his shoulder with a boyish smirk on his face. “They wonder how a mere goblin can control a force of nature like the Silver Swordswoman. They see the sword on your lovely hip and wonder if maybe you are my master, and I am your slave.”

He stopped and turned to her.

“Master?” She looked at him curiously.

Fazbit reached around her head, threading his fingers into her hair as he pulled her closer and planted a deep kiss upon her lips. The onlookers hissed and groaned, scandalized by the sight of the scrawny goblin forcing the beautiful elf’s head downward for a kiss. His lips met hers so deeply and so possessively. Fazbit took his time, playing his tongue against Reina’s and awakening the fire of lust within her core before at last pulling his lips away. He smiled, then turned back to the road ahead and gave her leash a little tug.

“That was cruel,” whispered Reina.

“Why is that?” asked Fazbit.

She did not answer him but could feel the faint dampness of her cunt gathering within the loincloth she wore. She tried not to think how badly – how shamefully – she craved the young goblin’s further touch and his stiff, satisfying cock.

She kept her head down, doing her best to ignore the lewd comments about her shapely body on almost full display as she walked along behind Fazbit. The shadow of the arena loomed above them. It was a dark thing, surrounded by slums and plastered with handbills for various fighters and live shows. The artworks depicted women battling women or being taken by various creatures ranging from orcs to beasts. The words scrawled upon the handbills promised obscene displays and taboo punishments for defeated female gladiators.

“This place is vile, master,” murmured Reina.

“Yes, it is, but this is why the slave market flourishes in Thurn,” said Fazbit, gesturing to a street lined with slave stalls and shops selling servants, warriors, and bed slaves. Fazbit gave Reina’s leash a slight tug and pulled towards the street of slave traders. “The humans pretend to be above slave taking, but they have no qualm about slave dealing. Even trading their own kind to orcs or goblins like me.”

They had hardly passed the first of the stalls when a grotesquely fat man wearing a velvet robe stepped out into their path. He was pallid, tall, even though hunched, and with fat fingers covered in rings.

A shapely, dark-haired beauty walked beside him. Her eyes were shadowed by the habit she wore over her head, but the rest of her body was barely covered by the molded and overflowing cups of a half-cuirass and a revealing armored thong to match. Her body was toned and youthful.

“Tell me, goblin, how do you come to lead an elf on a leash like your pet dog?” The man wiggled his fat fingers. “Ah, forgive me, before you answer. I am Krask! Purveyor of the finest battle slaves in all of Thurn. I see you let your elf slave carry her sword. She must be good with it.”

“She is,” said Fazbit. He slowly extended his hand. “I am Fazbit and this is Reina. She was indebted to my village, and I had the coin to win her at auction.”

“An elf indebted to a goblin village?” Krask raised a thick eyebrow.

“No, my family lived among the humans,” said Fazbit. “She serves me and is not for sale.”

“A pity then,” said Krask, looking Reina over with beady, piggish eyes and wetting his lips. 
Ah… this is Drin, one of my latest acquisitions.” He pulled back the girl’s hood, revealing her pale green eyes and dark brows. Her dark hair was pulled back in a topknot. She was lovely but cowed in a way that Reina only feigned. “Drin is an oathsworn Sister of Steel. I saved her young brother from being sold to the salt mines and sent him to a school for boys. She has repaid me with her life debt as a sister. Mmmmm and you repay me twice weekly in the arena and every night in my bed, don’t you?”

He reached out and groped Drin’s firm, round buttocks. His piggish gaze met Reina’s as he opened the back of Drin’s cuirass and allowed the molded armor to drop to the ground and reveal the plump softness of the young woman’s breasts.

“You can feel them if you’d like, Fazbit,” said Krask. “Go on. She won’t mind.”

Fazbit very gently stroked Drin’s breasts. Reina could see that the caress of her master was polite rather than overtly sexual. He withdrew his hands quickly.

“She is very beautiful, Krask,” he said. “We should be on our—”

“A demonstration, first,” said Krask. “The life debt of an oathsworn sister is absolute. She can and must do whatever I tell her. Watch the power I hold over her.” He raised his voice and harshly commanded, “Drin, remove your thong and get down on your knees. Show me that lovely pink rosebud, so tight and warm.”

Reina could not miss the shudder of hatred on the young woman’s face as Drin unclasped her armored thong, baring her firm buttocks and her shaved cunt. She went down to her knees, then forward so that her face was in the dirt as she reached back and spread the globes of her buttocks. Her tight, puckered anus was exposed for all to see.

Krask wasted no time. He parted his velvet robe and bared the thick red pillar of his cock. Larger than Reina had expected from such a fat man. He stroked his length and spit obscenely into Drin’s crack. She flinched and whimpered, her asshole twitching as it dripped with Krask’s saliva.

“Please, master, let me cut him down,” whispered Reina, her fury growing by the moment.

“No,” said Fazbit calmly. “But this is not over.”

It most certainly was not over, for Reina and Fazbit stood and did nothing as the young human slave sister was sodomized by Krask. He wheezed and thrust his cock to the hilt in her clenching pucker. His fat, robed body seemed to engulf her as he leaned over and plundered her backdoor with intense, deep strokes. Passersby barely glanced at the scene, perhaps used to such obscenity in the slave district.

“That’s right, tell them who you belong to, girl,” Krask grunted, his fat hands squeezing Drin’s hips.

“Master Krask,” she gasped. “I belong… I owe you my life debt.”

“Yes, you do,” he wheezed, thrusting faster. “You owe me… ahhhh… everything! Turn and receive your reward!”

She turned and held her mouth open as Krask stood above her, stroking his slimy cock. After a moment, he grunted and his seed spewed out in glistening strands, splashing Drin’s upturned face and into her open mouth. He grabbed her topknot and thrust his cock into her mouth, forcing her to suck him clean.

“That, my dear goblin, is how a man trains his slave,” wheezed Krask, groaning as he forced Drin to suck him clean. “If you were to sell me your elf girl, I could have her trained like this in a single day. Oh, yes, and she would be a prize champion.”

“I will not sell her,” said Fazbit. “But I would be willing to make a wager with you. Your girl is a fighter, yes?”

“Of course,” said Krask, his eyes sparkling with mercenary delight. He pulled his cock free of Drin’s lips trailing saliva and tucked it back into his robes. “Drin is top ranked in Thurn for her weight class.”

“Which looks to be the same weight class as Reina here,” said Fazbit, caressing Reina’s hip. “My wager is simple and straightforward. A sanctioned fight in the arena between our slaves. First to yield loses. The winner keeps both slaves.”

“Ah! But your girl is well known for that silver sword,” said Krask.

“Then she will fight with a wooden sword,” said Fazbit.

“Master, are you certain this is wise? I do not know this girl, but the Sisters of Steel are raised as warrior women. She has been trained as a fighter her entire life.”

“Look at her, Reina, she is not even 20 years yet,” said Fazbit. “I trust that you will triumph.”

“Then it is settled,” said Krask. “I will arrange the fight for three hours. We will settle this wager in the training arena.”

He brushed past Fazbit with Drin following behind him. As Drin passed Reina, the beautiful, dark-haired warrior woman whispered, “I will not lose to you, elf.”

“That’s foolish, girl,” replied Reina as Drin walked away.

The Fight and the Aftermath

Reina was right to be wary of her master’s foolhardy wager. This Drin woman was highly skilled with her blade and relentless on the attack. She swung again and again, driving Reina back across the small training arena. The crowd pressed closer, cheering and making lewd comments. Reina deflected each swing of Drin’s sword, but the steel of the woman’s blade was chipping away at the edge of Reina’s wooden weapon.

“Why not yield now, before she hurts you?” shouted Krask from the far wall of the arena. “I don’t want my new elf slave to be missing any fingers. Or one of those ears.”

As if responding to her master, Drin struck for Reina’s left ear and nearly took it off. Reina deflected the blow downward and felt the edge of Drin’s blade slice her shoulder. The wound wasn’t deep, but it was another distraction. She felt hot blood dripping down her arm.

Reina knew that she could not allow the human to wear her down any further. She sheathed her wooden sword and struck the pose of a Trirani fighting monk. The elegant motion of her arms and legs revealed her strength and toned physique.

“Your elf tricks are not a match for human steel,” warned Drin, advancing and preparing to strike Reina down.

“Do not disfigure her, Drin!” shouted Krask, wiggling his ringed fingers with delight.

Reina was ready for the woman. She drew the wooden sword in a flash and struck Drin across her upper chest just below her throat. The flat of the blade hit with enough force to knock the young woman back two steps. She gasped, breathless for a moment, and Reina delivered a low, spinning kick that toppled Drin to her back. Reina leaped atop the woman, her knees pinning Drin’s arms as she pressed the chipped edge of her sword to Drin’s throat.

“Wood isn’t very sharp, but I would wager I can still open your throat with it,” said Reina. “Do you yield?”

Drin’s green eyes blazed with anger, but she nodded slightly. Reina rolled from atop her and stood. She offered Drin a hand up.

“It is decided,” said Fazbit, stepping forward. The official from the arena agreed that Reina had won.

Krask objected of course, but Fazbit was resolute, and the crowd was on his side. Krask, cursing bitterly, waddled from the arena. Beaten and now without his prize slave.

They found an inn called The Unlucky Pig, which seemed appropriate, and Fazbit paid for a large and comfortable room on the third floor. He tended to Reina’s wounded shoulder, smiling with satisfaction as he caressed Reina’s hips and kissed the soft swell of her breasts.

“Oh, master,” moaned Reina, stroking his hair. “Please, will you reward me tonight?”

“Of course,” said Fazbit. He glanced over at Drin who was sitting sullenly on a divan across from the bed. “Let our new companion watch how I satisfy my slave.”

Fazbit crushed a heated kiss to Reina’s lips, and she melted into his eager embrace. Her hands roamed his body and helped him to undress as he kissed her and thrust his hot tongue into her mouth. The shameful thought that she would so easily acclimate to kissing a goblin only entered her mind for a moment before being smothered by the hot, lusty reality of that kiss.

Drin watched, curious, but still wary as Reina positioned herself on her hands and knees and raised her hips. Reina felt a pang of pity for her, but her focus was soon consumed by her master's hardness pushing against her entrance.

“Fuck me, master, please,” she moaned, looking back at him as he knelt behind her.

“Of course,” he chuckled. With a single, deep thrust, he impaled her, eliciting a hot, hissing gasp of pleasure. Drin’s eyes widened at the sight as Fazbit began to fuck Reina with deep, intense strokes. Reina rocked forward with every thrust, her bare breasts beginning to swing and her firm bottom clapped by Fazbit’s hips.

Each thrust from her master – each drag of his bumpy green shaft - drove Reina closer to the edge of pleasure. She did not have a long distance to travel to that edge. Her encounter with Drin in the arena had left her in a highly excited state.

“Ohhhh, master, I’m so close,” she called, tossing her silvery white hair.

“Then cum for me, Reina,” he hissed, leaning over her to nibble at her ear. “I want to feel you cum upon my cock.”

“Ahhhhh! Yes, master!” She cried with ecstasy, throwing her firm bottom back against him and gripping his cock in the tight, silky walls of her cunt. Her pleasure burst from deep within her core and pulsated from her clit as it was rubbed by the bumps of Fazbit’s cock and was spanked by his tightening bollocks.

With a groan of his own ecstasy, her master unleashed his seed within Reina’s heated cove. She felt the pulsing pump of his hot, oily goblin cum bursting within her and flooding her elf womb. The hot trickles of it flowed down her thighs and dripped from her tender folds onto the bed beneath her.

She looked up and realized that Drin was touching herself. The human, caught, drew her hand away from her bare cunt and brought her knees together.

“I think she enjoyed our performance,” said Fazbit, unsheathing his cock from Reina’s creamy cunt. “Go and show her how much fun we have together, Reina. Go on. Warm her up for me.”

“Mmmmm, yes, master,” purred Reina. She crawled over to Drin, her pussy dripping with Fazbit’s seed the whole way. She gently parted Drin’s knees and crawled between her creamy thighs. Those folds so delicate and peachy pink, already parted from Drin’s fingers. Reina breathed that rich scent of desire. She leaned closer, licking slowly along the length of the human’s cunt. Tasting the sweet, salty flavor of her lust.

“Ohhhhh, goddess,” moaned Drin as Reina pushed her legs back and wide, tonguing Drin’s hot cunt and the tight little pucker of her anus. Drin moaned, cradling Reina’s head, seeming to lose herself to the pleasure of Reina’s deft tongue.

Fazbit could not resist the sight of their pleasures. He walked over to them, stroking Reina’s hips as he stood beside the divan and presented his stiffening cock to Drin. She wrapped one hand around it. Stroked it. And then began to suck it as Reina continued to slurp and tongue Drin’s cunt.

Soon enough, the three were on the bed, with Drin on her back with her legs spread wide and Fazbit atop her, thrusting into the hot, clutching depths of a cunt that had never truly been satisfied by a man. Reina knelt beside them, offering her soft, smothering breasts to Drin to lick and suck and caress. She moaned and squirmed as she watched Fazbit’s cock piston in and out of Drin.

“Oh, master, is she going to make you cum?” gasped Reina, watching with lusty fascination as her goblin master’s thrusts accelerated.

“Her cunt is a boiling stewpot,” rasped Fazbit, his head lolling as he pounded into Drin with complete abandon. “I must be careful… or my seed might make her overflowwwwW! AAHH!”

“Yesssss, oh, fill her well, master,” cried Reina, cradling Drin’s head to her breasts as Fazbit emptied his lust into Drin’s spasming cunt. His shuddering thrusts intensified as he gushed inside her with each stroke. His green skin glistened with sweat. His head was thrown back in a wordless squawk.

Fazbit emptied his bollocks into the luscious human and in the aftermath the three sprawled together on the bed, sweaty and breathless. Reina looked up at the ceiling of the luxurious room and wondered how this new arrangement would change her relationship with her master.
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The Escape Attempt

It was the dead of night when Reina awoke to the softest creak of the floorboards. She listened and heard the lightest scuff of bare feet against the rug beside the fire. She reached for her sword as she slowly turned to face the source of the noise.

She could see a figure silhouetted by the dying embers of the fire. A shapely, toned body, nude, but bending to collect a dressing robe draped over the back of a chair. She squinted and her elf eyesight revealed Drin, naked beneath a flowing robe, moving towards the door to make her escape.

Reina was on her feet in an instant and moved silently across the room with the speed of a stalking cat. As Drin’s hand grasped the handle of the door, Reina slipped her sword around the woman and brought the blade up against her throat.

“Going somewhere?” hissed Reina, grasping the woman’s dark topknot of hair and yanking her head back to further expose her throat to the blade. “My master freed you from that disgusting ogre and granted you an evening of pleasure and this is the gratitude you show him? What happened to your life debt?”

“My… my loyalties are not so easily won,” gasped Drin, her eyes rolling to look down at the sword pressed to her throat. “A life debt cannot be transferred in some wager. Krask lied to you.”

Reina growled and lowered the sword. She released the woman’s tail of hair and stepped back enough to let Drin turn to face her.

“If what you say is true, then you still belong to Krask. You are not free to come and go as you please.” Reina’s silvery blue eyes flashed with annoyance. “Do you intend to return to that miserable pig of a man?”

“I… I am oathsworn… but…”

Drin bit her lower lip uncertainly. Reina’s lips curled into a cruel smile. So, this girl was merely trying to escape, and her self-righteous excuse of a life debt was a mere justification for this betrayal.

Reina set her sword aside and grasped the young woman firmly by the shoulders. She pushed Drin until her back was against the door and the woman was wide-eyed and fearful. Reina stole a kiss from Drin’s lips. Another. She let one hand follow the curve of Drin’s hip over the warrior woman’s firm abdomen to the mound of her cunt exposed beneath the robes. She played her fingers over Drin’s shorn slit, caressing her folds as she pressed kisses to one side of Drin’s neck.

“You should give Fazbit a chance,” purred Reina, sucking at Drin’s earlobe and letting her fingers massage the soft furrow of Drin’s cunt. “You will not find a gentler master in this cruel city.”

“But… but my life debt,” gasped Drin, betraying her pleasure as she cocked her hips forward and rode her cunny against Reina’s fingers.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Reina, beginning to fiddle the straining pearl of Drin’s clit. “Your life debt is a matter for your sisterhood. By the laws of Thurn and by the king, such a wager was fair and decisive.”

“Ohhhhh,” gasped Drin, tilting her head back and shuddering with pleasure as Reina stroked her clit faster. “But… but my debt… is at the root of… of who I am. Who I have been since… aahhMMMMMPHMM!”

Reina silenced Drin’s cry of pleasure with a smothering kiss. She stroked the young warrior’s cunt with deft thrusts of her fingers, driving her over the edge until Drin was shaking and whimpering against Reina’s lips. A lock of dark, sweat-damp hair hung in the young warrior’s face. She looked at Reina with wide eyes, guileless and confused, her pert breasts exposed beneath the parted robe and shuddering with aftershocks of her orgasm.

“You know what you must do now,” growled Reina, once more taking hold of Drin’s topknot.

“W-what’s that?” asked the warrior.

Reina shoved Drin to her knees with a soft thump and took a wide stance. She thrust her cunt forward shamelessly, brushing her neat thatch and hot cunny against Drin’s lips, chin, and nose. Drin moaned and looked up at Reina.

“Lick me,” commanded Reina. “Don’t pretend like you do not know what to do with… ahhhhhh… there we go. Don’t be shy about it, girl. Suck. Just there. That’s it.”

Reina smiled and held Drin by her topknot, watching the human surrender to the idea of abandoning her escape to tongue Reina’s cunny. Drin’s eyes grew lidded as she sucked and licked at Reina’s delicate elf cunt. She knew the human could taste the residue of the pleasures they shared with Fazbit and that only heightened Reina’s enjoyment.

“You taste him, yes? That’s right. Get your tongue deep. That is your new master’s precious seed. Savor it with each… ohhhhhh… each lick of your tongue. Mmmmmm! Good girl. Ohhhh yesssss… suck his seed from my depths. That sweet goblin cum. Mmmm. Perhaps you are learning. Ahhhh.”

Reina rocked her hips to the rhythm of her pleasure, chasing her climax as the girl licked and sucked at her in the low moonlight through the shaded windows. Her pleasure built with each lash of Drin’s tongue. Each suck upon her clit. Reina’s breath came in a quivering exhalation as she stifled a cry and came upon the human’s eager tongue. Her juices, mingled with Fazbit’s, flowed out with each spasm of ecstasy, spilling into the mouth of the human. Drin did not protest. She sucked eagerly and her tongue thrust deep.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Drin, still tonguing at Reina’s clit.

But Reina was no longer enjoying the lashes of that tongue. At the peak of her pleasure, she heard something in the hall just outside the door. Something else on the balcony. She yanked Drin’s head away from her cunt. The girl looked up with confusion and Reina brought a finger to the girl’s lips to silence her. 

Reina slowly reached one hand for her sword. Before her fingers could touch the grip, the door and window burst inward. Glass crashed onto the floor and Drin was knocked aside by two burly, hooded men storming in through the door. A moment later, two more came in through the balcony window. They had maces and short swords and were clearly killers.

“Get the girls,” said one man. “Kill the gobbo.”

The swing of a mace sailed just over Reina’s head as she ducked and rolled and brought a fist up and into the groin of her attacker. The man grunted and staggered back, giving Reina space to go for her sword. She brought her weapon up just in time to deflect another swing of the enraged man’s mace.

“I’ll knock your brains out, bitch,” snarled the man. He looked over at Drin and shouted. “Help us, you stupid slut! Your master commands it!”

Reina resisted the urge to taunt the thug. She inverted her grip and drove her blade up and into the man’s brain through his throat. He sagged onto the sword, gurgling as Reina caught him on her shoulder and shoved him away. She turned to see the two men armed with swords going for Fazbit.

“Master! Wake up!”

“Mmmmm?” Fazbit, drunk and deep in sleep, barely stirred as the killers raised their swords to strike him dead.

The dead man’s mace suddenly flew across the room, catching one man in the temple and dropping him backwards with a loud thump. His comrade spun to face his attacker and found Drin, weaponless, but coming towards him with her fists up.

The other man with a mace tried to club Drin in the back, but Reina was moving by that point. She slashed her sword down the man’s back and dropped him to his knees. He cried out, blood soaking through his tunic as Reina kicked him aside and leapt to Drin’s defense. She arrived just in time to block the short sword of the killer. The man had given up any pretense of capturing the women. He was fighting for his life and looked desperate as he realized the odds were no longer in his favor.

“Krask didn’t pay me enough for this job,” he shouted, tossing his blade at Reina’s feet. He ran and jumped out the window, landing with a loud thump in the street outside. Reina stepped gingerly around the broken glass and stood on the balcony. The man’s neck was twisted, and a puddle of blood was spreading out from his smashed skull.

The final survivor, the man that had been struck by the mace, lifted his head and clasped his hands in prayer.

“Please, miss, I ain’t done nothin’. I was just told to come here and snatch you two runaways.”

“We’re not runaways,” said Drin. “Krask traded me to Master Fazbit in a wager. Now get out of here before the elf slices off your head.”

The man looked at his comrades and fled from the room in terror. Reina watched him go and then fixed Drin with a probing stare.

“Still want to go back to Krask?” she asked.

“You saw which master I chose,” replied Drin.

“Hmmm? Chose a master? What happened?” Fazbit sat up in bed, yawned, stretched, and froze as he saw the two dead bodies. “What is going on here, Reina?”

Reina told him what had transpired but omitted the fact that Drin had been attempting to escape. She left it to the young warrior to explain herself.

“You should let me deal with Krask for doing this,” said Reina.

“Mmmm, perhaps,” said Fazbit, still sitting in the bed. “I guess this does deserve a proper answer. What do you think, Drin?”

Before Drin could answer him, Reina jabbed the young warrior in the side with an elbow.

“Drin has something else to tell you, master,” said Reina.

Drin cried out in despair as she dropped to her knees beside the bed. “Please, master, forgive me! I was a fool! I was trying to escape! I thought… thought…”

“She realized the error of her ways,” said Reina. “She helped me fend off these assassins who were trying to take her back to Krask.”

“Hmmmm. Yes, I see.” Fazbit rose from the bed, standing naked without shame in their presence. “Before we deal with Krask, we need to be sure Drin can be trusted. Reina, tie her to the bed.”

“Tie me?” Drin looked from Fazbit to Reina with confusion, then resignation. “Yes, master.”

Reina put her skills with ropes to good use, trussing Drin to the bed in a way that left her arms and legs spread wide and her firm, young body quivering with fearful anticipation. Fazbit stood over her, admiring her work.

“Yes, I think I shall devour this morsel you have set out on my table,” said Fazbit. “Give her a kiss while I do, Reina. We will show her the limits of pleasure.”

“Yes, master,” said Reina, climbing onto the bed beside Drin.

Fazbit climbed between Drin’s trembling thighs and began to caress and lick the bare mound of Drin’s cunt. His enthusiasm was undimmed, but his technique was improving. His green fingers probed Drin’s tight cove and he found her clit and sucked it with downright sapphic skill. Reina tormented the young warrior’s soft breasts and stiff, pink nipples. Pinching, rolling, and gently plucking at those sensitive buds as Fazbit continued to lick and suck.

Reina leaned her lips down to Drin and quieted her soft gasps and moans of pleasure. She could feel the woman’s tension building as her ecstasy threatened to explode. But she was Fazbit’s accomplice in tormenting poor Drin. They drove her to the brink and then withheld the last ecstasy of her climax. They stopped licking, stopped kissing and pinching, and they watched as she whimpered and strained against the ropes.

This pattern of pleasuring her and then denying her release was repeated several times until Drin was drenched in sweat and began to plead, “I renounce my sisterhood. I swear a new oath. Please, master Fazbit. I swear to you, I will obey you and serve you with my life. Just… just please, let me cum!!”

“What do you think, Reina? Is that sufficient?” Fazbit looked up from between Drin’s glistening, trembling thighs.

“Mmmmm, I think she means it, master,” said Reina, running her fingers over the reddened buds of Drin’s nipples. She leaned down, circling one nipple with her tongue as she pinched and played with the other. She gave Drin’s breast a good, hard suck and the warrior wailed with need and thrust her hips, desperate for release.

“Very well,” said Fazbit. “I will give you the reward you deserve.”

Fazbit did not untie Drin from the bed. Instead, he rose between the thick thighs of the warrior woman and grasped the root of his stiff cock. He rubbed it at Drin’s entrance, making her whimper and moan. Reina continued to lick and suck Drin’s straining nipples, heightening her pleasure with the torture of her tongue.

“Please, master, fuck me,” cried Drin. “Oh, I need your cock. Fill me with it! AHHHHH!”

She cried out with relief as Fazbit thrust forward, hilting his bumpy hardness in the snug depths of Drin’s cunt. He took her with deep, confident strokes, smiling as he watched Reina pleasure Drin’s soft, shuddering breasts. His bollocks slapped against Drin’s ass with each thrust.

“Is this what you craved?” he teased, drawing back slowly and then slamming in fast and deep.

“OOHhhhh! Yes, master! Plunder me with your mighty cock! It’s so much bigger and better than that  awful Kr—”

“Do not even speak his name,” hissed Reina, pinching hard at Drin’s nipples.

“AHHHH!” Drin wailed with a mixture of pleasure and pain, her body twisting against the ropes and her cunt convulsing around Fazbit’s thick cock.

Fazbit’s thrusts intensified. His breath growing heavier as he sought his own release. He kicked the ropes from the bed post and freed Drin’s ankles so that he could fold her legs back and thrust even deeper into her pussy.

“Prepare… prepare for your master’s… cummmm!” He roared with uncharacteristic fury, burying his length deep in Drin’s fluttering cunt and unleashing his load. His cock pulsed again and again, pumping his seed into Drin’s depths and driving her over the edge with him.

Reina felt the pleasure tightening and releasing in Drin’s muscles as the young warrior screamed with ecstasy. Spurt after spurt of Fazbit’s cum poured into Drin’s pussy, overflowing her folds and trickling down her ass to spill out onto the bed. Reina pinched hard at Drin’s nipples, making Drin’s scream of pleasure go an octave higher as pain added to the intensity of the young warrior’s climax.

Drin finally relaxed back onto the bed, gasping as Fazbit lay heavily atop her. He kissed her, his tongue moving slowly into her mouth, swirling languidly. Reina leaned in and kissed them both, adding her tongue to the swirling mix, moaning with them and caressing Fazbit’s lean, sweat damp back.

Afterwards, after Drin had been freed from her bonds, Reina and Drin knelt before Fazbit as he stood and looked down at their naked bodies.

“My lovely slaves,” he said, cradling both of their heads. “I am glad we could cement our pact with one another, a master to his slaves, but the time has come for us to deal with a pressing matter. How are we to punish Krask for his treachery?”

Reina smiled as she nuzzled her face against her master’s bollocks and began to gently suck. She had several ideas of how to make that scheming pig suffer for trying to kill her master.
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Treachery Repaid

It was Reina’s plan. The elf swordswoman did not like relinquishing her silver blade yet again, but she trusted Fazbit to recover it for her. He pulled on the clothing and hooded cloak of the smallest of the thugs sent to recover Drin and stuffed her sword and scabbard into a rucksack. He darkened his face with blood to cover his green skin and further disguise his identity. There was certainly enough blood lying about after the foolish attempt by the thugs.

Reina had asked Drin to tie her wrists behind her back. Fazbit looked at her and shook his head.

“Not good enough,” he said, fetching a much longer piece of rope. “An elf like you needs to be properly restrained. Here. Let me show you. Slave ties. I read about these in my book.”

He nudged Drin out of the way and wet to work on Reina, tying her up with rope in a way that bound her pert breasts, threaded between her legs, and trussed her arms and wrists tightly behind her back. She was completely exposed, other than the parts of her naked body covered by the tight ropes. The friction of the slightest movement sent hot, rubbing pulses of pleasure through her body.

“There,” said Fazbit and he gave Reina’s firm rump a loud smack.

“What was that for?” she demanded.

“To prove you’ve been properly punished,” he said, and gave her butt a few more wallops. Then he collected a cloak from one of the fallen thugs and draped it over Reina’s body. Not to protect her modesty, just to keep from drawing too much attention as they moved through the city.

“What about her?” sulked Reina, glancing over at Drin. The shapely, dark-haired beauty was chewing her lip nervously as she looked at the thugs still sprawled on the floor.

“It wouldn’t do to tie her up,” said Fazbit. “Oh, don’t look at me like that, Reina. It was your own plan. She is pretending to still be loyal to Krask. Why would I tie her up?”

“You’d better not be loyal to that pig,” said Reina.

“I hate him more than you can know,” said Drin, a flash of fierce anger in her eyes. “He’s dominated me for years and done unspeakable things to me. I have no qualms about playing my part in your plan.”

Reina was surprised to find herself trusting the oathsworn slave girl. Her expression softened and she gave Drin as much of a nod as the ropes binding her would permit.

“Get yer ass movin’,” growled Fazbit, imitating a lowborn thug. “Before I ‘ave to wallop you again, elfy.”

They might have attracted a lot of attention back in the village, but in the slave trading city of Thurn, a bound elf marching through the streets only drew idle curiosity. A few glances from slave traders and passersby and one interested stare from a pleasure peddler no doubt imagining how much money Reina’s body could make for him.

“Eyes front,” snapped Fazbit, keeping one hand clamped tight on Reina’s right arm.

“Up ahead,” murmured Drin, walking to Reina’s left side. “Turn left down that street and then right again into the alleyway. That’s the entrance Krask’s men use to bring fresh catches. Or recovered slaves.”

“Got it,” muttered Fazbit, guiding Reina through the turns and then down the alleyway towards a shabby but large fortified tower. A swarthy man with a crossbow watched from one of the lower windows as they approached.

“We’re back,” said Drin.

“Yeah? Where’s the others?” The man called down.

“Elf put up a fight,” snarled Fazbit, looking up to show the man a flash of his bloodied face under the hood. “Me and the girl is all that made it.”

“That you Skruff? Hells alive, that bitch gave you a fight. Right… one tick.” The man hopped down out of sight and there were several loud clanks as he disengaged locks and swung open the heavy, iron-banded entrance into the slave trader’s tower.

The guard marched them up the stairs to a large room with a thronelike chair and several metal bars parallel to the ceiling for slaves to be shackled during deals. The shutters were shut over the windows, but Reina imagined that during the day the tower had a good easterly view of Thurn’s slave district spreading out below. The guard lit a few torches and departed again saying, “I’ll fetch the boss.”

“Tell ‘im to bring my payment,” growled Fazbit. Once the man had gone, he leaned over to Drin and asked, “What will he do?”

“He’ll send you away for your payment,” said Drin. “And he’ll want to gloat over Reina. Maybe me too.”

Fazbit looked as though he were about to say something to Reina, but he was interrupted by the loud groan of a double door opening. Krask came waddling into the room, his hair mussed and a hint of his pillow still red on his face. He wore a large trader’s medallion around his neck, hanging against his hairy chest, and he was dressed in a quilted robe. He smiled cruelly and ambled across the room to plop himself in the throne.

“The elf bitch gave you a bit of trouble. Eh, Skruff?”

“That’s right, boss,” grunted Fazbit, spitting at Reina’s feet. “But I showed her.”

He shoved Reina, turning her around and pushing her to her knees so that Krask could see the red handprints on Reina’s firm bottom.

“Mmm, I see that,” chortled Krask. “You didn’t take any other liberties, did you?”

“No, boss,” said Fazbit with a vehement shake of his head. “Just like you told us.”

“Good. An elven pearl like that shouldn’t be wasted on swine.” He smiled and looked at Drin. “And you, my wayward oathsworn. Back in the fold? I was afraid you had lost your way.”

“No, master, I was only waiting for the chance to escape,” said Drin, bowing her head.

Krask wet his lips and untied his robe. He started to spread his thick legs, but then seemed to recall that “Skruff” was still there.

“Leave us,” said Krask. “Go get your coin.”

“Yeah, right, boss,” said Fazbit, casting one last sidelong glance at Reina and walking out of the room with the guard from earlier.

The double doors shut with a final thud and Reina was left kneeling, her ass raised, reddened, cunt bared except for the rope. Reina knew she could work her bound arms loose with enough time, but she would need that time.

“Come and give me a kiss, Drin,” rumbled Krask, still admiring Reina’s reddened bottom. “I missed you.”

“As I missed you, master,” said Drin softly. She walked past Reina and approached Krask on his wooden throne.

Although Reina’s back was turned, she had a fine view of what was happening in a large, silvered mirror mounted on the wall above the double doors. Krask no doubt used the mirror to observe his potential slave purchases from every angle. She began to work at the ropes with slow, careful flexes of her muscles to avoid attracting any attention. She watched as Drin slid onto Krask’s lap at his beckoning.

The repulsive slave dealer pressed a wet, sloppy kiss to Drin’s lips. The poor oathsworn girl moaned softly as the fat slave trader thrust his thick tongue into her mouth, tasting her submission as he brought up a hand to grope and squeeze Drin’s ample curves beneath her shift.

“Mmmmmm, you smell like the elf,” growled Krask between wet, tongue-thrusting kisses. “Did you pleasure her for that stupid country boy?”

“Mmmmm!” moaned Drin against his lips. “Yes… yes, master. They made me… mmmmm… made me taste the elf.”

Krask threaded his fat fingers in the dark spill of Drin’s hair. He fisted her hair, yanked her head back, and looked down into her spit-smeared face.

“But you like the taste of your master better, don’t you, girl?” He laughed and shoved her off his lap and to her knees. “Get to work. Show me that you remember your place.”

“Y-yes, master,” gasped Drin. Reina watched in the mirror as the loathsome slaver guided Drin’s head to his fat cock and forced her to begin pleasuring him. Drin’s head blocked Reina’s view of the slaver’s foul meat, but his groans of pleasure and the sound of Drin gurgling and gagging on his cock motivated Reina’s efforts to escape.

But she couldn’t move much. He was looking right at her.

“I’m going to put my mark on that luscious elf ass,” he laughed, cradling Drin’s head as she sucked him. “Fuck you’re going to make me a fortune. A prime elf like you? Unbred? I know a dozen nobles who would pay a ransom for a taste of your trim. Mmmmm. Watch the teeth, Drin. That’s right elf, you’ll be showing off the K on those creamy cheeks. Maybe… maybe I’ll sell you to one of the high-end brothels in the pleasure district. Madam Buvard would pay me more than some duke for the chance to peddle your pussy.”

Almost there, thought Reina, working her shoulder muscles but wiggling her hips a little to keep Krask’s attention on her ass.

“But I’ll need to taste you first,” groaned Krask, clearly edging closer to spilling his seed in Drin’s mouth. “Oh, I’ll fill all your tight little elf holes before I sell you. Make you an obedient… hey… what are you doing with those ropes?”

Reina worked free of the final knot and the entire web of ropes slid from her naked body. She stood in an instant, turning and grabbing her sheathed sword from a nearby table. Before Krask could rise or react he let out an agonized howl. Drin was knocked back. Blood gushing down her chin. She spat out the severed tip of Krask’s cock as he grabbed at his maimed manhood.

“You bitch! I’ll have you flayed! I’ll have you- AHHH!”

Reina crossed the room before Krask could ring the bell to call his guards. Her silver sword flashed. Krask’s meaty head parted from his shoulders in a gout of crimson and rolled across the floor.

“On your feet,” said Reina, hauling Drin off the floor. She looked at Krask’s severed head, perhaps realizing that her oathsworn life was truly over. There was no going back to a master without a head. Reina sniffed the air. “Do you smell that, Drin? Fazbit has set the fires. We need to get out of here before this dump burns up around us.”

She used the ropes that had bound her to fashion a rope to climb down. Donning her cloak and tossing Drin one as well, they scaled down the outside of the tower and leapt down past the burning lower level. The flames climbed the clinkered walls and alarm bells began to ring throughout the city. Reina and Drin escaped and headed to their rendezvous with Fazbit.

Hours later, outside the city, Reina and Drin were reunited with their goblin master at a rural inn alongside a stream.

“Your plan worked,” he chuckled, reclining on the bed and looking at them. “I assume Krask was properly repaid for his treachery.”

“The debt has been permanently erased,” said Reina, making a slicing motion with her hand for emphasis.

“I’m not a cruel man, nor a cruel master, but the disgusting pig had it coming,” said Fazbit, sitting up from the pillows to have a sip of wine. “You know. I rather enjoyed the way you looked in those ropes, Reina, so while you two were lagging, I purchased some new ropes from the general store across the road. Enough for both of you. Now then, undress.”

Fazbit drained his cup of wine and rose from the bed. He circled around them as they stripped naked for him. Reina proud and still slightly defiant and Drin with her head bowed and her curvy body on full display.

He tied Reina first, using the same knots as before, but leaving her hands free so that it was more like she was wearing a harness of rope than trussed up like a captive. He did the same for Drin and Reina had to admit the ropes created quite a fine webbing for the beautiful brunette’s curves. Fazbit took particular care in binding her breasts, wrapping them tight enough to squeeze them upwards and redden them, her nipples plump and stiff with trapped blood. She was bound tight, but not so tight as to bruise her with the ropes.

“Beautiful,” said Fazbit, stepping back. “Lovely. Sit on the bed and show me how grateful you are. Go on, don’t be shy, Reina. You never were before. Playing with those pink nipples. That slick pussy. Drin, I can see your cunny leaking as well. Go on. Show me how good it feels to be my slaves.”

Reina and Drin moved to Fazbit’s instructions. They caressed themselves and played with their bound bodies. They pressed together too. Rubbing stiff nipples against one another. Kissing softly and then with growing heat and desire. Their tongues tangling for his enjoyment as their breasts squeezed together and their hands fondled and caressed. Reina marveled at the luscious plumpness of the human. The softness of her ample beauty. Drin seemed to delight in sucking on Reina’s stiff nipples and kissed with an equally eager hunger.

“It’s good to see you two getting along so well,” said Fazbit, approaching the bed and unlacing his trousers. He let them drop to his ankles, along with his undershorts, and bared the semi-stiff length of his bumpy green cock. “Come here then, my beauties. Raise your master’s flag.”

They set upon his cock with the fervent lust of well-trained pleasure slaves. Their kisses rained down on the head of his cock and their tongues warred across his width. Drin took him so well that her throat easily gulped around his cock. Reina, though not so talented in pleasuring her master, was a long-lived and notorious slut herself and sucked upon his bollocks and even tongued his crack. Their mouths took turns devouring Fazbit’s cock until and purpling tip until he was fairly fizzing with the urge to cream in their mouths.

“Enough,” he declared. “On your knees. Put those asses up, my beauties, and I will show you why I’ve made slaves of you both.”

Reina had to confess that Fazbit’s throbbing scepter could command her how he pleased. He plunged it into her twitching cunny and battered her firm bottom with his hips. She liked the way he could be gentle or forceful depending on his desire, but that night he was in the mood for rough pleasures. He held her by the ropes and made her pert tits bounce as he sawed his cock into her cunt. He left her gasping and clutching at his cock, then drew his length from inside her and thrust it into Drin.

He reached around Drin to maul her plump tits with both hands as he pounded into her wet cunt. Reina watched and rubbed her clit, chasing aftershocks of ecstasy as Fazbit roughly plundered the beautiful brunette. There was no question he made Drin cum just as hard as Reina. The brunette’s face contorting in ecstasy. Her thighs quivering as she fell forward into the bed and howled into the pillows.

Fazbit slowed his thrusts and waited until her moaning had quieted before drawing his slick cock from Drin’s cunt. He grasped it and stroked it and let loose with his seed upon their bottoms. Drin received a healthy coating first and then he turned his gushing cock upon Reina. Decorating her creamy elf ass in gush after gush of his hot seed before slipping his length into her depths and finishing the last pumps inside her pussy.

They cuddled in the aftermath of this pleasure. He stroked and kissed them both and they cooed and nuzzled against their handsome goblin master. When he finally rose from the bed to pour himself a wine, Reina noticed a queer look on his face.

“What is it?” she asked, sitting up.

“My pack,” he said, reaching down to his satchel. “Someone has been rummaging in my… the gold is gone! And there’s a note here!”

He took it out and read aloud, “’You thought you had the best of me, slaver, but I’ve found your gold again and I aim to spend it this time. Catch me if you can.’ And it’s signed by Naomi. That horrible little thief!”

Fazbit laughed at her audacity. His eyes blazed as he looked over at Reina. Drin was snoring softly beside her.

“I know what you want, master,” said Reina, rising from the bed. “You want me to catch her.”

“No,” said Fazbit, smirking at the thought. “Not just catch. I want you to bring her back to me. I want you to help me make her my slave.”

Reina was eager to oblige her master.


Book Eleven: Peach Valley Pleasures
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The Cheerleader and the Old Custodian

By Amanda Clover
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Caught Twice in One Day

Makenzie Marigold was the hottest and most popular girl at Peach Valley High. It wasn’t up for debate or a matter of opinion. She was the captain of the cheerleading squad, dating the Spartans’ star running back (because he was cuter than the star quarterback), and was also the second ranked girls’ tennis player.

Makenzie wasn’t just cute – not even just sexy – Makenzie was stunning. She was thick everywhere it counted, with thighs that could crush cantaloupes, a perfect, juicy ass, and big breasts that had to be tamed with a military grade sports bra when she played tennis. She wore her pale golden hair in a bouncy ponytail tied with a red ribbon to match the red and white of her cheerleading uniform. Her blue eyes were always brimming with mischief, as if she found the whole of high school amusing and was looking for ways to cause trouble.

That fateful Thursday afternoon, just after school and just before cheerleading practice, she was hanging out behind the gymnasium with her two besties, Krista and Brianna. They had learned they could tape the latch on the fire door and slip out this back way to vape outside just before practice. They were doing exactly that, puffing out clouds of peppermint and coconut vapor into the warm California afternoon, talking about boys and teachers and blowjobs, when they were caught misbehaving.

Mr. Reeves was the assistant custodian of Peach Valley High. At nearly fifty, he was a bit old to just be an assistant custodian, but nobody liked Mr. Reeves, including the staff of Peach Valley High. He was pasty pale, always a little sweaty, with beady eyes sunken into graying bags, a long, slender nose, and thin lips. He had this hunched way of walking and the furtive look of a goblin. With his thinning, long hair always plastered to his head and his famously bad temper, it was no wonder people called him “Gollum.”

That afternoon, he seemed to emerge from the shadows, appearing next to Makenzie and her friends with such creepy suddenness that Krista let out a scream.

“Girls, what are you doing back here?” he demanded, looking at them as they quickly hid their vape pens.

“Just getting some fresh air,” said Makenzie, forcing a smile as she tried to meet his spinetingling gaze. “We’ll be getting back to practice.”

Brianna was already through the door and back inside the gym. Krista turned to follow her. Makenzie wasn’t quite fast enough. Mr. Reeves held her bicep in a vise and pulled her back.

“Propping open the fire door like that is a code violation,” he said to Makenzie, his voice raspy and the unpleasant cleaning chemicals and cigarettes smell of his body wafting towards her. “That’s serious trouble, Miss Marigold.”

“I really need to get back to practice,” she said, finally pulling her arm free of his grasp.

“It’s dangerous,” he snarled, a vein bulging in his forehead.

“Yeah, okay, we didn’t tape it,” lied Makenzie. “We just saw it was open.”

She hurried back into the gym, rejoining her friends.

“Are you okay?” asked Krista.

“Yeah, Gollum was just trying to cop a feel,” said Makenzie. “But he couldn’t get it up, so he let me go.”

Her friends laughed with relief. Makenzie glanced over her shoulder and swallowed hard when she saw Mr. Reeves right behind her, standing in the doorway and pointedly ripping the tape off the fire door’s latch. He glared at her, smiling with crooked yellow teeth, and backed through the door again.

The door shut with a click. Makenzie swallowed hard. There was no way he didn’t hear what she said. But what was a creep like him going to do about it? Nobody liked him.

Makenzie managed to put her unpleasant encounter with Mr. Reeves behind her and threw herself into cheerleading practice with her usual enthusiasm. The beautiful, bouncy nineteen-year-old led her squad through perfect cheers and impressive acrobatics.

Most girls on the squad specialized in one thing or another, but Makenzie could do it all. She could land in the splits, do backflips from a squad launch, be the base or the top of a pyramid, and generally contort her curvy body in ways that were sure to pump up every red-blooded man in the crowd. And some of the women, judging by how Ms. Cross liked to tongue her whistle while watching practice. The big, Amazonian cheerleading coach had a soft spot for Makenzie.

Ms. Cross blew the whistle and announced, “Alright girls, that’s enough for today! Big game tomorrow so we’ll have a short practice right after school and then I want you back a half an hour before game time!”

“Yes, Ms. Cross!” chanted Makenzie and the other girls.

They left the gymnasium giggling. Some went straight out to their cars or waiting friends or family, but Makenzie detoured to the locker room. She liked to send her boyfriend, the running back Trevor King, a few sexy pics to motivate him before a big game. She posed against the lockers, lifting her sweater and showing off her large, heaving breasts encased in her sports bra.

“Can’t wait for you to get your hands on these after you win tomorrow’s game,” she teased, showing them off for her camera. “Mmmmmmm. I bet you want to suck on them.”

She teased down the front of her bra until her tits squeezed free and her pink nipples, stiff and erect, were exposed. She pouted for the selfie video, moaning and playing with her plump buds. She squeezed her tits together with one hand.

“Ohhhhh yessss, if you score a touchdown in the game I’ll let you slide your big, hard cock right between these uprights. Mmmmmm. Or would you rather,” she slowly turned around and shot her ass with her phone, lifting her skirt to show off her plump, round cheeks squeezing the back of her cheer shorts, “put your dog right in these buns?”

She reached back to draw aside the seat of her shorts to show off her ass and pussy to the camera when she heard the door to one of the stalls open.

“Young lady, you’re not allowed to be taking pictures in the locker room,” came a familiar, rasping voice.

She was caught with her shorts pulled aside and her breasts exposed. Frozen in shock as Mr. Reeves pushed the wheeled mop bucket ahead of him out of the stall. His beady eyes twinkled as he stared at Makenzie. She didn’t even think to cover herself as she slowly brought the phone around and ended the video recording.

“I’ll take that,” said Mr. Reeves, plucking the phone from her grasp. He quickly tapped his thumb several times and then took his own phone out of his pocket. “There. Airdropped your little video to myself.”

“You can’t do that,” said Makenzie, finally snapping out of her surprise. She pulled her bra up and her sweater down to cover herself. Her skirt dropped down her round ass and provided a bit of modesty.

“I am only keeping it for evidence. In case I need to go to the principal and get you expelled for filming lewd videos in the locker room.” He handed Makenzie her phone back. “I don’t know if you have an OnlyFans or what, young lady, but you can’t just go making pornos on school grounds. That’s going to get you expelled.”

“What… what do you mean expelled?” Makenzie stammered as her stomach flip-flopped with fear. “I can’t… I’m a semester and a half from graduating. You can’t do this to me.”

Mr. Reeves curled his thin lips into a cruel smile that bared his yellow teeth. Makenzie swallowed hard. The creepy custodian slowly looked from her, quivering with her misery, to the video silently playing on his phone. He thumbed the button and closed the video and slid the phone into the pocket of his workworn overalls.

“Well, it would be very bad for me not to report something like this,” said Mr. Reeves. “I could get into trouble. I could get fired. So, I’d be taking a real chance not reporting this. Why would I do a favor for you after the way you disrespected me earlier?”

Makenzie saw his predicament, even though she might have realized what he was doing if she had a moment to thoughtfully consider otherwise. She nodded to him.

“R-right,” she said. “I could… money. I could give you money. My allowance is $100 a week. I could give you…”

Makenzie’s words trailed off as Mr. Reeves shook his head and slowly stepped closer. He put his callused hand on her arm. Her nose wrinkled at that peculiar chemical and cigarette smell wafting off him. She cringed but could not move away from him with his hand on her arm.

“I need something more,” he said. “Proof that it’s worth keeping this video safe. Give me a reason to risk my job for you. A real good reason.”

He seemed to seek his own answer to the question as he brushed a loose lock of pale golden hair from Makenzie’s face. He leaned closer, his scrawny body against hers, his ugly face looming closer. There was no escape from him, from this disgusting moment, as he pressed his thin-lipped mouth to hers. A kiss. Tighter, hungrier, leaning into her. One hand squeezed Makenzie’s hip as his reptilian lips parted and his tongue slithered into her mouth.

Makenzie’s plump, soft, young lips had no choice but to yield to his desire. His tongue against hers. That bitter coffee and cigarette taste in her mouth. It was revolting. She moaned miserably against him, her hands held out to her side slowly clenched into fists of confused desire.

“Ohhhh, yeah, Makenzie Marigold,” rasped Mr. Reeves, his breath rancid against Makenzie’s lips. “You’re going to be doing me all sorts of favors if you expect me to risk my job for the sake of your academic future.”

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, trying and failing to tighten her lips to keep out his thrusting, slimy tongue. She felt his hand creeping up her body from her hips, bony fingers sliding under her sweater and curling into the front of her bra. She gasped as his fingers scissored tight on her left nipple and gave it a twist. Mr. Reeves took full advantage, deepening his kiss and thrusting his tongue so deep into her mouth that she felt its slimy tip against her throat.

She barely fought the urge to gag as she stopped resisting him. Her tongue began to move against his. She tried to shut out who she was kissing. Who was groping her breast.

Who was making her wet.

Mr. Reeves pulled back suddenly, breaking a kiss and trailing silvery strands of saliva between his thin lips and her plush lips. He smiled at her and gave her nipple a parting tweak before slipping his hand out from under her sweater.

“Now then, Makenzie,” he rasped, his smile cruel and his eyes hard and unsympathetic. “You’re going to take off that top and show me those big, beautiful tits again. And you’re going to get down on your knees. And you’re going to suck on this.”

He took a step back and unzipped the fly of his custodian’s coveralls. His cock poked out from his zipper like a long red finger. Slender and veiny with an oversized tip that was purple almost like a plum. Precum glistened at the head of his cock and the old custodian’s big, hairy balls hung out through the fly of his coveralls.

“Fuck,” murmured Makenzie, feeling a surge of taboo lust despite her anger and disgust.

“Not today,” chuckled Mr. Reeves. “We’ll save that favor for later. Today, it’s suck.”

He yanked her sweater up over her head with a rough pull and reached around her back to unbuckle her bra. Makenzie gasped as her big tits dropped free. Heaving with her lust. Nipples stiff and reddened from being pinched.

“Suck,” he commanded again, stroking her hair and giving her ponytail a cruel yank.

Makenzie dropped to her knees on the cold concrete of the locker room floor. She looked at his cock, stiff and hanging in her face. Dripping with his smelly precum. Sour and musty and gross. She took hold of his cock, because she had no choice. She stroked it, because he made her. She licked that salty slime on the tip, because it was what he demanded.

And she started to suck his nasty old cock, because it was what she had to do to save her future. The moaning, the wanton slurping, the vigorous, almost eager bobbing of her lips on his cock? That came naturally to Makenzie. The locker room filled with the sounds of her cocksucking. The hottest cheerleader at Peach Valley High giving a top shelf suckoff to the nastiest, creepiest, most repulsive staff member.

Spit dripped from her chin in wobbling strands that spattered against her heaving tits. Mr. Reeves watched her and kept her pale gold ponytail wrapped tightly around his fist. Guiding her bobbing motions as she serviced him. He thrust forward as his pleasure grew, working his long, slender cock between her lips and prodding the back of her throat.

“Look at me, doll,” he said, fucking her mouth with slow, intense strokes.

“Gggggrrgg,” she moaned, tears welling in her eyes from discomfort as she fought back her gag reflex and forced herself to look up at him.

“Such a beautiful girl,” he murmured. “You going to be my personal cum dump this year, aren’t you?”

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, the tears trickling down her cheeks. She tried to picture Trevor, or that hunky actor Glenn Powell, or any of her ex-boyfriends. But she couldn’t think of anything other than Mr. Reeves. She was sucking his cock. She was reaching up to massage his balls.

She was getting her face fucked, slow and deep, by the janitor. And he was right. She was going to be his cum dump until she graduated.

“Ohhhhhh yeahhh, doll,” rasped Mr. Reeves, thrusting faster into her mouth and beginning to slap his balls against her wet chin. “Ohhhh fuck… I’m going to feed that pretty smile of yours my hot load. You ready, doll? You want this cum?”

“Mmmmmgnnnnngg,” she moaned, looking up at him with hatred in her heart and lust throbbing in her cunt. Her lips sliding almost down to his root as his cock jabbed at her throat with each stroke.

His hips snapped forward with sudden force and he buried his full length in her mouth. She gurgled in surprise as she was forced to deepthroat his tip. Her throat spasmed around him as Mr. Reeve’s groaned so loud that it echoed at a painful volume in the tiled showers.

Then she felt his swollen cock throb. Once. Twice. And then came the rush of warm, thick liquid into her throat. He pulled back and the next spurt coated her tongue. Strong and salty. His cock throbbing rapidly as he pushed back into her throat and emptied more down her gulping esophagus. She wanted it to stop, but she kept going. Kept sucking. Kept swallowing. Again and again, draining the old custodian’s balls, until he relaxed his grip on her hair and eased his cock slowly out of from her cum-smeared lips.

“Fuck, that’s a good girl,” he said. “My little blonde doll. We’re going to have so much fun together.”

Fuck you, asshole, she thought, glaring up at him as she said, “Just… just don’t get me expelled, Mr. Reeves. I’ll do what you want.”

“Yeah, you will,” he chuckled, tucking his cock away. He was watching the video she had been making for Trevor on his phone and whistling to himself as he rolled the mop bucket out of the room.

Makenzie slid from her knees up onto the bench to sit down. She didn’t bother buckling her bra or pulling her sweater down. She stared, vividly reliving every moment of what had just happened. She could still taste and smell the old custodian’s nasty cock. Still feel his cum settling in her stomach.

She slowly spread her legs and ran her hand down to the front of her shorts. She could feel the heat of her cunt through her shorts and her thong. She pulled the gusset aside, ran her fingers over her slick cuntlips, and found the straining bud of her clit.

She let out a shuddering gasp and began to fuck herself with her fingers.
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Down in the Boiler Room

Makenzie Marigold was running. Her golden ponytail bounced with each powerful stride and her firm, round ass and toned legs were on display in her tight leggings. At least her large breasts were under control, only bouncing a little with the double support of her sports bra and the compression top she wore over it. It was a bright, sunny day and the workout felt great. Her heart rate had plateaued, and she felt like she could keep going on the track for hours.

After three days of studiously avoiding Mr. Reeves, the creepy custodian, she had almost managed to convince herself that her encounter with him in the locker room had been a dream. The only problem was she still had the selfie video she had been taking when he caught her on her phone. Whenever she saw that, she vividly remembered that nasty, coffee-and-cigarettes tongue kiss followed by that even-nastier drooling, spunk-spewing blowjob.

But worst of all, she remembered how hot it had made her to suck off nasty old “Gollum” Mr. Reeves. The way she had waited for him to walk off and had proceeded to fingerfuck herself into multiple mind-blowing orgasms with the salty taste of his cum still on her lips and the weight of it still heavy in her tummy.

She wasn’t just avoiding him because she was afraid of what he would do to her. She was also avoiding him because she was afraid of what she might want to do for him.

She was on her ninth circuit around the track, sweat beginning to trickle heavily into her cleavage and down her back, when she passed the stands again. There was always someone perched up in the bleachers or milling around the outside track, but this time there was somebody leaning against the fence.

Makenzie slowed, just a bit, and looked over as she passed. Mr. Reeves was leaning against the fence, puffing from a cigarette, his thinning hair ruffled by the afternoon breeze. He smiled that yellow smile at her and she tripped herself up and nearly went sprawling onto the track. She recovered, stumbling to the side, and caught herself on the fence a few paces away from Mr. Reeves.

Her workout caught up with her and she sagged heavily against the fence, panting, her face dripping with sweat. She couldn’t look at him, but she could feel him looking at her.

“Perfect form out there, Miss Marigold,” said Reeves, tossing his cigarette down and stomping it out. He sidled over to where she was catching her breath against the fence.

She slowly looked up at him in his old, wash-faded custodian’s uniform. “What do you want?”

“Oh, nothing much, sweet thing,” he chuckled, taking his phone out of his pocket. He began to play the video she had made in the locker room. Giggling to himself as he watched her pose for what had been a personal video.

“Turn that off,” hissed Makenzie, casting her gaze around at the students lounging on the bleachers. A couple were curiously looking over and probably wondering why the school’s hottest cheerleader was talking to the nasty old janitor.

“Sure, sure,” said Mr. Reeves, tucking his phone back into his pocket. “I was thinking, since I’m still doing you the favor of keeping you out of trouble, maybe you could do me another favor.”

She swallowed hard. Her throat rebelling as if she had just tasted a slimy lump of the old janitor’s cum. She shot a hard stare at him.

“Oh, no, nothing like that,” he chuckled. “You see, I been fixing up the old boiler room as a sorta, well, a cozy little place for myself. You know, I work late hours sometimes, it might be nice to just sleep over here instead of going home to my apartment.”

Makenzie could picture old Freddy Kreuger here hanging out in the boiler room watching her video again and again and flogging his dick. His big, old, veiny cock. Dripping with precum. Shooting his big, hot, salty loads.

“So? Why are you telling me?” she demanded, finally catching her breath.

“Because I need another pair of hands to finish the job,” he said. “And you have very nice, soft hands that could pitch in and do the delicate work I’m not good at. Hanging wallpaper, mending some cushions I got from the old teachers’ lounge furniture. You know, that sort of thing.”

“And you’ll delete the video if I help?”

“Well, that’s something we can talk about after you help,” said Mr. Reeves. “Right? See you tomorrow right after cheer practice. You don’t have to get dolled up.” He looked her over slowly and wet his lips. “I don’t mind if you come all sweaty.”

The next afternoon, she didn’t have much choice about showing up sweaty to help him. Ms. Cross, the cheer coach, had given them a lot of exercise during practice. Her hair was damp and even after she changed out of her uniform, she could still feel the cold of her sweat on her breasts, down her back, and even between her legs. She felt gross, honestly, but she thought that maybe that would keep Mr. Reeves at bay.

Mr. Reeves was waiting for her, sitting on a poorly upholstered and garishly out-of-date couch that he had recovered from the teachers’ lounge. His feet were propped up on a coffee table made from stacked plywood.

“Well hello there, Makenzie,” he said, sitting up and zipping his custodian’s uniform up like he needed to be presentable. “I thought you could help me bang together an actual table out of all this wood scrap from the shop class. Then I thought we’d hang some strings of beads to make a curtain over the little sleepin’ nook I made.”

“Ugh, whatever,” said Makenzie, rolling her eyes. “If I’m not home by nine my parents will freak out.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” said Mr. Reeves, looking her over in her shorts and tank top clinging with sweat to her shapely young body. “I don’t think I’ll be able to last nearly long enough to make you late.”

She didn’t like the way he put that, and she definitely didn’t like the way his ogling made her feel. His bloodshot gaze made her skin crawl, but it also made her pussy throb with need. Some sick part of her wanted to find out where this old pervert wanted to take things. Makenzie hated that part of herself. She refused to listen to it.

“Let’s just get this tool belt on ya,” said Mr. Reeves, his callused old hands sliding around Makenzie’s slender waist as he secured the tool belt against her hips. He pressed against her back as he worked the buckle. “Mmmmmm. Perfect. I’ll set out the pieces how I want ‘em put together and you just work on the nailing.”

“Right,” said Makenzie.

Before she knew it, she was down on her knees pounding away with the hammer, making legs and a surface for the rough table as Mr. Reeves watched her and complimented her.

“Good, good, and I put this together out of more scrap.” He held up a drawer. “Measured it and sanded it. So you just gotta attach those runners with the anchor screws underneath.”

That part turned out to be the hard part. Makenzie spent half an hour with her head down, her butt up, and her tits squeezed against the underside of the table as she tried to align the runners for the drawer perfectly and screw them into place. She was getting tired, and her knees were starting to hurt.

“Can I take a break?” she asked, lifting her head to look at Mr. Reeves and wiping a sweaty lock of hair from her face.

“Mmmm, yeah, okay, you sit down on the couch there, I’ll fetch us some refreshment,” he said, ambling stiffly over to a mini refrigerator as she flopped back onto the orange couch. It stunk of old cigarettes and thirty years of teachers’ perfume.

She half expected Mr. Reeves to walk back over with a beer or a mixed drink, but he brought her a cold can of Coke. She nodded gratefully, cracked it open, and gulped down half of the sugary soda. She pressed the cold can to her flushed face.

“Mmmmmm,” said Mr. Reeves, reaching down to run a hand from Makenzie’s knee up her thigh to the leg of her shorts. “You’re all hot and sweaty there. Got a real workout.”

She looked down at his gross, tanned old hand with its bulging tendons and overlapping spidery veins contrasting sharply with her perfect golden thigh and the faintest hint of creamy white flesh peeking out from under her shorts.

Makenzie tried to ignore the throbbing in her core and that nagging voice. She forced a smile as she looked up at Mr. Reeves.

“Yeah, well, between my workout, Coach Cross, and you, I don’t have any time to rest,” said Makenzie.

“Awwww, that’s okay, sweetie,” said Mr. Reeves, sitting down beside her and sliding an arm around her shoulders. “You can always come down here and rest. This is our special place. Our little hideout from the world. Mmmmm. You can be yourself with me and I won’t tell nobody about your dirty little secrets.”

He pressed his lips to her neck and sent a shudder of revulsion through her body. His hot breath caressed her throat, her ear, and he kissed and nibbled at her earlobe. One hand slipped to her tank top, working beneath it and up to her breast. She gasped as she felt his grubby fingers pry down her bra as he fumbled with the stiff bud of one of her nipples.

She turned to say something to him, maybe to tell him to stop, but he was waiting for that and captured her lips in a hungry, forceful kiss. His tongue in her mouth. His moans of lust vibrating against her lips. His hand squeezing and shaping the soft, heaving mound of one breast and then the other.

It was all happening so quickly. Her worst fears, her sickest fantasy, coming true there in the janitor’s secret hideaway.

“You’re so beautiful,” he rasped against her lips, his tongue seeming to overflow her mouth in his eagerness to kiss her. He pressed her down onto the couch, moving atop her, pulling at her shorts and panties. She moaned, pushed at him, but he was bigger, and she wasn’t really fighting.

He worked her shorts and panties down over her sneakers and looked at them in his hands. He brought them to his face and breathed deeply. Her sweat. Her scent. His eyes wild with lust as he tossed her panties aside and spread her muscular legs. The creamy flesh of her body was no longer hidden. Her cunt, shaved to a neat trim, on full display. Delicate petals parted to reveal her inner pink to him. Her asshole, tight and tense.

“Oh, yes, you need to relax,” he growled, licking his nicotine-stained lips. “I can help you… mmmm… relax.”

He got down on his knees between her legs on the couch and began loudly sniffing at her cunt. Makenzie’s face blazed with shame and disgust, her heart pounded with fear, and her cunny dripped with her undeniable arousal. She looked down at the ugly old creep and then away again. She couldn’t face him. Couldn’t look while he did what he was going to do.

And then he did it. His tongue lapping the length of her cunt. Pushing past her folds, delving and stretching deep into her teenage cunt. She gasped, then bit her lip to stop from gasping. His stubble rubbing at her sweaty cunt. Her nectar spilling out of her pussy as he licked, moaned, and lewdly sucked at her cuntlips. Drawing the delicate folds out. Releasing them. Reaching up with one grubby hand to pinch her nipples and fondle her breasts.

“So sweet,” he growled against her cunt. “Oh, yes, I could eat this every day. Delicious. Mmmmmm!”

“Mmmm,” moaned Makenzie, pinching her lips together tightly to keep from making a louder sound. Pleasure shot and pulsed through her with each suck on her clit. Each pinch of her nipples. And each long, lashing lick of his big tongue. She looked down and saw those wispy graying hairs, that liver-spotted old head of his, and she wanted to scream.

But it felt so fucking good. Her feet were in the air, heavy with her shoes still on as he pushed her knees back. Sucking harder at her clit. Making her nectar pour down her crack and onto the couch.

His messy, disgusting licking was making so many lewd noises and was driving her closer and closer to the brink of an orgasm. She could feel it tightening in her tummy. Pleasure coiling up like a hot spring and threatening to explode from her tensing depths.

“Mmmmm… gotta… gotta have it,” growled Mr. Reeves, shifting one hand out of sight beneath him. His shoulder began to move with rhythmic urgency and Makenzie realized that he was jacking himself off as he ate her pussy.

It was disgusting. And it only made it hotter. She was so close to cumming that her toes were curling inside her shoes. She could feel the tension squeezing, the ecstasy about to burst in a hot rush from her core to her clit.

Suddenly, Mr. Reeves was over her, his glistening cock in hand, his lips and chin a mess of her nectar. He pushed atop her, between her legs, planting a kiss on her lips and thrusting his cunt-sweetened tongue into her mouth. She cried out as she felt his cock press against her. Then he was inside her. His full length, hard and twitching. Thrusting deep and back again. Thrusting in so that his tight balls collided with her spit-soaked asshole.

“Mmmmmmm!” She cried, her pleasure speared by his cock. Her ecstasy rippling up from her depths in a hot, sweaty, pulsating eruption.

Her cunt gripped him, and it was all over. Mr. Reeves, moaning against her lips, scarcely a minute after his first thrust, was cumming. Hot pumps of his spunk gushing deep into her pussy. Drenching her teenage womb. Filling her and foaming around his cock and spilling out to trickle in a hot, silky stream down the crack of her ass. His balls patting against the cum-smeared divot again and again as he hilted in her and kept pumping out his hot load.

Then he fell against her, breathing heavily, his head on her shoulder as aftershocks of Makenzie’s pleasure gripped his cock in her tight teenage twat. She let one hand fall to his back, not stroking him, not exactly, but holding him there as his cock slowly went soft. He let out wheezing shuddering breaths that were hot against her shoulder and neck.

She couldn’t believe how filthy it felt to be loaded up with the old custodian’s cum. How disgusting and wrong it all seemed.

And how she had never had a better orgasm in her entire young life.
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After Practice Pizza Party

Makenzie Marigold’s fingers caressed the ample swell of her breasts, spreading lather and brushing across the stiff peaks of her pink nipples. The warm water cascaded over her bust and down her flat tummy to wash the sweat from her body. She turned and sighed, letting the water soak her scalp and spill down her back. She arched her body and more water gushed down her back and between her firm, round buttocks.

“Can you believe that creep was out there in the stands again today?” asked Brianna, soaping up her arms beneath another nozzle in the large, tiled locker room showers.

“Gollum?” Krista laughed. “Yes, I thought that greasy old fucker was going to start jacking off when Makenzie was doing her leaps. Did you see him, Mak?”

“N-no,” lied Makenzie, turning away from her friend as she felt her face getting hot. “I didn’t notice anyone watching.”

“Oh, my god, we probably need to complain to the school,” said Brianna. “That guy should not be eye-fucking you while you’re bending over and doing the splits.”

“And not even wearing a sports bra today,” giggled Krista, leaning over to prod one of Makenzie’s breasts.

“Boing, boing, boing,” giggled Brianna, reaching over to give Makenzie a squeeze from the other side.

Makenzie gasped as the other girls on the cheer squad laughed. A little fondling and ass-smacking in the showers wasn’t uncommon for the cheerleaders at Peach Valley High. It usually didn’t bother Makenzie. Then again, Makenzie wasn’t usually throbbing with need and thinking about Mr. Reeves and his nasty cock plunging into her pussy or sliding between her tits.

“Knock it off, both of you,” said Makenzie, shrugging off Krista and Brianna. She rinsed off the lather and quickly left the shower to the echoing laughter of her fellow cheerleaders.

“What got into you?” shouted Brianna.

“I have to go somewhere,” said Makenzie, toweling off and not looking back at her friends.

“Yeah, probably a secret date with Gollum,” giggled Krista. “Don’t anybody tell Trevor about her secret trysts.”

That sent another wave of laughter through the showers and made Makenzie’s face turn beet red. She knew Krista was just teasing, but it was all so very true that it made Makenzie furious. She quickly dressed, sliding on her denim shorts and her clinging pink top. She didn’t dry her hair and didn’t even bother to put on her bra. She was in too big of a hurry and stuffed it into her bag as she slid on her shoes and hurried out of the locker room.

She saw Ms. Cross standing outside the locker room looking at something on her phone. Makenzie forced a smile at the cheerleading coach and hurried past her towards the parking lot. When she pushed through the door to the lot, instead of heading for her car, she doubled back around the school to the side maintenance door. Mr. Reeves had left it propped open with a doorstop. She slipped inside and went straight for the stairs and down into the boiler room.

Makenzie’s braless teenage tits bounced in her tight top as she descended the steps. She emerged in a ramshackle hideaway. Old furniture, pieces of wood, and mechanic’s lanterns decorated the boiler room. She could see a disco light turning through the hanging beads that divided the custodian’s hideaway from the pipes and machinery of the boiler room. She could smell pizza wafting through the room and a faint scent of wine.

She passed through the strands of beads, feeling them drag over her body and bump against her straining nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her blouse. Mr. Reeves was waiting for her, lounging in one of the chairs he had pilfered from the refurnishing of the teachers’ lounge. He looked up from the book he was reading, some vintage age gap erotica judging by the sexy cover, and he grinned at Makenzie.

“Well, well, well, couldn’t keep away?” He tossed the book aside and sat forward in the chair. “Been missing me?”

“Shut up,” said Makenzie. “No, you made me come here, remember? You said if I don’t show up exactly at 4:30 you’re going to… whatever you said about the video.”

“You don’t even remember what I said, because all you could think about was coming here to see me. The whole blackmail thing is just an excuse you make for yourself to come back.”

Makenzie didn’t answer him. She could feel her face was even redder than when she was being teased in the locker room. She dropped her bag and plopped down heavily on the couch across from Mr. Reeves.

“You made me come here,” she reiterated, looking away from the greasy old man and at a poster of a pair of girls in bikinis standing hip-to-hip with their butts facing the camera. It was the sort of garbage a freshman might put on the walls of his college dorm room. It seemed incredibly sleazy on the wall of Mr. Reeves’ lair. Almost as sleazy as the man himself as he stood from his chair and limped over to Makenzie. He sat down beside her with a groan and put his arm around her shoulders to pull her closer.

“Now, now, don’t sulk,” he said, walking two fingers from her knee up her thigh. “You know I’ve been looking forward to your visit all day. And I think you’ve been looking forward to visiting. How about some wine and pizza? Hmmmm?”

Reeves gestured to a folding table with a box of pizza from Cazzo’s Pizzeria and a huge bottle of cheap wine. Makenzie could smell the wine on Reeves’ breath. He was already a couple party cups into the bottle.

Despite her lingering revulsion for the man, she felt a hot thrill of lust as his fingers began to slide up the inside leg of her shorts. She sprung from under his shoulder and off the couch and made her way over to the table. Mr. Reeves smirked as he watched her pour a big party cup of wine. She stuffed a slice of the cold pizza in her mouth, hoping the eating would deter him from further groping. Instead, Mr. Reeves stood from the couch, ambled over, and put his arms around Makenzie. He began kissing her neck and shoulder from behind as she took oversized bites of the pizza and washed it down with cheap wine.

“Mmmmmmm, worked up quite an appetite at practice,” he chuckled, running his hands around her and under her blouse. She stiffened as his calloused fingers found her soft, heavy breasts. He hefted them under her blouse, squeezing them and gently playing with her stiff nipples as he sucked her earlobe. His hot, boozy breath stirred her golden hair. He continued to growl in her ear, “You looked so sexy out there. These big titties bouncing up and down. Did it make you wet knowing I was watching you?”

“Mmmmmhhnn,” she said before chewing and swallowing the last of the pizza. “Absolutely not. It was disgusting… ohhhhh… that you were ogling me… mmmmm… right where my friends could see.”

She quickly drained the cup of wine and poured herself more. Mr. Reeves chuckled and kissed her shoulder again, his hands still squeezing her tits under her blouse. The sleazy old man was making her so hot. She drank more wine to cool off, but that only seemed to make the problem worse.

“Come on, babe,” he said, drawing her against him and slowly turning her around. “Quit playing hard to get with me. You know you came down here because you wanted it.”

His teasing was as bad as Brianna and Krista in the showers. And, unfortunately, even more accurate. She resented Mr. Reeves for the way he had manipulated her, but she had been fantasizing about this moment all day. As he turned her completely around to face him, she did not deny his words.

In fact, as he embraced her, she did not resist him. She even put her arms around the sleazy old custodian.

She even kissed him.

“Mmmm!” he murmured with surprised delight against her lips. He pulled back. “Oh, so I was right? Hungry for more than pizza? Thirsty for more than wine?”

“Well, don’t gloat about it,” she said, annoyed that he was drawing attention to her surrender.

“You’re right, babe,” he laughed. “I should just enjoy what I’ve got. And I’ve got the hottest senior at Peach Valley High down in my boiler room and panting for my dick.”

“God, you’re so fucking nasty,” she said and then immediately kissed him again. Her mouth welded to the scruffy old custodian’s in a passionate kiss. She tasted the wine and cigarettes on his tongue as she began to make out with him. They practically fell onto the couch together, his hands fumbling to get her blouse unbuttoned and hers massaging the growing swell of his cock in his nasty old work uniform.

“Mmmm, that’s right, get that dick out,” he moaned, finally freeing the last of her buttons. Her breasts escaped Makenzie’s blouse, and Mr. Reeves did not waste a moment before leaning forward, nuzzling into the soft valley of them. His hands engulfed her bare mounds as he began kissing her soft tits, and running his tongue from one stiff, pink nipple to the other.

Makenzie moaned and pushed her breasts against him, stroking the bulge of his cock through his uniform trousers as she searched for the zipper. She found the button first and managed to get them unbuttoned and then unzipped. His cock was raging hard, twitching against her fingers and leaking precum. It stank of sweat and sex. Like he had been dripping precum in his underwear for hours watching her on the practice field.

That thought only made her hotter. She lifted her breasts away from Mr. Reeves’ face and leaned over into his lap. Her tits settled against his shaft as it poked up from between them and she engulfed the red, greasy head of his cock in her mouth.

“Ohhhhhhh, yeaaaaah,” groaned Mr. Reeves, leaning back to watch as she began to massage him with her breasts and suck on the tip of his cock. He reached down to press his hands to the sides of her tits to make the valley between her breasts even tighter as she massaged his shaft.

She moaned around his cock, tonguing his musty tip and tasting the saltiness of his precum. She dropped one hand into his pants to feel the sweaty, hairy weight of his balls beneath her fingers. Some part of her questioned what she was doing. Why was she tittyfucking and sucking on this nasty old man without him even asking? Why was she licking up his slimy precum like it was a sweet lollipop?

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned around him, bobbing faster and feeling a hot throb of lust in her core.

“Fuck, yes, you dirty girl,” he moaned. “You’ve been craving this dick, haven’t you? Your boyfriend just can’t satisfy you after you know what it feels like to get fucked by a real man.”

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, pulling her lips free of his cock with a wet pop. “Yes, Mr. Reeves. Oh, god, yes, I need your cock inside me.”

“Of course you do,” he laughed, curling two rough fingers under her chin to lift her face up. He leaned forward and planted another smooch on those soft, innocent lips. Devouring her with a raunchy, sloppy kiss before pulling away again. “Those big tits look so beautiful bouncing on the field and on my cock. Now I want them bouncing in my face. Get on my lap. Show me what all that exercising has done for that tight body of yours.”

“Y-yes, Mr. Reeves,” she gasped.

She rose to her feet and slid down her shorts and soaked panties, revealing her bare cunt, neatly shaved. Mr. Reeves grinned with delight, his beady eyes aglow with lust as he watched Makenzie climb astride his lap on the grungy old couch. She reached one hand down, riding high above him and then lowering herself onto the veiny, red pillar of the old custodian’s hard cock.

“Fuuuuuuuck yeahhhhh,” groaned Mr. Reeves, watching her tight teen pussy slide down and engulf his hardness.

“Ohhhhh yessss,” cried Makenzie, feeling his cock filling her completely. Riding down all the way until her pussy kissed his nasty old balls. He took hold of her hips as she began to ride. She moved slowly at first, easing her slick cunt up to his tip and arching her back to push down again.

His cock felt too good to take things slow for long. She began to move faster, working her shapely hips and her firm, round ass. Bouncing her tits with the increasing movements of her body. Her nipples dragging against Mr. Reeves’ dirty old work shirt. She angled her head down and kissed him, but the motion of her body made it hard. She was getting more and more into riding his cock and her kisses were missing, separating, and leaving them licking each other with hot, slippery tongues outstretched.

His callused hands moved to her ass. Squeezing, spreading, and smacking her cheeks to encourage her wanton movements. The raunchy sounds of sex and her soft, panting gasps filled the room. The disco light painted her body in swirling silvery motion. The wine had gone all the way to her head, and she was crying out, “Ohhhh, yes, fuck me! Fuck me, Mr. Reeves. Use… use my pussy!”

“Yeah, babe, that’s it! Buck that body on my dick! You’re my little cowgirl, aren’t you?” He punctuated the question with another hard smack on her bouncing ass. 

“Yessss! I’m riding it… riding that dick! AHHHHH!” She threw her head back, her hair, still damp from the shower, tossed in her face as her orgasm hit with the force of a jackhammer. It pulsed from her clit and deep into her core. An orgasm better than any she had ever felt with Trevor. She came all over Mr. Reeves’ cock, squeezing and massaging him as waves of pleasure rippled through her. Those soft teenage tits rubbing and bouncing against his scruffy face as she rode high, and he leaned his face down. He captured one nipple and sucked as he pounded upwards into her, prolonging her ecstasy.

“Mmmmm… mmmmmm… fuck… mmmmmm… gonna bust a big nut for you, babe,” murmured Mr. Reeves. “Where… where you want it?”

Her first instinct was to beg for him to cum inside her. To fill her to the brim and to overflowing with his hot, nasty load of cum. But she wasn’t sure she was safe at the moment. She might have forgotten her birth control.

“All… all over my face,” she gasped. “Like a porn girl.”

“Yeah?” He gave her one last heaving buck and a deep thrust of his cock and then he dislodged her from his lap and sent her down to her knees. “You’re such a naughty slut! You want this dick to spew all over that pretty face? I’m gonna have to take a picture of it if I do.”

“Yessss,” moaned Makenzie, turning her face up and looking at him with pleasure-heavy eyes. “Right here, Mr. Reeves. Shoot your cum all over my face. Ohhhh… aahhhhhh!”

She stuck out her tongue so she would get to taste some of it too. She didn’t care how nasty or slutty she looked doing it. She wanted him to enjoy cumming all over her face.

“Fuck, look at you,” he grunted, pounding his grip up and down the length of his sex-lubed cock. “Ohhh fuck. Gonna… gonna paint that pretty face. Gonna… bust this nut! AHHH!”

The ugly old custodian threw back his head and pounded his cock through his grasp. Makenzie watched that fat, red tip pulsate once and then it began to gush out huge, thick streams of cum. They sailed over her face and splashed down her back. Then he adjusted his aim and spurted across her forehead, nose, cheeks, and into her wide open mouth. He took special aim at her tongue, painting a thick load across her stretched tongue.

He groaned as his flow diminished and he shoved his cock into her mouth. She didn’t hesitate to wrap her lips around it and nurse out every last drop of his dribbling geezer sauce. He shuddered and groaned and staggered back finally, freeing his twitching red hardness from her spunks-smeared mouth.

He reached for his phone, a dazed smile on his face as he snapped pics of her looking up, drenched in jizz, and grinning.

“It’s going to be a good school year with you around,” he said, turning the phone around to show her. “And I know you’re going to keep coming back.”

“Yes, of course, Mr. Reeves,” said Makenzie, looking up at him and smiling as she used a finger to sweep strands of cum from her face into her mouth. She slurped the cum from her digits, feeling like a used slut.

And loving it.
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Studying Hard or Hardly Studying

Makenzie Marigold was in it deep.

Mr. Reeves, the janitor her friends on the cheerleading squad liked to call Gollum, had expanded his control over her from blackmail to addiction. She found herself avoiding her friends and her boyfriend to escape to the old custodian’s hideaway in the boiler room. Visiting him down there always meant one of two things: she was going to get fucked or she was going to make him cum some other way.

Why was she so turned on by the nasty old pervert? Taking some dirty geezer dick had started out as the most repulsive thing imaginable. But every day, whether sweaty after practice or a workout, or fresh from the school shower, she gave it up to Mr. Reeves.

The only control she felt like she had over herself or the situation was demanding he wear condoms. That change had come after a brief scare that he had knocked her up. However perversely exciting the thought might be, she needed to play it safer. Feeling that thick cock pulsing as he emptied his balls into a rubber was usually enough to make her cum again. She came for Mr. Reeves so much harder than she had for any of her other boyfriends or hookups. Moaning, her eyes practically going crossed and her toes curling as she came all over his disgusting cock.

Each time left her craving more. Lately she was even the one more likely to initiate sex down in his boiler room hideaway.

“I need help,” she said, stewing in her panties in study hall and trying not to think about “Gollum” and his nasty old dick. She tried not to recall the slap of hairy balls against her ass or the way his cum tasted when he fed her a hot load.

She had a pre-Calculus quiz next period. If she couldn’t get her mind off Mr. Reeves, she was liable to fail the quiz.

Makenzie slammed her pre-Calc book shut loudly enough to get a couple annoyed stares from other students. She slid her book into her bag and got up from the table to go to Mr. Calder. The gruff, buzzcut health teacher looked up from the novel he was reading and slowly smiled when he saw he was being approached by the hottest cheerleader at Peach Valley High.

“What can I do for you, Makenzie?” he asked, closing the novel and giving her his full attention.

She liked it when men talked to her that way. It meant they understood their place in the pecking order. Even the teachers were beneath the hottest cheerleader.

“Um, Mr. Calder, I really need to get some last-minute cramming in for my quiz. Do you think I could have a hall pass to go talk to my friend? She’s a math whiz and can help me brush up.”

It was a ridiculous request. The sort that a normal student would never have fulfilled. But she leaned forward as she asked it and gave Mr. Calder a view down her blouse at her big, soft tits straining at the white lace of her bra. She watched his heavy brow furrow. He wet his lips, probably thinking about sucking on her tits. He looked up, nodded, and reached for the hall pass pad.

“Yeah, uh, sure, Makenzie,” he said, staring mesmerized by his view of her tits hanging inside her blouse. “Just… uh… report straight to math class after the bell.”

He scribbled the pass and handed it to her, still staring at her as she sauntered out of the room. She figured he’d probably go jerk off thinking about her tits. She couldn’t blame him. They were amazing.

She went bouncing and swinging down the hall, heading straight for the staircase into the basement of the school. Down there, among the pipes and ducting, with the cleaning supplies and old tables from the cafeteria, was the secret, shameful source of Makenzie Marigold’s pleasure.

Mr. Reeves was working on the boiler adjacent to his hideaway. He used a greasy rag to adjust a valve and then wiped the worst of the grime from his hands. He was clearly surprised to see Makenzie showing up during school hours.

“Well, what a pleasant surprise. What are you doing down here, darling?” He tossed the greasy rag aside and walked over to her.

“I… I needed your help with something,” admitted Makenzie, unable to tell him exactly what she needed.

Makenzie tried not to betray too much, tried to suppress a shudder of desire as he put his dirty hands on her hips and kissed her on the cheek. She felt a hot throb in her core as she smelled the familiar smell of cleaning solutions, boiler grease, cigarette smoke, and sweat.

Mr. Reeves was still smiling as he stroked his callused hand over her cheek and ran his thumb across Makenzie’s plush lips.

“Sure, babe,” he said. “I can help you with what you need.”

He pulled her closer, his fingers peeling away her blouse to reveal her big teenage tits encased in the cradling lace of her bra. She gasped softly as he pulled the blouse from her shoulders and stripped it away from her tanned skin. He kissed her, playfully, almost teasingly at first and then with the overheated thrust of his tongue as he drew her into a deeper kiss. He reached behind her and pried open the hooks of her bra. She dropped a shoulder and let him pull the cups of her bra free of the creamy flesh of her soft tits.

“So fucking hot,” he growled, filling his hands without hesitation. His fingers teasing over and plucking at her hard nipples. He leaned down, kissing them, running his tongue over them. Spreading saliva from one nipple and pink areola to the other. Sucking her nipples. Drawing on her sensitive flesh.

“Oh, God, Mr. Reeves, I need that dick,” moaned Makenzie.

She went down to her knees without waiting to be told. She worked open the zipper of his boiler suit and fished out his hard cock. That old dick. Musty and with untamed hair damp with sweat. She sucked him. Her hot, eager teenage mouth wrapping around his hardness. She looked up at him, pleading him as he cradled her head and thrust into her mouth.

“Something has really gotten into you today,” he chuckled, watching her bob, slurp, and debase herself eagerly for his pleasure. Her lips wrapped hungrily around his cock, taking him so deep that her eyes began to water and she almost gagged. She tongued his balls and sucked him until she began to taste the heavy, salty burn of precum at the back of her throat.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, finally pulling off his cock with a wet pop that trailed saliva from her lips to his fat tip. “I need… need your cock inside me. Fuck me, Mr. Reeves. Please. Fuck me—AHH!”

She cried out as he picked her up roughly and guided her over to the old floral print couch he had looted from the teacher’s lounge for his little hideaway. He put her on her knees, bent over the back of the couch with her round ass peeking out from under her skirt.

“I know you’ve been hurting for it,” chuckled Mr. Reeves. “The more you get fucked by me the more you need to get fucked. It’s an addiction.”

“Yesssss,” moaned Makenzie, looking back at him over her shoulder. “Oh, yes, Mr. Reeves. I’m addicted to… your nasty old cock.”

He pushed her skirt up the backs of her toned thighs, baring the creamy roundness of her ass barely covered by her silky white panties. He lifted her skirt all the way up and over her cheeks, flipping the material onto her back and then hooking his fingers into the waistband of her panties. She cooed with lust as he stripped her panties down from her ass, cheeks jiggling as he plucked the wedge of her panties from her crack. He bared her little pink clench and the steamy folds of her teenage pussy.

Her heart caught in her throat as she heard him move closer and felt the warm, hard head of his cock rubbing at the backs of her thighs. He dragged it over her hot seam, spreading precum, saliva, and her leaking nectar over her pussy and onto his cock. He squeezed her ass, grabbing a firm hold with one hand as he prepared to thrust his hardness into her eager cunt.

Makenzie trembled with need, letting out a soft whimper as Mr. Reeves leaned over her back and pressed his lips to her ear.

“I’m going to feed your addiction, my little cheer slut,” he growled, his breath as hot as fire on her face. “You’re never going to get enough. You’re going to spend every minute craving this dick.”

He sucked at her earlobe, his tongue hot and loud in her ear as he teased her with a thrust that just barely parted her folds. She sucked in a gasp, realizing that he wasn’t wearing a condom.

“The rubbers,” she gasped, reminding him of the rubbers she had made him war during their last several times together. “I can’t take any chances.”

“They’re all gone,” he growled, still teasing his hard tip against her entrance. “We used the last of them two days ago. You rode me like a cowgirl in your cheerleading uniform and begged for me to cum. But I could stop if you want.”

He drew away from her ear and stood upright behind her, denying her the teasing pleasure of his cock rubbing at her cunt.

“No, don’t stop, Mr. Reeves,” panted Makenzie, looking back at him with desperation furrowing her brow. “Just… just try to pull out. Okay? You can do that, right?”

“Sure babe, no problem,” said Mr. Reeves. “I can bust my load all over this sexy ass of yours. I bet you’d like that. Going to class with your cheeks drenched in the janitor’s jizz. You’re a naughty girl, Makenzie. A naughty girl who needs… hnnnn… this… dick!”

With that last word he grabbed her hips and pulled her ass back towards him as he rammed forward and plunged his hard length into Makenzie’s hot, slick teenage pussy. He pounded into her with such force that each thrust made her asshole twitch. Plunging in and out of her and hitting her backwalls with every stroke.

“Yessssss!” cried Makenzie, throwing her ass back to meet every stroke, riding her tight, wet pussy onto the plunging pillar of the old man’s cock. “Ohhh fuck, Mr. Reeves! Do it! Pound my pussy! Fuck my cheerleader pussy! Oh my fucking god!”

The dirty words came flowing out of her in a torrent as her pussy squeezed and stroked along the length of Mr. Reeves’ cock. He laughed as his withered hips spanked her ass and his hairy balls swung against her clit with each thrust. He hilted inside her again and again, making her tits swing free beneath her, nipples stiff and dragging against the musty couch cushion.

His cock drove her to the brink and beyond. She howled with pleasure, clawing at the back of the couch, arching her toned young body and eagerly taking the old custodian’s cock. Her clit pulsed with her climax and her inner walls clamped down around him, squeezing again and again.

“That’s it, let all that tension go, baby,” laughed Mr. Reeves. “I love feeling that tight pussy cum all over my big dick.”

“Ohhhhhh goddddd, yessss!” agreed Makenzie, bucking hard against him and wringing the old geezer’s dick for all she was worth. Her ass clapped loudly against his hips and his cock made obscene, juicy wet sounds as Mr. Reeves slammed it into her pussy.

Makenzie’s peak passed and she collapsed forward onto to couch, burying her face in the musty cushions and leaving her ass in the air. Mr. Reeves eased his cock of Makenzie’s fluttering folds and slowly stroked his thick cock over her upturned cheeks. But he wasn’t ready to paint her buns with his hot glaze.

“Roll over,” growled the old janitor.

“I really need to get back to… oh!” Makenzie cried out as Mr. Reeves turned her over by her hips and deposited her heavily onto her back on the couch. She looked up at the grizzled old man as he climbed atop her, guiding his cock to her freshly fucked folds and sliding back inside her. Balls deep, pressing her down into the couch as he pinned her hands above her head.

“Ohhhhhh fuuck!” cried Makenzie, realizing she was losing control of the situation, but loving it. She thrust upwards onto his cock again, jerking her hips to meet each stroke as the old man wheezed and pounded into her hot cove. His hairy balls swung against her ass with each smacking slam of his hips. His face close to hers and his cock feeling huge.

“Yeah, oh yeah, babe, I like seeing those beautiful eyes get heavy with pleasure. Mmmmm. Give me a kiss. That’s it. Mmmmmm!”

She was moaning and wailing, making so much noise that the old man had no choice but to stifle Makenzie’s echoing cries of pleasure with a smothering kiss. His tongue plunged into her mouth, and she met it with breathless enthusiasm. Her feet were in the air behind him. Her cunt gripping him with each thrust. Her tongue working against his as he claimed her mouth.

“That’s right,” he growled against her lips. “Goddamn that pussy is good. That sweet, sweet cheerleader pussy. Oh, yes, my little pom-pom slut. I’m going to… going to paint those walls!”

Before Makenzie could fully comprehend what Mr. Reeves was saying, the old man’s lips were on hers again. His tongue drove deep into her mouth and swallowed any objection. She could only moan against his lips as she felt his hard cock begin to pulse inside her.

“Mmmmmmm!” she cried against his lips as spurt after spurt of the old man’s hot, oily load drenched her inner walls. She felt the hot rush of his cum drenching her backwalls. Pooling against her womb. His plentiful, slick cum lubricated each thrust as he emptied his balls.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned against her lips, slowing down as the last pumps of his load gushed into her pussy. “Oh, sweet, slutty Makenzie. Yeahhhhhhh. Mmmmmmm. That ought to calm down those teenage hormones. Fuck. Send you back to class so you can concentrate on your science exam.”

“Pre-Calculus quiz,” gasped Makenzie, gripped by aftershocks of her orgasm that seemed to squeeze out more drops of the old man’s spunk.

“Sure, sure, babe,” he said.

He pulled out of her, leaving a messy trail of cum on the cushions as he flopped bare ass back onto the couch. He fumbled for his cigarettes and lit one up as he let out a contented sigh. He left Makenzie dazed and creampied with her legs spread wide and her breath coming in shuddering gasps.

“That’s what I call afternoon delight.” He reached over and gave her breast a rough squeeze. “Now get yourself dressed, young lady. You’re gonna be late to your next class if you don’t get those sweet cheeks upstairs.”

“You came inside me,” she said, sitting up slowly and giving the old man an accusing look.

He shrugged and took a drag from the cigarette. “It felt right. Don’t pretend you didn’t enjoy it.”

He was right about that much. The feel of the old man pumping his load into her pussy had been one of the most intense and pleasurable experiences of her young life. She tried to focus on that pleasure rather than the potential consequences as she pulled on her panties, buckled her bra, and buttoned up her blouse.

Mr. Reeves didn’t try to comfort her or excuse himself. He just enjoyed the view as she rushed to put on her clothes and escaped back up the stairs. As she made her way to her Pre-Calculus class, she pressed her hand against her flat tummy and felt cum leaking into her panties. She hoped she could actually focus on that quiz.

It was going to be awfully hard to think of anything other than Mr. Reeves with his big load oozing from between her cuntlips.
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New Cheerleading Techniques

“Give me a W! Give me an I! Give me an N! WIN! WIN! WIN!”

Makenzie Marigold led the girls of the Peach Valley Spartans Cheerleading Squad in their bouncy cheer. It culminated in Makenzie and Donna Mulcahy doing a trampoline jump flip and landing in the splits. It was one of the riskiest moves they did each week and both girls pulled it off to perfection.

Ms. Cross blew the whistle. The big, Amazonian coach walked over from the bleachers, dropping the whistle from her mouth so that it landed on its cord and hung against the large swell of her bust. Makenzie was surprised and delighted to see a smile on Ms. Cross’s face.

“Well done, you two! Good job, all around! This is the big game against Montrose Harbor tonight and we want to impress the Pelicans with our school spirit.”

“Nobody does it sweeter than Peach Valley,” said Makenzie. That earned her a sidelong glance and a smirk from Ms. Cross.

“We’ll see,” said the cheerleading coach. “They’re favored two-to-one over the Spartans in this game. But my money is on you girls blowing away their cheer squad. Sometimes, that’s all we can do. Now hit those showers, you girls really worked up a sweat!”

Makenzie could feel Ms. Cross watching her walk towards the locker room. Was the towering coach looking at the damp sweat spots on Makenzie’s practice outfit? Fantasizing about licking up that sweat? Peeling off her sweaty panties?

“As if,” chuckled Makenzie, heading into the locker room. She was immediately bathed in the excited conversation and laughter bouncing off the tile walls. The girls discussing their plans for before and after the game. Talking about their boyfriends. Asking about places to go on a date.

Makenzie stripped naked and grabbed her body wash and shampoo. She began lathering herself up in the shower between Krista and Brianna, her two besties on the team.

“Why weren’t you at Wayne’s party?” asked Krista.

“I was just busy,” said Makenzie, blushing a little at the thought of the increasing amount of her time she was devoting to Mr. Reeves and the perverted pleasures the old custodian offered her. She was pretty sure during Wayne’s party she was on her knees and getting tittyfucked by the old janitor. That same night he had fucked her twice.

“Yeah, you’d better keep an eye on Trevor,” warned Brianna. “I saw Donna Mulcahy making moves on him.”

“A guy like that is only gonna wait around for so long,” said Krista. She glanced over at Donna, who was washing up her big, soft tits at the far end of the shower. “Donna is a shark. She will gobble your boyfriend up if you’re not careful.”

“Whatever,” said Makenzie with a roll of her eyes. “If Trevor can’t wait for me, then he doesn’t deserve me.”

Krista and Brianna exchanged a look like they did not agree with Makenzie, but they changed the subject and started talking about Horny Island, the game show everyone was watching lately. Luanna and Meegan had hooked up behind the backs of their respective husbands, much to the delight of the Internet.

“I thought they were going to go full porno with it,” said Krista, washing very thoroughly between her toned thighs.

“I don’t even consider myself bi,” said Brianna, washing her ass with a loofah, “but it was making me hot. Did you see it, Makenzie?”

“No, but don’t spoil it too much, I am like three episodes behind,” said Makenzie. She was five behind and the lagging was getting worse because of all the time she was spending in the lusty lair of Mr. Reeves.

Krista and Brianna exchanged another look and wiggled their glistening bodies out of the shower to continue their conversation about the show out of earshot. Makenzie sighed, pressing her hands to the tile and leaning her head down in the warm, rushing water. She closed her eyes and let the sensation carry her away.

She questioned her own motivations lately. All the chances she was taking with Mr. Reeves and how much it turned her on to play dangerously with such a crusty old man. Crusty, but sexy in his way. In the way he kissed her and handled her. In the way he fucked. Even in the way he smelled like whiskey and smoke and cleaning chemicals.

Makenzie wondered if she waited around long enough in the shower if Mr. Reeves would magically appear. Almost like he did that time he caught her making the naughty video for Trevor and their whole sordid affair began. The anger and disgust she had felt towards “Gollum” as they called Mr. Reeves had gradually been supplanted by hot, taboo desire for the older man and his satisfying cock. The thought of his hard, bareback dick plunging into her pussy made Makenzie let out a shuddering gasp and reach a hand between her legs.

It was quiet outside the showers. She was sure everyone else had gone home. She let her fingers play over her soft folds and stroke the stiffening bud of her clit. She pictured Mr. Reeves moving behind her, rubbing his hard cock up and down her slit and teasing her sensitive bud. He would reach around her and grope her soft, soapy tits. He would suck at her earlobe and kiss her neck and shoulder.

“Fuck,” she whispered, plunging three fingers into her heated cove. She worked her fingers in and out, leaning heavily against the wall with one shoulder as she fucked herself. Fingers curling into the heat of her cunt. Her mind adrift with the perverse thoughts of an old custodian grabbing her hips in his callused hands and pounding the length of his cock into her tight teenage cunt. “Oh, yes, fuck me.” 

She was so lost in the fantasy that she didn’t hear the soft, wet pad of feet across the tiles of the group shower until they were directly behind her. She stood up, still pressed to the wall, and slowly drew her fingers from her cunt. It was him. She knew it.

“Is this what you wanted?” she asked, pushing her ass back towards the person standing behind her.

“I wanted to go home for the night and take a bath.”

Makenzie jolted upright at the sound of the husky female voice. Her blood was ice in her veins as she slowly turned around, pressing her back to the tiles and covering her body with her hands.

“Ms. Cross!” she gasped, seeing the tall, muscular, and very busty middle-aged coach standing in front of her.

It was the first time that Makenzie had ever seen Coach Cross with her dark hair out of a ponytail and hanging loose around her shoulders. That surprised her more than the fact that Coach Cross was standing shamelessly and completely naked. The coach’s breasts were enormous, only slightly sagging in her late thirties, big and soft, with brownish red areolas and thick nipples. She had a completely untamed thatch of dark pubic hair that covered her cunt. Her hips and thighs were a bit plump, but her upper body was toned and bulging with muscles from her frequent strength training.

She was so much different and bigger than Makenzie that she seemed like a man. Or maybe a barbarian. She stepped closer to Makenzie, into the flow of the shower that the young cheerleader had just escaped. The water sprayed across Ms. Cross’ breasts and poured down her body. She turned, showering off her muscular back and her soft, round ass dimpled slightly with cellulite.

“Mmmmmm, I can’t think of the last time I showered in here,” said Ms. Cross. “Would you mind soaping my back?”

“Coach?” Makenzie shuddered with surprise.

“Yeah? Go on, use your bodywash. I always like the way you smell.” Ms. Cross looked back at Makenzie over her shoulder and shifted the wet hair out of the way of her back. “You’re not going to act shy after that scene you were just making, are you? Come on, Miss Marigold, you were begging me to come join you.”

“I was… that was…”

But Makenzie didn’t know what to say without making the situation more awkward. She’d never really thought about being attracted to Ms. Cross. The idea that her coach had the hots for her had always amused her more than anything. It could never be a thing, right? She wasn’t a lesbian, right?

“Well?” Ms. Cross arched her back to offer it up more to Makenzie.

Makenzie didn’t know what else to do. She uncovered herself and squirted body wash into her hand. She began to rub it onto Ms. Cross’ shoulders and back. Reaching up to get the back of her neck before moving slowly lower. She was surprised by just how muscular the coach was. She always thought she was a little more on the heavy side, but there was only the softness of her lower body. Her hands crept down to Ms. Cross’ buttocks and she gave them a cursory brush with the body wash.

“No, no, you’ve really got lather me up, Makenzie,” said Coach Cross, pushing her round ass towards Makenzie. “I get just as sweaty as you girls do during practice. Don’t be shy about it. Just lather me up like you would do for yourself.”

“Y-yeah, right,” said Makenzie. She filled her hand with another squirt of body wash and hesitantly swiped her fingers down Ms. Cross’ crack, feeling the soft crinkle of the coach’s anus and then, lower, the velvety softness of her cunt.

“Ooooohh, yeah, that’s good,” moaned Ms. Cross, pushing her pussy back against Makenzie’s fingers. “Right there. Massage me.”

Makenzie knew what the coach was doing, but that just excited her and so she began to stroke the soft folds of the coach’s pussy. She lathered the body wash over her cunt and back up into her crack. She let her fingers trail in a slow circle around the plump divot of the coach’s asshole, then move back down to her cunt.

“Like that?” gasped Makenzie, taking a step closer, back into the flow of the shower.

“Mmmm, yeah, you’ve got the hang of it,” said Ms. Cross, wiggling back against Makenzie’s fingers.

The big coach turned and embraced her then and even the flimsiest pretense of this being about a shower was erased. The coach bulled Makenzie back against the wall, her wet breasts seeming to smother Makenzie as the big coach drew the smaller cheerleader into an embrace. Makenzie returned it and accepted the older woman’s kiss. Soft at first. Testing her. But then growing more passionate and intense. Their mouths opened as they both agreed to what was happening. Their tongues meeting, entangling, and dancing in a hot, molten swirl.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Makenzie, letting her hands follow the muscular contours of Ms. Cross up to her breasts. She only broke the kiss to lean down and dare to kiss the heaving breasts. To gather them in both hands and let her tongue drag against those big, stiff nipples. Looking up at Coach Cross and sucking those tits.

“Ohhhhh, there you are,” moaned Ms. Cross. “I always knew… you were ready for this. Fuck… suck them just like that. Ohhhhh… such a good girl.”

They escaped the water and into the locker room. Towels beneath Makenzie on the bench as Coach Cross pushed her back, legs up, feet in the air, and her damp body shamelessly spread for the coach. The bigger woman went down to her knees and pressed kisses to Makenzie’s quivering thighs. She looked up from between Makenzie’s legs and ran her tongue over the hot teenage seam of Makenzie’s cunt. Folds parted beneath Ms. Cross’ tongue. Makenzie’s hot cove surrendered to the thrust of that big tongue.

“Ohhhhh my god,” moaned Makenzie, cradling a hand to her coach’s head. “Ohhhhh… never… I’ve never done this before.”

“Mmmmmmmnnnnnnn,” moaned the coach, tonguing deep into Makenzie’s sweet channel before slipping her tongue back up and dancing it hotly over Makenzie’s clit. “I haven’t either. I usually consider my students off limits. But I’ve always known you were game, Makenzie.” She punctuated every few words with another lick. “The way you showed off to me. The way you wiggled that firm little butt. Mmmmm… such a great ass.”

Makenzie cried out in shocked pleasure as Coach Cross licked lower, tasting the fresh pink clench of Makenzie’s teen asshole. The coach feasted on Makenzie’s ass and rubbed Makensie’s clit with her thumb at the same time. The pleasure rippled deep into Makenzie, pulsing with each brush of that thumb and each slow, wet circle of her coach’s deft tongue.

“Ohhhhh fuck… ohhh my god… going to cum,” gasped Makenzie.

There was no holding back. Coach Cross thrust her tongue up Makenzie’s ass and vigorously rubbed the teen’s straining bud. Makenzie arched atop the bench, bucking against Ms. Cross’ face and holding the back of the coach’s head. She rolled her hips, hot, throbbing spasms of ecstasy pulsing through her. Hotter, squeezing spasms in her ass and around the coach’s tongue.

That was only the start of their pleasures. Coach Cross finished her off and slid her tongue from Makenzie’s ass. They kissed again, moaning together, bodies pressed in heaving congress. Makenzie slid off the bench and to the floor. Coach Cross pulled Makenzie to her breasts and Makenzie kissed them and licked them and sucked them all over again.

She didn’t need to be told what to do next. She wanted it. She craved it. Pressing apart the coach’s thick thighs. Burying her face between them and breathing the rich scent of her womanly cunt. The tickling damp hair against her nose. The sweet folds of the older woman yielding to her tongue. She licked her and Coach Cross moaned.

“Oh, Ms. Cross,” moaned Makenzie. “Mmmmm… it tastes… good.”

“Yes, it does,” agreed Coach Cross, jerking her hips and rubbing her hot cunt against Makenzie’s face. “Although probably not as… ohhhh… sweet as your honeypot. Go on, Makenzie. Use your fingers too. Mmmmmmm. Make me cum.”

Makenzie was all too eager to learn the skills of pleasing a woman. She thrust two fingers and then three into the hot folds of the older woman’s cunt. She pumped her digits in and out, sloshing wetly into those silky depths as she leaned back in and began to lick the pronounced bud of Coach Cross’ clit. Much thicker and bigger than Makenzie’s own little pearl. This was a fleshy, pink thing that jutted from the cusp of Ms. Cross’ folds. The size of the first joint of Makenzie’s pinkie finger. She battered it with her tongue. She licked it and sucked it like she had with the older woman’s nipples.

The sucking drove Ms. Cross wild. She bucked and arched off the floor, thrusting her smothering heat against Makenzie’s fingers and face. Makenzie kept at it, buried between those thick thighs, fucking and sucking and licking until she heard the echoing cry of pleasure from the coach. Until Makenzie felt Ms. Cross pull Makenzie’s head down and thrust against her face.

Hot, slippery, sweet nectar poured against Makenzie’s lips and spilled through her fingers. A pulsing spasm that released a flood of wetness. Makenzie did not let up as the older woman moaned and thrashed against her. She kept fucking the coach with her fingers and kept sucking her clit until the last spasm had receded and Ms. Cross relaxed back onto the floor.

“Oh god,” moaned Ms. Cross. “Oh… that was… that was bad. We shouldn’t… oh… but don’t tell anyone about it.”

“Mmmmm, our little secret, coach,” agreed Makenzie, climbing atop her, atop the softness of her big breasts, and pressing a hot, cunt-sweetened kiss to the coach’s lips.

It was another hour before the two would part ways. Coach Cross with a new guilty pleasure with her star cheerleader and Makenzie Marigold with a whole new facet of her sexuality uncovered by the torrid experience.
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Big Changes and Bigger Changes

Makenzie Marigold’s life changed dramatically in the weeks following her unexpected encounter with Mr. Reeve’s in the Peach Valley High School bathroom. What began as blackmail by Mr. Reeves had developed into Makenzie having a willing affair with the much older man. She had more than gotten over her revulsion to the smelly old custodian at the high school. She craved his rough touch, his demeaning words, and that long, thick cock of his that gave her more pleasure than any football player she had ever dated.

The first big change caused by this taboo affair with the old custodian was her breakup with her boyfriend. Trevor King was a star running back for the Peach Valley Spartans football team. A hunk, a catch, and pretty good in bed. He was also impatient. He never figured out that Makenzie was cheating on him with anyone, let alone the crusty old school custodian, but he certainly wasn’t getting what he wanted out of the relationship.

“If you can’t make more time for me,” he said, glaring at Makenzie as he stood over her at the lunch table, “then we’re through. You know I think you’re hot as hell, but I deserve better.”

“You’re right, Trevor,” said Makenzie in front of all the cheerleaders sitting at the table with her. “You do deserve better. Which is why I am setting you free. Go on, flutter away.”

“Yeah, I will,” said Trevor. He looked at Christina, one of the new cheerleaders on the team. “I’ll land on my feet. You don’t need to worry about me.”

Trevor walked off, his head high, but his brow furrowed with the unexpected shock of getting dumped in front of the whole cheerleading squad. Christina giggled and then hid her amusement when she realized Makenzie was staring at her.

“It’s fine,” said Makenzie. “Better you than Donna Mulcahy. You can fuck him. He’s not that great in bed, but he means well.”

The other girls laughed at that. Christina blushed beet red and got up from the table, either to run away or run to Trevor. Makenzie wasn’t sure.

She’d had some good times with Trevor, but she forgot them easily enough a few hours later, right after school, when she was face down and ass up on the carpet of Mr. Reeves’ lair getting pounded from behind by the old custodian. His rough hands gripped her plush hips and he sawed his fat, condom-wrapped cock in and out of her wet pussy.

“Ohhhh yeesssss, fuck me harder, Mr. Reeves,” she moaned.

“You’re so wet today,” he laughed, pounding into her. “How about I take the condom off and really give us both a treat?”

He eased his dick out of his pussy and teased the latex-wrapped length of it over her creamy ass.

“Pull out, okay?” she asked, already reaching back to grab the reservoir tip of the condom and stretch it off his cock. It pulled free with a rubbery snap and he fed his big dick back into her heated cove.

The bareback fucking drove her wild. She tossed her blonde hair and threw her perfect ass back against the old geezer’s withered hips. Her tight cunt gripped him and fluttered around him. She arched her back and cried out, “Yesss! Oh, fuck yes! I’m cumming!”

“Yeah, I feel it, baby,” he laughed, pounding into her clutching cunt. “Get ready, because I’m going to give it to you.”

“Ohhhh fuck… pull out… pull… AAHHHH!” Another wave of ecstasy gripped her as she felt the first hot, pumping gush of Mr. Reeves’ cum pouring into her pussy. Spurt after spurt drenched her teenage womb as she came all over his fat cock. When he finally eased out of her, she turned around and embraced him. Kissing him passionately and tasting booze and smoke on his lips as she felt his jizz dripping down her thighs.

When Makenzie wasn’t fucking around with Mr. Reeves, she had taken to enjoying some forbidden encounters with Ms. Cross, her Amazonian cheerleading coach. Getting her pussy eaten by the powerful older woman was intense and hot and she didn’t even mind paying Ms. Cross back by devouring her pussy or her big, round ass. Lots of staying late after practice and fucking in the shower, in the coach’s office, or once, after a football game, in Ms. Cross’ steamed up car. Getting fingerbanged while she sucked her coach’s big tits.

But even her side pleasures with Ms. Cross started to suffer, along with her after-school activities, as Mr. Reeves demanded more and more of her time. Well, that was the excuse she made to herself. The truth was she was increasingly addicted to the old man and his big, nasty dick. She started skipping practice to get fucked while he was supposed to be mopping the school. Getting railed by the old man in a locked classroom, tittyfucking him in the sawdust-strewn shop class, or even getting butt fucked by him over the principal’s desk. Their forbidden encounters became a daily occurrence.

Ms. Cross warned Makenzie she was going to get kicked off the team. First she lost her lead spot to Christina, then she lost her pom-poms altogether. The other girls texted her and called her and pleaded with her to come back to the team. But instead, she went camping with Mr. Reeves. Getting pounded down by the geezer in the back of his truck under the stars. Taking his load with her feet in the air. Her big tits bouncing and his cock blasting a big load into her unprotected pussy.

She was sucking him off one day in the boy’s bathroom after school when she got a call from her mom. After she gulped down Mr. Reeves’ hot load, she checked her messages and saw that her mom had left a long voicemail about Makenzie’s suffering grades. Threatening to take her car away and demanding she raise her GPA.

“Something wrong?” asked Mr. Reeves, washing his hands in the sink.

“Uh, no, it’s just… my mom, mad at me about… school stuff,” said Makenzie.

“Well, gotta keep those grades up,” said Mr. Reeves, reaching over to grope Makenzie’s peachy bottom. “Don’t want you getting grounded. You wouldn’t be able to see me anymore.”

He had a good point, so Makenzie did just enough to get her grades up to B-minus in all her classes. For a few weeks after she got her grades up, everything seemed to be going well enough. She wasn’t a cheerleader anymore and her friends were starting to treat her almost like they knew who she was fucking. But nobody said anything to her face, and she was free to spend her afternoons, evenings, and sometimes entire weekends with Mr. Reeves.

It was the last weekend before Spring Break, which she was planning to spend at least partially going to Vegas with Mr. Reeves. But things had taken an unexpected turn. Or maybe she should have expected it. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she walked down the stairs and into the basement of the school.

She could hear Mr. Reeves listening to some old hard rock music on the stereo in his lair. She could smell his smoke and the lingering scent of cleaning solutions. How was she going to tell him? Ease into it? Just break the news? Her fingers stroked the plastic stick in her blue jeans pocket as she walked towards the light visible through the beaded curtain into Mr. Reeves’ lair.

“Hello?” she called out. “Are you in here?”

He appeared behind her carrying a stack of dusty old books in his arms.

“Gimme a hand, will ya?” he said, bumping into her. She took a portion of the books from his arms and helped him carry them over to the furnace of the school. He dropped his pile with a resounding thud. Makenzie dropped hers next to the pile.

“You’re just going to burn them in the old furnace?” she said, looking at the cover for an Algebra textbook that seemed to be from the 1950s.

“Yeah, what else? Nobody wants them and even the recycle center got pissed off the last time I showed up with a truckload of books.” He opened the furnace and started tossing books inside. Makenzie watched sweat trickle down his cheek as the flames lit his features orange. He glanced over at her and grinned. “You missing me? When I finish up we can go back to my cot if you need some of that dick.”

“Um, yeah, maybe later,” said Makenzie, her cheeks growing hot. “We need to talk about something.”

“Sure, just give me a minute,” he said, but then he stopped when he saw her expression. “Alright, never mind. We can talk now.”

He stood and led her through another beaded curtain strung over a structural beam and into the room that served as the lounge. He turned the music down and sat with her on the couch.

“Well, what is it? You look like you swallowed a stone. Did your parents find out or something?”

Makenzie shook her head, her golden hair loose over her shoulders. “No, it isn’t that. It’s just, well, I mean… we’ve been doing so much lately. And sometimes… I mean… oh, Mr. Reeves, here!”

She took the stick out of her pocket and held it out to him. He stared at it for several seconds, then slowly reached out and took it from her. He stared at the pink lines on the test paper in the middle of the stick. Two clear, bold lines.

That meant she was pregnant.

“It ain’t mine,” he said, handing her the stick back. “Can’t be. My sperm is too old for that.”

“Mr. Reeves, I’ve only had sex with you for the past two months,” said Makenzie. It’s probably… I mean, we hardly use the condoms at all anymore. You’re always talking about how much better it feels—”

“Don’t act like you don’t love it that way too!” he said, his voice rising in anger. “This ain’t me. I didn’t do this.”

“We both did,” sighed Makenzie.

“Well, what do you expect me to do about a baby, baby? I’m not rich. I’m a custodian. I practically live in my truck and the school basement. I should be retired, but I’m still working because I need the money. I can’t raise a baby.”

“You’re going to make me do it by myself?” asked Makenzie, tears forming in her eyes.

“Well… no… don’t look at me like that. I didn’t say that. It’s just… aw, hell, baby. What do I know about being a dad? I’m a sleazy janitor. I knocked up a student at the school where I work. I should probably burn in hell for—”

“No!” said Makenzie, the tears starting to flow. “No! Mr. Reeves! Don’t say that. We did this together because… because we have some sort of special connection. I know… I know it’s wrong and kinky and weird. I don’t even tell my best friends about us. But I can’t stop it. I don’t want to stop it. And I don’t want to have this come between us.”

“So, what, we raise it together?” Mr. Reeves looked at her uncertainly.

“I mean, I could give birth and not tell anybody you’re the dad,” she said, trying to find a path through the complex issue. “And then I could bring the baby down here to see you all the time and…”

“No,” said Mr. Reeves and he took her by her shoulders and looked her in the eyes. “No, that’s not right either. If we’re gonna do it, let’s do it. Okay, darling? You’re gonna be like, at least my fiancée, alright?”

“Married?”

“I didn’t say married, we don’t have to go that far, but engaged. I can do engaged. We can figure out what—Mmmmmmphh!”

His words were interrupted by Makenzie’s passionate kiss. She wrapped her arms around him and hugged Mr. Reeves tightly. He stopped trying to talk and started kissing her back, his callused hands roaming over her body and starting to pull her shirt up and over her head. Their kissing grew even hotter as Makenzie reached back and unbuckled her bra, freeing her big, soft, teenage tits.

“Oh, fuck, imagine these beauties full of milk,” groaned Mr. Reeves, cupping her tits in his hands and leaning down to press his face into her cleavage. He kissed her and rubbed his whiskered face against her before beginning to suck her tits. He looked up, slurping on her nipples like he was going after her milk. She laughed and moaned and cradled his head against her breasts.

The more he sucked, the hotter Makenzie got, until she couldn’t resist, and she reached down to slide out of her jeans. By the time she had her jeans and panties off, Mr. Reeves was naked from the waist down and his stiff cock was jutting from his gray pubes. She climbed atop him, straddling him, guiding his hardness to the slick heat of her cunt.

“Ohhhhh, fuck yessss,” she moaned, sliding down onto his cock and leaning in to kiss him more. His hands cradled her ass and she began to ride atop him, taking his fat old cock, and making him groan against her lips.

She rode him hard and fast and with wild intensity until she could not hold back any longer. She threw back her head and arched atop him, crying out as she came all over his big dick. He palmed her bouncing tits and watched her, a twinkle in his eyes as she squeezed him with her fluttering folds. When her orgasm was spent, he grunted and rolled her over onto her back.

Mr. Reeves took over then, spreading Makenzie’s creamy thighs wide and feeding his big old dick back into the blushing cove of her cunt. It was his turn to show off. He locked eyes with her, sweat dripping from him as he pounded his cock hard and deep into her teenage pussy. For all of his many years, he was still a virile and fit old man, and he plowed her pussy hard. His hairy balls beat against her ass and his cock hit her tender backwalls.

Her pleasure grew. She hung her arms from his shoulders and cried out, her tits bouncing to the rhythm of his thrusts. A fresh climax surged over her, and she came again, all over his thrusting cock. Her nectar pouring out of her pussy and soaking his balls.

“Fuck… gonna… gonna cum,” he groaned, kissing her neck and then her lips, his breath hot and rank with booze.

“Inside me,” she moaned, kissing him back. “I want to feel you cum in me again.”

“Ahhhhhhh yesssss! Take it!” he groaned, hilting in her and unleashing a hot, gushing torrent of his spunk. It flooded into her and drenched her womb. It frothed around the pulsating piston of his cock and soaked his pubes. He slowed, shuddering, kissing her, before finally rocking back on his knees.

“Oh god, that was huge,” giggled Makenzie, squeezing her inner walls against his cock.

“If I hadn’t already put a baby in there,” he panted, his cock twitching with aftershocks, “then that would have done it. Holy shit, babe. You know how to make a man forget his age.”

He eased his cock out of her well-fucked pussy and Makenzie moaned as she felt the warm, silky trickle of spunk down the crack of her ass. She knew her life had just become much more complicated, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t going to be a whole lot of fun.


Book Twelve: Monsterbait!
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Sorority Babes Vs. The Cryptid Breeders

By Amanda Clover
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The Hunt Begins

Albert

Albert Weston could hear “Hail to the Chief” playing in his head as he drove up the narrow, busy street of Greek Row at Sandy State University. The outside of the Gamma Omega Omega sorority house always reminded him of the White House. The two buildings were white and shared certain neoclassical similarities like their rounded, columned porticos and towering double doorways. A lot of the Gamma Omega Omega parties featured a presidential theme because of the similarities. 

There were differences too. The sorority house where Albert’s girlfriend lived was obviously on a less grand scale. Also, last he checked, the White House in DC did not have a big banner that read, “GOO Girls Rule!” beneath the overhanging roof. Albert and a few of the girls had spent a precarious hour or so going up and down a ladder to put that banner up for pledge week.

It took him a few passes to find a decent spot to park on the street. It was Friday afternoon, eighty degrees, and not a cloud in the sky. It was supposed to be nice all weekend, which worked well for Albert’s plans. The students at Sandy State University were preparing for the weekend. Parties were being provisioned, those who fled to mommy and daddy on the weekends were preparing to go home, and the most intrepid were loading up vehicles to take the party on the road.

Albert adjusted his aviator shades, ran his fingers through his slicked-back blond hair, and bounced energetically from his Mustang. He went jogging across the street to the sorority house where he saw two girls loading up a minivan with supplies for a weekend in the desert.

“Ladies, ladies, how many coolers is that?” Albert glanced into the back of the van and saw three large coolers arranged behind the seats.

“It’s the desert, Albert,” said Penny Valentine, leaning out of the side door of the van and giving him a playful scowl.

She hopped out of the van with a scuff of her shoes on the asphalt. Penny was the unquestionable queen of the Gamma Omega Omega house. Her brown ponytail with her fringe of bangs curling past her eyebrows gave her a mousy look that was undermined by her toned, firm body and her smoky brown eyes. She was dressed in shorts, athletic socks, kicks, and a tank top that revealed her bra straps.

Convincing Penny to go to the desert for the weekend had been Albert’s coup in planning the trip. He could have dragged his girlfriend Laura along with him anywhere, but he had to get Penny to buy in to turn it into a group campout.

“It’s not like we’re going out where the sandworms live,” said Albert, leaning against the van and then wincing away when the sun-heated metal scorched him.

“I don’t like to take chances when lives are on the line,” said Penny, flashing a hint of a stern look at Albert. “I brought enough water for all six of us for three days.”

“Red Mesa State Park has a visitor’s center and everything,” protested Albert.

“I thought they closed it down a few years ago,” said Breanna Beech, her huge breasts mashed by the overstuffed suitcase she was carrying towards the van.

“Yeah, budget cuts or something, but it’s there,” said Albert. “There are water stations in the park, and we’ll be staying at a cabin with a flushing toilet and a shower.”

Albert helped her with the bag. He’d always fantasized about getting the curvy blonde Breanna and his girlfriend Laura the right kind of drunk and having a threesome with them, but as fun as Laura was, she was never into Breanna that way.

“Showers? Oh, thank God,” said Rayleen Alomar, dragging her own bag behind her on its wheels and carrying a makeup case on her shoulder. “I packed two battery powered fans, but I was having nightmares of getting all sweaty and having to sleep in my clothes.”

The dusky skinned beauty with the honey-brown eyes was probably the hottest girl in the Gamma Omega Omega house. Her killer curves culminated in a juicy, round ass that every guy fixated on at parties. She liked her creature comforts, so it had been a pleasant surprise when she had decided to go along on the camping trip.

Trailing behind Rayleen, staring right at her round ass in her apple bottomed jean shorts, came a mop-haired beanpole of a teenage boy. He wore clear-framed glasses that made his green eyes look big and had a pale physique. A hint of scruff on his chin combined with his green t-shirt made him look like Shaggy from Scooby Doo.

“Hey, Chris,” said Albert, slapping Chris Redding five. “Where’s your sister, my man?”

“Upstairs trying to cram everything into her suitcase,” said Chris.

“Your girlfriend not coming?” asked Albert, earning a derisive snort from Breanna.

Chris’s face reddened at the joke. He’d never had a girlfriend for the two years Albert had known him, but Chris liked to hit on every woman at every party with dirty jokes, innuendo, or outright propositions. He was a real-life YouTube pickup artist who had never picked up a real-life girl.

“He asked me to bunk with him,” said Rayleen walking back into the house with Penny and Breanna to bring some more gear.

“I was just saying if there aren’t enough bunks, we could share one,” protested Chris.

Albert waited for the girls to file back inside and then put a hand on Chris’s shoulder.

“Hey, dude, you have to take it easy with hitting on these girls. This is a campout, there will be booze and ladies, and you’ll have a chance to score, but you gotta play it cool. If you come on too hard, too fast, they’re going to ice you.”

“Thanks, man, I hear you,” said Chris. “You always know what’s up, Albert.”

“I just know my way around a lady,” said Albert, dragging down his aviators to give Chris a theatrical wink. “Speaking of ladies I know my way around, I’d better go talk some sense into your sister.”

“Good luck,” chuckled Chris, rearranging stuff in the back of the van as Albert headed into the sorority house.

Laura

She wasn’t happy about the weekend plans. She wanted to hang out by the pool, soak up some sun, and relax with a hard lemonade. Not traipse around in the desert on one of Albert’s weird adventures.

Laura had almost finished packing but was standing naked in front of the mirror in her bedroom, looking at her pronounced one-piece tan lines. Her pert breasts, firm abdomen, and shaved mound were all pale against the golden-brown tan on her arms and legs. It looked okay when she turned her back and looked at her creamy, perfect ass. She turned around again and saw that pale body from the front and sighed heavily, blowing a lock of strawberry blonde hair out of the way of her tortoiseshell glasses and away from her face.

“He’s going to want me to wear that bikini he bought me,” she said, glancing back at the red two-piece next to her open suitcase on the bed.

“I’m going to what?” called Albert through the door.

The knob started to turn, and the door began to open. Laura gasped and pushed the door shut. Probably not before Albert caught sight of her naked butt in the mirror. She heard him chuckling on the other side of the door.

“It’s not like you haven’t showed all that to me before,” said Albert. “C’mon, let me in, sweetie.”

“Oh, alright,” she said, covering herself with a towel and stepping back to allow him into her room.

Albert was a hunk, like Ryan Gosling if he was a super genius and had a dimpled chin. He pulled off his aviators and she swooned at his icy blue eyes. Those eyes (and his brains, his abs, his great cock, and pretty much everything else about him) were why she put up with his campouts and weird trips around America out into the wilderness.

“We’re not going looking for one of your cryptlings or whatever on this campout, are we?” she asked.

“Cryptids. And, no, baby, this trip is pure fun,” he said, taking her into his arms and planting a soft kiss on her lips. “Red Mesa is my favorite spot in the whole country. I’ve been there a bunch of times. I just want you and your friends to experience it. You know, with all my graduate work, I need to unwind. I need my stunning girlfriend and her hot sorority babes—”

“Hot sorority babes?” she wrinkled her nose at him.

“Don’t be jealous,” he laughed. “You’re my one and only.”

“I’d better be, Albert,” she said and kissed him again. This time, his kiss intensified. Their lips parted and their tongues met. Her hands went to his firm ass, feeling it through his jeans. He gave her towel a little tug and it dropped from her body.

“Oh, now you’re not wearing this to Red Mesa?” he said, looking down at her perky tits and clearly savoring the sight of her naked body.

“Yes, all birthday suit, all the time,” she said, posing with her hands on her hips and showing off the goods.

“Hmmmm, it might work,” said Albert, already kicking off his shoes and sliding down his jeans. “So long as the hot sorority babes are nekkid too!”

She feigned outrage and he laughed and bore her down onto the bed suddenly enough to knock her suitcase onto the floor. His kiss found her lips again as his hands explored Laura’s naked body. She moaned against his lips as he stroked her hips and parted her legs. She felt the press of his hardness against her bare cunt. When had he taken his cock out?

“Oh, somebody is excited,” she purred, hooking her legs around his toned back and offering her pussy to his rubbing cock.

“I’ve been thinking about this weekend since I brought it up,” he growled, kissing her with surprising roughness. Albert, usually a very gentle and sweet lover, suddenly was a beast. It happened with him from time to time, always at surprising moments. And it always thrilled Laura.

He grabbed her slender neck tightly in one big hand and squeezed just enough to pin her down to the bed. Then his hips adjusted the aim of his stiff cock and he prodded apart her delicate folds. She wasn’t very wet yet, but he didn’t seem to care. With a wicked smile, he thrust into her roughly. She hissed at the pinch of her not-quite-lubed lips and then he was deep inside her. Stirring her arousal as his body moved atop her with forceful strokes.

“Fuuuuuck,” she moaned as he pounded his cock into her relentlessly. His hips clapped against her and each stroke made her pert tits quiver atop her ribcage. “What… what has gotten into you, Albert?”

“You needed to be fucked,” he chuckled. “Are you going to deny it?”

“Noooooo,” she gasped, pleasure tightening in her abdomen. He drove her furiously to the brink, pressing savage kisses to her lips and thrusting his tongue into her mouth as he continued to pound her slick pussy. Just as he was about to make her cum, he stopped, lifting from atop her and easing his long, cunt-slicked cock from her soaking pussy.

“Turn over,” he growled.

That was when she knew that the animal had really taken over with her hunky boyfriend. She knew, and she wanted the beast. She rolled onto her hands and knees, lowering her face and chest to the already rumpled bedding and lifting her perfect ass up for him. She could feel the breeze stroke her crack and tickling her asshole. Her cunt was practically dripping after the fucking Albert had just given her.

“Fuck meeee, Albert,” she moaned, looking back up the slope of her back and over her heart-shaped ass at him. She started to wag her hips from side to side like a kitty preparing to pounce, but she didn’t need to tease Albert. He grabbed hold of Laura’s slender waist with those big, strong hands of his and thrust forward to bury his fat cock in her luscious lovetunnel.

“Yeaaaaahh!” he roared triumphantly. “You love to take this… big dick!”

It wasn’t a question, and it didn’t need to be posed as one. She howled with pleasure, rocking her ass back against him as he pistoned his thick, throbbing fuckpole in and out of her cunt. Each stroke rocked her forward, burying her face deeper into the pillows, stuffed animals, and rumpled bedding beneath her.

“Oooooooh, fuck, Albert,” she cried, clawing at the bed. “You’re going to make me… make me… OHHHHHH! YES! That dick is so good! I’m cumming!”

Her inner walls clutched onto his cock, squeezing his plowing prick in the silky vise of her sugarwalls. Her little pink asshole clenched with each spasm of pleasure, and she rode back hard against his cock. Cumming until he suddenly drew back, his red cock gripped in his fist as he let out a roar that everyone in the house surely heard and unleashed hot ropes of spunk all over Laura’s back. She felt the warm splash of his cum landing on her, splattering her hips, and dripping down the crack of her ass and over the freshly-fucked folds of her pussy.

“Ohhhhh, Albert,” she gasped, left slightly unfulfilled by him pulling out in the midst of her orgasm. “You could have cum inside me. I’m on the pill.”

“Didn’t want… to take any chances,” he gasped, his chest heaving and that boyish grin on his face as he stroked his cock and smacked the fat head on her cum-drenched ass.

After toweling off and cuddling a little bit, they went back to getting ready to go. Albert sat on the chair at the foot of Laura’s bed, watching her put on her athletic socks and lace up her tennis shoes. Her running shorts clung to her toned thighs. She was just wearing a bra, not yet decided on which shirt to wear for the ride to Red Mesa.

“Penny mentioned six of us going in the van,” said Albert. “That’s her, you, me, your brother, Breanna, and Rayleen. I thought Vikki was coming too.”

“Oh, right, Vikki isn’t riding up with us,” said Laura, finishing lacing up her shoes. She hopped up from the bed. “I think she’s bringing a friend. Something about the cryptos or something.”

“Cryptids,” Albert reminded her. “So it’s going to be eight total counting me? I thought seven. Hmmmmm.”

“What do you care?” Laura picked a pink crop top to wear that suited her perky breasts and her flat tummy. Plus it might give her a bit of a tan before she had to show off her bikini. “It’s not like it’s a wedding dinner. It’s just a campout, I’m sure they’ll bring plenty of their own stuff.”

“I’m sure you’re right,” said Albert, seeming to dismiss his worries. “Just want to be sure everyone… has lots of fun.”

Laura gave him a weird look.

“It’s not gonna be a big orgy, Albert, so you can get that out of your head.”

“If I thought it was going to be an orgy, I wouldn’t have let you bring you little brother.”

“He’s an adult,” she reminded him.

“That’s not what I meant,” laughed Albert, rising from the chair and pulling Laura backwards into his arms. He hung his head from her shoulder, looking at her reflection in the mirror. His hands came up and cupped her breasts through her crop top. “I just don’t want to share all the hot sorority babes. OOF!”

He doubled up as she elbowed him to the stomach.

“Oh, stop it, I didn’t hit you that hard,” said Laura, but he kept groaning and holding his abdomen. “Did it really hurt that much? Albert? Are you okay? Are you—AHHHH!”

“You’re going to pay for that!” He laughed, grabbing for her. She slipped out of his grasp and went bounding down the stairs as he chased behind her.

“Go on, get it out of your system,” shouted Penny as they ran past her. “It’s going to be a long ride in that van and I don’t want to deal with you two playing grab ass the entire drive.”

“You got it, coach,” said Laura, stopping to salute her, which allowed Albert to catch up and scoop her into his arms. He carried her kicking and giggling out to the van.

There was going to be some grab ass going on during the drive to Red Mesa.
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When Cryptids Attack

Penny

Penny Valentine wasn’t sure how much more she could endure.

“Take one down, pass it around, seven bottles of beer on the wall,” sang Chris from the seat just behind Penny.

Breanna and Rayleen had long ago stopped singing along with him and were staring out the van’s side windows as the vehicle bumped along the dusty back country road. Laura and Albert were all the way in the back and between fooling around and making out, they seemed lost in their own private conversation.

That left Penny, who had to stay focused on the road and couldn’t space out or put in earbuds, to endure Chris and his singing.

“Seven bottles of beer on the wall, seven bottles of beer. Take one down, pass it around—”

“Hey,” interjected Penny, her brown ponytail swinging behind her head as she looked back at the passengers behind her. “Look. It’s the turn for Red Mesa State Park.”

She pointed to the old sign marking a road that plunged into a dangerously dry-looking forest. There were bullet holes in the sign and rust speckled its surface. Not exactly the welcoming sight Penny had hoped for.

“Yeah, just turn up there,” called Albert from the back of the van. “A couple miles into the park and there will be a dirt road turn off on your right. You’ll see it after you see the mesa in the distance.”

Albert turned back to Laura, smashing a tongue kiss into her mouth, and slipping a hand under her shirt to fondle her perky breasts. Penny still didn’t really trust Albert, but he was cute, and it was kind of hot watching him groping Laura in the back seat. She felt an eager pulse from her clit, and she looked away from the couple getting frisky in the back.

She returned her attention to the road not a moment too soon as a terrified, blood-streaked deer darted out into the road. It froze in the path of the van, red staining its flank and the whites of its eyes visible as it snorted with fear.

“Fuck!” cried Penny, swerving hard and feeling the wheels on the right side of the van lift off the roadway. She managed to correct her course, swerving back onto the road and around the deer as everyone screamed in surprise. The van’s wheels thumped back down onto the road with a squeak and Penny straightened out.

“What the fuck?” moaned Breanna, her big breasts divided by the tight pull of her seatbelt.

“What was that in the road?” asked Chris.

Penny looked in her rearview mirror. There was no sign of the deer. It was like it had never existed at all.

“Some sort of animal,” said Penny. “I don’t think I hit it.”

“Should we stop and check?” wondered Rayleen.

“No, don’t worry about it,” called Albert from the back. “Probably just a mule deer getting chased by a mountain lion.”

“There are lions up here?” asked Rayleen, shooting a concerned look back at him.

“Not many. Not enough woodland for there to be many deer. Really only the mesa as far as mountains go. It’s mostly just desert and grassland, with some woods here and there.”

“If you get me attacked by a lion I am going to kill you, Albert,” said Rayleen.

Penny continued more cautiously up the dirt road through the woods. After a few minutes, she saw the first sign of the red topped mesa looming above the tress. Shortly after that, the van emerged from the woods, and everyone gasped and marveled at the view of a wide-open high desert and the distant red rock mesa. It seemed to rise like a castle from the flatland. An enormous prominence in such a wide-open area.

They passed a chain link fence that was enclosing some sort of power equipment and a sign next to it that looked much newer than the sign at the entrance warned, “DAYLIGHT EXPLORING ONLY. WILD ANIMALS NO LONGER CONTROLLED.”

“What does that mean?” asked Rayleen. “Is that talking about those lions?”

“We just don’t go wandering around at night and we’ll be fine,” said Albert.

“There were cutbacks years ago,” said Laura. “They barely have any park rangers out here anymore.”

“It’s not wild animals you need to worry about,” said Chris, his tone suddenly very serious. “I’ve heard there are monsters in the hills and woods around here. They escaped from some sort of government bunker in Red Mesa. That’s why they had to cut the funding. The monsters kept getting people.”

“Really?” asked Breanna, fear creeping into her voice.

“Totally,” said Chris. “But I’ll protect you, Breanna. Just stay close to me.”

He tried to put his arm around her. Breanna cried out in anger and shoved him back onto his side of the bench seat.

“I’d rather get eaten by a monster,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“We’ve been camping here before,” said Laura. “Never seen any monsters.”

“It’s safe,” said Albert, his confidence seeming to calm everyone. But not Penny. She didn’t like that bloody deer and she didn’t like warning signs about wild animals. She was going to challenge Albert on how casual he was acting about it all, but then he pointed up ahead. “Look, there’s the turn right there. That’ll take us right to the cabin.”

Penny followed the smaller dirt road across the high desert plain. Dust trailed behind the van, obscuring her rearview. To the van’s left was the natural fortress of Red Mesa. To her right, more open desert that ran all the way to the rocky shores of Lake Viridian. They approached another wooded area. This one darker and thicker than the first. The road began to wind up a small hilly area before reaching a clearing.

Penny let out a slight gasp. The cabin was a lot bigger and nicer than she was expecting. It was more of a small resort. Two floors and with a deck on the second floor that extended over the double-doored entrance. It was clear that the cabin had fallen into disrepair, but it didn’t look entirely abandoned. There was still glass in every window and a small pond of algae-choked water with a bubbling fountain in the center.

“That’s… not bad, Albert,” admitted Penny grudgingly.

“Told you that you’d like it,” he said. “Five bedrooms, a game room, a bar, a deck that looks out on the mesa. Sure, it’s run down, but vandals don’t come up here.

“Because of the lions,” said Rayleen, unbuckling her seatbelt as the van slewed to a stop.

“Come on,” said Albert, somehow managing to be the first out of the van even though he had to squeeze past the other rows of seats. “I’ll give you the tour.”

They unloaded the van and hauled the coolers and gear inside. There was even a mini fridge in the bar and a small electric stove. The lights worked, although several of the bulbs were dead throughout the cabin. The décor looked like it dated back to the 80s or 90s with a lot of sun-faded photos of nature, stuffed animal heads on the walls, and western style furniture. There were some spiders and Chris stomped on a scorpion, but other than that the cabin seemed uninhabited.

Penny picked out the bedroom she wanted and went back to the van for her suitcase. She stopped as she saw Chris dragging a cardboard box full of fireworks out of the van.

“What are those? You can’t have fireworks up here. You’ll start a wildfire.”

“It’s fine,” said Chris. “I’ll shoot them off around the lake. It’ll be fine.”

Penny grabbed Chris by his collar as he tried to walk past her.

“I swear to god, Chris, if you set any of those off in the cabin… not even your sister is going to be able to save you.”

“You’re so sexy when you’re angry,” he said.

He flinched as she cocked back a fist like she was going to punch him in the face. She shoved him away, knocking a string of firecrackers out of his box.

“I mean it, Chris, no trouble with these fireworks,” she said, tossing the floppy string of red firecrackers back into the box. “If you get the park rangers out here, I am ratting you out.”

“That’s just it, Penny,” he said, backing towards the door. “There aren’t really any park rangers, remember? We’re all alone!”

He let out a theatrically deranged cackle as he disappeared into the cabin with his megaton of explosives. Penny walked back to the van with her suitcase. She could hear the distant cry of a bird and felt the desert warmth against her skin. Somewhere in the cabin, Breanna and Rayleen were laughing loudly. Penny heard a murmur from above her and she stepped back and looked onto the large deck over the cabin’s entrance.

“Oh, that’s good, baby,” murmured Albert, cradling Laura’s strawberry blonde ponytail in one hand as she knelt in front of him.

Penny stifled a gasp as she realized that Laura was giving Albert a blowjob not ten feet away, just over her head. She could see the steady, slow bobbing of Laura’s head just below the railing. She could make out Albert’s glistening cock sliding in and out of Laura’s mouth.

Penny had been at lots of parties with her Gamma Omega Omega sisters fooling around with their boyfriends or even each other, but she’d usually been a little buzzed and it had been dark. This was broad daylight, and Albert was getting his dick sucked by Laura.

“Ohhh, fuck, take it deeper,” groaned Albert, his fingers tightening in Laura’s hair as he pulled her down until her nose was pressed against his groin. They were so close to Penny that she could make out the pink of Laura’s tongue sliding out to lick Albert’s balls and the trickle of saliva down Laura’s chin.

Fuck, thought Penny, unable to look away, she’s good at that. I had no idea Laura loved sucking dick so much.

Penny held her suitcase pressed against the pert swell of her breasts, her breathing growing heavier as she watched Laura sucking Albert’s cock. To add to it all, Albert was annoyingly well-endowed.

“I love your big dick,” moaned Laura, kissing and licking on it before returning to sucking it.

“And it loves you, babe,” groaned Albert, leaning heavily against the railing as Laura’s lewd cock-slurping intensified.

Penny could feel the tension building. The swell of Albert’s cock visible each time Laura slid her lips to the tip. The tightening of his balls so extreme that they seemed to have fused with the underside of his cock. His breathing grew heavier, and his fingers twisted in Laura’s strawberry blonde hair. Penny knew she should look away, but she couldn’t stop watching. Her clit pulsed with each lewd slurp. Her nipples strained beneath her shirt and pressed against her suitcase.

“Oh, Laura,” groaned Albert. “I am going to cum right down that throat, baby. Come on. Take it. OhhhhhhHH!”

He groaned, suddenly gripping the railing with one white-knuckled hand. Thrusting forward and smacking his balls against Laura’s chin. Laura let out a soft, gurgling sound and Penny watched in awe as her bulging throat worked around Albert’s pumping cock. Penny licked her lips, imagining the hot flood of cum spurting down Laura’s throat. She was so intent on what was happening below Albert’s waist that it took her multiple seconds to realize he was looking down right at her.

“Oh, that’s good, get every drop,” he said, smirking down at Penny as his hand guided Laura’s slowly bobbing head.

Penny, red-faced and flustered, all but ran into the cabin to escape Albert’s amused gaze.

That afternoon, Penny tried to put what she had seen between Albert and Laura out of her head as she explored around the cabin. There was a weird sewer lid behind a woodshed, some odd scratches on a door on the lower level, but other than that it seemed nice and relaxed. Breanna and Rayleen lounged in the sun on the upper deck. Laura, Chris, and Albert worked on starting a fire in a metal-lined fire pit with a large, concrete safety apron around it.

By the time dusk descended on the cabin, hot dogs and marshmallows were being roasted on skewers, a strong THC vape was being passed around, and all the girls were having beers. Penny, taking it easy, noticed that Albert wasn’t drinking.

“Not as long as the fire is going,” he said. “Somebody has to be on fire watch to make sure it gets put out at the end of the night.”

“How responsible of you, dude,” said Chris, squinting and gone off the vape he’d brought.

After everyone had eaten their fill of hotdogs and s’mores, things settled down even more. The night was bright overhead, and the campfire warmed them against the desert cold. Albert played his guitar and sang old Woody Guthrie type songs that nobody knew but him. It was nice and relaxing. The three beers penny had enjoyed were almost enough to put her to sleep.

Until there was a sharp trilling sound from the nearby woods.

Penny was on her feet and reaching for her flashlight before she knew it. Everyone was looking worried. Except for Albert. He calmly set aside his guitar and picked up his own flashlight.

“Relax,” he said. “Sounded like a raccoon maybe. Or a hurt coyote. I’ll go check it out.”

“I’ll go with you,” said Penny, although she didn’t really want to venture out into the woods after dark.

“No, no, it’s nothing,” said Albert. “Besides, I lured you all out here to the wilderness. I wouldn’t be doing my job as an outdoorsman if I wasn’t the one who checked on the scary sounds. You keep an eye on Laura.”

Penny glanced over at Laura. She did look particularly scared, so Penny sat down beside her and took her hand. Laura pressed tightly against Penny, and it was hard not to glance at Laura’s plush lips and remember what Penny had seen Laura doing with Albert earlier.

“I’ll be right back,” said Albert, giving them a final confident smile before disappearing into the woods.

Laura’s hand tightened against Penny’s as they lost sight of Albert’s flashlight in the woods a few seconds later.

“It’ll be alright,” said Penny, stroking Laura’s head and holding it against her shoulder.

“Should’ve brought a gun,” muttered Chris.

“So you could blow your foot off?” said Breanna, kicking Chris’s foot and making them both laugh drunkenly.

Their laughter died away as seconds of quiet stretched into minutes and minutes stretched into an eternity. The night wind rose and stirred the trees. Laura trembled with fear against Penny.

“It’s fine,” said Penny. “I’m sure—”

A bloodcurdling scream tore the quiet of the night asunder. They were all on their feet as the scream descended into a gurgling sound and then fell silent.

“What the fuck?” shouted Rayleen. “That sounded real fucking bad!”

“We have to do something,” said Chris, grabbing an unused log from beside the fire.

“Alright, yeah, we have to go after him,” said Penny. “All of us. Together.”

Penny wasn’t much for navigating in the woods at night, but she always had an uncanny sense of direction when it came to sound. That scream had come from where she’d heard the initial howling sound, and she knew the direction well. The group of them went crunching into the dry woods, with Penny and Chris at the head and the others right behind them.

“Albert!?” cried Laura. “Albert, are you there? Are you okay?”

Silence answered them. They ran nearly a mile to where Penny was sure she had heard the sound. There was a clearing there, but no sign of Albert or anything else.

“Maybe I was wrong about…”

Her words trailed off as red bloodstains glistened in the beam of her flashlight. Penny’s jaw tightened with fear as she slowly approached the smears of blood. It was a lot of blood. So much that she couldn’t imagine that much being on the ground and Albert still being alive. There was a broken branch and footprints.

“That’s… that’s his shoe,” said Laura, pointing at a dark shape on the ground. Chris walked over and picked it up and as he lifted it blood poured out of the shoe.

That was when panic hit them.

“We gotta get out of here!” cried Rayleen, running back towards the cabin.

“Stay together!” shouted Penny.

“What the fuck? We need to get help!” cried Breanna and she followed Rayleen.

“We have to look for him,” wailed Laura. “We can’t just leave him out here!”

“Fuck,” muttered Chris, no help as usual.

“We’ll… we’ll look in the morning,” said Penny. “We have to stay together. Come on. Both of you.”

They ran after Breanna and Rayleen and caught up on the trail back. The two were panicking and screaming. Rayleen was almost hyperventilating.

“Calm down,” said Penny. “It doesn’t help us to freak out.”

“Doesn’t help us? He’s dead!” cried Rayleen. “Something ate Albert!”

“He’s not dead!” moaned Laura, struggling to keep up with them.

“We’ll figure it out when we get back to the cabin. There’s no cell service, but maybe there’s a radio or a landline phone or something we can use.”

But panic turned to terror when they reached the cabin. The van that had been their one escape route from the park was sitting on four flat tires. Someone or something had roughly and thoroughly slashed all four.

“What did this?” wondered Penny.

“Monsters,” said Chris, wide eyed and brandishing the log in his hands. “Fucking monsters ate Albert and now they’re gonna come for us.”

Penny had no hope of trying to calm down the panic that descended on her sorority sisters after that.
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A Diabolical Scheme

Albert

“AAAAAAUUUUUGGGGGHHHHHH!” screamed Albert Weston as he squeezed the plastic bag full of pig’s blood onto the ground. “AAAAGGGHHHGGGGRRRRLLLGGGLR!”

He gurgled like a man having his entrails ripped out as he kicked off his shoe and finished emptying the bag. He rolled the bag up, shoved it into his pocket, and limped one-shoed behind the huge sycamore at the edge of the small clearing. Exactly twenty paces into the woods lay the concealed hatch. It opened with a press of the metal key fob in his pocket. He could hear the Gamma Omega Omega girls and Laura’s little brother shouting for him in the distance as he started down the ladder into the tunnel.

Albert paused at the top of the ladder into the darkness and gazed up at the silvery moon watching him from above the trees. The plan he had been working on for months was finally coming to fruition.

“It’s going to be quite a show,” he said, barely suppressing a giggle.

In the distance, he heard the first sounds of a group of terrified college coeds stampeding into the dry forest to search for him. He smirked as he shut the hatch overhead and sealed off the sound of the world on the surface. Lights flickered on down the tunnel as he descended into the old bunker that sprawled beneath Red Mesa State Park.

Beneath the earth, there was a small maintenance room and one of the auxiliary generators, now dormant and smelling of rust and machine oil. He walked past it as lights flickered on with motion sensors, revealing a tunnel that traveled almost three miles through the bedrock and into the main facility.

He stopped after just over a mile and climbed up another ladder, opened another hatch, and emerged onto the surface just behind the cabin. He checked that nobody had been left behind and then hurried over to the parked van. He slipped the serrated combat knife from a sheath in his pocket and slashed the van’s four tires. They were still hissing with escaping air as he climbed back down the hatch behind the cabin and descended into the earth once more.

Albert whistled to himself as he passed intersecting tunnels that crisscrossed the entire park. It had taken him years to learn the layout of these tunnels, but he had spent his youth playing hide and seek and running through the corridors. Back when they were bustling with government researchers and armed guards. Now they were empty. Silent.

“For now,” said Albert, hastening towards the main bunker located within Red Mesa itself. He went back to merrily whistling.

He reached a large metal security hatch that required him to punch in an access code to open it. The massive door rumbled slowly open to reveal an incongruously plain office area. Fluorescent lights flickered intermittently overhead. The disused cubicles and computers dating back to the 1980s and 1990s were as clean as the day they had been abandoned. Albert padded down the carpeted area, limping a little from wearing one shoe, and stopped at the coffee maker that was full of a fresh pot of coffee. He poured himself a cup, stirred in a little sugar, and continued deeper into the facility.  

He discarded his tennis shoe in a trashcan and put on a pair of blue slippers waiting for him on a desk. He continued out of the large office area and stopped outside another large hatch. This one was labeled “CONTAINMENT CONTROL” and required another code to access it. The hatch groaned open and revealed polished concrete floors and a well-maintained tunnel leading to the control center of the bunker. Albert resumed whistling as he walked, the sound echoing against the concrete in the vaulted space. He spotted Kevin down a side corridor. The tall, slender figure dressed in custodian’s blue coveralls was slowly mopping the floors with his back turned to Albert.

“Hey there, Kevin!” called Albert.

Kevin raised a pale, bony hand to wave to Albert without looking in his direction.

“Good coffee tonight,” said Albert, saluting with his cup and continuing towards the bunker’s central control room.

He paused momentarily outside a massive black hatch labeled “OBJECT 944.” Albert’s whistle died on his lips as he stared at that ominous door. The red LED readout above the hatch read, “CONTAINED.” His father had once told him that if that word ever started flashing or actually switched to “RELEASED” then everybody in the facility would be in grave danger.

But that was something to think about for another day. Albert resumed whistling and continued into the bunker’s central control room. The huge containment and habitat monitoring area had once bustled with dozens of researchers. Over the decades of disuse, most of the computer stations had been turned off or even cannibalized for parts. But the primary console was still fully operational.

Albert plopped down into the worn leather office chair his father once occupied and began flipping on all the monitors. The containment cells began to appear first. Their interiors brightly lit in some and illuminated by infrared in others. He saw a group of small, potbellied creatures fighting and jabbering on one camera. A slime creature with the vague shape of the upper half of a human woman appeared on another camera, her lower half clinging to the wall so that she seemed to be a figurine of melting, translucent gelatin that someone had thrown and partially splattered against the concrete. Another camera revealed a tank filled with swirling water and a slimy creature moving weightlessly. Another showed him a view of a spider-like creature amid a funnel of thick webs.

There were more than 30 subjects in containment. The number had fluctuated over the past few years, with a few deaths and a handful of recent acquisitions. But Albert knew his father’s research was on the brink of failure. The populations of these creatures were dwindling. In another decade there might be none left.

Unless Albert managed to preserve them.

He switched from the containment cameras to the surface cameras. There were many more of these, hundreds in total, and he began cycling through them until he had views from in and around the cabin on the monitors. He sat back and sipped at his coffee, smiling to himself as he watched Penny and Rayleen, both distraught, arguing about the van’s four flat tires. Another monitor showed Laura panning a flashlight around, tears staining her cheeks as she called out for Albert.

“I almost feel sorry for you, babe,” said Albert, tapping a finger on the monitor. “But don’t worry. I’m not dead yet.”

He switched the view again and found Laura’s idiot brother Chris back in the cabin comforting the busty blonde party girl Breanna. For once, she wasn’t resisting as Chris draped his arm over her shoulder.

“The kid knows what he wants,” chuckled Albert, leaning back in his chair. “Let’s see if he can pull it off.”

He needed to kill a little time before activating the next phase of his plan. Watching Laura’s little brother fumble at seducing Breanna in her moment of weakness might be an entertaining distraction.

Chris

Chris Redding knew that he should be helping his sister find Albert, or what was left of him, but opportunities like this never presented themselves for a guy like Chris. He was a gangly guy with dirty blond hair and droopy green eyes. Into video games and anime and not all this outdoorsy stuff. He was a virgin. Desperately, frenziedly horny.

And the hottest, bustiest babe on the campout was leaning against him.

Breanna was a total big titty smoke show. A curvy, hot piece of ass he had fantasized about while jerking off at least a dozen times. Sure, she was crying on his shoulder, but she smelled like coconut lotion, and he could see right down her top to those big, lightly tanned titties.

“It’ll be alright,” he said, stroking her shoulder with his arm across her back. “He’ll turn up again. Everything will be fine.”

“But… but what about the van?” Breanna sniffled. “Somebody slashed the tires. That wans’t a mountain lion. There’s, like, a killer on the loose or something.”

“It’s probably just an animal,” said Chris. She looked up at him uncertainly through her platinum blonde bangs and he added, “I’ve had seen goats eat entire tires before.”

“You think a goat did that to the van?”

“Well, uh, no, but I’m just saying, animals can destroy tires, and we know from the signs there are animals on the loose.” He squeezed Breanna’s shoulder and pulled her closer against him, watching those massive milkers jiggle in her stretched tank top. “I’ll protect you, Breanna. We’ll be fine if we stay in the cabin.”

“Allllbert!? Albert!?” Laura shouted from the nearby woods, her flashlight beam breaking and flickering on the branches of the trees.

“But your sister,” said Breanna, wiping the tears from her mascara-streaked eyes. “She might be in danger out there alone. Maybe we should… we should go help her some more…”

Chris saw the way she was looking up at him. For the first time in his life Breanna wasn’t pushing him away or making fun of him. She was starting to think of him as a protector. A guy who could save her from whatever had killed Albert. And with that newfound respect came a reappraisal.

It’s now or never, dude, thought Chris, looking at Breanna’s watery blue eyes and those plush lips. 

He made his move, leaning his face down towards her and pressing a kiss against Breanna’s lips. For a moment, she stiffened against him, even put a hand on his chest as if to push him away. But then her slutty sorority girl instincts kicked in. Her resistance melted away in the heat of Chris’ bold kiss.

He pressed his tongue against her soft lips and it was like inserting a key into a spring-loaded lock. Her mouth opened and he thrust deep into that warm, wet, swirl. Her tongue moved against his and she moaned softly against his lips as they kissed. They were gripped with mutual passion, making out like new lovers pressed for time.

But they had forever. Time seemed to stand still as they kissed and squeezed their bodies together on the couch. Chris was a virgin, but he’d kissed a few girls and none of them had kissed with the confidence and eagerness of Breanna. He explored her mouth with his tongue. He savored the way she tested his mouth with hers.

Chris shut out the sound of his sister calling for Albert as he ran his hand down Breanna’s thick thigh and into the warmth between her legs.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned, her eyes opening and then closing again. Acknowledging his fingers pressing against the soft heat of her mound through her panties as he devoured her with his lusty kiss.

His other hand curled from her shoulder and peeled down one side of her tank top. She moaned louder, pressing her pussy against his kneading fingers and not stopping him from exposing her right breast. He broke the kiss, marveling at it for a moment, hot with lust and staring at one, big, perfect breast.

“Holy shit,” he murmured, admiring here pink areola and the thick bud of her nipple poking from the huge mound of her creamy breast. The faintest of tan lines visible to describe the path of her favorite bikini.

“You’ll protect me, right?” she gasped, kissing him again, pressing her breast against him and rocking her hips forward to push her pussy against his fingers.

“Yes. Shit yes. I’ll take extra good care of you.” Chris kissed her again, addicted to that warm, slithering spin of her tongue against his. The way her eyes were all heavy with lust. The heaving softness of her exposed breast. “I got this, Breanna. I’ll protect you.”

“Yesssss,” she moaned, kissing him again.

He curled his fingers inside the front of her panties, feeling no hair at all down there. Just a smooth, soft seam with delicate folds. Slick with her lust. Her gasp hot against his lips as he tested her pussy with two fingers. He felt what he thought was her clit, like a fleshy pebble at the top of her folds, and he rubbed that vigorously.

“Ohhhh!” cried Breanna, pulling her lips away from his just a little. “Oh, Chris. I feel safer… with you. Ohhhh. I want to… got to…”

Breanna bent her upper body over Chris’ lap as he continued to finger her warm, silky slit. He felt the tug of her hands, peeling down his shorts and underwear. He lifted his ass off the couch so she could get them down and he his cock bounced free and smacked against her cheek. He was achingly hard. Dripping with precum.

“Not bad,” she gasped, eyeing his big cock for a moment.

“Fuuuuuck,” groaned Chris as Breanna wrapped her hand around his shaft. “You’d better take it sloooOHHHHH!”

Chris moaned as Breanna’s hot, eager mouth descended and devoured his hard uncircumcised dick with the skill of a practiced cocksucker. Breanna’s tongue cradled his shaft and her lips slid down his cock. The heat and wetness of her mouth enveloped him, and his cock pushed to the back of her mouth.

He felt a moment of silky tightness he had never even imagined. A spasm of effort from Breanna. Her throat worked around his tip and then swallowed him, and he was caught in an intense, rippling vise of pleasure. Her tongue on his balls. Her lips kissing his root and her nose buried in his brown pubes.

“Holy shit. FUuuuuuuuck!” Chris forgot all about Breanna’s hot cunt or her perfect big tits. His mind was focused on the hot, rushing pleasure spearing up from his cock. With a cry, he bucked slightly and felt the ecstasy surge from his shaft to the throbbing head of his cock buried deep in Breanna’s throat. He exploded down her throat, gushing out all his pent spunk in a massive, pumping load.

Breanna’s eyes widened for a moment, then closed again as her throat worked around him. As she moaned against him. As she sucked and swallowed, and swallowed, and swallowed, until she had drained out every drop of his spunk.

As the last tremors of his orgasm shuddered down his shaft, Chris looked at Breanna with a mixture of embarrassment and disbelief. She eased up his length and popped her lips free of his cock. She smiled up at him, her lips plumped and her cheeks red.

“Wow, you’re sure on a hare trigger, huh?”

“S-sorry,” he said as she sat up and wiped her lips with her fingers.

“If you give me a few minutes, I’ll be ready for more,” he suggested, looking down at his wet cock as it retreated slowly into his foreskin.

Breanna giggled. She seemed restored to her old self by his premature ejaculation. As if the demonstration of her sexual prowess had rejuvenated her confidence.

“No promises, big boy,” she said, sliding her breast back into her tank top and pushing his hand from between her legs. “But maybe, if you really do save my butt, I’ll think about it.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” she said, glancing down at his dripping cock. “You do have a nice dick.”

He moved to kiss her, and she put out a hand to hold him at arm’s length.

“We’d better check on everyone else,” said Breanna, standing up from the couch. She took a step away, then looked back. “But thanks, Chris. I appreciate that.”

He wasn’t sure if she meant the promises to protect her or the chance to suck him off. He wasn’t complaining, either way, as he bounced to his feet, pulled up his shorts, and hurried after her.

Penny

Penny walked with Laura back to the van where Rayleen was waiting for them, still crouched and examining the shredded tires.

“Did he… come back here?” asked Laura.

Laura was hoarse and out of breath from screaming. Her face pale and eyes wide with terror. Penny kept a comforting arm around her shoulders.

“No, hon,” said Penny. “There’s no sign of him yet. But he’ll be back. I know he will.”

Rayleen glanced back at them and stood. She looked like she might say something to discourage any hope of Albert’s return but must have seen the warning look in Penny’s eyes because her expression softened.

“Yeah, we’ll just hang out here until he finds his way back,” suggested Rayleen. She kicked one of the tires of the van with her toe. “Not much else we can do.”

“Vikki and her friend could show up any minute,” said Penny. “They can take a couple of us into the nearest town for help. In the meantime, maybe there is a radio or a landline in the cabin we can use.”

“He’s not dead,” said Lura, looking at Penny and Rayleen. “I would know it if he died. He’s still alive.”

“Yeah, sure,” said Penny, trying to sound like she meant it.

Breanna and Chris came walking out of the cabin looking a bit odd and disheveled. Penny wondered if something had been going on between the two of them but thought that it seemed unlikely. Nobody liked Chris and besides, now was not the time to start needling Laura’s little brother about his annoying behavior.

“Anything?” asked Breanna, looking at Laura with concern.

“I’ve walked all over between here and the, um, the place where…” Laura’s face tightened in pain and she burst into tears. She couldn’t talk about the grisly, blood scene they had found in the woods.

“Shit, I’m sorry,” said Breanna.

“It’ll be alright, sis,” said Chris, walking around to Laura’s side opposite Penny and putting an arm around Laura.

Penny pulled her arm away from his and stepped back. It wasn’t her usual aversion to Chris. It was a snapping sound she had just heard behind them. Another one followed, coming closer. She turned slowly, not wanting to upset anyone.

A human shape, silhouetted by moonlight, loomed out of the trees. It took a staggering step closer, into the dwindling light from the firepit. Penny screamed in shock. For a moment, she saw a ghoul. A zombie. A ravenous undead killer smeared with gore.

Then she saw Albert’s face. Eyes wide with pain. His forehead and cheek scratched open along one side.

He staggered towards them, bloodied, his clothes shredded. Barefoot and dazed.

Penny caught him as he pitched forward and helped him towards one of the benches next to the firepit.

“Oh, God, Albert! What happened! Oh, thank God!” Laura threw her arms around him, kissing him desperately and weeping with relief.

“You okay, bro?” asked Chris.

“Not… not okay,” said Albert.

“What did this to you?” asked Penny.

“I’ll go get the first aid kit,” said Chris, hurrying back to the cabin.

Albert was out of breath and had several minor scratches on his arms and legs. The worst wound seemed to be on his face. It almost looked to Penny like a knife, or a jagged piece of glass had opened a slash from just above his eyebrow down almost to his jaw. It wasn’t deep, but it was bleeding heavily and had soaked his shoulder in red.

“It wasn’t human,” said Albert. “I don’t think. It had horns and it stood on two legs. But.. it was huge. And it attacked me with these claws… and it… fuck… I’m sorry.”

“Sorry?” Breanna wondered.

“Sorry for bringing you out here,” moaned Albert, reaching for his wound as blood spilled past his fingers. “We should… we should go. Get out of here.”

“The van is trashed,” said Penny. “Four slashed tires.”

“Did you see what did it?” asked Albert.

“No,” said Penny. “But Rayleen said she thinks…”

Her words trailed off as she looked around the group gathered around Albert. Chris had returned with the first aid kit and Laura had snatched it from him and was desperately applying bandages to Albert’s face. Breanna was staring at Albert with concern. But there was no sign of Rayleen.

“She’s gone,” said Penny.

“Huh?” Chris glanced at Penny as he handed Laura another roll of gauze and antibiotic ointment.

“Rayleen is gone,” said Penny. “Did you see her go into the cabin?”

“No,” said Chris. “And I would have seen her come in when I was coming out with the first aid kit.”

Breanna grabbed Chris’s arm. Laura stopped bandaging Albert and hugged him tighter. Penny stepped towards the darkness beyond the cabin. Somehow, she had lost one of her sorority sisters. Unlike Albert, Rayleen was Penny’s responsibility.

And Rayleen was gone.
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The Wendigo of the Woods

Rayleen

Rayleen was not dressed for hiking. The dark, side-wrap crop top she was wearing held her ample breasts in place and her tight denim capris were good enough to keep her big booty under control. It was her open-toed shoes that were the problem. They kept swallowing up rocks and forcing her to kick to try to dislodge the stone. Another sharp rock poked at her sensitive arch, and she hissed, her dark brows narrowing and her golden-brown eyes crinkling with annoyance.

Rayleen hopped on one foot as she took off the shoe and shook out the offending rock. As she slipped the shoe back onto her foot, she listened to the moonlit forest around her. A few minutes ago, she had been able to hear her sorority sisters in the distance shouting and screaming. Probably getting eaten alive by whatever had eaten Albert and slashed the tires of their van. That bloody monster that had come surging towards them out of the woods.

But Rayleen could no longer hear her friends shouting. She hoped they had escaped and weren’t all dead or dying.

She listened again.

In fact, she could no longer hear the churr of insects or the hoot of owls. It was deadly silent other than Rayleen’s heavy breathing. She was almost relieved when the wind picked up and the dry pines around her began to stir. She brushed a springy curl from her face. There was no clear path ahead, but she knew by the stars she could see that, and a 101 level astronomy class, that she was going in the right direction to escape Red Mesa State Park. She just had to keep walking in that direction and eventually she would exit to the main road. Someone would come along. Someone would take her to get help.

Rayleen sure as hell wasn’t going back to that cabin. Her mother had raised her to get herself out of a dangerous situation and she had never been in one that felt more dangerous.

“Damn you Albert,” she said, tightening the strap on her shoe and resuming her hike. “I would kill you if you weren’t already dead for convincing us to come here. I could’ve been at the Chi Omega Kappa pool party getting pounded by Dirk Wheatly.”

Her on-again-off-again boyfriend from the Sandy State basketball team had the biggest cock she had ever seen. She loved to suck it and get fucked by it, but nothing drove her as crazy as when he bent her over and pounded her ass. It drove her wild.

She kept her spirits up by fantasizing about Dirk bending her over the arm of a pool lounge chair, pulling aside her thong bikini, and plowing her booty. Her black friends teased her about dating one of the only white basketball players on the Sandy State team, but when they did that, she always smiled knowingly and thought about Dirk’s giant cock.

She was picturing Dirk’s massive fuckpole stretching her out when she heard a loud crack from the nearby forest. She froze and saw a tree swaying as if caught in heavy wind, only the wind had died down and only one tree was moving. Then the tree next to it moved. Then the tree next to that one.

“What the fuck?” muttered Rayleen, her heart pounding in her chest. Was it a mountain lion? A bear? Or something worse than either? Her mind ran wild with possibilities, but she never imagined what came striding out through the trees.

A ten-foot pine groaned as it was bent aside by one giant hand and the thing stepped out into the glow of the moonlight. It walked upright on two long legs, its arms were disproportionately long, and its hands, huge and articulated like a man’s, ended in sharp claws. Its body was covered in dense, short, tan fur, patchy in places as though the creature was not entirely healthy.

The creature’s head resembled that of an elk, but gaunt and emaciated, with eyes of cloudy white and antlers hung with scraps of foliage and what looked like pieces of decaying flesh. Its jaws opened slowly and revealed sharp teeth and strands of glistening saliva like silver threads in the moonlight.

“Sasquatch,” gasped Rayleen, stumbling back a step. But as soon as she said the word, she knew that wasn’t right. Sasquatch didn’t have antlers. He didn’t have those ghostly white eyes.

The nine-foot-tall creature took another step towards her, growling, and as it did. Rayleen’s eyes were drawn to the thing dangling between its legs. Inhuman, pink, as thick as Rayleen’s wrist, furry at its root, and with huge, brown bollocks hanging beneath it. A blunt-headed, beastly cock that put Dirk’s to shame.

“Oh… my god,” moaned Rayleen, gripped with terror, but feeling a tremor of desire rippling through her core that made her pussy clench. She forced herself to look up at the creature’s face. “What… what do you want?”

“Breeeeeeed,” growled the antlered monster and its long arms reached out for Rayleen. She turned to run. Far too late. Those clawed hands grasped her arms from behind and pulled her closer. She squealed in terror, smelling the strange bestial musk of the creature.

“No! Let go of me! Nooooo!” she screamed and fought hopelessly against the incredible strength of its clawed hands.

The creature lifted her easily off her feet, pressing its snout to her ass and between her legs and exhaling warm breaths of moldering air. She shuddered with revulsion as she felt it sniffing and snorting at her. Taking her scent. Knowing, better than Rayleen herself knew, that she was fertile and ready for breeding.

The beast threw Rayleen to the ground on her hands and knees. She tried to get up, tried to run, but a single clawed hand pushed her face and chest down into the soft carpet of pine needles. This position left her round, denim-covered ass raised.

“Please… don’t do this,” moaned Rayleen.

She was answered by the beast’s claw. It shoved two fingers down the back of her jeans and tore the denim open like it was ripping through paper. Rayleen felt the painful tug of the denim gusset and then that too was torn away. Her buttocks were left framed by torn strips of her capris. Her creamy golden-brown cheeks bare and her puffy pussy fully revealed to the beast’s lustful, inhuman gaze.

“This isn’t real,” whimpered Rayleen, forcing herself to look back over her shoulder. “This isn’t happening.”

The elk monster was silhouetted by the moon, its antlers like the branches of some old, dead tree. Yet its white eyes shone in the darkness. Lit from within by some otherworldly force.

This was happening. This was real. And Rayleen knew it as those clawed hands stroked her plush bottom with almost reverent gentleness. Fingers pressed and spread her ass, exposing the tan knot of her anus. She clenched tighter with fear. Monstrous fingers stroked her crack, caressed her velvety knot, and then slipped lower to her pussy. Pressing to her cuntlips. Spreading her dewy folds to the night air.

It was then, looking back over her shoulder, that Rayleen saw the beast’s cock stirring. It rose as if pulled on a string, swelling and darkening from pink to crimson. The head of the cock wide and almost flat, dripping with cloudy slime that spattered against the backs of Rayleen’s legs as the elk monster brough its cock closer.

“Ohhhhh… ohhhh god,” moaned Rayleen, looking away to try to deny what was happening.

“Breeeed,” repeated the beast, its voice the resonant, mournful groan of a lonely bull moose.

Rayleen felt a strange melancholy wash over her. This was not an act of lust or violence. This was a need, deep within the heart of this strange and giant creature. A compulsion. If it did not breed, it would die out.

“Oh my god,” moaned Rayleen as she felt the monster’s huge cock thump against her buttocks. The hot length of it dragged over her crack, dripping with warm slime that oozed into every clenching crevice. Her cheeks glistened a creamy gold in the shine of the moon. The monster’s cock dragged lower, spreading his precum as the flattened head pressed to the soft, brown folds of Rayleen’s cunt.

He grasped Rayleen’s slender waist and spoke once more, his voice a rumbling growl that she felt vibrating up his cock and against her pussy.

“Breeeeeeeed.”

The beast’s first thrust impaled Rayleen’s cunt with a pussy-wrecking plunge of brutal, breath-stealing force. She rocked forward on her haunches, her head bouncing, tits swinging, and eyes rolling with stunned pain. She felt his raw power at her cuntlips, stretched to their limit, her inner walls, stuffed nearly to bursting, and her pulsating, aching cervix, suddenly battered with the force of the beast’s brutal thrust. His huge balls swung against her clit, a spank of pleasure amid the pain, and she was sure she was going to die. He drew back his hips, seeming to nearly turn her inside out as her cunt clung to his twitching shaft, and then he thrust in again, even harder than his first stroke.

Rayleen howled in shock, she writhed and tried to crawl away from the beast, but there was no escaping those huge, clawed hands encircling her slender waist. He began to fuck her with steady, brutal force. His cock was a battering ram rearranging her body. His furry heat seemed to envelop her as he leaned over her and snorted and grunted in the beastly throes of his rut.

I am going to be fucked to death by this monster, thought Rayleen, her inner walls shuddering, curves jiggling, and head bouncing with each thrust of the beastly cock.

But a funny thing happened. Not only did Rayleen not die, but as the beast’s strokes intensified, the pain faded away. A thrilling, terrifying pleasure began to slam into her with each thrust. Her cunt was stretched wide. Her ass spanked by his hips. Her backwalls battered by his slimy cockhead. Yet a throbbing, core-deep pleasure tightened around him.

She felt each slithering slide of his cock in aching relief. Each pulse of the thick veins along its side. Each throb of his balls as they squeezed against her clit. The slimy sensation of his constant drooling release. The frothing of his precum around her stretched folds.

Her breathing became regular again. Her fear subsided. Her fingers clutched at the sandy soil and Rayleen began to push back against him.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuck,” she moaned, arching her back and bucking her hips to meet the huge beast’s thrusts. “That’s it. Oh my fucking god. It’s so big. It feels… so good. Ohhhhhhh!”

Only seconds separated her terrifying agony from her first climax, but that intense shift in sensations only heightened her pleasure. She wailed and thrust back hard, impaling her pussy onto his cock and looking back up at the gaunt face of the beast. He snorted with pleasure, his silvery-white eyes staring down at her luscious booty as he slammed into her again and again. His nostrils flared as he drove another orgasm into Rayleen. And another.

“OOOOOOoOooooo GooODDDdd!” she cried, her head bouncing like a bobblehead as the beast rutted her hard and fast. Her cunt was sloppy and drooling with his precum. Her taut walls clutching around him as she felt his cock swell.

“Breeeeeed!” roared the beast, hilting inside her again and again until a fourth orgasm shocked her core. She wailed with pleasure, squeezing tightly around him as she felt his cock jerk and strain and suddenly unleash massive spurts of his cum.

He’s fucking pumping me full, thought Rayleen, gasping as her pussy milked the beast’s spurting cock. He’s doing it! He’s breeding me!

Gush after gush of his monstrous spunk drenched Rayleen’s womb and overflowed her sloshing cunt. She felt the hot, slimy release drenching her thighs and dripping down to her knees. Hot waves of cum flooding into her with each exultant bellow of the beast.

As the brute continued to plunder Rayleen’s pussy with its throbbing cock, she had to admit the truth: the monster fucked a lot better than Dirk Wheatly.

Albert

Albert was relieved when Laura stopped fussing over his self-inflicted injuries and went into the cabin with Breanna to look for supplies. Chris was distracting Penny with some bad idea about getting a radio working inside the cabin. That gave Albert the chance to surreptitiously slip his phone out of his pocket and activate the feeds from the cameras that were seeded throughout Red Mesa State Park.

He suppressed a chuckle as he saw that Rayleen had made it less than three miles from the cabin. Tantibus Initiative Specimen 144, known among the former scientists and cryptid technicians as “the wendigo,” had brought her down in the forest and had clearly fucked her brains out. She was being dragged naked through the trees, her body drenched in sweat and cum and glued with pine needles picked up from the ground.

Albert switched cameras to follow the progress of TIS-144 as he relocated his breeding prey to the carefully prepared cave that served as his lair. There was a nest of palm fronds, a freshwater spring, and what looked like the mauled remains of a mountain goat.

TIS-144 cleaned Rayleen gently with handfuls of water and leaned down to lick her face and breasts clean with a long, proboscis-like tongue. Albert didn’t dare turn the audio on with Penny and Chris standing so close to him as he leaned against the van. He could see Rayleen looking up at the beast and talking. She was actually smiling. Her hand was reaching for the flaccid length of TIS-144’s cock.

“What a slut,” chuckled Albert. “This is working better than I expected.”

“What’s that?” asked Penny.

“Still no signal, I said.” Albert quickly stuffed the phone into his pocket and feigned disorientation as he slowly turned towards her. “Just wondering how we are going to get out of here. It’s too far to walk to the main road from here.”

“Yeah, maybe so,” said Penny. “But Chris has an idea.”

“I looked at that radio set and there was a sticker on it for the park ranger emergency frequency,” said Chris, hooking a thumb towards the cabin. “I figure I can get that thing up and running and put in a call to the rangers.”

“Probably only one ranger on duty,” rasped Albert, standing up weakly and limping over to join Penny and Chris. “But maybe they can help.”

“They could at least give us a lift into town,” said Penny. “Then we can get search parties in to find Rayleen so we’re not blundering around in the dark.”

“Whatever attacked me is still out there,” said Albert. “I wouldn’t want anything to happen to the rest of you.”

Penny nodded, but her face was tight with worry. She looked up at the stars that sparkled in the dark and infinite skies of the deep desert country. A shooting star trailed across the heavens.

“You’re right, but… I can’t stop thinking that she is out there somewhere. And something terrible might be happening to her right now.”

“I better get that radio working then,” said Chris, excusing himself and walking into the cabin.

Albert saw the resilience in Penny’s eyes. He always figured she would be the most difficult of all the girls to break. But that only made him want to see her downfall all the more.

Soon enough, she would be gasping beneath one of the specimens of the Tantibus Initiative. They all would be. It was the only way to preserve the precious biodiversity of the cryptids.

“We’ll find Rayleen,” said Albert, resting a hand on Penny’s shoulder. “It’ll be alright. Everything will work out.”

With a weary smile on his face for Penny’s benefit, Albert eased his phone halfway out of his pocket and carefully tapped the screen. The press remotely opened the hatch that would release his next specimen for breeding.


5

Little Monsters, Big Appetites

Chris

“Hello? Hello? This is the radio at the cabin near Red Mesa. Anybody receiving?” Chris was answered for the twentieth time by a wash of static.

“Are you sure it’s working?” asked Laura, leaning over to look at the glowing dial of the dusty old radio set.

“I mean, it’s receiving,” said Chris. “I switched over to the commercial channels and it picks up radio signals. But there’s no way to be totally sure it’s working. I just need to keep trying.”

“While he’s trying, we should be out looking for Rayleen,” said Penny.

“Yes,” agreed Albert, so loudly that it startled Laura.

“I… I guess me and Penny could go out,” suggested Laura.

“I’m going with you,” said Albert.

Penny frowned and shook her head. “You’re injured. You should stay here with Chris and get the radio working. Breanna can come with us.”

“Oh, no,” said Breanna, standing up from the couch near the radio set upon hearing her name mentioned. The very busty blonde shook her head so vehemently that it made her tits jiggle in her Gamma Omega Omega tank top. “I love Rayleen, but after what happened to Albert and the van I am not going wandering around in the desert.”

“That’s just as well,” said Albert. “We need someone to wait here in case Rayleen returns and we don’t want Chris left by himself.”

Chris couldn’t help but grin at the thought of being left alone with Breanna again. The last time he was in the cabin with her she sucked his cock and he got to see those amazing tits. Or at least one of them.

“Yeah,” he said quickly. “Yeah, Breanna should stay here with me. You go with my sister and Penny, Albert.”

Penny was unhappy with the arrangement and Laura seemed very concerned about Albert’s injuries, but it all worked out for Chris. He fiddled intently with the radio as he listened to the small group packing up.

“Good luck out there,” he said.

“Keep trying that ranger frequency,” said Penny, shouldering a backpack. “And don’t fall asleep at the radio.”

“I’ll keep him up,” said Breanna. She had a lusty sparkle in her eyes that made Chris’s cock twitch in his short.

Flashlight beams swept the front of the cabin as the search party set out. Chris could hear their calls of “Rayleeeen!” receding into the distance. He tried the radio a couple more times and then glanced over at Breanna.

She was sitting on the couch, leaning with her back arched and her breasts heaving in her tight tank. Her nipples were stiff and inviting. She had a smile on her face as she slowly looked over at Chris.

“Need help staying awake?” asked Breanna.

“Yeah,” said Chris, his cock throbbing in his shorts. “Definitely.”

Breanna was in his lap in a second, straddling it and facing him atop the desk chair. Her arms encircled his shoulders, and she kissed him passionately, with lots of hot, syrupy tongue action. Their mouths melting together as she pressed those big tits against Chris and rocked her ass against the growing bulge in his underwear.

“Mmmmmm,” he moaned, reaching around her to squeeze her juicy ass with both hands. After a few seconds of grinding and making out, his cock was so hard that it felt like he might burrow through his shorts. Or maybe just cum in them.

“Oh, god,” moaned Breanna, breaking her lip lock with Chris. “This is stupid. You’re Laura’s brother.”

She started to get up from his lap, but he pulled her back down and squeezed her ass again. He kissed her. She broke the kiss again.

“Come on, Chris,” gasped Breanna. “What if Rayleen shows up?”

“Then it can be a threesome,” he said, kissing her again as she laughed.

Breanna stopped fighting it and Chris certainly wasn’t resisting his urges. He worked his shorts open and fished his stiff cock out. Breanna lifted just enough from his lap to reach one hand around his throbbing cock and her other to the waist of her own shorts. She started to ease them down. Chris saw a flash of her panties. A hint of the triangular tan line framing her pussy.

Chris grinned up at Breanna like an idiot. The blowjob she had given him had been incredible, but this was something more. He was finally about to lose his virginity. Breanna’s fingers slid up and down his shaft. She slid her shorts and panties down more and in the shadow between her thighs he glimpsed her hairless pussy.

The radio suddenly crackled to life, loud and hissing with static.

“This is Ranger Persimmon,” said a woman with a slightly raspy smoker’s voice. “I’m on my way now to the cabin. Are you still in need of assistance, over?”  

“Oh, shit,” gasped Breanna, quickly dismounting from Chris’ lap and pulling her shorts back up.

Chris sat forward, his cock still out as he grabbed the radio handpiece, fumbled for a moment, and hit the send button.

“Y-yeah, this is the cabin. I mean, I’m talking from the cabin, and we’re missing someone from our party and someone else got attacked by an animal. And our van’s tires got slashed.”

There was a long pause and then the ranger replied, “Pulling up now, over.”

Bright headlights flashed through the front windows of the cabin. A truck door slammed, and Chris and Breanna went to the door as a silhouetted figure approached.

Chris made eye contact with Breanna. The busty blonde sorority girl, smiling with relief, pointed a finger down at Chris’ pants. His cock was still sticking out. He tucked it back into his shorts and not a moment too soon as the ranger threw open the door to the cabin without knocking.

For a moment, park ranger Henrietta Persimmon stood silhouetted in the light from her truck. She was a heavily tanned, very fit woman in her late thirties or early forties. Her blonde hair was back in a ponytail, and she had powerful legs that bulged visibly within her tight green uniform trousers. She wore a tan uniform shirt that was slightly unbuttoned, revealing a surprisingly ample amount of cleavage and a big, turquoise necklace hanging against the tops of her freckled, suntanned breasts.

“You the ones who were sending that radio call?” asked the woman, looking from Chris to Breanna.

“Uh, yeah,” said Chris, looking up from the woman’s cleavage. “Yeah. Something attacked our friend…”

Chris and Breanna told the ranger everything, sometimes in overlapping, babbling conversation that forced her to calm them down and get them to repeat some detail. Once she had the gist of what was going on, she suggested a plan of action.

“I will go out looking for your missing friend,” said the ranger. “If I can locate your other friends I will bring them along for the ride.”

Maybe it was how horny making out with Breanna had made him, but Chris felt a sudden surge of attraction towards this MILF ranger.

“Maybe… maybe I should go with you,” said Chis. “Breanna could stay here and wait in case Rayleen comes back.”

“Well, it might help to have two pairs of eyes out there,” said the ranger. She looked at Breanna. “It will be daylight soon. Are you comfortable locking up in the cabin and waiting for us to come back?”

“Yeah, it’s fine,” said Breanna. “I can wait for her.”

Chris hugged her and tried to give Breanna a kiss, but she turned her lips away from him and his kiss landed on her cheek. He could see that she didn’t like being left behind, but then he looked back at that ranger and got a good look at her amazing, round MILF ass in those tight pants. He knew he had to go with her.

“We’ll be back before you know it,” promised Chris, already following the ranger outside. He climbed into the truck and buckled his belt.

“Just keep a lookout,” said the ranger as she began to back the truck away from the cabin.

“Yeah, I’ll be watching, got it,” said Chris as he stared down at the turquoise necklace atop the ranger’s jiggling cleavage.

Breanna

Breanna could hardly believe that Laura’s pervy little brother Chris had ditched her to go riding around with that old ranger lady. She had been about to make his dreams come true in exchange for a little bit of satisfaction. Cumming was the only thing that could ease the tension in a situation like this.

“Fucking him probably would have been horrible,” she admitted to herself. “And I would have regretted it afterwards. Should have made him go down on me and then left him with blue balls.”

She slid her hand down her shorts and felt the molten heat of her pussy. A stroke of her fingers against the sensitive bud of her clit was enticing, but masturbation never did it for Breanna. In fact, she almost never managed to cum while masturbating. She needed a man, and they were in short supply out here in the middle of nowhere.

“I should have gone to that frat party,” she sighed, flopping back onto the couch and covering her face with her arm.

She must have been more exhausted than she thought, because she closed her eyes and when she opened them again, she was stiff, and the cabin had changed. It was just before dawn and blue-gray light was filtering in through the cabin’s windows. Something was wrong, Breanna felt it as soon as she sat up.  

The front door of the cabin was wide open. She looked around and heard something from the second floor of the cabin. A skittering like a squirrel might make running across a deck.

“Hello?” she croaked, sitting up. “Rayleen, is that you?”

She heard another sound from the kitchen. A cabinet door opening. She stood up and that was when she saw them.

Four of them at least. She could tell there were more elsewhere in the cabin.

They were hunched over humanoids with greenish-gray skin. Naked and with long legs and arms in comparison to the size of their compact bodies. Their heads were bald, and they all had long, pointed ears. Their eyes were white and with tiny pupils that seemed to swim beneath lenses like the eyes of a predatory insect. Four of them, maybe twice the size of raccoons, but with sharp claws and fanged mouths. Staring up at her.

Animals? No, too much like humans. Aliens? Maybe. Monsters? Definitely.

“Uh, hi,” said Breanna. It was the only thing she could think of saying.

They looked at each other and jabbered something in a language that Breanna could not understand. They started towards her, their brows furrowing over those strange white eyes and their fangs bared.

It was then that she noticed all four of the hairless little creatures had small erect cocks. No bigger than her index finger and in the case of one of the creatures no bigger than her pinky finger. These jutted stiffly above their balls and were pinkish at the tip of their green shafts.  

“Is… is this a nightmare?” she wondered aloud, backing away from them slowly as they came towards her. “Is this because I fell asleep horny?”

Breanna backed directly into a fifth creature, and it wrapped its spindly arms around her hips and buried its long nose in the crack of her ass. She cried out in surprise as she felt its hot breath stroking her crack through her shorts. Its arms holding her fast as its four comrades reached out and grabbed hold of Breanna.

“Noooo!” she cried out as the four little monsters and their eight little claws set upon her. They tore away her tank to expose her bouncing, creamy tits. They ripped apart her shorts and shredded her panties to bare her chunky thighs and the hairless mound of her cunt.

There was no fighting them, no reasoning with them. Five frenzied creatures went to work on Breanna with a singular lusty purpose. She was dragged down to the floor as they surrounded her. She screamed and writhed as they pinned her down. Bony hands groped her breasts. Fingers squeezed her tits and pinched her nipples. More hands pried apart her thighs and fingers rubbed between them.

A little bald monster began licking one breast. Another rubbed his strange, bumpy cock against the nipple of her other breast. She felt a hot tongue tasting her cunt and when she cried out one of the horrid little creatures thrust its filthy cock into her mouth. It was as another climbed between her legs and began to rub his cock at her hot entrance that Breanna lost her grip on reality.

This is a dream, she told herself. This is only a dream. I’m horny so I’m having a weird sex dream.

The truth was too strange and terrifying to be believed, so her mind accepted this fiction she had created. She moaned around the cock thrusting between her lips, and she began to suck. She tilted her hips, and she felt another one of the bumpy little cocks push past her folds and into her pussy. She felt something warm and oily gush across her breasts. Spurts of monster spunk that sent a spasm of desire through her body. She felt a cock brush her fingers in the wan pre-dawn light. She grasped it and began to stroke it.

The cock between her lips pulsed and warm, salty liquid burst against her tongue. She sucked. She swallowed. The creature held her head and fucked her mouth, emptying its lust down Breanna’s willing throat. He pulled his cock from between her lips trailing a strand of slime. It broke and dripped down her chin as he stepped back, muttering with satisfaction in his nonsense language.

“Mmmmm, more,” moaned Breanna, licking her plush lips. “Fuck me. Give me your cocks.”

The voluptuous blonde sorority slut moaned as the creature fucking her unleashed a hot, pumping tide of his lust deep into her pussy. He pulled out and another creature shoved his throbbing member into her sloppy wet pussy. They turned her over astride the creature and another forced his cock into her puckered, cum-slicked ass. She wailed as her ass was violated and another creature, grasping her head, thrust its cock into her mouth.

The creatures moved with frantic lust, thrusting into her and fucking her holes regardless of her discomfort. Not that she offered them any resistance. She bucked against them and sucked the cock in her mouth. Others crowded into the room, stroking their cocks excitedly and watching with those bulging white eyes as Breanna was fucked in three holes. It was the cock pumping her ass full of monstrous goo that finally pushed Breanna over the edge. Her body convulsed and she cried out around the cock in her mouth as pleasure shuddered through her body.

Her dripping, cum-spattered tits swung beneath her as she fucked back against the cocks filling her pussy and ass. She sucked harder at the cock in her mouth, and it almost seemed to rupture, gushing hot monster cum down her throat in such a large and sudden quantity. She swallowed again and again but could not keep up with the spurting flood. As the fresh monsters began to fuck her from behind, cum dripped down her chin in a jiggling strand.

One after another, the monsters took her, their pink-capped cocks vying for every hole. Their clawed hands moved her as they pleased, turning her over and making her reposition herself to satisfy their lust. They used her mouth like it was their personal cum dump, flooding her with load after choking load of their strong salty cum. They filled her pussy to overflowing and pounded into her ass until it was numb and frothing with their churned spunk.

Some of them were rough, leaving scratches on her hips or painfully pinching her nipples. Others were almost gentle, kissing her and sucking at her body. One even made out with her, its long black tongue swirling in her mouth as it thrust its cock between her tits.

Breanna’s moans grew louder and more desperate as the strange creatures continued to ravish her body. They were relentless, mounting her in threes and fours, sometimes sharing her holes with multiple cocks, making sure no inch of her was left untouched. As they pounded into her with wild abandon, Breanna was driven to new peaks of pleasure. Strange, pulsating ecstasy like none she had ever felt before. Floating from one messy climax to another, as if she was crowd surfing at an orgy.

Cum splashed her face, drenched her tits, and mingled with her own fluids as the creatures seemed intent on coating every inch of her naked body with their stinking seed. It was a hot, sweaty, smothering, pleasure-wracked nightmare. With each climax that shook through her, Breanna was certain she would wake from this intense vision with her hand down her panties.

But she did not wake up even as red morning light began to stream through the cabin’s windows. She did not wake up even as they lifted her to her feet and began to lead her, naked and dazed, away from the cabin.

Outside. Into the misty morning. And down to their cave.

Albert

“Rayleeen,” said Albert, his call strained and perfunctory as he leaned against the trunk of a dusty oak tree. “Rayleeeeeen.”

“Rayleen!” Laura and Penny called out for their friend from the nearby woods. Albert couldn’t see either of them in the long shadows of early morning, but their voices were still straining with effort.

“Rayleen,” repeated Albert, fishing his phone out of his pocket. His thumbprint accessed the Tantibus Initiative’s secure system. From there he could access all the holding cells at Red Mesa and give the TI specimens access to the surface through a vast web of tunnels and remotely opened hatches.

More immediately interesting to Albert were the camera feeds from all over the state park. Thanks to those video feeds, Albert knew exactly where Rayleen was the whole time he was searching for her with Penny and Laura. The dusky beauty was mussed and naked, asleep in the arms of TIS-144 with her freshly bred and well-stretched cunt dripping with potent cryptid spunk.

He smirked at the slut sleeping contentedly in the arms of the huge horned creature. “The Wendigo” had found his mate. But what about the others?

He flipped through several camera feeds and spotted a plume of dust. He moved closer and saw the park ranger’s truck and Laura’s dumb little brother riding in the front seat next to Ranger Persimmon. She was one of the more meddlesome rangers, discovering his hidden cameras, signs of his specimens, and even one of the hatches. He had considered eliminating her on more than one occasion. She was probably too old to be a good breeder, but she might make a good meal for one of his predatory specimens.

“Later,” murmured Albert, I have just the specimens to deal with those two. “Now, let’s see how my TIS-55s are doing.”

He flipped over to the cabin and found it empty. The kitchen looted for food. The bathroom and bedrooms ransacked. And there, in the cozy den, greasy, half-congealed puddles of liquid. The TIS-55s had found Breanna alone. He could review what they had done to her later. For now, he decided to find where they had taken her.

He flipped through several more feeds until he reached a burrow into the ground that tunneled into a large natural cavern. He switched over to one of the infrared drone feeds and buzzed the little drone into the cavern. There were no fixed cameras in this lair, because it was new. Big and cold judging by the ambient temperature, but that made it easy to spot the heat signatures of the TIS-55s.

The researchers called them “gnomes” although they reminded Albert more of the traditional image of goblins. They had been dug up in French Polynesia, some distant cousin of humans that had evolved on parallel lines. They liked to dig, they liked to kill, and they liked to breed. Dangerous little bastards that had been kept in line by limiting the female population. But that had caused a downward collapse of the specimens in captivity. The only hope of saving the TIS-55s, long extinct in the wild, was to turn them loose.

And let them breed with humans.

“There you are,” whispered Albert, buzzing the drone deeper into the cave as he spotted a congregation of the gnomes surrounding a larger human. He switched to visible spectrum and in the faint light of a single torch he could make out Breanna, naked, dirty, cum-drenched, on her back and being mounted by one gnome after another. The little beasts had formed a line. As soon as one pumped her pussy full, he dismounted and the next scampered into position.

Breanna was not merely their captive. She was rewarding impatient gnomes with her eager mouth and fumbling hands. Albert chuckled as he watched one of the spindly-limbed creatures straddle her midriff and fuck Breanna’s tits. The little brute came in gushes of spunk that painted her throat with a pearl necklace. Breanna was too busy sucking off another gnome to even notice the gift.

“Good girl,” said Albert. “You’ll be popping out their eggs in no time.”

“What was that?” asked Penny, walking towards him from the nearby trees.

“Uh, nothing,” said Albert, shutting off the connection and stuffing his phone back into his pants. “Just trying to get a cell signal again. Nothing.”

“Maybe we should head back to the cabin,” suggested Laura, joining them.

“That’s a good idea,” said Albert.

“I looked at the map,” said Penny. “I think we’re almost to the access road. Let’s keep going for another couple miles. We can follow that out and flag down someone on the highway for help. Are you two up for it?”

Albert weighed feigning an injury and forcing Laura to stay with him, but he decided to go along to the road. He needed to keep an eye on Penny.

“Let’s go,” he said, pushing off the tree trunk. “Somebody is bound to help us.”
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MILF Ranger, More Danger

Penny

The search party for Rayleen was turning into a determined hike to reach the main road out of Red Mesa State Park. Albert had started limping badly, and Laura was forced to support his weight, which was slowing down their progress. At this rate, it would be nightfall again before they reached the highway. Penny was still discovering odd clues, but she couldn’t afford to follow them on random hunts into the desert or the sparse woodland.

“I really think we ought to stop and rest,” said Laura, red-faced and sweltering under the afternoon sun.

“I know it’s exhausting,” commiserated Penny, falling back to help Laura support Albert’s weight. “But according to that map we can’t be more than a mile or two from the road out of here. Then we just follow that to the highway.”

“I swear you said that five miles ago,” said Laura, sweat trickling from her cheek down into her cleavage.

“Just wish… I wasn’t such a burden,” grunted Albert. He had been much better earlier in the search. With his injuries from the strange attack, walking must have worn him down much faster than it had worn down Penny and Laura.

“Not your fault, babe,” said Laura, smiling at her boyfriend.

“It’s a little bit his fault,” said Penny, though the jab wasn’t too sharp. “We wouldn’t be out here at all if it weren’t for your cryptid-loving boyfriend.”

“I didn’t think one of them would attack me,” he said. “But I’ll take the blame. When we explain all this to the police you can say I lured you out here with promises of wild parties with bigfoot and the goatsucker.”

“I thought Breanna was the GOAT sucker,” said Laura, winking at Penny.

That elicited a snort of laughter from Penny and managed to buoy their spirits. They redoubled their efforts, trudging through the last bit of scrubland before reaching the dusty road leading out of the park and to the highway. It was a long way up that road to the highway though. At least five miles. Maybe closer to ten.

“It’s so far,” moaned Laura, finally dropping Albert from her shoulder and plopping down onto a rock. Penny sighed, wiping sweat from her face with a handkerchief and squinting at the distant highway.

Penny could see that Laura and Albert were both exhausted. As tired as she felt herself, she knew she had a little more gas in the tank and could make it to that highway before dark. How long she had to wait for someone to stop and help after that was anybody’s guess.

“Alright, here,” she said, handing over what was left of her water to Penny. “Take small sips and try to catch some shade if you can under those trees there. I am going to keep walking. If anyone comes—”

“Look,” said Penny, rising excitedly from the rock and pointing up the road.

A cloud of dust was rising from where the highway met the road into the park. The plume grew larger and larger until Penny, shading her eyes with her hand, could make out the sparkle of an approaching vehicle at the head of the plume.

“Holy shit,” murmured Penny, breaking into a grin. “It’s Vikki and her friend.”

The little Honda hatchback came roaring up the road and skidded to a stop next to Penny. The dust rained down for a few seconds before clearing. The car’s parking brake crunched, and Vikki Dinkley climbed out of the driver’s seat.

Vikki was the unlikeliest of Gamma Omega Omega sisters. The pudgy little brunette with the short brown bowl cut and the thick-framed glasses seemed like she belonged working in a library, not at a sorority house. Only her short, flared skirt and chunky knee socks gave away the game: that Vikki Dinkley was a slut extraordinaire. The girl with the senior superlative of “most likely to suck seed” in her high school yearbook. Breanna be damned, if there ever was a GOAT sucker at the sorority, it was actually Vikki Dinkley.

Vikki’s friend climbed out of the passenger seat. The willowy redhead in the purple leggings and matching summer dress looked more like a barista than a nerd like Vikki. Ginger Blake was always Vikki’s plus one to parties and other sorority events. If Vikki wasn’t such a cock lover, Penny would have sworn the two were a couple. Ginger was beautiful and girly and had a blank expression, as though unconcerned with much of anything. She smiled slightly and waved to everyone as Vikki walked past her.

“Hey Vikki,” said Penny, embracing her chubby sorority sister with relief. “You have no idea how glad we are to see you. Can we get a lift?”

“Yeah, sure,” said Vikki. “I mean there isn’t a ton of room in the back there with all the cryptid hunting gear, but I think I can squeeze you in. Why? What happened to you?”

“It’s a nightmare,” moaned Laura, throwing her arms around Vikki.

“Huh?” Vikki patted Laura’s back to comfort her as the blonde hugged tightly against Vikki’s big bust.

“Albert was attacked,” said Penny. “By a cryptid.”

“A possible cryptid,” said Albert. “I don’t know what it was.”

Penny, Albert, and Laura relayed the events of the past day to Vikki, who listened with interest. Ginger stared in wide-eyed surprise at every single word.

“Can you take us back to town?” Penny finally asked.

“I mean, sure, but, I’m sort of here to find cryptids too,” said Vikki. “I know Albert from the message boards, you know. We’ve DMed about Jersey Devils before. If he is out here getting attacked by some sort of creature, I want in. So, like, maybe we should go back to the cabin.”

“I want to see a bigfoot,” said Ginger.

“Alright,” sighed Penny. “Alright. We’ll go back to the cabin and touch base with everyone. But I swear, Vikki, if you go full on crypto hunter mode on me I am stealing your car and driving out of here myself.”

“Understood,” said Vikki.

They piled into the tiny Honda, sharing the backseat with bedrolls, water jugs, and backpacks, as well as a couple of hard cases that looked like they might contain guns.

“What’s in these?” asked Penny as the car got underway again.

“Trail cameras and net traps,” said Vikki. “I spent all that money I saved working at the coffee shop over the winter for this stuff. I’m going to catch something here.”

“This place is overrun with cryptids,” said Albert. “The most of any place on earth per square mile.”

Penny decided she didn’t like the sound of that. In fact, she found Albert and Vikki bonding over their stupid monsters pretty annoying. Rayleen was missing and Albert had been attacked. Their van’s tires had been destroyed. This was turning into a scary situation and these two were laughing and talking about cryptid sightings in Southern California.

“I don’t know what a Borrego Sandman is, but if you two don’t knock it off I am going to lose my shit,” said Penny.

Vikki and Albert finally stopped enthusing about the cryptids and they soon arrived back at the cabin.

At the very, disturbingly empty cabin.

“Something got them,” gasped Laura.

“Now, hold on, I’m sure there’s a logical explanation,” said Albert. “Maybe… look! Tire tracks! Someone must have showed up and they must have gone for help.”

“Those look like truck tires,” said Penny, crouching down to examine the tire tracks in the dusty drive. “It could have been the ranger, I guess.”

“That must be it,” said Albert. “Let’s get inside and just wait until they get back. Hell, they’ve probably already found Rayleen. We don’t want to ruin the trip when it’s just getting started.”

There was some logic to what Albert was saying, but Penny felt like the trip was already pretty ruined. She frowned, ready to counter his argument, but then she saw Vikki’s pleading expression. Like a puppy dog waiting for a treat.

“Oh, alright,” said Penny. “Let’s help Vikki get her car unloaded and then we need to watch that thing like a hawk so nobody slashes its tires.”

“Good thinking,” said Albert. “Vikki can set up her trail camera so we’ll know if motion triggers it.”

“Great idea!” Vikki exclaimed and she and Albert went right back to excitedly talking about cryptid hunting techniques.

Penny rolled her eyes and followed them back into the cabin with an armload of Vikki’s gear. Ginger followed behind her carrying a flowery beach bag and wearing a blank smile. Penny smiled at her over her shoulder and Ginger smiled back.

“I want to see a bigfoot,” said Ginger. “Or a Batman.”

Ranger Persimmon

Park ranger Henrietta “Henri” Persimmon was a busty, middle-aged blonde. Tanned and very fit, in her tight green shorts and her tan uniform shirt unbuttoned to reveal a generous amount of cleavage, she was used to getting a second glance from lost hikers and the occasional naturalists she encountered while patrolling Red Mesa Park. She liked the attention. To a point.

But this young guy, Chris, riding in her truck was taking that “second glance” a little far. He was leaning sideways in the seat as the truck jostled along the dirt track, his eyes practically popping out of their sockets as he watched her big breasts jiggle and shake with the truck’s movement.

“We’re supposed to be looking for your missing friend,” she said.

Chris sat up straight, his face reddening a little with embarrassment from being caught.

“Yeah, right, sorry,” he said, scratching his head sheepishly. “It’s just… you’re totally a ten. I wasn’t expecting a park ranger to be a ten.”

“A ten like hot?” She snorted with laughter. “More like a twenty as in twenty years older than you. Let’s just focus on finding that girl. What did you say her name was?”

“Rayleen,” said Chris. “The footprints seemed to go in this direction.”

“Well, much farther and we’ll be past where she could have gone in the time she has been missing. We’ll circle back and maybe start searching grids on the map. Can you grab that folding map out of the glove box there?”

“Yeah, sure,” said Chris.

As he leaned forward, Henri admired the young man’s back and the crack of his cute little butt. She imagined grabbing those firm college boy cheeks as he pounded his cock into her pussy. She felt a little heat building between her legs and looked back up at the road.

Not a moment too soon. Something dark moved through the scrub brush, headed down into a rocky valley. Henri yanked the steering wheel hard and Chris was thrown back in his seat as the truck turned off the road and into the dry scrubland. Dust hissed and rocks rattled around them as Henri plowed towards the mouth of the valley. It was too narrow for the truck, but she spotted the dark shape again, moving with impressive speed into the shadows of the rocky valley.

“What the hell… is that her?”

“I can’t see,” said Chris. “Maybe?”

The truck skidded to a stop and Henri grabbed her flashlight and hopped out. Chris started to follow.

“No, you stay with the truck. This is a box canyon so there’s no way out, but I’ll need to check the caves along the canyon wall. Your friend is acting strange, like she might be hopped up on drugs or delirious or something. If she happens to double back she might come this way.”

“And then what?” asked Chris.

“Then you stop her and wait for me to come back,” said Henri, shaking her head at the young man’s lack of common sense.  

She set off into the canyon. The idling rumble of the truck’s engine slowly faded into the echoing quiet of the high-sided walls. Her footsteps shuffled loudly and every loose rock seemed to bang and clatter.

“Rayleen,” called Henri, shining her light into one of the several cave entrances. “Rayleen, my name is Ranger Persimmon and I am here to help get you to safety. If you could just come out it would be a big help.”

Henri was not worried about the caves. Nothing bigger than coyotes ever showed up in this particular canyon and the caves were shallow and fairly open. She searched the first cave and found nothing save for some raccoon droppings. She heard something soft, almost like a chuckle, from the next cave down the line of the canyon wall.

“Rayleen, hon, why don’t you just come on out? I got water and power bars back in my truck. We’ll get you somewhere safe and you can head on home.” Henri climbed up to the cave entrance and shined her light inside. This one was deeper than most. Her voice echoed back as she called, “Rayleen?”

Sweat trickled into her cleavage as she felt her heart pounding in her chest. Her voice was raspy as she called out again, “Rayleen? Are you there?”

She was answered by silence. A scuff of something on stone to her left caused her to turn the beam of her flashlight. A massive, furry black shape lunged at her from the darkness. She saw yellow eyes and huge white teeth and then it was on her, knocking aside her flashlight and bowling her back to the ground. She landed hard and fought harder, kicking and punching at the thing. A brown bear? A grizzly? No, not big enough to be grizzly. In the half-beam of her flashlight she saw lupine features. Distorted and enlarged. Clawlike hands raked at her jacket and shirt. Her turquoise necklace was torn away and clattered off into the darkness.

“Get off me! Ahhh!” She screamed, trying to knee the beast. Her fighting only intensified as she felt it ripping away her shorts. Her cotton panties. Cold stone and warm fur against her bare thighs. Something warm and slimy against her cunt.

“What the fuck do you want!?” She screamed.

The beast let her know. It grabbed her hips and turned her over roughly onto her hands and knees. Another tear of its claws tore away the last of her shirt and ripped her bra to pieces. She felt her breasts fall free against the cold stone floor. Hot breath stroked her shoulder and the back of her neck. She stiffened. Arched with fear.

And felt the beast’s cock rubbing at her slick cove.

“This can’t be happening,” she gasped.

“GRrrrrrrrrrrr,” snarled the beast. “Breeeeeed.”

“What?” She looked back over her shoulder in shock as the hulking, wolf-headed creature hunched forward and buried its huge red cock in the snug folds of her cunt. She gasped in shock, spread wide around its throbbing heat. Its cock so large it seemed like a fist had been thrust into her cove.

Henri’s heart thundered in her ribcage as the beast took hold of her hips and began to rut into her. This creature, this beastly man, was fucking her with an enormous cock.

And it felt incredible. Pleasure rippled through her with each thrust. A wild, raw pleasure like no man or woman had ever given Henri in her hottest hook up. She felt its furry, muscular body beating against her round ass. Its cock slamming into her, deeper and deeper.

Then came its knot. A beastly bulge that forced its way into her cunny and locked their bodies together. Henri lost her mind in pleasure. She reached between her legs and rubbed at her own clit, unable to resist the savage intensity of the moment.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she panted. “You’re… knotting me. So… so real. I can’t believe… ohhhhhh… fuck!”

Henri’s fear was gone, replaced with a wanton, carnal fury that made her hips begin to move and caused her body to ride back against the creature’s thrusting cock. It snarled knowingly, its grip tightening on her hips as it plundered her pussy with knotted ferocity.

Her body had never been prepared for this. It wasn’t meant to happen. It was an abomination. A taboo. But it felt so fucking good.

“Oh my goddddd,” she whined through clenched teeth, her tits swinging vigorously as she rutted with the beast. “Oh fuck! Going to fucking… fucking CUMMMMM!”

Her cries of ecstasy echoed in the cave and out into the canyon. She felt engulfed by the furry body of the beast as it hunched over her and held her tight. It slammed its cock hard and fast into her pussy, its knot never leaving her stretched walls. She came on that huge, bulging cock and in that moment the beast let out a deafening howl.

She felt the first throb of its cock and then the intense, molten rush of its cum pumping into her with rapid spurts. Filling her sweet snatch to overflowing. A ring of creamy spunk oozing out around its knot as it pulsed and gushed again and again into Henri’s squeezing middle-aged cunt.

Even after they had both cum, the beast did not stop fucking her. It leaned over her body, moving slowly, stirring the cum inside her and throbbing every few seconds as if it might cum again. Its huge head hung over her shoulder and it turned its muzzle towards her face. Its big, soft tongue dragged across her cheek. Her lips.

Henri moaned and opened her mouth. She began to move beneath the beast again as her tongue met the beast’s tongue. Her cunt squeezing around its knot as their rutting slowly resumed.

All thoughts of finding the missing girl were forgotten as Ranger Persimmon succumbed to her undiminished craving for more beastly pleasure. The creature was happy to provide it to her as his intense rutting resumed. The cave was filled with the grunts and gasps and growls of their furious, animalistic lust.

Chris

The ranger had been gone for over an hour. In fact, it was starting to get dark again and if he left the truck idling much longer it was going to run out of gas. He shut off the engine and climbed out of the vehicle.

“Ranger Persimmon,” he called. “Henrietta? Rayleen?”

His voice echoed into the canyon. He thought he heard an animal growling in there and decided not to go inside. He lingered at the entrance.

Something else made a sound nearby.

“Rayleen?” he called shakily, turning towards the source of the sound. He raised the beam of the ranger’s backup flashlight and shined it at something he never expected to see in real life.

“What in the hell… are you?”

He asked, shining the light on the strange creature that stood before him. His animal sense of self-preservation was overcome by his stupid human curiosity.

The creature started towards him.
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Slime Time

Chris

Chris was pretty sure he was facing down one of Albert’s so-called cryptids. The Guadalajara Gummy Lady or something. He had no actual idea which one. His instincts told him to run, but his curiosity was getting the better of him. Well, a bit more than his curiosity.

He just hadn’t expected his first brush with a cryptid to be so naked. And sexy.

The creature looked mostly human. Like a gorgeous and very voluptuous woman who was made from translucent, rippling purple flesh with no apparent bones or organs. It was like if the creature from the Blob got put into an erotic Jello mold and ended up with swaying gelatinous hips, a huge wobbling ass, and swaying, jiggling breasts to put any porn star to shame. It even had a human face, exaggerated and cartoonish features, a caricature made disturbing because it wasn’t a cartoon, it was translucent purple goo.

“What in the hell… are you?” Chris shined the ranger’s spare flashlight at the jiggling shape of the woman coming towards him. The beam shone all the way through her wobbling body as she came towards Chris.

She moved by swaying her curvy hips, but without lifting her feet from the ground and walking. She was sliding across the ground, leaving a faint, glistening trail of slime behind her as she approached Chris. She had a weird smell, like melon rinds and citrus. As she came closer, he could see the plump pouting mound of her cunt and the channel of her sex visible within her translucent body.

“What do you want?” asked Chris, taking a step back from her.

“CuummmmMMMMmmmm,” burbled the creature, the sound making ripples across her body. “Make cummmmMMMmmm. Yummmmmmyyyyy cummmmmmm.”

Chris felt his cock stiffen and twitch in his shorts as the big, jiggling slime girl slid closer to him. He was suddenly finding it difficult to worry about Ranger Persimmon or Rayleen.

“You’re… not going to hurt me, are you?” asked Chris, taking another step away from the approaching slime girl.

“No killllll,” burbled the slime girl, her lips not moving as she spoke. “Cummmmmm!”

She was still several feet away from him, seemingly out of reach, when her entire humanoid shape exploded into a geyser of purple slime flesh. It struck Chris with the force of a riot hose and sent him flying into the scrub brush. He landed hard and the liquid weight of the slime girl splashed atop him. She coated his arms and legs and his body all the way up to his neck. He could feel the cool slimy liquid of her slithering under his shirt and down his trousers.

“Heyyy! Ahhhh! That hurt! What are you… what… ohhhhh…”

A cool slickness engulfed his cock. Beginning to rhythmically pump his cock as she reformed into a humanoid shape atop him. Her wobbling purple ass in his face. Her big slimy tits squished against his body. And her mouth gobbling urgently on his straining hardness. Only it wasn’t a mouth or a pussy or an ass. It was all slime. Smelling like melon and citrus. Gooey, wobbling gelatin in the shape of a plump cunt and big, jiggling ass just above his face.

Chris probably should have been worried when he felt a tingle and his clothing began to dissolve inside the slime girl’s smothering goo. It didn’t seem like a good development, but he was a little distracted by the exquisite mouth massage she was giving him. When he lifted his head a little more, he could see through the translucent gelatin of her body all the way to her head which was riding up and down his cock. He could even see his cock, pulsating inside her neck.

“Holy… shit,” he moaned, lost to the pleasure of her slimy suckjob. 

“CummmmmMMmmmm is yummmmMMMMmm!” she burbled even though her mouth was seemingly stuffed full of his cock.

“Ohhh… fuck… you won’t have to wait long for a taste,” he groaned, dropping his head back and staring up at the translucent shape of her pudgy cunt and slimy thighs and ass. He worked his hips, fucking into her mouth, sending ripples through her body each time his hips collided with the soft membrane of her body. His pleasure surged to the inevitable. A hot, tightening rush of ecstasy.

“Yesss! CummmMMMmmm!”

“Fuuuuck yeahhhhh!” Chris groaned and hilted his cock in her slimy mouth. He lifted his head and watched as his hot load gushed into her translucent body. Spunk spurting into the translucent flesh like cream being stirred into coffee. The clouds made her head slightly opaque before dissolving again as each pulse of orgasm shuddered through his body.

“YuuUMMMmmmy! MmmmMmmooorree!” The slime girl burbled happily and continued to suck his overly sensitive cock.

“Hey, in a bit,” he said, pressing on her slimy flesh and watching as his hands became submerged into her round ass. Try as he might, he couldn’t get the leverage to push her off his body. “It’s too sensitive! Stop that!”

“No stopping. Hungry.” The slime girl lifted from his shoulders and face, but there was no escape as she reformed and rearranged her entire body so that she was now straddling his waist in a cowgirl position. She also rearranged her interior, because her pussy felt completely different than her mouth.

Somehow, it felt even better. She tightened around him and began to ride and bounce, burbling happily as her brainless, translucent head wobbled atop her heaving body. The sensation of her slimy cunt gripping Chris in his refractory period was agonizing and yet incredible. The pain of the overstimulation seemed to build right into the intense pleasure of another orgasm. He cried out, jerking his hips, bucking beneath the slime girl.

“YUMMMMyyyyy! Moooorreee!” She burbled as she leaned over him, her huge translucent tits bouncing nearly in his face.

“AAAhhhhhh! I can’t be… cumming already again! Ahhhh!” He erupted into the slime girl with such force that he could see his cum jetting up into her chest. Swirls of milky spunk releasing and clouding and then fading away inside her.

Still, she did not relent. She rolled him over atop her, trapping him between reformed thighs that squeezed against him. Her jiggling body engulfing his struggling arms as her diabolical slime cunt slurped and squeezed his cock. She milked another load out of Chris.

“Ahhhhh! Nooo!” In his last, desperate moment he began to thrust into her, chasing the rush of pleasure as his cum pumped into her. He collapsed atop her. “Can’t take anymore.”

But the slime girl wasn’t listening. Her slimy tits milked him next. Wringing a dwindling pump of cum from his cock in less than a minute. Finally, it was her huge, wobbling ass that swallowed up his cock. Splatting against his hips, bouncing up and down, until Chris fell back into a daze, muttering and mumbling, spurting into her huge, jiggling cheeks and watching his cum dissolve inside her.

At last, she released him and went slithering off into the night, burbling a strange melody to herself as she disappeared into the darkness.

Dehydrated and dazed, Chris nevertheless managed to pick himself up and crawl naked over to the ranger’s truck. He struggled to get the door open and get inside. Gasping, exhausted, he climbed into the seat and thanked God when the engine rumbled to life.

He had to get back to the cabin. He had to warn his sister and the others that the cryptids were real. He wasn’t looking forward to telling them that he had lost his virginity to the slime girl.

Penny

Penny wasn’t sure what sort of monsters or psychos were on the loose in Red Mesa State Park, but if one of them came for her they were getting a whack in the face with a crowbar. She liked the way the heavy steel prybar felt in her hands. It was something to reassure her while she stood guard duty on Vikki’s car. She watched it from the cabin’s front window, straining to see the dark desert beyond the cabin’s exterior window. They had parked close to make it easier to keep an eye on, but the shadows were deep and dark out here in the country.

“Just try it,” she murmured, bouncing the weight of the crowbar in her hands.

“We can’t just hole up here,” said Vikki, pushing her thick-framed glasses up her nose. “We are on their turf. Even this cabin. Don’t you get it? We need somewhere more defensible.”

“Why don’t we just leave?” suggested Laura hopefully.

Vikki and Ginger weighed in against it and started arguing with Laura.

“Leaving gets my vote,” shouted Penny without looking back.

“Leaving or going to the visitor’s center are both terrible ideas,” said Albert, his voice rising above the bickering sisters of the Gamma Omega Omega Sorority. “Sorry, Laura, but it’s true. Your brother, he’s out there somewhere right now. He might come back here. Rayleen or Breanna might come back. Besides, the visitor’s center has been shut down for a long time. It probably doesn’t even have electricity. We need to stay put.”

Penny noticed the vehemence with which Albert was arguing against leaving or going to the visitor’s center. She was about to point out that it struck her as a little odd when she saw a flash of light filtering through trees. She saw it again a moment later. Headlights turning and beams slashing through the scrub wood.

“Someone is coming,” she shouted.

The others stopped their bickering and crowded at the window next to the door. It was the ranger’s truck and it was coming in hot. So fast and wild that Laura screamed and fell back into Albert’s arms. The truck skidded and slewed to a halt, sending dusty pluming against the windows. The headlight beams illuminated the sudden dust cloud. A door opened and, for a split second, Penny saw a cryptid monster climb out of the truck.

Then it emerged through the dust – he emerged through the dust – Chris Redding, eyes wide and wild, buck naked and covered in a layer of dust like he had been breaded in it. He ran for the cabin door as Ginger and Vikki screamed in terror. Penny threw the door open, grabbed Chris by his arm, and yanked him inside. His naked body collided with hers and she felt the unpleasant squish of his cock against her thigh. She shoved him away and spit at the dust on her lips.

“ShesgoneandIgoteatenbyaslimemonster!” Chris shouted in a rush of nonsense.

“Calm down! Chris! What happened? Where is the ranger?”

Albert passed Chris a T-shirt and a pair of shorts. Chris pulled them on and seemed to calm down. He took a deep, shaky breath and launched into a story about a narrow canyon, the ranger’s disappearance, and an attack by what Chris called “The Guadalajara Gummy Lady.”

“That’s not a thing,” said Vikki.

“Well, she was a thing, and she was real,” said Chris. “She splattered me to the ground and melted off my clothes and then… she started doing things to me.”

“Things?” Laura looked at him with fear.

He blushed under his sister’s gaze and looked at Penny instead, his voice low and serious as he admitted, “Sex things.”

“Whoa!” Vikki grinned and glanced at Ginger. “Cryptid-human intercourse is very rare. There was the Horned Woodsman in 1986, but the semen collected turned out to belong to a normal moose.”

“The Snake Woman of New Jersey,” suggested Ginger.

“Just a prostitute working out of a carnival and wearing a snakeskin suit, I’m afraid,” said Albert. “I looked into that one.”

“Whatever!” Chris shouted. “This was real! She could change her shape and talked about, uh, being hungry for, uh, ejaculations.”

“Whaaat?” Vikki and Ginger both started giggling.

Penny wasn’t laughing. “I believe you, Chris. These disappearances are more than just getting lost in the desert or grabbed by some drifter. There are monsters out there and you are lucky to escape them.”

“Cryptids aren’t monsters,” objected Vikki.

“They are extremely endangered species,” said Albert. He shrugged at the withering look that Penny gave him. “I’m just saying. They are usually more afraid of humans than humans have any reason to be afraid of them.”

“Two of our friends and a park ranger are missing!” Penny snapped at Albert. She turned back to Chris. “Here is what we’re going to do: we are going to load ourselves into that ranger’s truck and drive it to the visitor’s center. We’ll wait out the night and—”

“It’s almost out of gas,” said Chris.

“And we can’t all fit in my car,” said Vikki.

“You really shouldn’t go to the visitor’s center,” said Albert. “For all we know, it’s a nest of those things.”

“What things?” asked Ginger with curiosity. “Is it Batman?”

“Yeah, what cryptids are in this park besides the slime creature?” asked Vikki.

Penny ignored their questions and Albert’s conjecture in reply. She took out her park map and unfolded it.

“The visitor’s center is only three miles from here and it’s down the main road through the park.” She looked at them over the map. “We walk together, as a group, to the visitor’s center. Safety in numbers. If there is a working phone there, we call for help. If there isn’t, we wait out the night there and then leave the park in the morning.”

“But what if Rayleen or Breanna come back here?” asked Laura.

“We’ll stay here at the cabin,” said Albert, pulling her against her side. “I think this field trip in the middle of the night is a bad idea and I want no part of it.”

“Well, I’m down,” said Vikki, putting on a pair of low light goggles.

“Me too,” said Ginger, shouldering an oversized Kevlar net and strapping on a head lamp.

Penny nodded at the two intrepid cryptid hunters. She turned to Chris, who was clearing dust from his face with a towel.

“What about you?” she demanded, giving him a nudge.

“I’m with you, Penny,” he said, then looked at his sister. “We’ll be back for you, Laura. In the morning. No need to worry. I’m sure Albert will look out for you.”

“We’ll hold down the fort,” promised Albert. “And if things get really bad we could always escape in Vikki’s car. Right, Vikki?”

She tossed him the keys. “Absolute last resort.”

“Last resort,” he promised.

It was settled. They filled up on water and some power bars, donned their jackets, because the desert night was getting cool, and Penny and her small group set off for the visitor’s center. Even though it was only three miles away as the crow flies, they were taking an L-shaped route down the drive to the cabin and back to the main road. Her reasoning was that attacks by monsters seemed less likely on a road. Walking directly to the visitor’s center would take them over some rough terrain and some woodlands.

“Good luck, Penny,” said Albert, giving Penny a strangely cold smile. “If anyone could successfully lead an expedition of the sorority girls like this, it’s you.”

“Yeah, well, just take care of Laura,” she replied. She wanted to say more, to accuse him of taking some sick enjoyment from what was happening, but it was no time for a big fight. She just hoped he really would look out for Laura’s safety.

With a last wave to Albert and Laura, the group set off into the night. Along the road and through the rolling scrubland and rocky heights of Red Mesa State Park, it felt to Penny like a thousand evil eyes were watching them depart.
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Making Water Babies

Laura

“AWWWOOOOOOOOOOOOooooo!”

The beast’s howl tore at Laura’s sanity. It was a wolf, or maybe a werewolf, or something even worse. Laura shrunk back from the window, drawing the blanket around her body. She was trembling, her neck and back and quivering breasts damp with terror sweat. Her wide eyes searched the night through the window, every faint movement of trees, half seen in moonlight, became the claws of a giant creature reaching out from the scrubby woods.

“Relax, babe, everything is alright,” said Albert, taking her hand and kiss her fingers. She pressed against him. She clung to him.

The howling started again.

“What is it? What’s making that sound? Could it get Penny and Chris and the others?”

“It’s probably just coyotes,” said Albert, squinting at the window. “Although…”

“Although what?” Laura looked up at him with terror-stricken eyes. “Although what, Albert? What is it?”

“The pitch is awfully deep for a coyote. Maybe something bigger. Something we’ve never seen before. It could even be a cryptid.” He glanced over at the wooden door to the cabin. “The odds that an animal could break through that door are pretty low. Although…”

“Now what!?” Laura cried, fear gripping her heart as she tossed off the blankets and shot up from the bed. “Although what!?”

“The beast could get in through the windows,” said Albert.

“What do we do? Board them up?” Laura knew she had to do something. She frantically searched the cabin for pieces of furniture and wood to pile up against the windows. She was panicking, almost hyperventilating. Albert came over and took her hands.

“There is not enough furniture for that,” he said. “But I might know a place where we will be safe?”

“You do?” She looked up at him, grateful for any lifeline of hope amidst the building terror.

“The last time I was at Red Mesa I found this old hatch and a tunnel underground. There was a whole bunker system under the park. We could go in there. No animals are going to find us in there.” He took her hand. “But we’ll have to go outside to get there. So whatever you do, don’t let go of my hand.”

Before Laura could come up with an objection, Albert was pulling her out through the door and into the night. She heard the howls again, seemingly closer now, and wanted to go back to the cabin. He yanked her along, his grip tightening on her hand as he pulled her towards the chilly, windswept woods that were the source of all her fears.

“No, Albert, no let’s turn back,” she cried, fighting and tugging against him.

“Shhhhh, babe, it’s okay,” he said, not relenting at all. “We’re almost there.”

Laura stumbled along, pulled by the iron grip Albert had on her hand. So hard it was starting to hurt. But she was too afraid to complain or struggle against him. The darkness of the desert woods loomed around her. Dry, creaking trees groaning in the night wind and sticks crackling underfoot.

Albert stopped suddenly and Laura collided with him.

“What are you doing?” she hissed as another howl tore at the night, muffled by the trees around them.

Albert took something out of his pocket and there was a grinding sound that rumbled through the soles of Laura’s shoes. Darkness seemed to open at the base of a tree and a metal hatch swung open. Lights flickered on into the distance, revealing a very old but clean tunnel descending under the ground.

“You… you knew about this tunnel? Why didn’t you tell anyone?”

“I had forgotten about it until I start thinking about where we might be safe. No animal is getting through that hatch I just opened. Right?” Albert held out a hand to help her down the ladder. “C’mon, Laura. We’ll find a safe spot in here and hunker down until morning.”

“Y-yeah, okay,” she said, unsure of his plan, but more afraid of that howling.

Albert got her started down the ladder and then followed her, shutting the hatch behind them. She reached the bottom of the ladder and looked around.

“What is this place? Why would you build a bunker like this?”

“Some sort of civil defense thing,” said Albert, smiling. “Come on, follow me. It’s really big.”

Without the howling of the beast, a sense of curiosity returned to Laura as she followed her boyfriend through the tunnels. She stayed close to Albert, occasionally bumping into his back as he reached a tunnel intersection or a flight of stairs.

They seemed to walk for a very long time. Laura’s phone had died, so she couldn’t even check the time, but it must have been almost an hour. They reached an elevator that was working. Albert climbed in without hesitation. Like he knew the whole floorplan and knew exactly where he was going.

There was a placard with a strange symbol on the wall of the elevator. The symbol looked sort of like an octopus surrounded by other animals that Laura didn’t recognize.

“’Tantibus Initiative.’” She read aloud. “What is that? Do you know?”

“Must be some government thing,” he said and pressed a button to activate the elevator. As it began to ascend, he turned to her and gave her a confident smile. “Wait until you see the labs. It’s so cool. Like something right out of a movie.”

“Yeah?” Laura smiled, some of her fear creeping back. She could see something manic in Albert’s eyes. His explanation that he had forgotten about the tunnel seemed flimsy with what she had seen since. This wasn’t just some Cold War relic of civil defense. This was empty, sure, but big and well-maintained. It felt active. Like something on standby, not something forgotten.

The elevator doors opened into what seemed to be an office. Like something out of the 1970s maybe, with buzzing fluorescent lights that weren’t all still working, empty cubicles and dark offices. The sounds were muted by carpeting. There was a poster of a cat hanging from a tree branch with the slogan “HANG IN THERE” next to another poster that described safety procedures in the event of a containment breach.

“Containment of what?” murmured Laura. “Is this like a nuclear thing?”

She wasn’t given a chance to inspect the safety poster as Albert took her hand again and led her to a large hatch with a glowing alphanumeric security keypad. Albert punched in a code without hesitation and the huge hatch began to cycle open with a rumble.

Laura screamed as they were confronted with the sight of a ghoul walking past the hatch. The gaunt pale man in a custodian’s coveralls slowly stopped. He turned to look at them, his eyes dull and his smile faint. He waved a bony hand at them. A name patch on his chest read, “KEVIN.”

“There’s someone in here?” gasped Laura, stumbling through the open hatch and watching as Kevin continued past them.

“Just Kevin,” said Albert. “He doesn’t talk much.”

Laura had more and more questions to ask Albert, but those were overwhelmed by new questions as he led her through a control room with dark monitors and outdated computers. There were blinking lights, panels of switches and dials, and a few more modern laptops set up. Again, before Laura could ask, Albert led her past all the computers and dark screens and into a sterile white hallway. Numbered, sealed hatches lined the walls.

“Containment,” said Laura.

“Hmmm? Yeah, very good, babe. They’re storing something in those.” He pointed to a flight of metal stairs at the far end of the hall. “Down there is what I want to show you.”

She reluctantly followed him. The huge, white hatches seemed to pulse with malevolent energy. There were viewing ports on some of them, but when she reached towards one, Albert pulled her back.

“You don’t want to mess with that,” he assured her, taking her hand tightly and continuing to lead her down the hall. Laura wanted to do something, but she wasn’t sure what. Chris, Penny, and the others needed to know about all this. There was something going on here and she was starting to think that Albert might be a part of it.

But for the moment, he still felt like the only thing keeping her safe, so she squeezed his hand and followed him down the stairs. Their feet clanked on the metal and scuffed on the tiled floor as they reached a lower level.

“You’re gonna love this, babe,” said Albert, grinning as he took her towards one of the hatches. “It’s called the Seafarer. Remember that movie you liked that we watched together? Shape of Water?”

“With the fish guy?” She furrowed her brow. “I mean, it was sort of sexy, but you picked that one out, not me.”

Albert wasn’t listening to her. He was grinning from ear-to-ear as he punched in numbers on another security keypad. The hatch began to open and humid, salty air wafted out through the hatch. Lights, dimmer than the hallway, illuminated a tiled room almost like an indoor swimming pool, only the pool at the center seemed very dark and deep.

“This is creepy,” said Laura, leaning closer to look inside. “I don’t want to go in there. Let’s go back to—”

Albert gave her a shove, and she stumbled in through the hatch. Her feet slipped on the tiles, and she slid and then landed hard on her butt.

“Have fun, babe,” said Albert, cycling the hatch shut before Laura could stand up. “The Seafarer will keep you entertained. He’s very lonely.”

“Wait! Don’t do this! What the fuck!?” Laura pulled herself up on the hatch, peering through the thick glass porthole at her treacherous boyfriend smiling back at her.

She heard a splash and a gurgle, looked back over her shoulder and saw something moving, and began to frantically pull at the hatch mechanism. She punched numbers on the keypad, but the little screen flashed LOCKOUT in red letters.

She heard wet flesh slapping against the tiles. Something gurgling and breathing with hissing wet exhalations. She couldn’t look back. She cried out in terror as it came towards her, each step of webbed feet smacking the floor. Albert watched through the glass with delight in his wicked eyes.

A clawed webbed hand took Laura firmly, but not roughly, by the shoulder. She looked down at the blue-green fingers curled around her shirt. Felt the water soaking into the fabric. The creature turned her slowly and her breath caught in her throat as she looked upon the alien face of the Seafarer.

It was not the svelte swimmer of The Shape of Water. This creature loomed over her, even standing hunched, as though it hated to be out of the water. Its face resembled a cross between a reptile and a fish, with bugling eyes that focused on her with intense lust and a huge, wide mouth with an underbite of fanged teeth. Its head and neck were finned, its body bulky and glistening with the saltwater.

Despite her horror, her eyes were drawn downward to something big, pink, and slimy with a slender tip and a wide base bulging from the creature’s groin and curving upwards. It was so close that it was almost touching Laura’s thighs. Her glasses fogged with the fearful heat of her body.

“Please… don’t,” was all she managed to squeak out at the creature.

It hissed, opening its mouth wide and extending a pink tongue that ended in a white, needlelike barb. The tongue shot forward suddenly, and Laura cried out as the barb jabbed into the meat of her shoulder. It tore loose like the stinger of a bee, imbedded in Laura’s body and still pumping venom into her flesh.

The pain was excruciating but was quickly replaced by warmth that spread from the stinger through her body and gathered between her legs. Her cunt throbbed. Her breath came in shuddering gasps.

“Sex,” she said and laughed at the sound of the word. “Liquid sex. Stinger sex. Shape of Water sex.”

“That’s right, babe,” laughed Albert, pressing his face to the porthole for a better look. “He just wants to mate and have babies with you! You’re doing something good! For science!”

“Sex,” she giggled, repeating the word as the heat welled inside her and pulsated through her body.

The Seafarer picked her up with ease, one clawed hand knocking away her glasses and stripping off her blouse and shorts to expose her bra and panties. Two more swipes and her pert breasts lay exposed. Her shaved pussy glistening and flushed with her arousal. She was still wearing her shoes and socks as the huge creature climbed atop her.

It was not gentle, nor sweet, but there was not malice either. This was a biological imperative. For when the creature delivered its sting to Laura, it had activated its own hormonal storm of desire.

It held Laura’s slender legs wide and she looked up into its bulging blue eyes as it thrust into her. Its cock was huge, several times bigger than any man she’d ever been with. Smooth and slippery, but huge. Cool, not warm. But thrusting vigorously into the heated depths of her cunt.

“Ohhhhh goddddd,” she moaned, pleasure spasming through her stretched cunt.

The Seafarer’s body hunched over her as it rutted its pink cock in and out of her warm human body. Its fanged mouth opened wide, and it reached out with its tongue. The barb was gone and the tongue, now soft and disarmed, slithered into Laura’s mouth. The briny taste of it filled her senses. She kissed it and sucked at its tongue. Moaning as she began to move her hips. Chasing waves of orgasmic pleasure that broke through her like deep sea earthquakes of ecstasy.

“Cummmminnng!”

The beast gurgled atop her, hunching over her with greater urgency. Her nipples rubbing against its scaly body. Her cunt stretched so wide around its base that she thought she might tear open. Then she felt the first pump of its seed. Cum and eggs and all gushing into her womb. A pleasure and shock like nothing she had ever known before. Spurt after spurt filling her human warmth with the slimy clutch of eggs and sperm. A hermaphroditic release that sent her to peaks of pleasure few humans had ever even imagined.

She writhed and squirmed and the creature turned her over onto her knees, her face down and her hips raised. And it continued to rut into her. Battering her womb with its slimy tip and churning its cum froth that foamed from her cuntlips and dripped down her thighs. Albert was forgotten. College was forgotten. She gasped with ecstasy, cumming again and again, trapped beneath it as it mated with her.

As it would for hours to come.

Albert

Albert smiled as he watched his ex-girlfriend being mated by the Seafarer. He could still remember capturing that creature. It had always hated him, snapping at him during feedings and trying to communicate its hatred with rude gestures. But it seemed to like Laura quite a lot.

“And she seems to like it,” he chuckled, muting the audio feed but watching her face contort with another tremor of pleasure.

He dimmed the lights a little more, making things romantic in the containment chamber for them. He wasn’t sure what the Seafarer would do with her once it was done fucking her. He assumed it wouldn’t kill her, that there was some biological instinct to protect a mate, but he couldn’t be sure.

“Not my concern at the moment,” he said, shutting the viewing porthole and stepping back from the chamber. His dick was hard from watching Laura with the beast. He needed some relief. Thankfully, there were ways of getting that taken care of at the Tantibus Initiative. He just needed to be careful about it.

He walked back out into the main area of the containment section and stopped outside the giant door to OBJECT 944. He stared at that door, feeling the ominous presence of the thing behind it. Even through four meters of steel, a layer of lead, and down deep in the bedrock, he could feel OBJECT 944. Calling to him. Calling to everyone. He took a step towards the keypad, his hand reaching for the buttons.

The creak of a mop bucket wheel jolted him out of what he was doing. Kevin walked past and waved a bony hand at Alfred.

“Hey, Kevin,” he said, smiling with relief that the old custodian had broken him free from whatever malign influence OBJECT 944 could exert through the hatch.

Kevin started to mop the tiles and Alfred retreated to the control room. He needed something to deal with the others. Something to entertain them.

He reached for the controls for chamber #188. He sealed several side tunnels to direct #188 away from the main facility and towards the visitor’s center, then released the safeties and cycled open the doors to the containment chamber. A ghostly blur swept past several security cameras. It left a trail of slime behind it.

The Haunter was free.

“Have fun, girls,” chuckled Albert.
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Ladies Love Invertebrates

Vikki

This was the stuff of legends. A cryptid incident the likes of which Vikki Dinkley’s forums and discord channels had never even imagined. Abductions and level five sexual encounters from not just one but potentially multiple unidentified cryptids. A hunter could go her whole life and only encounter one or two cryptids if she was lucky. Tonight was shaping up to put the Wood Creek Mall Incident of 1992 to shame.

“But you haven’t encountered any of these cryptids yourself,” whispered Vikki, reminding herself of that fact.

“What’s that?” asked Ginger. The willowy redhead leaned closer to Vikki. The mismatched duo of the pudgy, nerdy cryptid hunter and the model-gorgeous redhead was walking a few paces behind Penny and Chris as they made their way to the visitor’s center at the base of Red Mesa.

“Shhhhh,” hissed Vikki, glancing up at Penny and Chris. “They think we’re just here to help them find their friends.”

“We aren’t?”

“Well, we are, but also to find the cryptids. In fact, if we can document a level five encounter or confirm an undiscovered cryptid like that slime creature Chris was describing, then we could make a fortune.” Vikki couldn’t suppress a grin. “We’ll become the most famous cryptid hunter livestream. We can write books and maybe even get a show on Netflix or something.”

“Well, yeah, but we can’t actually livestream from here,” said Ginger, holding up her phone and showing Vikki the lack of signal.

Vikki was about to counter that she could afford to invest in satellite internet in the future, but before she could mention it, she realized they had almost arrived at the visitor’s center. Chris and Penny were slowing down and approaching the front doors of the dark visitor’s center cautiously. Their flashlight beams swept back and forth across the dusty front windows. The moon was above the mesa, creating a deep shadow that hid the visitor’s center which was built partially into a natural recess within the base of the mesa.

Vikki switched on her headlamp and Ginger turned on her own flashlight beside her. The visitor’s center was two floors with a balcony for a coffee shop on the second floor. Dust had gathered into drifts along one side of it and there were small dunes in the empty parking lot. The front windows had been covered with shutters, but it was still possible to see inside through the heavy glass doors.

“It looks like it has been abandoned for fifty years,” said Penny, pressing her nose to the glass and shining her light inside.

“Gimme that crowbar,” said Chris. He took the crowbar from Penny and tried to use it to lever open the front doors. He tried several times, working himself into a sweat, before dropping the crowbar with a clang onto the steps.

“With a door like that,” said Vikki, scooping up the crowbar, “it’s best to attack the hinges.”

She used the teeth of the crowbar to pry out the hinge pins from the three hinges on one of the double doors. With a final pry under the hinges the door parted from the frame with its locking mechanism still holding it to the other door. There was just enough of a gap created for the four of them to squeeze inside the dark visitor’s center.

“It’s a lot bigger on the inside than the outside,” said Ginger, sweeping her light around to take in the cobwebbed darkness of the center.

Ginger walked over to the front desk and found an old office-style phone. There were no cords for it though and it wasn’t connected to anything.

“There’s a backroom,” said Chris, pointing to an “Employees Only” sign. “Maybe some office back there.”

“We’ll check upstairs,” suggested Vikki.

Chris and Penny went to search the backroom of the visitor’s center. Vikki grinned at Ginger and led her slender friend upstairs.

“Isn’t splitting up always a bad idea?” whispered Ginger, panning her light around as they arrived on the expansive second floor. She gasped as her flashlight swept across the crumpled form of a dead body.

“It’s just a mannequin,” said Vikki, walking over and nudging the “corpse” with the toe of her shoe. “There are several of them. This must have been the clothing store for the visitor’s center. And they had a coffee shop over there.”

Vikki aimed her light at several tables with chairs stacked atop them. As she did, something blurred past her vision and swooped behind the coffee shop’s counter and through a swinging door. A cry of shock caught in Ginger’s throat.

“What was that?” gasped Ginger.

“An entity of some kind,” said Vikki, fumbling with her HD video camera. She switched it on in lowlight mode and started towards the still-swinging door behind the coffee shops’ counter. “This is our chance, Ginger, come on.”

“I… I can’t,” hissed Ginger. “I saw that thing. It was… it wasn’t… I don’t think that was a g-g-ghost.”

“Alright,” said Vikki, used to Ginger getting spooked by the slightest thing. “I’ll check it out. You wait here.”

“Don’t leave me,” moaned Ginger.

“Do you want to come with me?” asked Vikki, starting towards the door as it finally slowed to a stop.

Ginger fell silent. She hugged her slender body with both arms and watched as Vikki continued around behind the counter.

Vikki’s heart hammered in her chest. There was the thrill of potentially discovering a new cryptid combined with the genuine concern that this might be something dangerous. Few cryptids were truly dangerous, but when frightened and cornered even a skunk ape might lash out at a cryptid hunter.

Something squelched under Vikki’s shoe. She swung the camera and the beam of her headlamp downward and picked up a translucent slime trail on the floor.

“Some sort of secreted liquid,” said Vikki, filming the way it stuck to the bottom of her shoe like the gunk on the floor of a movie theater. “Possibly an emission caused by our presence. Continuing into what I believe is the kitchen area.”

She looked up again and walked through the swinging door and into the kitchen.

Ginger

Ginger waited. And waited. She could see hints of Vikki’s headlamp moving through the cracks in the door, but she had no idea what her bestie was doing back there.

Something rasped from the lower level. It sounded to Ginger like a body being dragged by a monster.

“Vikki!” hissed Ginger, afraid to call out louder than a whisper. She began to back away from the staircase and towards the clothing shop. She nearly tripped over one of the fallen mannequins and had to turn and shine her light into the dark store. With the windows covered by shutters it was almost pitch black in the shop. There was a small sales counter with a dusty register, empty racks that once held t-shirts and sweatshirts, and three changing booths with louvred doors.

Ginger heard the rasping sound from the lower level again, seemingly moving closer to the stairs. She went running for one of the changing booths and switched off her flashlight as she shut the door.

There was something out there. Something moving softly up the stairs. She pressed her face to the slats in the door and could just make out a mannequin several feet away from the changing booths. It was moving like something had just bumped into it. There was a trail of slime glistening in the darkness.

“Oh god, please,” whispered Ginger, trembling with fear. “What is this thing?”

She heard a soft patting sound next to her. She straightened and heard it again, only this time she felt it too. A cool, oily liquid dripped onto the shoulder of her dress. Something overhead, she realized.

Turning slowly, she angled her flashlight upwards and switched it on. The beam illuminated something too horrifying for Ginger to comprehend. It was clinging to the ceiling. Something that had a wormlike or snakelike lower body, segmented and soft, that was adhering to the ceiling above the changing booths. Its upper body was vaguely humanoid, but with six arms including two that ended in giant, scything talons. Its head more closely resembled a mantis with massive yellow-green eyes and mandibles that looked to Ginger like they could bite off her head.

She dropped the flashlight and tried to run. She made it two steps out of the changing room before the creature was upon her. Its talons slashed away her clinging dress and exposed her tiny bra and panties. She wriggled and kicked and tried to scream as the wormlike lower body of the creature wrapped around her waist. Its hard, insectoid upper body rose above her as it tied her lower half to the floor with its segmented coils.

She looked up, stricken with terror, and stared into the huge, alien eyes of the monstrosity. There was something there in those eyes. Something that wasn’t cruel at all. It calmed her and relaxed her as she stared. She felt one of its talons slide down through the strap of her bra and slice it open. The flimsy fabric dropped away from Ginger’s pert, creamy breasts. Her pink nipples stiff against the slimy coils of the creature’s lower half.

It leaned its upper body closer, maintaining its stare with Ginger as its claw slid between her and its coils and sliced through her panties. It let out a churring sound and dragged her panties away. Two smaller limbs with articulated fingers reached for Ginger’s breasts. The creature began to squeeze and fondle her tits and play with her nipples. She let out a shuddering gasp, continuing to stare into those calming yellow-green eyes.

She felt something warm and wet press between her thighs. It rubbed against the opening of her tight pussy, smearing slime against the downy red hair atop her mound. She let out a moan of pleasure as she felt that slimy thing pushing inside her. Thicker than three fingers. Stretching her as it pushed deeper and deeper until it hit her backwalls. It slid back and thrust in again, squelching wetly, dripping slime on her thighs.

Ginger gasped and began to move against the soft coils of the creature. The slime was adhering to her lower half and its appendage was thrusting in and out of her tight cunt. Faster and faster. The creature making pleasant clicking sounds with its jaws as it fucked her. She grasped its armored body and began to ride back onto its cock, almost straddling its lower body as it fucked her.

She knew she should be afraid, even disgusted, but she couldn’t stop. It felt so good and those eyes, those sweet, calming eyes, were all the convincing Ginger needed to enjoy the fucking.

“Yessss! Oh, yes, I’m going to… going to cum!” She cried, tossing her long, scarlet hair over her face. “Ohhhhh, please, AAAHHHH!”

She threw back her head and began to cum. Her inner walls gripped and spasmed around that strange cock pumping in and out of her pussy. As her pleasure reached its peak, the creature hissed above her, and Ginger felt an intense shuddering pulse from its strange cock. Warm slime gushed into her depths. Spurt after spurt painted her womb and drenched her inner walls. Each venomous spurt not only breeding Ginger with monstrous spawn but addicting her to the very idea of being bred by this creature.

She howled with ecstasy and submitted to being mated by the monster.

Vikki

Vikki heard a strange howl from outside the kitchen and spun around, her headlamp pointed at the swinging door and the trail of slime along the floor.

“Unidentified sounds,” said Vikki, narrating the video she was creating. “Possibly a human-cryptid encounter.”

She was worried about Ginger, but she knew Ginger was tougher than she seemed. She could handle a brush with a ghost or some other creature.

“Backtracking along the trail of cryptid residue,” explained Vikki. “My teammate might have experienced an encounter with the potential unidentified entity.”

She pushed out of the kitchen and behind the counter. Her breath caught in her throat at what she saw. Ginger was naked, sprawling on the floor next to a mannequin, her creamy thighs reddened as if by an abrasive grip. Her pussy was gaping, and a thick trickle of off-white spunk was drooling out of her freshly fucked pussy and down the crack of her ass. The entire front of her body was covered in glistening slime, and she had a dazed smile on her face.

“Ginger! Oh my god! Did you just have a level five encounter?” Vikki felt a strange thrill of jealousy at the thought of being fucked by a cryptid. She rounded the end of the counter and started towards Ginger.

She made it about three steps past the counter before something landed heavily behind her. Before Vikki could turn, she slipped on the slimy floor, dropping her camera and knocking her thick glasses from her face. She fumbled for her glasses, her big, juicy ass in the air, barely covered by her pleated skirt.

“Ginger, it’s okay,” said Vikki. “It’s over. I’m coming to get you—”

The creature struck Vikki from behind with the squish force of a bull-sized slug. It slashed off her panties with a sudden strike and coiled around her thick thighs and plump bottom as it bore her face-down to the floor with its weight. Huge talons pinned her down and before Vikki could even cry out, she felt something thick and slimy squirming into her plump pussy.

I’m being fucked by a cryptid, she realized as the segmented lower half of the creature began to undulate and move against Vikki’s creamy ass. Oh my god, it’s so big. So deep. This thing… some sort of insect cryptid? A worm? Ohhhhh fuck, it feels so good!

She couldn’t let that pleasure distract her from her video. She looked into her fallen camera which was fortunately turned in her direction.

“I am… currently… experiencing a level five sexual encounter with a cryptid,” moaned Vikki, pushing her ass back and smacking her jiggling cheeks against the creature’s segmented lower half. “I don’t have a good view of it… I lost my glasses… and… ohhhhhh god… it is mounting me from behind. It feels like… feels like three penises bound together. Reaching very deep. Well lubricated. Oh… ohhhh my god. It’s going to make me cum. I can’t stop… ohhHHHHHH!”

The incredible shudders of her climax overtook any rational thought as Vikki arched beneath the cryptid mounting her from behind. Wave after wave of pleasure swept through her body. Far better than any college boy or professor she had ever fucked.

Her pussy gripped the cryptid’s thrusting cock, and she felt an intense spasm from the creature.

“I think… the cryptid is preparing to inseminate me. I do not yet know if reproduction with this creature is possible but… but I guess I’m about to find ouuuut! Oh my god! Oh fuck!”

It let out a clicking, hissing sound and Vikki’s clutching cunt was suddenly awash with spurt after spurt of hot, monstrous slime. Each gush of the cryptid’s jizz plunged her deeper and deeper into the monster’s thrall. Some part of her knew she was being bred and she reveled in it. Crying out with pleasure and milking the monster for every overflowing spurt.

After the intensity of that climax, nothing else much mattered to Vikki Dinkley.

Penny

“Something happened up here,” said Penny, shining the beam of her flashlight from one puddle of slime to the other.

“Something really disgusting,” agreed Chris. He leaned down and picked something up, holding it gingerly between his thumb and finger. It was a pair of pink panties with a tiny bow on the front. The fabric flopped open, torn neatly down one side. The material was completely saturated in slime.

“We need to find them,” said Penny, her fear rising. “Right now, Chris.”

They searched frantically, never far from one another, sweeping their flashlight beams through the kitchen area, the café seating, and the overturned clothing racks and mannequins. They found more slimes and scraps of clothing, but no clear trace of where Vikki and Ginger were taken or by what.

“There’s a janitor’s closet over there,” said Chris, pointing with his flashlight and starting towards the door.

“Careful,” said Penny, bracing a hand on his arm. “We check it out together.”

They stopped outside. Listened. There was a strange windy sound almost like a hollow existed behind the door. Chris reached for the doorknob and looked to Penny for reassurance. She nodded, readying herself for whatever might be on the other side.

Chris swung the door open, and they both gasped in surprise. Instead of a janitor’s closet, there was a clean, modern, industrial-style elevator car. And the logo for something called Tantibus.

They cautiously stepped into the elevator and recessed lights activated. They switched off their flashlights and looked at the control panel.

“’Visitor’s Center,’” said Penny, pointing at the label for the button that was illuminated. “’Tunnels.’ And ‘Operations Center.’”

“I don’t like the sound of ‘tunnels’,” said Chris and he jabbed the button for the ‘Operations Center.’ “Going up?”

“What about Vikki and Ginger?” wondered Penny as the elevator doors slid shut inside the janitor’s closet. She felt the elevator begin to move.

“Maybe they found this elevator,” said Chris, offering a theory not really supported by the evidence.

But it was too late to stop the elevator now.
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Dangerous Desires

Albert

Albert used his keycard to open the main lock and entered the ten-digit code on the alphanumeric lock to the cell door. Not all the cells had such a high level of security, but SLSKR494 was particularly dangerous. And particularly fun.

The cell door hissed with a release of positive pressure and a puff of vapor backlit by the red emergency lighting. Albert immediately smelled the familiar intoxicating scent of the cryptid lurking within. He adjusted the fit on his breathing mask to make sure only the slightest trace of pheromones entered his system. Too big a whiff and he might end up as prey for the creature.

He switched on the overhead lighting, banishing the pulsing red light and revealing a chamber that resembled a simple, pre-electricity bedroom. There was a fourposter bed, a night table, a wash basin, and a fake candelabrum that flickered with LED lights. There was even a fake window with a storm-tossed ocean view painted onto the wall panel. All of these were special privileges he had granted to the inhabitant of the cell over the years.

“Vanessa,” he called. “Wake up, Vanessa. I’ve brought you something to eat.”

Something stirred within the confines of the fourposter. A feminine body that arched against shackles securing her to the bed. He saw the familiar swell of her breasts silhouetted through the gauzy curtains. The curved horns atop her head. The goatlike, inverted knees. That deadly tail, moving like a serpent.

Vanessa’s tail had killed a researcher during the time Albert’s father led the Tantibus Initiative. Many on the team had wanted to incinerate her and said she was too dangerous to be left alive. Reinhold Weston had disagreed and had kept her alive, although under extra security. Albert suspected his father had paid Vanessa visits much like the one Albert was paying her now.

Special feedings.

He approached the bed slowly and parted the curtains. He was ready for her to be lying in wait, eager to attack him, but she had not managed to free herself from her shackles since the last time he had visited. She was still spread eagle on the bed.

Vanessa had the hooves and lower legs of a dark-furred goat, a voluptuous human body from the knees up, and the eyes and horns of a goat. She was truly beautiful, with wavy dark hair and skin that was creamy white and unblemished. Her large breasts gently rose and fell, swaying atop her ribcage as she moved to look at him. But she couldn’t, because those devilish eyes of hers were wrapped in a blindfold. In addition to her pheromones, her hypnotic gaze was another one of her means of immobilizing her prey.

“Is… that… you, Dr. Weston?” She asked in a husky, honey-sweet voice with the cadence of a bird learning to imitate human sounds.

“It’s Albert,” he said and knelt beside her on the bed. She turned her face towards him, her features so enticingly delicate, from her little nose to the plump strawberry lusciousness of her bee stung lips. He felt a powerful urge to kiss her. To stroke her and suck her stiff nipples. His body was attuned to the throb of her desire even with a little bit of her pheromones making it through his breather mask. Faint capillaries of supernatural essence pulsed on her lower abdomen.

“Albert,” she said. “Albert, please, I am so hungry.”

“I know,” said Albert, reaching for his belt and freeing his stiffening cock. “How would you like to feed today, Vanessa?”

She had her preferences, and he had his. With the great success he was enjoying with his breeding program, he felt generous and decided to let her choose. As she considered his question, he reached out and began to caress her naked breasts with both hands. So soft and warm, he crushed them together and played with her ghostly pink nipples. He resisted the urge to pull off his mask and run his tongue around and over her pink buds.

“Ohhhhhh, Albert,” she moaned, arching as best she could with her wrists and ankles shackled to the bed. “You know what I like best. You don’t even need to unshackle me from the bed.”

She leaned to the right as much as her shackles would allow and her tail rose from beside her shapely left hip. It was an arm’s length of segmented pink flesh that ended in a large, bulbous structure like the head of a fleshy mace. On the tip of this was a crown of pink petals and a slitted opening that dripped with Vanessa’s arousal.

Albert remembered the first time he had encountered that tail. Rising between his legs like a king cobra about to strike. It had nearly sucked him dry like that poor researcher, but he’d managed to pull free and escape. Since then, he’d learned how to handle the tail.

How to handle Vanessa.

“If that’s what you want, Vanessa,” he said, reaching down and wrapping his hand around her slender neck. “Go on then. Have a—AH!”

The tail struck, its petals colliding with his cock as she engulfed him in that diabolical opening. The warmth and suction were immediate, like a mouth and cunt working as one and yet somehow better than either. So slick and juicy, so warm and yet tight. Rhythmically pumping around his hard cock. The tail made obscene slurping sounds as it suckled upon Albert hardness. He watched it slide down to his root and back up so that only his tip was still within the tail. He felt some structure like a tentacle or tongue swirling around his cockhead.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his knees going weak for a moment as he felt a rush of pleasure. He suddenly an unexpectedly erupted into the tail, pumping spurt after spurt of his cum in a prolonged orgasm. His ecstasy hardly receded before the tail began to suck again. That rhythmic slurping so wonderful that it drew him through his refractory period and into fresh arousal without hesitation.

“Ohhhhh, Albert, you always tasted best,” moaned Vanessa. “Oh, that’s only a taste, let me have more.”

“A little more,” he grunted through the mask. One hand still wrapped around his throat as he reached between her legs with the other and began to rub at Vanessa’s clit. He knew this was a dangerous thing to do, but it was a thrill. Watching the soulsucker writhe and tense with pleasure. The more he rubbed, the more intense her sucking on his cock became.

“Don’t stop… please… let me… let me… AHHHHH! Ohhhh Albert! Yessss!” She bucked against her restraints, thrusting at his fingers as her tail vigorously sucked at his cock. His pleasure ignited like touchpaper, blasting through him as he pumped another load of cum into that tail. His strength ebbing. His urge to let her keep sucking growing almost overpowering. He tried to step back, but her tail did not relinquish his cock.

“Vanessa,” he warned.

“Ohhhhhh… you’re almost there Albert. Cum for me. It’s so sweet. Cum again,” she moaned, slurping her tail wantonly upon him.

If he succumbed again to that pleasure he would lack the strength to escape her embrace. He tightened his grip on her throat, making her gurgle for air until she finally released his cock from her tail. He stepped back, his hard, red dick bouncing free of her tail’s slimy opening. He released her throat, and she gasped for breath.

“I know you’re still hungry, Vanessa,” he said, steadying himself and tucking his cock back into his pants. “But I have a meal for you. In fact, I’m going to let you out tonight. With the tracker as before. But you’ll be free to hunt.”

“You mean it?” She lifted her head and looked at him with delight dancing in her eyes. “I can… I can feed? I can drink them dry?”

“One man in particular. His name is Chris. I want you to find him and have your feast, Vanessa. I will deal with the woman with him. Once you’ve had your meal, return to me.” Albert stepped to the door and added, with a threatening tone, “Don’t make me come and find you again or you will be put on a starvation diet.”

“Yes, thank you,” she gasped.

He stepped out before activating the release for her restraints. Vanessa slid off the table and unsteadily to her goatlike legs and hooves. She seemed to grow larger after a moment, her strength enhanced by the life force she had just sucked from Albert’s body. Then he opened the hatch that led to the main concourse.

Vanessa looked up at the open hatch, smiled wickedly, and unfurled her leathery wings.

Albert made his way to the Seafarer’s tank where Laura had spent the past several hours mating with the amphibious cryptid. He opened the hatch and was surprised to find her half in and half out of the water. Her belly swollen with a mixture of eggs and fishman spunk. Her breasts heaving and her face flushed as she pushed out gelatinous eggs the size of golf balls.

One after another, the slimy eggs plopped free of Laura’s swollen cunny and were caught in the webbed fingers of the Seafarer. Once the cryptid had collected a handful, he bore them down beneath the water and to a creche made from secreted resin. The clutch of eggs would mature and, hopefully, hatch.

He resurfaced after delivering the eggs and let out a clicking, hissing call to Laura. She responded eagerly to him, lying back and spreading her legs to permit the hulking fishman to resume his breeding.

Albert could not help but smile as he watched the monster sink that huge, slimy cock into his former girlfriend’s cunt. Laura crooned with pleasure, lacing her arms around the Seafarer as she surrendered to more breeding.

“I think there’s about to be a baby boom for amphibian cryptids,” chuckled Albert, shutting the viewing port again.

Penny

They made it five steps out of the elevator with Penny leading the way. She glanced back at Chris and was about to tell him to stay alert when she felt the floor give way under her feet. She managed to let out a cry of shock as she plunged through the swinging floor panel and slid down a steep tunnel. Above her, the light of the hallway and Chris’s surprised shout were cut off as the panel slid back into place.

A trap, she realized, still sliding at a perilous speed. A pit trap. The oldest in the book. And I just blundered into it.

She wasn’t sure how far she fell through the dark tunnel, but she was sure she was about to tumble out into a giant meatgrinder or something similarly gruesome. Instead, she rolled out almost horizontally and landed softly atop tufts of moldering plant matter. A faint yellow light overhead illuminated a large, metal-sided room full of stinking garbage. Food waste, shredded paper, and used paper towels along with smashed boxes and other debris.

“Great,” she said, surveying her surroundings. “I’ve been dumped in the trash.”

There was just enough light for her to make out a grill covering some sort of duct high above the trash pile that filled the room. It seemed to be a way out, but reaching the vent was another matter. She began to climb the shifting mountain of garbage, working her way up and sliding back down every few feet.

“Going to take hours to climb up there,” she muttered, sweating and panting with exertion.

Penny didn’t have hours. The garbage began to shift around her as if there was some sort of earthquake. This was no natural phenomenon.

Hands began to reach out from the garbage at her and ghoulish, rotting faces appeared in the trash. Their mouths hung open and they snarled and gnashed their teeth. For a moment, Penny was frozen in horror. For all the talk of cryptids, even what Chris had claimed about the slime creature, she had not fully believed it. Until now. Faced with the undead rising from a trash pile, she had to admit it: there were probably cryptids.

Hands grabbed at her boots, fingers tore at her shorts, and her shirt. The rising zombies stole her phone and ripped away her blouse leaving her wearing only a bra to cover her breasts. They managed to get one boot off and yank down her shorts to reveal her panties as they snarling, zombielike creatures fought to drag her into the garbage.

She knew if they managed to bury her even halfway into that trash she would never come back out. Or maybe she’d come back out as a zombie.

“Let… go… of… me!” she cried, kicking one of the growling creatures right in the face and smashing its nose.

Penny was in danger of being overtaken by the zombies. The gray-fleshed things with jerky motions and iron-hard fingers were trying to rip off her panties when she finally realized that the zombies were not trying to bite her or hurt her. They were trying to restrain her and fuck her.

The lusty zombies licked and slurped at her bare skin. One of them started sucking on her toes. Another managed to draw aside the back of her panties and he grabbed her bare ass and pushed his face against her cheeks. His foul, slimy tongue lashed at her cunt as he snorted and growled. Two more zombies were crawling alongside her, their cocks in their hands.

“Oh, no, I’m not about to become a zombie gangbang queen,” growled Penny, lashing out at one with a punch and sending him toppling head over heels down the trash pile. The other one lunged for her, caught her arms, and nearly tore off her bra. He smashed a foul kiss to her lips, but she headbutted him and sent him tumbling down the pile to collide with the other one she had knocked over.

That freed Penny to use her arms to pry off the other zombies groping her and licking her. While they were fighting to drag her back, she used their shoulders, heads, and even their ugly faces as steppingstones to climb up the pile. She reached the grate and pulled it open as the zombies yanked her legs.

“This party is over, boys,” said Penny. “I’ll have to take a raincheck.”

She gave the closest zombie a good stomp in the face and used him to propel herself into the duct. She yanked the grate shut behind her and began to crawl away as the lust-crazed zombies beat at the grate. Thankfully, they didn’t understand how captive screws worked.

Penny pulled her panties back up and straightened her bra as she went crawling through the ductwork. She wasn’t sure where she was going, but she could still hear the zombies growling and beating against the grate. Somewhere in the opposite direction from those things seemed like the right option.

Shew crawled through the dusty ventilation system until her knees and hands started to get scuffed up. She passed several vertical shafts of ductwork, but with their smooth sides they could not be scaled. Instead, she reached another grate that opened downward into a large, well-lit room. She unscrewed the grate and dropped down into the room hoping for the better.

She found herself in a modern room with metal walls and recessed lighting. It seemed clean, but there was a strange, musty, animal smell. Almost like a barn. It was then that she noticed the huge tapestry hanging from the wall with a heroic image depicting a classic bull-headed, brown-furred Minotaur standing astride a naked woman lying on her back at the feet of the Minotaur.

Why did they have to give it such a huge boner inside its loincloth?

“That seems bad,” muttered Penny. She turned away from the disturbingly detailed tapestry in search of a way out of the room.

Instead, she found herself staring at a perfect likeness of the minotaur in the tapestry towering above her. Only this one wasn’t a tapestry.

She prodded its furry, muscular chest with a fingertip. It was real.

“Oh, shit,” muttered Penny, her heart dropping into the pit in her stomach. She looked up at the narrowing eyes and flaring nostrils of the bull-headed giant. It let out a bellowing roar that blew her hair back.

She was in big trouble.
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The Maze and the Minotaur

Penny

When confronted with an eight-foot-tall minotaur, complete with the horned head of a bull, a muscular body covered in short, dense fur, and a huge bulge in its loincloth, the instinct was to turn and run. Which was exactly what Penny did. She screamed first, then turned and ran in the opposite direction. Penny, usually the most levelheaded of the Gamma Omega Omega girls, was in a total panic, with little concept of where she was going or the turns she took to get there.

It was probably not the best way to start her attempt to navigate a maze of concrete tunnels, staircases, and half-flooded chambers. Her long, brown ponytail whipped back and forth as she tried to decide which direction to flee. She was already lost by the time she realized she should be paying attention to which turns she took in the convoluted passages. Not that it would have mattered much with the clomping of the minotaur’s hooves and the occasional wall-shaking bellow of frustration as the great brute pursued her.

“Cryptids are real,” gasped Penny, finally confronted with the undeniable truth. “Zombies. Minotaurs. Real. And… and this one wants to… what does it want with me?”

The tapestries, sculptures, and crude graffiti on the walls gave her a pretty good idea of what the minotaur wanted. It was clear from every depiction of a woman bent over or on her back, being dominated or rutted by the minotaur. Sometimes the woman was shown as a willing participant, offering herself or pleasuring the minotaur. More often than not, the minotaur’s lover was getting her hair pulled or her bottom spanked as the minotaur’s arm-sized cock plundered her holes.

Penny, breathless from running and drenched in sweat, stopped in a room that seemed to be some sort of workshop. She paused beside a huge bas relief of a harem of women being taken by the minotaur. She studied the carved face of a woman moaning with ecstasy, her large breasts seeming to be frozen in swinging motion as the minotaur rutted into her from behind.

“Not me,” she gasped, her breasts heaving as she fought to catch her breath. “That will never be me. I’ll die before I give in to some monster with… with a big dick. And huge balls. And incredible abs. And pecs. And pretty much all the other muscles.”

“RRROOOOAAAAAAARRRR!” The minotaur’s voice thundered into the room as the stomping hooves approached.

“Can’t run anymore,” she gasped. She looked around the workshop at the various implements for sculpting and carving. She picked up a large chisel in one hand and a stool that looked like it was sized for a minotaur’s big, furry butt.

Her heart thundered in her chest to the rhythm of the minotaur’s approaching hooves. The booming sound of its approach grew louder with each passing moment, until Penny could hear the snorting breaths of the minotaur. Its shadow, backlit by ensconced torches, spilled into the workshop. Lengthening as it moved away from the light source.

“Smell woman,” snorted the minotaur, its voice deep and rumbling. It came stomping into the room and swung its horned head in Penny’s direction. “No more run?”

“No more fucking run!” shouted Penny, taking a step towards the huge creature and wildly swinging the stool. The minotaur did not even flinch as the heavy wooden stool thumped off its chest and clattered to the floor. Penny charged it, wielding the chisel in both hands as she screamed, “Diiiiiiieeeee!”

The minotaur did not die. It caught the chisel on its furry arm and the metal tip plunged into the muscle there. The minotaur roared with fury, yanking the implement from Penny’s grasp and then backhanding her across the workshop. The blow seemed almost casual, yet because of the minotaur’s size and strength it sent her crashing through a table and knocked the wind from her lungs.

“Bad woman,” snarled the minotaur, examining the wound on its arm. It turned its glare back on Penny as she tried to get up from the wreckage of the table. She was still trying to get to her knees when the creature came stomping over to her. It grabbed her under her arms and lifted her off the ground. She gasped in shock as she was slung over the minotaur’s shoulder and carried from the room.

“Put me down! Let go! You big, bull-headed bastard!” She kicked and squirmed against the minotaur’s massive body. The minotaur replied with a snort of contempt and answered each kick with a huge hand spanking against Penny’s bottom. Each swat of that hand shocked a gasp from her and left her rear burning with pain. She stopped struggling, not wanting more of that spanking.

He dropped her atop a huge stone slab and his meaty hand ripped away her already tattered clothes. She writhed atop what she quickly realized was some sort of altar. There was a huge minotaur statue holding blazing torches that stared down at her and a collection of statues of nubile women flanking the altar’s chamber. The real minotaur stood over her and yanked open his loincloth to reveal the massive hose of his beastly cock.

“Holy moly,” murmured Penny, momentarily stopping her struggling to stare at that enormous cock. It wasn’t quite a horse cock, but it wasn’t far off, with a blunted tip and huge, fuzzy balls hanging under that thick shaft. She couldn’t even begin to imagine what that would feel like plowing into her pussy. She had no intention of finding out.

Those big, juicy balls presented an ample target. As the minotaur leaned over her and pinned her wrists above her head with one hand, she took aim at his huge sack and delivered a powerful kick with her heel.

To the minotaur’s muscular thigh. He grunted and bared his massive teeth, bringing his snorting bull head down to her face. She thought he might be about to bite her. Instead, his long, slimy pink tongue dragged over her face and thrust into her mouth.

“Mmmmmnnnn!” she protested, that big, hot muscle filling her mouth and dominating her tongue.

Then she felt that cock’s blunt tip at her bare cunt. The heat of it. The weight of it. Her eyes flew wide open as it began to push inside her.

Penny always hated that trope in erotica and particular those Japanese hentai cartoons where a woman would resist unwanted sex until it suddenly felt good and then she became a willing participant. But that minotaur’s huge cock, bulling its way into her tight young cunt, stretching her wide like no man had ever even come close to stretching her before, made her realize there was at least a kernel of truth to those fantasies. That huge cock felt scary. Dominating her and stretching her. Filling her. Hitting her backwalls and beating her with the minotaur’s swinging sacks.

But she stopped caring. She stopped bucking and writhing. She even started to kiss back against that tongue. Her legs wide. Her belly bulging with each thrust as the minotaur plowed her pussy. She moaned around his tongue and he pulled free of her lips.

“Woman likes,” growled the minotaur, thrusting into her with such force that she was pretty sure the stone altar was shaking.

“Woman… woman likes,” gasped Penny, lifting her head to watch the bizarre way she could see the outline of his cock against her abdomen. She didn’t even understand how that was physically possible, but it felt incredible.

The minotaur snorted and rose above her, a great fuzzy idol of rippling muscles and thrusting cock. Her cunt, stretched wide, skewered on his mighty pillar, was about to be filled with his hot cum. She could feel it in the tensing of his body and the tightening of his balls.

“Breed woman,” snarled the minotaur.

Penny’s mind recoiled from that. Even thought being fucked by the minotaur felt incredible, even though she was on the brink of her own orgasm, she fumbled for something, anything. Her hand found, of all things, a fire extinguisher sitting next to the altar. She swung it with all her strength and thumped the minotaur in the forehead.

He stopped thrusting and stiffened upright. His eyes rolled and he took a staggering step back, his cock slurping free of Penny’s stretched cunt. As he fell, his orgasm hit, and cum gushed out in a great fountain that splattered Penny’s legs. Most of it landed on the minotaur as he fell onto his back, out cold.

Penny gasped, feeling terribly empty without that massive cock inside her. She offered the minotaur an apology as she gathered what scraps remained of her clothes and began to run again.

Chris

The beam of the flashlight illuminated the most beautiful woman that Chris had ever seen before in his life. Considering he hung around at the Gamma Omega Omega house, a sorority packed full of hotties, that was saying a lot. He wasn’t sure which part of her to look at first. He was overwhelmed by her beauty.

The woman had all the curves of a porn star, with perfect bare tits that just had to be fake they were so big and perky, and nipples that were ghostly pink and stood erect. Her dark wavy hair spilled down her shoulders and her round hips were cocked to one side as she leaned against the frame of the door she was blocking. But below the knee, those long, creamy legs turned into dark fur and she had goat hooves. She also had a tail with a weird fleshy bell-shaped tip and curving horns atop her head.

“You’re… you are a… a succubus,” said Chris, staring in awe at her beauty. He finally looked into her eyes, and he saw pulsating pink irises and a mischievous twinkle. The more he stared into those eyes, the less he was worried about this demonic beauty. Then he caught her scent, sweet and spicy, and the last of his worries were smothered under a perfumed cloud.

“I am a succubus,” she purred, pushing off the doorframe and thrusting her breasts against his chest. “Do you have a problem with that? You’re not… prejudiced against my kind, are you?”

“N-no,” said Chris, who had played enough fantasy games and watched enough movies and anime to have a sincere appreciation for the good work of succubi. “It’s just… I’m looking for my friend… she fell…”

“Oh, I’ll take care of her,” said the demoness, running her hands over Chris’ chest. “Don’t worry about that. I play with girls just as well as boys. But let me take care of you first. What are you called?”

“Me? A human? I mean, um, I’m Chris.”

“I’m Vanessa,” she said, groping his hard cock through his pants as she continued to push him backwards towards a table strewn with papers. “That’s what Albert calls me.”

“You… know Albert?” gasped Chris, falling backwards onto the table.

“Oh, yes, we’re good friends,” said Vanessa, unzipping Chris’ pants and deftly fishing out the stiff, twitching length of his cock. “He’s delicious. Mmmmm. But I bet you taste good too. Do you mind if I have a taste?”

Chris leaned on his elbows and lifted his head to watch as the gorgeous succubus wet her lips with her pink tongue.

“Be… my guest,” he said.

“Mmmmm, your cock looks so yummy,” moaned Vanessa, locking eyes with Chris as her ravenous mouth descended on his cock. She took his full length with effortless ease. The hot, silky vise of her throat engulfed him, and her tongue curled around his length, stroking it as she deepthroated him.

Not even Breanna could match Vanessa’s skills. Chris slammed his cock upward, his balls against the chin of the succubus as his hardness began to throb with ecstasy.

“Ohhhhh fuuuuuUUUUCK!” He groaned, seconds after his cock disappeared down her throat and he was cumming. Spurt after rushing spurt of his load pouring down her hot, rippling throat. He felt an ecstasy like nothing he’d ever experienced before and watched as sparks and embers of violet energy floated around the head of the succubus.

She drained his load and popped his still-hard cock free of her lips. Her eyes glowed with demonic delight as she tongued his tip one last time.

“You’re delicious,” she giggled. “So naughty and yet so inexperienced.”

“Hey, I’ve had sex before,” he said, but his objection was weak as she crawled atop him, dragging the soft weight of her perfect breasts over his body.

“Not like this,” she said, grasping his shaft and straddling his lap. She guided him to the silky folds of her cunt. “This is the good part, Chris. Let go of everything. Your troubles, your fears, forget them. Let go inside me. Release yourself.”

He tried to respond but her hot cunt descended on his cock. A perfect cove even better than her throat. It cinched tighter around him as she slid down to his balls. She began to ride him with the grace of a predatory cat. Her hips working, her back arching, and those luscious breasts bouncing and bobbing in his face as she took his cock.

Even in the midst of such exquisite pleasure, even fogged with her demonic pheromones, Chris knew he was in grave danger. He tried to fight his way into a sitting position and to push her away, but he only ended up grabbing her big, juicy ass in both hands. It rose and fell faster atop him, the soaking cunt of the succubus making obscene sounds as she devoured his straining cock.

He was getting closer and closer to the edge.

“Can’t hold back,” he groaned, feeling the rush of pleasure.

“Do not hold back,” purred the demoness, falling atop him, her soft weight pinning him to the table and her tongue slithering into his mouth. He kissed her back, feeling the rushing euphoria of those devouring lips. A similar pleasure building in his cock. He couldn’t hold back. He was going to be drained dry by the succubus.

BONG!

The singular, loud thump reverberated in his skull like someone had rung the bell of his brain. Vanessa pitched sideways off Chris with a lewd slurp as his surging cock slid free of her cunt. She toppled off the table and to the floor, her eyes crossed. Penny was standing over Chris in tattered clothing that left little to the imagination. She was holding a fire extinguisher in both hands.

“Well,” she said, glaring down at him. “Aren’t you going to say—”

Chris let out a pained cry of pleasure as his cock began to pulse and spurt out milky ropes of spunk. They splashed Penny’s thighs and the torn remnants of her shorts and panties. She cried out in disgust, taking a step back as the last of his orgasm drained out and puddled on the table to drip down to the floor.

“Ew,” she said. “That’s the second time that has happened to me today.”

“What? What happened? How did you… how?”

“A long story,” said Penny, giving him a hand up from the table. She nudged the succubus with her toe. “We’d better tie this one up before she comes to. She seems pretty dangerous.”

“Yeah,” said Chris, looking for a rope and deciding on a length of cord from some sort of scientific scanner. He tied it tightly around the wrists of the succubus. “We’d still better get out of here. I doubt that will hold her for long.”

“Maybe I should just finish her off,” said Penny, looking from the demoness to the fire extinguisher in her hands.

“No,” said Chris. “No, let’s just keep going. And watch out for more traps.”

“Yeah, right,” said Penny as they set off deeper into the Tantibus Initiative’s secret facility. They were about to uncover the darkest of secrets kept within.
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Object 944 Arises

Penny

“This must be some sort of control room or something,” said Chris, looking around the banks of 1980s vintage computers draped with plastic covers.

“Excellent detective work,” said Penny, nodding her head towards a large placard on the wall that read TANTIBUS CONTROL ROOM. Although most of the computers were inert, there was a glassed in area at the back that seemed to be aglow with modern computer equipment. Penny pointed. “Let’s try in there.”

The booth-sized room opened with a suck of pressure and a blast of cool, fresh air. They stepped inside and Penny let out a gasp of surprise at the tiled computer screens depicting containment rooms, cryptids, and areas around Red Mesa State Park.

“Look at that,” said Chris, jabbing a finger at one of the tiled video feeds. The touch-sensitive panel opened the feed full screen and Penny’s heart skipped a beat at what she saw. It seemed to be the inside of some sort of cave or hollow, the floor lined with soft pine boughs. By the shadowy moonlight, something was moving. It was hunched and enormous, with a gaunt, nearly skeletal face, silvery eyes, and patchy fur. Ragged horns extended from its head and for a moment Penny thought it was on all fours and moving in a strange, rhythmic way.

Then she saw the figure beneath it. A naked woman. Nearly swallowed up by its shaggy bulk as it hunched over her and thrust its hips. Fucking her. Rutting into her like a beast would rut into its mate. The sound was turned off on the video, but it was easy to imagine the awful sounds that were filling that cave.

The creature lifted its head and bellowed mutely, steam gusting from its skeletal muzzle. This afforded the camera an excellent view of the woman beneath it, on all fours, sweat damp and marked with scratches. She was dark-haired and lusciously curvy, her body jiggling with each thrust of the monster’s cock. She threw back her head and howled with pleasure of her own and Penny and Chris cried out simultaneously, “Rayleen!”

“Where do you think she is?” wondered Chris.

“I don’t know,” said Penny. “It looks like a cave. But it could be artificial. You know, like a zoo habitat or something. We should look carefully at all these video feeds. We might find everyone else.”

“There must be a thousand feeds,” said Chris.

There were twenty large monitors, and each monitor had a dozen tiled feeds that could be enlarged by tapping a finger against the screen. The total might have been 240 video streams coming in from around the facility and the state park, but several video feeds were dark.

“Holy shit. It’s Breanna!” Penny tapped the tiled feed to enlarge it to fill one of the monitors.

They were treated to a video feed of the interior of a cave. This was definitely a cave based on the stalactites and stalagmites, and it was lit by a bonfire that cast the figures within in an eerie, one-sided golden glow. Breanna was on her back and surrounded by scrawny creatures with long limbs, bald heads, and pointed ears. Their grayish-green skin made Penny think of goblins.

“Are those goblins?” asked Chris. “Is that a cryptid?”

“I would ask your sister’s boyfriend, the expert, but who knows where he went.”

As they watched the screen, Breanna was clearly not resisting the affections of the spindly-limbed creatures surrounding her. They fondled and sucked at her breasts as one of them climbed between Breanna’s thick thighs and plunged a little green cock into her creamy depths. She moaned with lust, reaching out for one of the monster cocks and pulling its owner closer so that she could suck on it.

“Uh, looks like she’s okay,” said Penny. “Or in some sort of trance.”

They watched as one monster emptied his balls into Breanna’s dripping cunt and the big blonde rolled over and offered her big, juicy ass up to the little monsters. They fought with each other over who was going to be next. Chris continued to watch the goblin gangbang, a noticeable erection tenting his pants as he stared at the obscene orgy on the screen. Penny looked away to continue her search for her other friends.

Or Albert.

She found the ranger instead. The curvy MILF ranger was sweating and naked, her body glistening with sweat as she seemed to be pleasuring a wolf. Taboo heat crept into Penny’s face as she watched the ranger slurping on the beastly red cock of the wolf. Then it moved, revealing more of its furry shape, and Penny was relieved to realize that it was humanoid. A werewolf rather than a wolf.

The ranger seemed to be enjoying pleasuring the monster almost as much as Breanna had been enjoying her goblin lovers. The curvy ranger was fingering her creampied cunt with three fingers as she bobbed on the lycanthrope’s cock and squeezed its red rocket between her tits.

The sight of the wanton werewolf cocksucking was starting to make Penny unpleasantly aroused. She decided that she’d better not watch anymore, and she quickly minimized the feed and continued her search for her friends. She found Vikki and Ginger and at first was not certain they were even alive. Both women were stuck to walls with some sort of secreted resin, their naked bodies wrapped in the glistening strands of greenish-brown material. Then Vikki lifted her head and seemed to say something. Ginger lifted her head and looked over at her friend.

Then something huge and inhuman entered the frame. It moved like a cross between an insect and a serpent, leaving a trial of glistening slime beneath its tail. It approached the two women and Ginger reacted with fear. Vikki reacted with seeming curiosity and the insect used its huge talons to caress her. It lined a mantis-like head down to Vikki and its mandibles opened. Something yellowish and glistening slid out and into Vikki’s mouth and she swallowed. It repeated this with Ginger, but the redhead gagged, and the liquid spewed down her chin and onto her breasts and the webbing of resin.

“It’s feeding them,” muttered Penny. “But… why?”

“Babies,” said Chis, finally rejoining her at the monitors. “It probably knocked them up.”

“You think all these creatures… this is some sort of breeding program?”

“Yeah, that sounds right,” said Chris, watching as the insect-like cryptid reached a clawed hand between the dangling legs of Vikki and Ginger and began to rub their cunts. As it did, a huge inhuman cock began to rise from within its carapace.

Penny looked away from whatever was going to happen next. Chris let out a murmur of, “Holy fucking shit. Look at it go.”

Laura was the last of their friends that Penny found, and she decided not to mention what she saw to Chris. At least not yet. His sister was clinging to the webbed arms of an amphibious creature, its cock still nestled in the frothy folds of her cunt as it stroked her head affectionately. The flooded chamber was definitely manmade, which meant it might be somewhere in the Tantibus facility.

She was going to try to figure out just where so they could save Laura when she spotted someone else.

“Albert!” she cried, quickly enlarging the screen. Laura’s boyfriend was standing in front of a huge black door, seeming to examine some sort of keypad and locking mechanism. This door was unlike any of the others visible in the facility. It was much larger and seemed to be engraved with hundreds of delicate symbols that meant nothing to Penny.

“Where is that?” asked Chris.

“There’s a sign there on the hatch. It says OBJECT 944. There’s a chart over there that lists all the doors by numbers. I should be able to figure out where it is.” Penny started to walk over to the large, laminated chart pinned to the wall.

“Hey, we’d better watch out! It looks like someone is coming our way!”

Penny returned to Chris as he enlarged the video from a camera feed in the main control room. A seemingly normal, gray-haired human was wheeling a mop and bucket as he walked through the room towards the sealed booth. He pushed the mop and bucket aside as he strode purposefully towards their location.

“Maybe it’s just some janitor,” said Chris. “We can talk to—”

The entire back wall of the control booth exploded outward as if torn off by some incredible force. Penny and Chris both screamed, and they turned to face the janitor as he approached them. The name “KEVIN” was embroidered on his blue boiler suit and this was bulging and rippling against his pale body as dozens of thick, bluish-black tentacles writhed out from every opening.

These thick tentacles, like huge, oiled cables of dark flesh, tossed aside the shattered remains of the glass wall as they reached in and wrapped around Penny and Chris. Kevin lifted them both into the air and held them above him as his mouth opened in a wordless moan and his eyes turned black and began to leak down his face. His shape quivered and his skin split open to reveal a huge, hideous mouth and a dozen eyes atop a mound of formless, ink-black flesh.

Those eyes looked at Chris, studied him as he dangled above the creature, and then tossed him aside. Penny heard Chris land heavily against a bank of old computers. Kevin lowered her towards his mouth and his numerous eyes blinked and focused on her.

“Ripe… female,” he rasped. His slimy tentacles assailed her body, stripping off her clothes and tearing the material until she was wearing nothing but a pair of panties. She kicked and struggled to keep the tentacles out of those panties. As she did, a glistening pink phallus emerged from one of the tentacles and approached her face.

“Get that thing away from me!” she wailed, kicking a tentacle away and managing to swing an arm and slap the cock aside. She was punished for her insolence. Bound tightly with more tentacles as they spread her legs and reached for her panties. The pink cock tentacle moved towards her mound and dripped with oily slime.

“Noooooo!” wailed Penny.

She could feel the tentacles squirming into her panties, slithering over her pussy and between her cheeks, starting to tear away the fabric.

There was a loud crash as something struck Kevin. The monstrous janitor dropped Penny and turned to face this new threat. It turned out to be Chris swinging an old, heavy keyboard at the monster over and over again.

“Let go of her! Put her down, you freak!”

“Will… devour… you,” rasped Kevin, confronting Chris’s attacks with a surge of tentacles. But Chris managed to dodge and roll, forcing Kevin to pursue him down the rows of old computers.

Penny climbed up onto one of the consoles for a better view as the writhing black shape of Kevin seemed to corner Chris. She screamed in terror as Kevin surged forward, his monstrous mouth opening wide enough to swallow Chris’s head.

Just before that fanged mouth could chomp down, Chris raised a spear. It was the sharp, broken length of Kevin’s mop handle and it plunged into the open mouth of the creature and out the top of its head impaling one of its eyes. Kevin howled, his tentacles flailing and knocking over Chris and several computers. Purple blood gushed from the wound as the boneless body of the monster collapsed and seemed to deflate.

“Holy shit… I… I fucking killed that thing,” laughed Chris, standing up and wiping monstrous blood from his face. He looked up at Penny and grinned. Then his gaze was drawn to her pert breasts, bare save for a sheen of monstrous slime.

“Chris!” she cried, covering herself with her arms.

“Sorry,” he laughed sheepishly. “I didn’t mean to stare, it’s just, like, there they are. And they’re amazing, by the way. Maybe the best tits I’ve ever seen.”

Penny hopped down off the console and managed to find a lab coat hanging on the back of a chair to cover her body somewhat. She was buttoning it up as a huge grinding sound shuddered through the control room. It was followed by alarms that rang out at a deafening volume.

“What the fuck was that?” wondered Chris.

“I… I have an idea,” said Penny.

She didn’t need to consult any chart to find the source of the sound. The enormous security door for OBJECT 944 was slowly rolling open like the cog-locked door of some massive vault. Foul-smelling steam gusted out from the hot, humid interior. Whatever was behind that door smelled like a greenhouse that had fogged over and been left to rot. It also smelled a little like the slime that was still adhering to Penny’s body.

“This is where I saw Albert on one of the screens,” said Penny. “He was trying to open this door.”

“Well, it looks like he succeeded. Do you think… he’s in there?” Chris clearly didn’t want to go inside after him.

“You can wait out here if you want,” said Penny, brushing past him as she stepped through the slowly opening door and into the chamber.

It was huge, like some immense silo for an absent missile. There were heavy doors on the roof and those, she guessed, would open onto the top of the mesa. The floor was covered in a rusty metal grate and judging by the sound of her footsteps and the grinding of the door, there was a vast space beneath that grate that glinted faintly with water far below.

Albert was standing at the center of the chamber, peering down into a large hole in the grate rimmed with cables and a safety railing. He was leaning against the railing and holding something silver in his hand.

“Albert,” called Penny as she jogged towards him.

“You?” He turned to face her, showing her the palm of one hand as he drew the blade of a dagger across it. Blood welled from a cut and trickled down his arm to drip from his elbow. Drop after drop fell into the hole and the waiting darkness far below.

“What are you doing, Albert?” cried Penny.

“What must be done to save the most precious species of all,” said Albert, tossing the knife away. “I call upon Corathu! Ancient Dweller of the Depths! Arise, Corathu, the stars are right again! Arise and reclaim the world that has become infested with that most diabolical of vermin: mankind! Arise and usher in a new era of monsters!”

“I don’t think he’s on our side anymore,” said Chris, breathing with exertion as he ran up beside Penny.

“No, I never was,” laughed Albert. “You were always just a means for breeding new generations of cryptids! It is time to repopulate this planet with its true masters! The age of humans is at an end! The age of Corathu and the cryptids begins now!”

As if on cue, the entire chamber began to shake. Penny lost her footing, but Chris caught her and held her upright. Albert toppled over and then managed to stand up again. He backed away from the hole, shouting with triumph as something began to rise from the depths below.

The grated floor bulged and ruptured on a column of countless huge tentacles. These grabbed the grating and peeled it wider for a massive, blue-black creature with oily flesh and a dozen huge red eyes above its maw. It rose through the floor, a much larger version of the creature that had once been called Kevin. A titanic beast of unspeakable horror.

Penny and Chris fell as the entire grate tilted. Albert, howling triumphantly, was plucked from the grate by one of the creature’s enormous tentacles.

“Yes! All hail Corathu! Arise and rule this world! I am your faithful servant! Arise and—AHHH!”

Albert’s triumph turned to horror as he was dropped into the wide maw of the ancient one and disappeared down its gullet.

Penny, stunned by the horror, felt her mind break at the sheer scale of the monstrous evil that had just gulped down Albert. She grabbed her head in her hands and began to scream.
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Bride of the Sleeping God

Chris

Chris Redding awoke to the gentle warmth of a late spring afternoon. He stirred in his dorm bed and knocked aside several food wrappers and a well-used vape pen.

“Had the craziest dream,” he said to Hao-yu, his roommate.

“Mmm,” replied Hao, bent over his little study desk and too buried in his studies to even glance in Chris’s direction. “You stayed up too late and vaped too much.”

“Yeah, story of my life,” said Chris, swinging his legs out of bed. “I was at Red Mesa State Park with my sister’s sorority and the girls kept getting snatched by all these different monsters. And one of them was a hot babe and I hooked up with her. But then Penny, she rescued me from getting my soul sucked out and we went into this secret room sorta place where there was this huge Cthulhu monster. And—”

Knock-knock-knock!

“Oh shit, the RA,” said Chris, quickly stashing his vape pen under his mattress. “Be cool, Hao. Don’t say anything to him.”

Hao didn’t answer as Chris walked to the door and slowly unlocked and opened it. He was expecting to see Freddy, the asshole RA who was a hawk about smelling vapor or open beers.

Instead, he found himself staring at a ravishing beauty with dark, wavy-hair, killer curves packed into a tight Gamma Omega Omega t-shirt and short-shorts, and eyes with pink irises that sparkled with lust. A smile curled her luscious lips.

“Heyyyyy Chris,” purred Vanessa. “You said I could come over last night at the party. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I was at a party last night?” asked Chris.

“Oh, yeah, we were making out so much,” giggled Vanessa.

He gaped in awe of her stunning beauty as she pushed him back into the room and towards his bed. Just like that, he was flat on his back again, and the sorority hottie was climbing atop him. She tugged at the bottom of her t-shirt and her huge tits dropped free, ghostly pink nipples stiff with her arousal. She crushed her tits into his face as he tried to ask her another question. His voice vibrating into her cleavage as he felt her hand reaching into his pants.

He felt something else odd. A scratching furriness against his legs. Something hard touching his shin. He pulled back just enough to look past Vanessa as he felt her hand guiding his hard cock to the soppy heat of her cunt. Just as that incredible warmth engulfed him, he realized what he had been feeling.

She had big goat legs from the knee down and instead of feet she had hooves.

“What… the fuck?” He pushed her back and saw that she also had horns growing from her forehead and wings spreading behind her shoulders. The strange tail of the succubus with the thirsty, bulbous tip curled around her hip.

“Mmmmmmm… time to finish what we started,” she said and began to ride vigorously atop him.

“Ohhhh fuckkkk,” groaned Chris, caught in the exquisite vise of Vanessa’s succubus pussy. There was no escape. He was going to be sucked dry by the demoness.

“Yessss! Give me your seed, Christopher! Give me your life force!” moaned Vanessa, her soft tits bouncing faster and the dorm bed creaking loudly with the intensity of her ride atop Chris.

“No,” he moaned, grabbing her ass and trying pitifully to stop her. “No, please. Don’t eat me. Don’t eat me!”

She leaned over him, her silky hot pussy tightening around his cock.

“Wake up, Chris,” she said. Her voice changed as she exclaimed, “Chris! Wake up! Fucking wake up!”

She slapped him across the face and Chris Redding’s eyes shot open as he sat bolt upright and nearly collided with Penny.

Penny, dressed in a buttoned-up white lab coat, was kneeling beside him with fear etched on her face. Her eyes wide, almost panicked.

Chris wasn’t in the dorm anymore. He was in the giant holding cell. The grate tilted beneath him as an impossible, giant, eldritch creature hauled itself up from the abyss to tower over them. Fear turned his blood cold as he stared up at the massive, oily, blue-black creature with twelve red eyes, each as big as Chris’s head, and a maw that flopped open big enough to swallow Chris’s 2006 Ford Focus whole.

“Holy shit,” murmured Chris, staring up into those baleful red eyes and seeing apocalyptic eternities swimming within them.

“Don’t look at it too much,” cried Penny. When just warning him didn’t work, she yanked open the collar of her lab coat and bared her perfect tits to him. Chris shook himself out of his stunned horror and stared in fresh wonder at Penny’s pert mounds. She buttoned the coat back over her breasts. “Now listen to me, you idiot. That thing ate Albert. It’s going to eat us too if we don’t do something quick.”

Chris glanced over her shoulder and saw that firehose-thick tentacles of oily blue-black were already reaching out across the grate towards them.

“Yeah, right,” he said. “If have some M-90s in my pocket I brought for fireworks. Make a real big boom. Might distract it. But where do we go?”

Penny pointed to some sort of covered duct at least ten feet up the wall. Chris didn’t immediately see a way to reach it.

“It’s our only way out,” said Penny. “If I stand on your shoulders, I might be able to get that cover open, climb in, then grab you and pull you—”

Penny

Penny was mid-sentence explaining her desperate plan to escape the madness of Corathu when the tentacle wrapped around her waist and lifted her off her feet. The cool, slimy flesh cinched tightly around her body, and she was overwhelmed with vertigo as she was lifted thirty feet or more above the tilting grate. Chris stared up at her in terror. Penny kicked and beat against the thick tentacle the was wrapped around her, but her blows bounced harmlessly off the rubbery flesh of the giant monstrosity.

She was flipped upside down as tiny bristles in the slimy flesh of the tentacle tore away the lab coat in an instant. She was left exposed, slime-sheathed, and screaming as she was dangled over the monstrous face of Corathu. She really didn’t want to become a monster snack like Albert.

A dozen quivering red eyes stared up at Penny and its huge mouth yawned open. She saw its black tongue and the pink gullet at the back of its mouth. That awful portal of flesh that had swallowed up Laura’s evil boyfriend.

“Oh, god, please no,” she wailed, her limbs trapped between coils of tentacle and her hair hanging straight down beneath her head. Instead of dropping her into its mouth like a snack, Corath lowered her slowly and kept its red eyes focused on her naked, slime-coated flesh.

She could feel the presence of its mind. The dark swelling of a storm cloud at the peripheries of her thoughts.

“Stay… stay out of my head… stop! Noooo!” She wailed as her mind burst open and the eldritch creature’s thoughts invaded her head.

She saw eons within that mind. A flood of disconnected images. Woolly mammoths and early humans. Temples of dark stone. Sacrificial blood spilling down the steps of pyramids. And pleasures.

So many pleasures.

Tentacles wrapping around writhing human females offered up to Corathu. His enormous, roughly humanoid body towering over them as his beard of tendrils tangled around their pale bodies.

Penny howled as a tentacle invaded her cunt as surely as Corath’s presence had invaded her mind. Her folds were stretched wide, nearly to tearing, and the bristly tentacle rasped against her inner walls like some horrible slimy brush. It hit her womb and beat against it, bulging her abdomen and making her gurgle and shake.

There was nothing she could do to escape if she wanted, but Penny was not in the right mind to even try to escape. She was reliving some ancient memory of a voluptuous blonde sacrifice bucking and calling out “Corathu! Corathu be praised! Ravish me Corathu!”

Her voice echoed hoarsely in the huge vault right up until Corathu thrust a tentacle into Penny’s mouth and down her throat. This tentacle was unlike the others. More slender and glistening pink instead of oily blue-black. It pulsed and exuded a warm sliminess as it began to pump in and out of her throat and smear her face with overflowing goop. Her throat bulged like her tummy, invaded by the girth of even this smaller appendage.

His breeding appendage, realized Penny. Corathu is blessing me to taste his actual cock. A hundred-thousand-year-old cock fucking my throat. It is such an honor.

Tears streamed from her eyes and dripped down into her dangling hair as she continued to be tentacle fucked in her cunny and eldritch cock-fucked in her throat. She saw the scene of countless centuries ago. The blonde atop the black stone pyramid. Bucking. Moaning. Receiving the honor of bearing Corathu’s seed. As she witnessed the memory of the woman being bred, she felt the cock down her throat begin to pulsate and buck against her gurgling esophagus.

Through her temporary madness, she pleaded with the strange eldritch entity.

Please, Corathu, fill me with your holy seed. Fill my throat and prepare me to receive your seed in my fertile cunt. I give myself to you.

Corathu bellowed triumphantly and began to brutally fuck Penny’s throat and cunt with equal and opposite thrusts of its tentacles. Her body felt as if it might tear in half, but so long as her meager flesh pleased Corathu, she would die happy.

Penny threw back her head and thrashed her body within the tangle of tentacles. Her pleasure mounted with each rasping thrusts of the massive flesh. She felt the welling pleasure like a change in pressure in the air. Her body was pleasing Corathu, she realized. She sucked harder. Moaned and gurgled around his maddening cock.

The ancient creature shuddered and roared, flooding Penny’s mind with a thousand lurid images as it flooded her throat with a gushing river of its foul seed. Spurt after rushing spurt drenched her throat and overflowed her mouth in a burning spray from her nostrils.

She swallowed desperately, craving every possible drop she could take of Corathu’s unholy seed. Craving it and wanting it to flood her womb. To bless her with his power. To breed her inadequate human flesh.

I am yours, Corathu! I give myself to you!

The ancient creature roared with triumph at her mental surrender, his seed still pumping down her throat and distending her stomach with its incredible volume. His cock slid from her throat and Penny retched involuntarily, spewing out long, milky-white strands of mucus and monstrous cum that dangled from her face and dropped through the grate far below her. His rasping black tentacle slid from her cunt and his tentacles spread her legs wide, turning her body to offer it to his cock.

To prepare her for her ultimate surrender. Penny was defeated, there was no escape.

No one was coming to rescue her now.

Chris

He stared in disbelief as the hideous demon thing pulled its cock from Penny’s frothing mouth and turned her body to present her stretched cunt for its fleshy pink appendage. Chris had no question about what the horrible thing intended to do next. He wasn’t sure if doing it was going to kill Penny, but it was obviously about to try fucking her with more than just a random tentacle.

“It’s going to try to knock her up,” said Chris, his hands tightening into angry fists. He’d always had a huge crush on Penny, wanted to see that perfect body naked, but not this way. Not anything like this way. Being fertilized by that gargantuan greaseball seemed like a fate worse than death.

Corathu’s triumphant howl shook Chris to his bones. The massive entity lined its dripping cock tentacle up with the gaping entrance of Penny’s cunt.

“You bastard!” shouted Chris. “Let her go!”

Corathu ignored the tiny mortal shouting at it and plunged its huge cock tentacle into Penny. She wailed with maddened ecstasy, her tummy bulging anew as she was ravished by the eldritch monstrosity.

But Chris was not ready to give up just yet.

“Hey, you fucking ugly spaghetti-armed drain clog! You think you’re tough just because you’re big?” Chris shoved his hands into his pockets and extracted a fistful of M-90 fireworks. He still had his trusty lighter and he flicked the flint and ignited every fuse sticking out through his fingers.

Corathu was still ignoring him, so Chris charged at the yawning mouth of the demon, cocking back his arm and taking aim at the dark void beyond those huge teeth and lolling tongue. Penny was whimpering above him, still wrapped up in tentacles and begin violated by Corathu’s huge pink cock. Her face was contorted in mind-melted ecstasy. Her perfect tits bouncing and her thighs spread wide to invite each brutal thrust of Corathu’s cock.

“Say ‘ah’ you sludge-smothered hentai horror!”

Several things happened in such quick succession that Chris was not sure which came first. He threw the handful of M-90s with all his strength, he was grabbed by a massive tentacle and pitched into the air, and he was swallowed whole by the ancient monster.

“What the fuuuuuuuck?!” shouted Chris as he was gulped down the throat of Corathu.

He would have been plunged into darkness, except there were several M-90s sliding down Corathu’s esophagus with him and their fuses were still burning. Chris and the sizzling firecrackers dropped through a sphincter as big as a manhole and into a stomach as big as Chris’s dorm room. Albert was in there, or what was left of him, reduced to a meaty skeleton that Chris tried hard not to look at.

“That’s not going to be me,” said Chris, desperately grabbing at the closing valve atop Corathu’s stomach and trying to crawl his way back up the creature’s throat.

That was when the M-90s exploded. Not all at once, but in machinegun rapid fire, booming with the force of several quarter sticks of dynamite. They were submerged in the contents of Corathu’s stomach, which magnified their force and caused several shockwaves to rip through the monster’s body in rapid succession.

Corathu, though old and powerful, had not really evolved to endure that sort of injury. His formless, slimy body split open like a rotted gourd and unleashed a foul eruption of black blood and greasy stomach contents. The ancient monstrosity gurgled as he died, tentacles flapping madly as his crumpled body went sliding off the grate and back into his pit.

Somehow, Chris survived it all, barely even bruised by Corathu’s tentacle. He caught the grate and climbed his way back to safety through a slurry of Corathu’s disgusting guts. Yellow lights were flashing, and the main hatch was slowly cycling open.

He found Penny, slimy and gasping, her head lifting as she looked up at Chris and smiled weakly.

“You’re alive. You shouldn’t be alive. W-what happened?” asked Penny. Then she looked down at her heaving breasts and the rest of her naked body and she let out a squeal of embarrassment. As she tried to cover up, Chris managed to stagger to his feet.

“I think I just killed Cthulhu,” said Chris.

“I don’t know what that is,” said Penny, leaning against Chris as they made their way towards the main hatch. “But let’s get the hell out of here.”

There was no argument from Chris.
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The Aftermath

Penny

Escaping from the Tantibus Initiative Bunker was the easy part. There was a very helpful laminated map of the entire facility pinned to the wall next to the control consoles. They wanted to save Laura and all their friends, but they knew there could be dangerous monsters still on the loose and it was better to try to reach safety. The rescue operation would need to wait until they could return with backup.

“Look, there’s some sort of secret exit tunnel here,” said Penny, inspecting the map. “It leads to this big square area labeled ‘secret parking.’”

“Not very secret if you put it on a map,” said Chris.

“Come on, maybe there is a car there we can use,” said Penny, yanking the map down from the wall to use as a navigation aid.

Following the map led them to a doorway hidden behind a massive support pillar. This, in turn, led them to the parking garage. As soon as they stepped into the garage, fluorescent lights automatically switched on overhead, some flickering and buzzing fitfully. It smelled like oil and gasoline, but there did not seem to be any sign of cryptids. The parking garage had enough space for at least a hundred vehicles. They could see three covered in tarps and parked on the far side of the garage. The concrete room echoed with their footsteps as they walked over to the cars.

There was a Jeep, which wouldn’t start, and a 1990s sedan, which started but seemed dangerously low on gas. The third vehicle was a van with Desert Cable Company logos on the side. The interior was full of all sorts of electronics equipment, including surveillance cameras, microphones, and several monitors.

“Albert must have used this to place the bugs all over the park,” said Penny, looking at a box full of listening devices.

Chris looked at the bank of monitors.

“Yeah, and how many did he hide at the Gamma Omega Omega house? The creep was probably jacking it to all you girls changing clothes and taking showers.”

“Ugh, don’t even talk about that,” said Penny. She pushed past Chris to climb into the front seat. Like the other two vehicles, there were keys in the glove compartment, and the van started right away and had a full tank of gas. It made sense. Albert had probably been regularly driving the van to install his surveillance devices.

Chris joined Penny in the front seat, saying, “What are you waiting for now, let’s get the hell out of here and get some help so I can save Laura and the others.”

“You mean so we can save them?” Penny pulled the van out of the parking space and drove them out of the garage, down a long, winding tunnel, and out at the base of Red Mesa. She followed an almost invisible dirt road out of the park and back to the highway. Roaring along at nearly 80, the windows down and the distant lights of the small town of Granger in the distance, she could almost convince herself it had all been a dream.

Only, she could still feel that minotaur. Those beastly hands on her body. That massive monster cock stretching her like no boyfriend had ever stretched her out before. It wasn’t a dream. None of it. Albert was dead. Chris had really exploded Cthulhu. Tentacles had really invaded her body. And together…

“Together, we really saw some crazy shit,” said Chris, finishing her thought aloud.

“How did you do that?” demanded Penny.

“I don’t know. I guess I just let my mind wander a little bit… then I could sense you thinking about a minotaur and how good its big dick felt going into—”

“Okay, that’s enough,” said Penny. “No mind reading.”

“Right. Maybe it’s from being swallowed by Cthulhu. Some sort of residue of the power or something. I’m sure it’ll wear off eventually.”

Only it didn’t. Penny soon realized she could also sense what Chris was thinking. Mostly about how good her breasts looked in her top and how he was horny after everything they had gone through. It took conscious effort from Penny to keep Chris and his dirty thoughts out of her mind.

“Just, like, stay out of my mind, and I’ll stay out of yours, okay?” Penny glared over at him, trying not to push into his brain.

“Right,” said Chris. “Radio silence. Got it. Just try not to think about sex, okay? I can’t avoid that sort of thing.”

“I’ll try,” said Penny, and she immediately started thinking about getting pounded by the minotaur again.

Chris let out a snort of amusement. Penny rolled her eyes and tried to force herself to think about math exams and her ecology class. They both learned to control their new power during their drive to the sheriff’s office in Granger. By the time they arrived, they had mastered it enough to mostly shut their overlapping thoughts. Or so they thought.

Inside the station, they met the late-night desk sergeant, blurting everything out to him in a rush that left him wide-eyed and shaking his head. They were told to wait in an interrogation room. They both learned that their psychic powers seemed to only extend to one another.

“Of course,” sighed Penny, slumping back into one of the chairs in the room. “I couldn’t get anything useful like mind reading powers, I just have a direct connection to my best friend’s pervy brother.”

“Hey! After seeing what my sister’s boyfriend was up to at Red Mesa, I don’t think I even qualify as a pervert anymore.”

“Trust me, I can read your mind, Chris,” said Penny. “You are definitely still a pervert.”

She could tell from the buzzing of Chris’s thoughts that he was about to offer another defense, but they were interrupted by a distant thumping sound that seemed to be growing louder.

“What is that?” wondered Penny.

“It’s a helicopter,” said Chris. “And it’s getting louder. Maybe they took us seriously.”

Penny felt an icy prickle of fear down her back.

“What if Albert really was working for the government or something?” She glanced over at Chris with growing apprehension. “What if the rest of this ‘Tantibus Initiative’ is on its way here right now to make us disappear?”

“Yeah, right, it’s all Deep State shit,” said Chris, pushing back from the table and jumping to his feet. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”

They crept out of the interrogation room and into the hallway. The sheriff’s office was eerily quiet. The handful of deputies they had seen at desks were gone and there was no sign of the desk sergeant. Penny led the way as they slipped out a side exit and circled back to the front lot to get their van. Only it was gone and so were all the sheriff’s cars and trucks. The thumping sound of the approaching helicopter was getting so loud that they had to raise their voice to be heard.

Chris spun around in a confused circle as if he might spot the sheriff’s department vehicles hiding behind a streetlight.

“What the hell? Where did they all go?”

“I don’t know, but I have a feeling if we wait around for that helicopter we’re going to be in even bigger trouble than we already—”

A spotlight switched on overhead, illuminating Chris and Penny in its beam. Debris swirled around them as the helicopter, its rotor roaring, descended into the parking lot. A veritable SWAT team of men in black with assault rifles hopped out. A beautiful redheaded woman and a handsome man with a slightly weaselly face stepped out behind the troopers. They were dressed in dark, serious suits.

Chris struck a kung-fu pose like he was going to fight all of them. Penny just stared in disbelief as the two suited agents walked towards them like characters of out a b-grade science fiction movie.

“Penelope Valentine and Christopher Redding?” The woman asked, reaching into her pocket and pulling out a badge wallet. She flipped it open to show them a golden badge with an octopus and a globe symbol on it and the initials CDB.

“CDB Like the weed stuff?” asked Chris.

“That’s CBD,” said Penny.

“My name is Agent Mullins and this is Agent Skold,” said the woman, tucking the badge back into her case. “We are with the Cryptid Defense Bureau. Our surveillance system picked up transmissions from the sheriff’s office here in Granger. We are taking over this investigation and have ordered the sheriff and deputies to set up a cordon around Red Mesa.”

“Now come with us,” said Agent Skold. “Tell us everything you know, and we are going to help you save your friends.”

Operation Big Red

5/10/202X

Report from Agent Katherine Mullins and Agent William Skold.

A CDB rapid action team deployed by helicopter at Red Mesa State Park and discovered a Tantibus Initiative Bunker partially reactivated by the son of a former employee. Numerous cryptids had been released throughout the state park and several women had been attacked by the cryptids and involved in breeding activity.

The action team, with the assistance of two college students involved in the attacks, were able to locate all the missing students as well as a missing park ranger. However, not all subjects were willing to be extracted and could only be tagged for future observation.

Subject: Park Ranger Henrietta Persimmon

Ranger Persimmon was discovered in a cave system separate from the Red Mesa, where she was found in the act of being mounted and knotted by a feral lupine hybrid. Both the cryptid and the ranger were uncooperative with the action team and refused to even stop their rutting behavior.

After repeated requests to desist, both the ranger and the cryptid were tagged with micro transponders through darts. An observation camera was set up in the cave system where we discovered Ranger Persimmon appears to be mating and performing oral copulation with the lupine hybrid regularly. She sometimes leaves the cave to bring things back but spends most of her time engaged in sexual activity. After 15 days of observation, thermal scans confirmed she is pregnant. Additional surveillance and cryptid tagging will be needed when she gives birth.

Subjects: Ginger Blake and Vikki Dinkley

Two college age girls were discovered in the ventilation room of the Red Mesa facility. They were naked and their bodies were covered in viscous slime that had adhered them to the floor in compromising positions. Both women seemed very agreeable and happy, although in an excited state. Their bodies, though unharmed, showed clear evidence of repeated matings with an unknown cryptid.

One of the victims, Vikki Dinkley, provided a very detailed description of the cryptid in between pleas for more “slime cock.” The cryptid, a very large invertebrate we are tentatively calling the Slimy Fuck Bug, was discovered in a ventilation shaft. It was subdued and brought in for further study. The ping pong ball sized eggs already deposited by the women were collected and the victims were given injections to prevent further pregnancy for 30-days. They will be kept for 72 hours of observation before standard hypnotic memory adjustment.

Subject: Rayleen Alomar

Miss Alomar, a student at Sandy State University, was located by using the Tantibus surveillance systems. She was found in the den of a very large and territorial wendigo class sentient biped. Attempts to subdue or recover Rayleen Alomar ended in injuries to members of our rapid action team.

Rayleen was also uncooperative, showing signs of post-coital bonding with the cryptid.

After a second failed attempt to retrieve her, she engaged in taunting and performed oral and vaginal sex acts on the cryptid while our team observed. Agent Mullins noted unusually large ejaculatory volume from the cryptid. After a brief conference, it was decided to tag Miss Alomar and the cryptid and leave them in place for further observation.

Subject: Breanna Beech

A large presence of primordial goblinoids was detected in an underground cave not far from one of the cabins in the park. Our action team at first though it was only inhabited by cryptids, but after several minutes of observation a voluptuous blonde college-age woman (Breanna Beech) was identified participating in a non-stop group sex act with the creatures. Goblinoids are known to engage in pack sexuality with human females and primordial goblinoids are even more amorous.

The human female, though having copulated seemingly more than a hundred times, was in no distress whatsoever. She communicated happily with the action team and offered to let them join. The goblinoids were less welcoming and the team was forced to disperse them and trap them using chemical gas and live cage traps. After examination, Miss Beech refused follow up medical treatment but was surreptitiously tagged for tracking and monitoring. We believe she is almost certainly pregnant from the infamously potent sperm of the goblinoids.

Subject: Laura Redding

The sister of Christopher Redding was found in the Tantibus bunker in a habitat for a previously unidentified species of humanoid amphibian. We believe this creature to be related to the Innsmouth Fish Men first reported in the FBI files from 1926 and later believed extinct. Laura Redding was sharing the habitat with the fish man willingly and was protective of it when attempts were made to extract her from the situation.

At the request of Miss Redding, and seemingly the fish man although only Miss Redding was able to communicate with it, the pair were released into nearby Cahuilla Crater Lake. They were both tagged before disappearing into the water. Christopher Redding consented to this arrangement and his sister promised to let him visit “his nieces and nephews” when they are born. We will be revisiting this site in the future and maintain close observation. Fish and Wildlife will be notified to restrict fishing in the area.

Conclusion

The Tantibus Initiative Bunker at Red Mesa will take years to fully catalog and explore. We believe there are dozens of cryptids still on site and we must take great care not to harm them nor allow them to escape. We will also be checking back in with Penelope Valentine and Christopher Redding who are both attending Sandy State University. Hopefully, their lives are not negatively impacted by their experiences at Red Mesa. They would both be prime candidates for recruitment to the bureau following their graduation. 

Chris

He couldn’t believe it, but after everything that had happened after that trip to Red Mesa, getting lucky with Penny Valentine was still the most unbelievable part. He ran his arms over her shapely body as she pressed atop him wearing only her bra and panties. Her hand was on the bulge in his jeans as she kissed him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth in a way that shocked him and made his cock twitch.

“Mmmmphmmm! Penny! What has gotten into you?”

“You did, stupid,” she said, squeezing his cock. “You’re in my mind. All the time. When you’re staring at my butt or my breasts I can feel it and it’s like I’m getting turned on looking at myself through you. The hornier you get, the hornier I get, and I can’t shut you out when I’m like that. It’s driving me crazy. This is… mmmm… this is what we need to do. We need to make this work… mmmmm… so we’re going to try it this way.”

“I have… no objections… it’s just… ohhhhh my god…”

Penny looked up at him with her smoky brown eyes, her brown hair back in a ponytail as she took his cock into her mouth. The molten heat of that mouth was incredible. Her tongue, flicking under his cockhead was amazing. But it was the strange, intense, psychic sensation of their bizarre link that overwhelmed him. Like he could feel his own cock in his mouth because it was in Penny’s.

“Ohhhh mmmm what the fuck?” Chris moaned and lifted his head, watching Penny bobbing and slurping.

She gasped between sucks, “Oh my god… mmmm… so this is what it feels like. So good. MMmmmphmmm! Like my clit is giant and it’s being sucked.”

Chris couldn’t form a coherent word. He could taste his own cock and he didn’t really like it, but the feel of Penny’s enthusiastic blowjob was driving him wild. His balls were tightening up, his pleasure starting to race as he neared the brink. And it hit him.

If I cum right now, I’m going to taste it!

“W-wait! Stop!” He grabbed Penny by her ponytail and pulled her mouth off his cock. Her lips parted from his tip in a wet pop that reverberated from his cock to his lips.

“What’s wrong? I could feel how close you were! I wanted to cum with you!”

“N-not like that,” said Chris. “We can do it the right way. The full sex way.”

“Oh, I get it, you didn’t want to taste your cum. Guys are so squeamish about that. What a wimp!”

Penny giggled as she unbuckled her bra and freed her perfect tits. Chris reached for them, but Penny batted his hands away. She rose high on her knees and casually slid her panties down to reveal her soaking, trimmed pussy. She unfolded her legs and kicked her panties off, then shamelessly climbed atop Chris, straddling him and guiding his cock to her hot, slick folds.

She looked down into Chris’s eyes and reached into his mind as she lowered herself onto his straining hardness. Chris groaned desperately, feeling something that no man had ever felt before as he was both thrusting into his gorgeous crush and being fucked by his own cock.

“This is even better than my mouth,” she moaned. “Oh my god, I’m being double fucked.”

“Me… me too,” cried Chris, grabbing her hips and leaning up to kiss her. The more contact their bodies made, the more their identities seemed to blur together. Moving in perfect unison, thrusting and receiving, taking and giving, Penny atop him and yet inside him as well. He didn’t last long and because of their connection neither did Penny.

“Ohhhh goddddd! I feel it! You’re going to explode!” Penny wailed with pleasure and threw back her head.

“Ohhhhhhh cumming in… youuuuu… mmeEEE??? AHHH!” Chris exploded in an orgasm like no other a man had ever experienced. Cumming into Penny in hot, gushing spasms and clutching around his cock with Penny’s perfect pussy. The warmth of his load spreading into her depths inside Chris’s consciousness.

Afterwards, sweaty and entangled, their minds stewing together, they could only laugh and occasionally groan in unison as aftershocks shuddered through them. Penny left Chris in bed to go take a bath. Chris groaned at the sensation of Penny sinking into the bath. He could sense the lingering sexuality of her thoughts.

The feel of the warm water embracing her curves excited him briefly, but he was so exhausted after everything he had been through that he soon fell asleep. He dreamed of Penny and the way her mind and body felt connected to him. He pictured her in a bed and a dark shadow fell across her. Hands, much bigger than his own, reached down to grab hold of her. Forceful and strong. Squeezing her curves as a snorting, horned head leaned down and ran a massive, beastly tongue over her tits and into her moaning mouth.

He saw the huge, flattened head of the beastly cock rising from its loins. Somewhere between a horse cock and a bull cock. The minotaur spread Penny’s legs wide and pressed his cock at Penny’s entrance.

At Chris’s entrance!

He awoke with a start and could feel that the beastly thing pressing against Penny’s cunt was all too real. He practically vaulted out of the bed and went stumbling to the bathroom. Empty.

No! She was in a bed! But which bed?

He staggered down the stairs of the Gamma Omega Omega house. He lost his balance as he felt that huge, beastly cockhead rubbing up and down Penny’s slit. His hip slammed painfully into a table and he heard a surprised yelp of pain from beneath his feet.

“The basement,” cried Chris, sensing the location from the half-formed view of Penny’s vision. The minotaur above her, grabbing her ankles, spreading them wide. Her heart hammering as she lifted her head to watch that massive minotaur cock spreading her, stretching her, opening her in a way that nearly made Chris pass out with sympathetic sensations.

He stopped, legs shaking and his mind reeling as he felt that massive cock plunging into Penny. The closer he walked to the basement, the more intensely he felt it.

“Too much,” he groaned, feeling Penny’s overwhelming mixture of pleasure and pain as the minotaur’s huge cock rearranged her insides. He staggered back, not just retreating from the basement but escaping the house. He staggered out into the cool night air, the sensations of Penny’s monstrous pleasure slowly easing as he stumbled away from the Gamma Omega Omega house.

He finally reached the greens of the Sandy State Campus, and the last bit of sensation fled from his mind. He sagged onto a bench, gasping for breath, trying to make sense of why the minotaur was fucking Penny and why she seemed to be enjoying it so much.

“Like she wanted it,” muttered Chris, hanging his head in his hands.

“Mmmmmmm, are you really going to blame her?”

The purr of the familiar voice sent a hot thrill through Chris. Two hands slid over his shoulders from behind and stroked down his chest. A sweat, intoxicating aroma seemed to engulf him. He stiffened in the seat and looked over his shoulder to see the gorgeous, voluptuous succubus wearing nothing but a flimsy negligee. He stared into those pulsating pink irises and felt all his willpower melt away.

“Vanessa,” he moaned.

“My darling Chris,” she giggled, and she pressed her lips to his. He felt the intense, almost orgasmic pleasure as the succubus began to feed on his life force. Her tail slithered onto the bench beside him, its obscene opening drooling with clear slime as it moved towards the bulge in Chris’s pants.

“Ohhhhh fuck,” groaned Chris against Vanessa’s hot lips. His eyes rolled with pleasure.

If he wasn’t careful, he was going to become monsterbait.
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Trouble Revisited

It all started with a car ride.

Melody Applebottom, blonde suburban beauty extraordinaire, knew she never should have gotten into that car with Mr. Stavros, the sleazebag from down the street. He’d given her a ride, and she knew what he wanted, but it had all just been a tease. A little fooling around. She told herself she would never have really done anything with Mr. Stavros.

But she didn’t have to put that to the test. Mr. Stavros had been pulled over by a cop car before things could get that far. Officer Jackson was a big, black hunk of a man. The sort of guy who could pass for a stripper in his tearaway cop uniform. But Officer Jackson’s uniform was all too real. Melody, eager to get out of trouble, had promised to do anything Officer Jackson wanted if he didn’t arrest her for solicitation. 

It had been two weeks since Officer Jackson pulled off down a dead-end street and smoothly coerced a blowjob from her in exchange for letting her go with a warning. Not that she had needed much coercing to slurp on him. For two weeks since, Melody had thought about little other than sucking his big, beautiful, and incredibly thick black cock. The way it had filled her mouth and shoved into her throat. The throbbing thickness of it as he’d shot his load and made her suck out every drop.

Oh, yeah, Melody was obsessed with his cock. She wanted more. But despite Officer Jackson insisting she was “on call” and “under pussy arrest” he had yet to make a follow up appointment for more fun with Melody.

Ever since that cop car blowjob, she had been fingering herself, imagining that big, black cock plundering her pussy. It just wasn’t quite enough to satisfy her. Without the real thing, she needed something better.

She took matters into her own hands. She drove to the porno store in the strip mall. Creepo Larry had been all too happy to help Melody pick out a toy. She needed a dildo that was big, lifelike, and most importantly, chocolatey black, just like Officer Jackson’s fat cock. The one she had picked came with a tube and pump to add a little squirting action and Larry even threw in a nice big bottle of cum-like silicon lube called “Jizz.”

“A tight little blonde like you is gonna need lots of lube,” Larry chuckled. “You can squirt that on your pussy just like a big old Mandingo cum shot.” 

“The dildo is for my boyfriend.” Melody lied and that shut Larry up. He mumbled something about how it would work that way too as he put the ten-inch dildo into a plain brown paper bag. She didn’t know what a “Mandingo” was, and she didn’t like the way Larry had said it.

Melody got it home and sat on her bed looking at the brown bag sitting under her nightstand. Her mom and stepdad had been staying up late and drinking wine with a couple of their old friends, so she hadn’t had the opportunity to try her toy out yet. She’d been fantasizing about it all day. She was supposed to go out with Lucy later to meet her new boyfriend, but that wasn’t for two hours. And she had the house all to herself.

Feeling a fluttering rush of excitement, Melody got up from her bed and pulled the curtains over her windows. She didn’t need any of the neighbors across the street getting an eyeful of her having fun with her big black cock. She slipped out of her tank-top and let her plump teenage tits bounce free. She wiggled her hips and eased her sweatpants down from her shapely hips. She slipped off her panties and left them on a pile with the rest of her pajamas.

She studied herself in the mirror next to her bed, running her hands slowly over her almost perfect young body. Amazing tits, blue eyes, a bright smile, and just a little too much softness on her butt. Some guys liked that, but it drove Melody crazy because she worked hard to get rid of it. She pulled her loose blonde hair back into a ponytail and tied it with an elastic hair band.

Her heart was pounding as she crouched down and dragged the paper bag out from under her nightstand. She unrolled the crinkled top and felt a hot thrill of lust as she saw the upright, bulbous brown head of the dildo looking back up at her. The smell of fresh silicon wafted up from the bag. She knew she should probably carefully wash it off first, but she was too horny to think about that at the moment.

“Hello, Officer Jackson,” she whispered. She wrapped her hand around the dildo’s shaft and lifted it from the bag. She held the slightly drooping ten-inch black cock in front of her face. Not quite as dark brown as Officer Jackson’s, but otherwise it was convincingly his cock. Her mouth watered at the memory. She wanted to load up the dildo with the cum-like lube and try out the squirting pump, but she could not resist pressing her lips to the fat cockhead. Licking it. Tasting the realistic flesh of the silicon cockhead.

“Mmmmmm, I’ve been so fucking bad,” she moaned, parting her lips and taking the dildo into her eager teenage mouth. She moaned with muffled lust as she began to eagerly slurp on the huge silicon cock. “Mmmmmmphhmmm!”

It certainly stretched her lips like the real thing, but it lacked the throbbing warmth of Officer Jackson. Nevertheless, she got it nice and warm in her mouth as she washed it with her spit, bobbing and slurping shamelessly on her knees in her bedroom. Imagining the muscular cop standing in front of her as she fondled his balls and soaked his dick in her drool.

Sucking on it was fun, a nice reminder of what she had already done with Officer Jackson, but she bought the toy to get fucked and she intended to do it. Once she had given the dildo a good spit-washing, she climbed onto her bed and spread her creamy thighs wide, almost like she was doing the splits on her back. She stroked her steamy teen cunt, parting her pink petals as she brought down the dildo and started rubbing it against her clit.

Then she spotted the bottle of “Jizz” on the nightstand and remembered the cumshot capability of her new toy. She took a moment to fill the reservoir bulb with thick white lube and fed the hose into the base of the dildo. She set the squeezable bulb beside her as she began teasing herself with the cock once again.

“Ohhhh, Officer Jackson,” she moaned, smacking her clit with the heavy dildo. “Ohhh, I’ve been so bad. You need to lock me up. You need to punish that pussy.”

Some of the creamy lube dripped out of the head of Officer Jackson’s cock and Melody smeared it onto her clit and her cuntlips. She didn’t need the extra lube. She was burning up with lust as she used the heavy head of the dildo to gently part her folds.

Once the tip was wedged into her snug entrance, she grabbed the cock tightly at its base, took a deep breath, and plunged it into her steamy hole. It was how she imagined Officer Jackson doing it. Standing in front of the bed with his uniform pants open, hands spreading her creamy thighs wide as he began to pound his cock in and out of her with brutal force.

“Ohhhhh, fuck, yesssss,” cried Melody, pounding herself with the dildo. Smacking her ass with the molded balls and hitting her backwalls with each stroke. Her tits bounced and her bed creaked beneath her as she worked her hips and fucked against the dildo. The harder she thrust its length into her needy hole, the easier it was to picture the handsome black cop standing between her legs and taking his pleasure from her teenage pussy.

Melody marveled at the way her tight cunt could feel every molded vein and the huge ridge of the dildo’s cockhead. She closed her eyes as she plundered herself with the glistening chocolate pillar. Slapping her ass harder with those silicon balls. Making her pussy squelch lewdly around the thrusting girth of Officer Jackson’s fat dick. She could even feel the start of a trickle of her nectar down the crack of her ass.

Her head was back on her pillow, her feet in the air, and Melody was in heaven, driving herself towards a climax.

That was when she saw a faint movement just outside her bedroom door. She had forgotten to close, let alone lock, her door and someone was out in the hall! But it was too late to stop what she was doing. She was too close to cumming, one hand already fumbling on the bed for the bulb to make the big black cock erupt. She kept pumping the dildo into her pussy as she saw a familiar face just visible through the crack in the door.

Her stepdad!

How long had he been watching? And why wasn’t he throwing open the door and yelling at her about what she was doing? He had caught her with chocolate cock in hand, ramming the length of it into her slick pussy, and he was just watching.

She kept going.

Let him watch, she told herself, feeling a rush of perverse excitement. After all, her stepfather had probably peeped on her before. But she needed to look away from him, so she didn’t make eye-contact. She eased the dildo out of her pussy and moaned as it left her gaping cunt with a soft pop of pressure. She stuck the suction-cupped based of the dildo to her bedroom wall and turned to back her ass up onto the cock.

She treated her stepdad to a side view of her naked teenage body. Her head down in the bedding and her ass up as she pushed her pussy onto that dick sticking out from the wall obscenely. She imagined she was back at the porno store. At the gloryhole in the booths in the back. And Officer Jackson was on the other side feeding his cock through for her to have fun.

“Ohhhh, yes, I love that dick,” she moaned, working her hips, and slapping her cheeks back against the divider (her bedroom wall) as she took every inch of his big cock into her pussy. She started slow, savoring the way her clit collided with the molded balls. Then she pushed up onto her hands and knees and really started to fuck back hard against the big cock.

She was breathless, panting, her tits bouncing and swinging beneath her ribcage as she took that fat black cock with relish. She stole a glance at the door and saw her stepdad moving to the rhythm of her wall-fucking. Her gaze followed the line of the gap in the door downward and she caught sight of the tip of her stepdad’s red cock. His hand moving urgently. Glistening precum coating his cockhead.

He’s jerking off watching me fuck myself, realized Melody with a hot, kinky thrill.

This only made her fuck back against the dildo harder. She could feel her pleasure building. Driven by her chocolate fantasy and her perverted reality. Fucking Officer Jackson while her stepdad watched from just outside her bedroom.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, feeling pleasure tightening in her core. “I’m going to cum all over that big black dick. Yesssss. It’s so fucking good. I’m going to cum. Ohhhhh, fuck! OHHHH FUCK!”

She threw back her head, howling with unrestrained pleasure as she fucked hard into the wall. Her ass smacking lewdly against the pink wallpaper as her pussy devoured every inch of Officer Jackson’s big cock. At the height of her pleasure, her pussy gripping and squeezing around the dildo, she grabbed for the bulb.

“Ohhhh, yes, are you going to cum?” she gasped. “I want you… want you to cum all over my ass. Shoot it all over my ass. Ohhhh fuck yes, are you almost ready? I’m going to countdown.”

She stole a glance at the door again and could see her stepdad pumping desperately at his red dick. The door had opened a little wider and she could see him working his hand down to the root and back to the tip. Fingers lubed with his glistening pre as he watched her fuck back against the black dildo.

“Ten, nine, eight,” she gasped as the last flutters of her climax worked through her tight teenage channel. “Seven, six, five. Oh, yes, get ready. Can I call you ‘daddy’? Oh, daddy, four, three, two… almost there, daddy. I want you to cum all over my ass. Shoot your big load on my teenage ass and pussy. Yesssss… one! Cum for me, daddy!”

She rode forward until she felt the head of Officer Jackson’s huge cock leave her well-fucked pussy. Then she gave the bulb a squeeze and cried out as cum, warmed by her body’s heat, pumped onto her pussy. She slid back, letting the cock glide onto her ass as she pumped again, and the cock gushed more of the cum-like lube all over her ass and lower back. There was so much that she could feel it pooling in the hollow of her back and dripping down her sides.

She looked over just as her stepdad let loose. Ropes of his real jizz pumping through his stroking fist and splashing into Melody’s bedroom. His cum landed on her plush carpet and spattered on the frame of the door. He was panting heavily as he emptied his balls to the sight of his teenage stepdaughter taking a massive fake cumshot all over her pussy and ass.

“Ohhhhh, that’s it,” she moaned, wiggling her ass back against the dildo as the last of the cum drooled out of the tip. “Shoot it all for me, daddy. Get out every drop of that biiiiig load.”

He pumped his hand desperately, squeezing out the last of the massive load from his cock and dripping it like melting wax down his fingers. Melody accidentally looked into his eyes for a moment, and she saw a flash of fear there. Then he was gone from the doorway, disappearing into the darkness of the hall.

Melody sighed, feeling a little guilty for teasing her stepdad as the pleasure of her climax faded. She was a mess, absolutely covered in the fake cum, and it was dripping all over her bed. She reached back to the fat dildo and rubbed it against the cum-soaked lips of her cunt. The sensation was so slippery and pleasant that she couldn’t resist sliding the big dildo back inside her pussy. The feeling of that huge cock completely drenched in lube was completely different and exciting.

Whether her stepdad was outside torturing himself for jacking off to his stepdaughter suddenly didn’t seem so important. She resumed fucking back against the dildo, only now her pussy was making obscene, wet sloshing sounds. She fucked hard and fast, spanking her ass against the wall and driving herself towards even more pleasure.

Officer Jackson was right behind her, grabbing her shapely hips and groaning in that deep, rumbling voice of his as he took her pussy hard.

As he finally punished her just how she wanted.
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The Worst Threesome Ever

Melody squirmed in the booth at Taco Fiesta. She worked her hips from side-to-side and felt the emptiness where her big, black Officer Jackson dildo had been plunged into her pussy just over an hour before. Her stepdad had practically gone into hiding when she came out of her room to grab a quick shower. He had been outside doing yardwork by the time she was finally ready to go.

What a coward.

Her hair was back in a ponytail, and she wore a short, peach-colored summer dress and matching heels, no bra, and thong underwear. She was hot and ready to go.

There was no sign of Lucy or her new boyfriend. They were almost ten minutes late. All Melody could think about was that big-dicked cop plowing her pussy. What would her stepdad think if he’d seen the real thing happening? If he’d walked in on Melody getting pounded senseless by Officer Jackson for real?

She closed her eyes and imagined those big hands on her hips. That big cock at the dripping entrance to her teenage pussy. Those big balls slapping against her clit each time he plowed into her backwalls.

“Fuck,” moaned Melody, rocking in the booth and reaching for her mock margarita.

“Fuck what?” said Lucy, blue eyes flashing with mischief as she slid into the booth across from Melody.

“Heyyyyy,” said Melody, smiling at her busty redheaded friend.

Lucy was built even curvier than Melody and really liked to show off her huge tits in her low-cut spaghetti strapped blouse.

“Hey,” said a handsome young man with a whisp of a goatee on the end of his chin. He was chiseled, a little pale and nerdy looking but with big brown eyes and a curl of wavy brown hair that hung over his forehead like a James Dean type. He had a big, chunky bracelet on his left wrist and Melody couldn’t help but notice that Lucy was wearing a similar bracelet.

“You must be Victor,” said Melody.

“Just ‘Vic’ is better,” he said, extending his hand across the table. “And you’re Melody. Lucy has told me a lot about you. She said you’re a really… fun girl.”

“Ah? Did she?” Melody couldn’t help but giggle at that. She cut a glance at Lucy and caught a hint of a blush on her usually unflappable friend’s face. “I hope she didn’t get into too much detail about my fun.”

“Oh, she got into enough,” chuckled Vic. “She said you had a really wild couple of days earlier this summer.”

“Yeah, but that was just a one-day thing,” said Melody, playing with the straw of her drink as she looked between Lucy and Vic. “I’ve totally calmed down.”

Twenty minutes later, the three of them were crammed into the back of the cab of Vic’s pickup truck. He was sandwiched between Lucy and Melody. Lucy was kissing him passionately and he had one hand under her blouse and the other down the front of Melody’s dress. Melody moaned as he squeezed her breasts and pinched at her nipples.

He was fondling her with the sort of awkward intensity of a man who thought he might never get another chance to do something so fun. He was pinching and squeezing too hard, but it was still managing to turn her on. She nibbled at Vic’s ear and licked at his neck impatiently. He broke his kiss with Lucy and turned to Melody.

“There’s enough of me to go around,” he chuckled. “No need to get… mmmmm…”

He stopped lecturing and started tongue-kissing, which was more what Melody wanted than any words. She swapped spit with Lucy’s hunky beau while Lucy popped out of her top and leaned her tits down into Vic’s lap. He let out a groan against Melody’s lips as Lucy started titty fucking him right there in the back of the cab of his truck.

“Ohhhh, fuck yeah,” he moaned, fully breaking the kiss to lean back and look down at his cock poking up like a red plum between Lucy’s soft tits. She smiled up at him and leaned in to give his tip a lick.

“Oh, I want some of that,” giggled Melody, leaning down from the other side of Vic’s lap, freeing her tits, and squeezing them against Lucy’s. Four big breasts absolutely engulfed Vic’s underwhelmingly sized cum pump. Two tongues went to war over his tip. Melody and Lucy were breathing heavily, drooling, laughing, and kissing each other around the head of Vic’s cock as they bounced their titties up and down on it.

Melody finally won the tongue war and her mouth descended on Vic’s cock. He had a distinct salty taste to his cock from all the precum oozing heavily from his tip and she slurped loudly and bobbed down until she was kissing her own tits. Lucy, meanwhile, pulled her breasts from Vic’s lap and ducked under Melody’s squeezed strokers to get her tongue at Vic’s tightening balls.

“Ohhhhh fuck, now this is heaven,” groaned Vic, reaching down to cradle both of their heads as they pleasured him.

“Mmmmm, wait until you see us swapping your load back and forth,” giggled Melody before returning her slurping mouth to his straining cock.

“Shit, that’s good,” groaned Vic. “Suck on my balls too, Lucy. Ohhhh, fuck, you’re licking my ass, babe?”

“Nnnnn,” agreed Lucy, twirling her tongue in Vic’s pucker.

“Naughty girl,” giggled Melody, popping her lips off his cock and on again with each word. She could tell Vic was about to do some popping too and she moaned to encourage him to shoot his big load into her mouth. She wanted to make a good first impression on Lucy’s new boyfriend and decided she could worry about her own pleasure later.

But before Vic could erupt into her mouth, a shadow loomed across the glass window and blocked out the streetlight at the edge of the Taco Fiesta parking lot.

“Oh shit!” cried Vic, suddenly pushing the girls away from his lap and stuffing his hard red dick awkwardly back into his jeans.

A flashlight flicked on and shined into the back of the car. A familiar deep voice asked, “What’s going on in there?”

Melody winced at the bright light. “Um, we’re sorry!”

The light flicked off and the handsome black face of Officer Jackson leaned closer to the window. His face finally in view of the streetlight, his gaze flicking over the flushed teens occupying the truck. He motioned for Vic to roll the window down and Vic complied.

“Good evening,” said Officer Jackson, his smile big and gleaming white. He looked right at Melody’s shamelessly bare breasts. “And just what are we doing in this steamed up truck tonight?”

His smile grew as his gaze slowly looked away from Melody’s bare breasts and over to Lucy’s as she tried to cover up. “And who is this friend of yours?”

“Oh, that’s Lucy,” said Melody, still not bothering to cover up her creamy tits and pink nipples.

“And you, young man?” asked Officer Jackson, his voice growing stern again as he looked at Vic.

“Uh, ah, Vic, sir. Victor.” Vic scratched his head and looked pitiful and embarrassed. “We were, uh, just, uh… you see, Lucy is my girlfriend, and she was introducing me to, um, Melody here and we were…”

“You were tittyfucking by two teenage girls in the back of your truck,” said Officer Jackson. “Ladies, I’m going to have to ask you to step out of the vehicle. Sir, if you wouldn’t mind getting behind the wheel of your vehicle. Please follow me.”

“Follow you?” Vic looked on in confusion as Melody and Lucy climbed out of his truck.

“Did I speak Chinese? Yes, follow me, son.” Officer Jackson slammed the door behind Lucy as she climbed out of the truck. He put his hands on Lucy and Melody and guided them over to his patrol car. His voice was smooth, warm chocolate as he said, “Climb in the back there. We’re going to go for a little ride.”

Melody glanced back over her shoulder at the big, handsome cop and he winked at her. His hand slipped down to Melody’s round ass in her summer dress, and he gave her firm peach a squeeze as he helped her into the back seat of his patrol car.

Once he was in the driver’s seat and the doors were closed, he looked back at Melody and Lucy in his rearview mirror.

“You three were engaged in some public indecency in the back of that truck,” said Officer Jackson. “There are children going in and out of that restaurant. They might’ve seen you. That means it could be a felony indecent exposure charge for each of you.”

“Oh my god,” whispered Lucy, trembling against Melody.

“Unless… we work something out together.” He turned back and smiled at them through the protective cage of his back seat. “Me and you two. And your boyfriend gets to watch. How does that sound?”

“What?” Lucy asked on the brink of tears.

“Great!” Melody said, practically salivating at the thought of Officer Jackson’s big dick. “It sounds perfect. Let’s go.”

“You got it, babe,” laughed Officer Jackson, starting the car and pulling away from the lot.

“Melody, you mean… he’s going to have sex with us?” Lucy swallowed her tears and looked uncertainly at Melody. “In front of Vic?”

“That’s it exactly,” whispered Melody, leaning closer and pressing her lips to Lucy’s ear. “Officer Jackson is going to pound us with his big black cock and Vic has to watch.”

“Oh,” moaned Lucy. “Ohhhhhh. That’s… that’s fucking kinky. That’s hot.”

“Yes, it’s very hot,” agreed Melody and she pressed a kiss to Lucy’s lips. Officer Jackson glanced back at them in the rearview mirror. He chuckled as Melody and Lucy began to hungrily make out in the back seat of the patrol car.

Melody’s hand was under Lucy’s top and playing with her nipples by the time Officer Jackson’s patrol car pulled up at the abandoned gravel pit. His headlights and a stack of tarp-covered pallets created a stage for the scene that was about to play out. He climbed out of the vehicle and let Melody and Lucy out of the back. Vic pulled up in his truck, adding to the bright lights shining at the pallets covered in tarps.

Vic started to get out of his truck, but Officer Jackson shouted, “You just stay right there, young man. If you don’t want to spend the next year in jail, you just sit your ass down in that truck. I’ll handle things with the girls. You can watch.”

“Uh, alright,” said Vic sheepishly and he climbed back into his truck.

Officer Jackson walked with Lucy and Melody into the light from the truck and the police car. He ran his hands over Melody and then turned to Lucy, stroking her hips and hefting her breasts through the fabric of her spaghetti strap top. He leaned in and kissed Lucy, pushing his hands beneath her blouse and groping her soft mounds. Then he turned back to Melody, tongue kissing her and slipping a hand down the front of her top to feel her breasts.

“I think you ladies need to get those beautiful titties back out like I found ‘em. Then you need to get down on your knees and show me how you suck on this big black mamba.”

He reached for his belt and dropped his trousers open, his fat chocolate snake bouncing free of his underwear. Lucy gasped. Melody moaned, already slipping out of her dress and letting it drop from her breasts. She was left only in her shoes as she got down on her knees in front of Officer Jackson. Lucy spared a glance over at Vic’s truck, then peeled off her top and slid out of her tight jeans. She was wearing only panties and shoes as she knelt down next to Melody.

“That’s it, girls. Those titties look gooood. Now come on. Let’s earn that pardon. Come on. Get your hands on my big dick. Thaaaat’s right. Stroke it good. Let me see you kissin’ on that tip. Ooooooh fuck. That feels nice. Kiss each other. Let my cock in those mouths. Mmmmmm.”

Officer Jackson curled one hand around Lucy and the other around Melody. His words and his hands guided them as they began to kiss, lick, and suck on his big black cock. Melody moaned as she slurped on his balls. Lucy stopped being tentative and started slurping and bobbing on his cock. It was so hot that Melody almost forgot about Lucy’s new boyfriend being forced to watch. She moved aside a little to be sure Vic had a good view of Lucy drooling all over Officer Jackson’s big dick.

“Yeeeeaaaah, that’s it. Suck it good, baby. You redheads always love that black snake.” He chuckled at his own words as Lucy bobbed on his cock and Melody slurped on his balls. “Mmmmmm. I think I need to fuck one of you. Since he’s your boyfriend, Lucy, I think it has to be you. Let that boy see what a real man can do with your big sexy ass.”

“Mmmmm?” She popped her lips free of Officer Jackson’s glistening cock. “Me? In front of Vic?”

“Yeah, he’s gotta learn the hard way. And I’m going to give you the hard way, babe. You bend over this tarp here. Show me that booty.”

He lifted Lucy to her feet and then bent her over the pallets covered in the tarp. Her tits pressed down on the crinkling plastic and Officer Jackson peeled down Lucy’s black panties.

“What about me?” asked Melody, still kneeling on the dusty ground.

“Oh, baby, I know you’re a good girl. You go on over to that boy in his truck. You make sure he watches me with his girl. You can let him shoot his spunk. But no sucking on his dick. No fucking. This is punishment. Got it?”

As much as Melody liked the idea of torturing Vic by teasing and cuckolding him, she felt like she was being punished too. She resisted the urge to pout and instead smiled sweetly at Officer Jackson and said, “Okay, officer, but I hope I have to learn a lesson from you someday soon.”

“Mmmm, yeah, you do,” he said admiring Melody one last time before he turned back towards Lucy’s big, creamy ass.

Officer Jackson clapped his big hands on Lucy’s creamy cheeks. He squeezed and spread and admired her ample ass. Melody trudged back to Vic’s truck and climbed into the cab beside him.

“What the fuck is that asshole doing? We’ve gotta stop him!” Vic raged, watching with jealous fury as Officer Jackson spit on his fingers and rubbed Lucy’s blushing pussy.

“It’s alright,” said Melody, sliding closer to Vic on the seat and reaching into his lap to feel his cock bulging in his jeans. “Lucy is just getting us out of trouble. It’s not like she is going to fall in love with him or anything.”

“Ohhhhhhhh my god,” moaned Lucy loudly. “Your dick is so fucking good. Slide it all the way in. Ohhhhh fuck. Hit my backwalls. Fuck meeee!”

Lucy certainly wasn’t holding back as Officer Jackson plowed her pussy from behind. He grabbed hold of her wide hips and spanked her jiggling ass with each thrust. Officer Jackson’s big balls swung against Lucy’s clit as he hammered her hard and fast and had her making sounds that she had probably never made before with Vic.

“Fuck this! I can’t watch it! I’m gonna kill him!”

Vic reached for the door. Melody reached for the bulge in his pants. She squeezed it. That stopped him from getting up.

“Relax,” she said. “I know you were close to cumming earlier. You still want to blow your load, right? Let me finish you off, Vic.”

After holding Officer Jackson’s cock in her hands, Vic’s penis felt like the discount version. She pumped her hand on his reddening dick. Cooing softly in Vic’s ear as she worked her fingers up and down his dripping shaft.

Outside, captured in the bright white of the headlights, Officer Jackson was fucking Lucy’s brains out. She pushed her upper body up on her hands, allowing her big tits to wildly swing and slap with each stroke of Officer Jackson’s huge cock. Her howls of pleasure were like an animal in heat. Her hips working as she threw her big ass back at every thrust of Officer Jackson’s cock.

“He’s so much bigger than you,” whispered Melody, feeling an erotic thrill when Vic moaned in reply. “Look at how he is fucking her. Harder than you ever dreamed. I bet he’s going to cum inside her. What then, Vic? What if she cums so hard that she falls in love with him?”

“Ohhhhh fuck,” moaned Vic, looking down at Melody’s hand pumping on his slimy cock. “Ohhh shit… I’m gonna cum!”

“Yeah? Come on, Vic. Shoot that cum while you watch that cop pound your girl’s pussy. Watch him pump Lucy full of his big load.” Melody giggled as she felt Vic on the brink, his whole body tensing. “Go on. Squirt that little dick all over your steering wheel.”

“Ohhhhhhhh!” cried Vic, shooting his first long rope of jizz all over his truck’s steering wheel.

“Yeah! That’s right. Fucking take it, baby!” roared Officer Jackson, hunching over Lucy and pumping his big load into her clutching cunt.

“There he goes, Vic,” cried Melody, laughing with delight. “Cum with him. Cum while he fills Lucy’s tight pussy!”

“Ahhhhhhhh!” cried Vic, squirting again and again all over his truck’s steering wheel before finishing on his lap.

“You’re so much better than him,” moaned Lucy as Officer Jackson eased his cock out of her creamy pussy. She turned, crouched, and started sucking on Officer Jackson’s black cock. Melody laughed, releasing Vic’s cock from her hand and wiping her cum-smeared fingers on Vic’s shirt.

“See you, Vic. I’ve gotta go help Lucy clean him up.” She sauntered back outside, stark white in the headlights, and joined Lucy on her knees to bathe Officer Jackson’s cock and balls with her tongue.

Vic, his lap covered with cum, could only watch in total defeat.
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Booked for Busting

The headlights of Vic’s truck turned Melody and Lucy stark, pale white as they knelt in the dirt and pleasured Officer Jackson’s thick, black cock. Vic watched his girlfriend sucking on Officer Jackson’s fat balls, taking them into her mouth and moaning with delight as Melody stroked and slurped on Officer Jackson’s flaccid length.

“Even soft he’s fucking bigger than me,” groaned Vic, mopping at the mess he had made in his lap and on the steering wheel.

Outside, in the windblown night, Melody and Lucy worked together to coax Officer Jackson back to hardness. The Black cop leaned back on the tarp-covered pallets as the two girls licked and sucked on his cock and balls. Their tongues worked over his heavy nightstick. Globs of his cum occasionally dripped out of Lucy’s freshly-creamed cunt. Lucy reached a hand between her legs, rubbing at her swollen cuntlips and squeezing out more of the cop’s heavy load to drool out of her pussy and onto the ground between her knees.

“Mmmmmm, I want a turn,” moaned Melody in between bobs of her wanton lips on Officer Jackson’s glistening chocolate pillar.

“Get that dick ready for round two and I’ll finally give you what you’ve been craving,” said Officer Jasckson, stroking heir heads as they lapped and slurped at him.

Melody moaned excitedly, bobbing so deep that she gulped down the swelling head of Officer Jackson’s salty cock. She strummed her fingers between her legs just as urgently as Lucy, working her digits over her sensitive clit as she worked over that big black cock with her mouth.

“Mmmmmhmmm,” she moaned, looking up at Officer Jackson as she bobbed her head vigorously and her golden ponytail bounced behind her. He wrapped his hand around the back of her head, guiding her cocksucking until he’d had enough. He tightened his fingers around her ponytail and pulled her head back until his twitching cock popped free of his lips. Glistening strands of her saliva, silvery in the glow of Vic’s headlights, connected her mouth to his cock.

“You want this dick so bad, don’t you?” chuckled Officer Jackson.

“Yesssss,” admitted Melody, tonguing under his tip.

“Mmmmm, she’s ready for it,” agreed Lucy, reaching around her friend to cradle Melody’s big, soft tits. “It’s even better than I imagined. Go on, officer. Show her how good that big, black nightstick feels in her tight little pussy.”

“Yeah, I think Miss Applebottom earned that deep dick,” said Officer Jackson, reaching under Melody’s arms and lifting her to her feet. “Let’s get you up on the hood of that big truck so your friend’s jerkoff boyfriend in there can get a nice view of those big titties swinging.”

“Fuck yeah,” moaned Melody, wrapping her arms around Officer Jackson and pressing a kiss to his lips.

He pushed her away, laughing, “No kissing after you had my dick in your mouth, girl. Goddamn. Go on. Get on that hood.”

He smacked Melody’s ass hard and sent her giggling towards the hood of Vic’s truck. She sprawled over it, her tits mashing to the warm metal and one foot up on the bumper to expose her big, round ass and juicy pussy to Officer Jackson. His one smack had left a big red handprint on her creamy cheeks. She looked at Vic, watching her with wide, jealous eyes, and then back over her shoulder at Officer Jackson. He seemed to be made of pure, shadowy black as he stepped inside the beam of the headlights, his hard cock gripped at the root and Lucy clinging to his side.

Melody’s full attention was drawn to that big dick. How many times had she fantasized about it? How many times had she cum in her bedroom waiting for this moment?

“Fuck me, officer,” she moaned, wiggling her hips and rubbing her hot folds with her fingers.

“Yeah, you’re dyin’ for this dick, aren’t you? Well, baby, the wait is over.” He ran his hands over her ass, spreading her cheeks, smacking them, and then grabbing her hips. He guided his hard cock to her pussy just by moving his own hips, brushing his slick tip against her fingers and her folds.

“Yeah, give it to her,” moaned Lucy, rubbing Officer Jackson’s abs.

“Grab that dick and show it the way,” he said to Lucy.

Lucy crouched down behind Melody, pressing kisses to Officer Jackson’s thick cock and then to Melody’s plush cheeks, the crack of her ass, and finally Melody’s wet pussy. Melody moaned and arched atop the hood, pressing her ass back into her bestie’s face and feeling Lucy’s hot, naughty tongue give her pussy a few teasing licks.

But only a few. Because Lucy pulled back and turned to Officer Jackson’s cock, giving it a good slurping suck and then guiding it to Melody’s hot, wet cunt. Melody felt the hardness of his cockhead at her entrance. The throbbing heat of him. The pleasure of her dreams about to come true.

“Fuck me, officer,” she moaned, looking back at him over her shoulder. “My pussy has been so bad. I need that big dick to teach me a lesson.”

“Yeah, here it comes, you sweet little slut,” he laughed, tightening his grip on Melody’s hips as he drove his cock deep into the warm, yielding channel of her cunt.

Melody and Officer Jackson moaned in unison as he hilted his thick black cock inside Melody’s tight teenage pussy. His balls clapped against her clit as he thrust deep and drew back again. He thrust forward again and his hips smacked against her jiggling ass. He held her waist tightly, fucking hard and deep into her pussy.

And it was everything Melody had been craving. She could feel him stretching her tight cunt. Hot and throbbing and real. Not some toy she bought. This was the real, flesh-and-blood thing pounding her tight pussy. Spanking her clit with his heavy balls. She pushed up on the hood on her arms, her tits swinging and bouncing beneath her. Heavy and dangling and yet still pert with her youth.

“Ohhhhh yessss, it’s so big,” she cried, bouncing forward against the truck and making it rock on its suspension. She could see Vic in the front seat, eyes wide and staring as her titties bounce and smacked against her ribs. Officer Jackson holding her waist tightly as he plunged his fat cock in and out of her pussy. Lucy kneeling next to her in the dirt. Stroking Melody’s legs. Squeezing her ass in between smacks of Officer Jackson’s hips.

“Fuck, you are tight,” groaned Officer Jackson. “I can’t get enough of you teenage sluts. Even when you fuck like crazy, you’re still tight as a drum for this big dick. Ohhhh… fuck. Squeezing on my cock like you’re trying to strangle it. Silky and sweet. Push back on that dick. Yeah, that’s it. Good girl. Let me see you work that ass.”

“Yeah?” Melody looked back at him, rolling her hips urgently and sliding onto his chocolate cock. “Fuck, yes. Pound my pussy, officer. Ohhhh, yeah, you’re so big. So hard. I want you to fill that pussy up with your cum.”

“Yeah? That’s what you want?” He laughed and fucked her harder. “Trying to pin a kid on me? Is that it? Nah, I don’t think so. But go ahead and cum on my dick. That’s right. Ohhhhh, fuck yeah, girl. Let me feel that pussy cum.”

Melody could not resist his forceful command. She slammed her ass back against him, skewering her tightening cunt around his cock. Stroke after rapid stroke, her cheeks beating against his hips until she threw back her head and let out a cry of pleasure. Officer Jackson grabbed her blonde ponytail in one hand and yanked harder, slamming into her and burying his cock in her twitching cunt.

That was all Melody could stand. Waves of ecstasy rolled through her as Vic watched her cum all over the hood of his truck. Her tight pussy squeezing rhythmically around Officer Jackson’s cock as waves of pleasure rippled up from her core.

It was a climax so intense that when Officer Jackson finally pulled his hard cock out of her pussy, she fell forward onto the hood of the truck, gasping and reaching out across the warm metal. Her pussy was dripping with her own nectar mingled with Officer Jackson’s precum.

“Fuck, I need that redhead’s pussy again,” he groaned. “You’re both such good little sluts.”

Officer Jackson picked Lucy up off her knees and bent her over the hood of Vic’s truck next to Melody. He smacked the asses of both girls, making them moan and whimper submissively. Lucy’s pussy was still dripping with Officer Jackson’s cum. He stroked his cock and teased his tip against Lucy’s creamy pussy.

Officer Jackson glanced at Vic watching from the driver’s seat of his truck.

“You like watching me fuck your girls, boy?” Officer Jackson grinned, stroking his cock and rubbing it at Lucy’s creamy pussy.

“N-no, sir,” said Vic.

“Oh, you don’t like watching?” Officer Jackson laughed. “Well then, you come on out here. Don’t be shy. Come over here. Look at that big black dick. Look at your girl’s pussy. What do you think? Will it fit?”

“It… it fit before,” said Vic.

“Yeah, it sure did,” said Officer Jackson. “Fit real well, college boy. So what I want you to do is take hold of it. Don’t be afraid, it won’t bite. Grip it there. Yeahhhh. Now I want you to put it in your girl.”

Vic winced, disgusted but also enthralled by the throbbing hardness of Officer Jackson’s cock in his hand. It was so much bigger than his own dick, which was already hard again and twitching in his pants.

“You just enjoying the feel of it?” Laughed Officer Jackson. “Go on, put it in that pussy.”

“Yeah, Vic, slide that big dick inside me,” giggled Lucy, looking back over her shoulder. “It feels soooo good. Mmmmm. Yeah, that’s it, pushing it deeper. Ohhhhh, fuck, you’re stretching me out on his dick, babe. Fuck.”

“Now back off,” growled Officer Jackson, shouldering Vic out of the way. It’s time for your girl to get some more of that good dick.

Vic stumbled back as Officer Jackson thrust deep into Lucy’s sloppy pussy. Her creampie drizzled out with each chocolatey stroke. Her thighs dripping with frothy fucksauce as Officer Jackson grabbed her big booty and plowed her pussy hard. He didn’t ease up on Melody either. He smacked her ass every so often and rubbed his fingers down her crack, massaging her pink asshole before dipping into her wet pussy.

“Oooohhhh fuckkkkk,” moaned Melody, pushing back on his fingers as Lucy pushed back on his cock. Just as Lucy seemed on the brink of cumming, her big ass wobbling with each slap of Officer Jackson’s hips, the big-dicked cop slid his beef pole out of her pussy and guided it to Melody’s hot cove.

“Two for the price of one ticket,” laughed Officer Jackson, spreading his churned jizz into Melody’s pussy with his deep strokes.

“Ohhhhh, yeah, fuck meeee,” cried Melody, offering her pussy up to him as he fucked her hard and deep.

Vic couldn’t bear to just stand by and watch as Officer Jackson fucked the very girls he had planning to have a threesome with. Part of Vic wanted to take a swing at the grinning cop as he moved back and forth between the two luscious teens and their blushing pussies. But Vic was too big of a coward to do that, so instead of beating up Officer Jackson, he unzipped his own pants and started beating up his dick again.

“Ha! Look at that, ladies! Little dick here is tugging off! That’s indecent exposure for sure, boy. You gonna keep jacking it?”

“I… I can’t help it,” cried Vic, furiously stroking his cock to match the intense rhythm of Officer Jackson taking another turn with Lucy.

“Oh, he’s just hypnotized by the black snake,” laughed Officer Jackson. “You go on, girls. Tell him to stroke it while I fuck you good.”

“That’s it, babe,” moaned Lucy, riding back on Officer Jackson’s big cock. “You’re doing so good. Oh, that’s so sexy, Vic. Ha! Look at you tugging on that little cock. Make it feel real good.”

“Yessssss,” gasped Melody as Officer Jackson thrust back into her pussy. “Oh, yeah, Vic. Watch this real man fuck us. Watch him and jerk that dick. We want to see you cum all over again.”

“Fuck, your pussy is good,” moaned Officer Jackson, hammering hard into Melody from behind. He turned her over on the hood of Vic’s truck, grabbing her tits in his big hands as he plowed her blushing pussy. Harder and harder, her tits bouncing, her mouth curved into a long cry of pleasure.

He pulled out suddenly, sliding his full length from Melody’s pussy and gripping it at the base.

“Get on your knees, sluts,” he commanded. “I’m going to cum all over these girls. You like that, Vic? You want to see me bust my load all over them?”

“Ohhhh,” moaned Vic, unable to form a coherent reply as he pumped his hand faster on his glistening cock.

Melody and Lucy slid off the hood of Vic’s truck and went down to their knees in front of Officer Jackson. They grabbed their tits, squeezing them and lifting them to offer them up to his cock. Melody held her mouth open with her tongue out, eager to catch a taste of his load, while Lucy talked dirty to him.

“Oh, yeah, shoot that hot cum all over us,” she moaned, looking up at Officer Jackson. “Pump that big messy load onto our faces and titties. Come on, officer. We’ll be good.”

“Nah, you two are bad girls,” he chuckled, stepping closer and resuming his stroke with hand on his cock. “Look up, ladies, because I’m about to give you a hot cum facial.”

Melody and Lucy pressed their faces together, cheek-to-cheek, and opened wide to offer their pink tongues and open mouths to Officer Jackson. He’d never had great aim at the gun range and that also applied to pumping his big load all over the two hot teens. He pumped hard on his cock and let out a bellow of pleasure and launched the first of many thick, glistening ropes of spunk at Melody and Lucy. The first shot sailed over their faces and splashed into their hair. He adjusted downward, missing their faces and painting their tits with hot pumps of his cum. He finally got the aim right, basting their faces and open mouths with his hot jizz. Drenching their tongues, glazing their cheeks, and gluing one of Lucy’s eyes shut with goo.

Next to this raunchy one-gun-salute, Vic lost all control. He groaned and start pumping his own spurts of jizz all over the ground, his hand, and onto his shoes. Trickles of spunk dribbled down his pants. But nobody was paying any attention to him.

“Mmmmmmm, so yummy,” moaned Melody, drinking the cum in her mouth and turning to kiss the cum from Lucy’s lips. They shared a hot, cummy kiss, making out and swapping Officer Jackson’s load back and forth. Rubbing their cum-spattered tits together as he squeezed out the last drops onto their plump teenage mounds.

Officer Jackson popped out his phone and took a quick selfie with Melody and Lucy throwing peace signs as they posed with his cock draped across their faces.

“Ohhh fuck, that’s good,” groaned Officer Jackson, pushing his cock back into his pants and zipping up. He turned to Vic, who was still flogging his deflated cock, and Officer Jackson grinned. “Well, young man, I hope you enjoyed the show. Because you’re going to be paying for it with a trip to jail.”

“What? What do you mean?” Vic stammered, shoving his cock back into his pants. “I did everything you said!”

“I didn’t tell you to get that pecker out,” laughed Officer Jackson. “You did that on your own. And you’re going to jail charged with indecent exposure. Better give your keys to your girlfriend here, because you’re riding to the station in my car.”

“Awwww, call me when you get out, babe,” giggled Lucy and then turned back to Melody to continue making out.
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Shared Secrets

Heather Applebottom was singing along to her favorite old Sheryl Crow song in the car and not paying any attention to where she was or how fast she was driving. The busty blonde MILF was in a good mood because it was a Friday, and she and her husband were planning a night out on the town. Melody, Heather’s teenage daughter, had plans with her friend Lucy and was going to be staying over at her house. That meant Heather and her husband would have the house to themselves. A rare opportunity to get a little drunk and have a little sexy fun together.

“But all I wanna do is have some fun,” sang Heather, bopping along to the chorus. “I have a feeling I’m not the only one. All I wanna do is…”

Her words trailed off, her happiness draining, as blue and red lights flashed in her rearview mirror. She looked down, her heart in her throat as she realized she was doing almost 50 on a residential street. She signaled that she was going to pull over and she turned into the alleyway sandwiched between the privacy fence of two suburban houses. The police car pulled in behind her.

Heather cranked down the volume on the music. She watched the cop car in her side mirror and, after a moment, a tall, stunningly handsome Black officer in a neat uniform and aviator style sunglasses walked around to the driver’s side window. The name placard on his uniform read, “JACKSON.”

“Denzel,” whispered Heather. Although this was young Denzel. St. Elsewhere Denzel instead of Inside Man Denzel.

“License and registration,” said the officer and Heather passed him her ID and registration card.

“Here and, um, here is my insurance card,” said Heather, fumbling with her insurance from her purse.

“Do you know how fast you were going, Miss… Applebottom?” asked the officer, leaning down to the window and peering in at Heather.

She felt his brown eyes taking in the expanse of her large breasts straining at her floral blouse. The bit of her thigh showing under her skirt. The way Officer Jackson was looking at her brought a pulsating warmth to Heather’s face.

“Miss Applebottom?” Officer Jackson drummed his fingers on her door.

Heather was startled out of her blushing reverie.

“Oh, um, yes, I was going over 40,” said Heather, looking up at the officer.

“Considerably more than 40,” said Officer Jackson. “You were doing 48 when I clocked you and you had just come out of a school zone. More than double the posted speed limit will add a reckless operation penalty. That’s two-hundred dollars on top of the speed rate for the ticket.”

“That’s…”

“Going to be almost $400,” said Officer Jackson, flashing an unsympathetic smile. He took another long look at Heather’s dismay and her big, MILF tits in her summer blouse. “Of course, there are other ways we could settle this without a need for paperwork.”

“Settle… you mean… what do you mean?” Heather’s cheeks grew hotter, and her heart hammered in her chest. She was pretty sure she knew what Officer Jackson was implying and the idea both thrilled and disgusted her. She was incensed that this police officer thought he could approach her so brazenly, yet that very boldness was what attracted her to the idea.

“Oh, nothing specific, ma’am,” said Officer Jackson, pushing the brim of his hat back from his head. “There are ways of showing me that you learned your lesson. Ways of settling up without requiring you to take out your checkbook.”

He stepped closer and stood up from the window. The bulge of his groin in his uniform pants invaded the window and Heather gasped and flinched from the sight of it. The trousers so tight against Officer Jackson that she could see the clear outline of his thick, semi-erect penis. She watched it twitch with his desire. Was she turning him on? Her low cut top? Her thick thighs? He stayed like that for a few seconds, offering her a solution to her ticket.

Heather reached for his zipper, wet her lips, and then her hand dropped back into her lap.

“I… I can’t,” she gasped.

“Well, that’s alright, ma’am,” said Officer Jackson, smiling and stepping back. “I’ll get that ticket written up for you and you can settle that with the city.”

Like that, the moment had passed. Officer Jackson returned to his car to write the ticket. Heather Applebottom sat glancing in the mirror, a part of her wishing he would give her a second chance to make that choice. Another opportunity to forget her husband, forget all propriety, and surrender to pure, filthy lust.

The sound of the officer’s car door jolted her from fantasies of that huge cock straining in his uniform pants. He walked back to the car and held out the ticket.

She took it, her hand lingering on his for a moment before she inhaled and drew it away.

“Th-thank you,” she said, looking up at him.

“Just drive safe, ma’am. Unless you want to get pulled over again.”

He winked at her over the rim of his sunglasses and then turned and walked back to the car. Heather stuffed the ticket into her purse and drove home in a daze of frustrated desire. She felt an unruly throb in her core. A sort of angry lust she had not felt since college. Never with Melody’s father or her stepfather.

“What am I doing?” She chided herself, “Control yourself, Heather.”

She returned home to an empty house. She unloaded her shopping and then went upstairs to get changed for her big date night with her husband. She remembered that Melody had borrowed a top from her that she might want to wear out. She poked her head into Melody’s room and didn’t see it on the dresser. She opened the closet and started moving outfits hanging from the hangers. The closet was a mess and Heather pushed aside some of the piled clothes in the bottom.

She gasped at what she found hiding beneath a pair of jeans. The thick, veiny, lifelike dildo rolled partially out from under the clothes. It was the dark, chocolatey color of Officer Jackson, with a huge, thick head and a shaft that must have been as long as Heather’s forearm. The molded balls were both exaggerated and detailed.

Heather grasped the heavy fake cock between her finger and thumb and moaned in surprise as it emerged from the pile of clothes trailing a clear tube and bulb sloshing slightly with liquid.

“What the hell is that girl up to?” wondered Heather. But she only had to push aside a few more crumpled blouses to reveal a large and half-emptied bottle of “realistic cum lube.” It all made sense and was extremely, thrillingly dirty. Her daughter was not only fucking herself with this big chocolatey dildo, but she was hooking it up to some sort of squeezable bulb full of fake cum to make it feel completely lifelike.

“That’s… so bad,” gasped Heather, grasping the cock in her hand. She squeezed it and traced the shape of it, running her fingers over the tip and down to the balls. She stepped back from the closet and sat down on the bed to study the dildo in more detail. She told herself that she just wanted to get a good look at it, but as she held it in her lap and turned it over in her fingers she began to grow hotter.

“It looks and feels almost real,” she marveled, stroking the heavy silicon shaft. It was easy to put herself back in the seat of her car with Officer Jackson leaning his body against the door. Her fingers so perilously close to cheating on Dean and unzipping Officer Jackson’s fly to free the thick bulge of his cock. Heather panted softly as she pumped her fingers up and down the shaft. The heavy weight was so real as the cock grew warm with the friction of her touch.

“There are other ways to settle this,” she remembered his thrillingly deep voice. She imagined her fingers grasping that zipper and dragging it down. She held the dildo up, right where it was when she looked at the bulge in his pants. Even with her face.

“I can think of a way to settle it, officer,” she gasped, leaning in and running her tongue over the tip. She wondered if her daughter had cleaned it after using it the last time and then decided she did not care as she plunged the head of the cock into her mouth.

It was so much bigger than her husband. So much thicker. It almost seemed to pulsate with life against her tongue as she began to suck. Bobbing slowly and swirling her tongue around the ridge of Officer Jackson’s cockhead.

“Mmmmmmmmmm!” she moaned, her brow furrowing as she took it deeper. One hand reaching down to her blouse and freeing the soft weight of her big breasts. She tilted the cock to make it easier to slurp, her saliva coating the dark brown shaft as she bobbed her head wantonly and held the cock against her tits. “Oh, Officer Jackson, you can… fuck me if you want.”

She sucked the cock a little more, coating it with her saliva as her pussy pulsed with need. She got up onto Melody’s bed on her hands and knees, setting the cock aside momentarily to push her skirt up and pull her panties off. She lay back on the bed, her legs shamelessly in the air and her ass slightly overhanging the edge of her daughter’s bed. She angled the dildo downward from above her, aiming it between her legs at the hot, slick folds and blonde hair of her middle-aged cunt.

“It’s sooo big,” she moaned, picturing Officer Jackson positioning himself above her. “Be gentle with me, officer. Please.”

But she knew he wouldn’t be gentle. Not with a dick like that. She pressed the huge cock to her slick folds and shoved it forcefully into her hot pussy. It hurt as she drove the dildo all the way to her cervix, until she felt her backwalls stretching and the molded balls squeezing against her asshole. The slender hose dangling from the back of the dildo hung with the weight of the bulb full of fake cum against her thigh, moving and jostling as she began to fuck herself.

She closed her eyes, calling out, “Ohhhhh, yesss! Fuck me, Officer Jackson! I’m such a reckless driver! Punish me with your… ahhhhh… your big dick!”

The cock made lewd sloshing sounds as Heather thrust it in and out of her pussy. It was massive, far bigger than any man she had ever fucked, and the feel of it stretching her with every stroke was incredible.

“Oh my god… going to… aaahhhhh! Officer Jackson! I’m cumming!” She threw back her head and bucked urgently atop her daughter’s bed. She stuffed her pussy full again and again, thrusting the cock so deep that it felt almost is if she was having a cervical orgasm. Her inner walls clutching around the veiny dildo to the powerful drumbeat of her climax.

Even after her orgasm, Heather found that she could not stop. She rolled forward, holding the dildo upright and gathering the length of the hose until she held the bulb in one hand. She began to ride atop the fat, chocolatey cock. Picturing big, muscular Officer Jackson beneath her on the bed. Her cunt gripping his fat cock as she rode atop him. Pleasure building with every roll of her hips as her big, slightly drooping tits bounced and slapped against her ribcage the faster she rode.

“Fuuuuck, so good,” she moaned, tossing her blonde hair across her increasingly flushed face. She tightened her grip on the base of the dildo and felt the squeeze bulb in her other hand. Another orgasm was approaching, and this time Heather wanted Officer Jackson to cum with her.

Melody Applebottom

Melody had forgotten her favorite lipstick. She pulled up outside the house and saw her mother’s car in the driveway. She used the back door rather than opening the big garage door. The house was dark and quiet. She was going to call out to her mother when she heard a strange gasp from the second floor.

Melody walked up the stairs slowly and quietly, listening to heavy breathing and the strange rhythmic sounds that quickened her pulse. Sex sounds. Her mother was having sex and it sounded like it was coming from Melody’s room. Her stepdad’s truck wasn’t in the garage. Was her mother cheating on her stepdad?

Melody reached the second floor, and she crept closer to her bedroom door. She heard faint moans and wet, rhythmic slapping that seemed to fill the silent house. The door to her bedroom was partially ajar. Melody pressed herself to the frame and peeked through the crack. Her breath caught in her throat and her eyes widened in shock and taboo arousal.

There, on Melody’s messy bed, knelt her mother. Her plump breasts bounced with the rise and fall of her body as she rode atop the glistening chocolate pillar of a cock. The massive dildo belonged to Melody, and she knew it well. Until recently, it was her only outlet for her many fantasies about Officer Jackson. She watched her mother riding atop that thick cock and knew exactly how it felt stuffed into her own tight, teenage twat.

“Fuuuuuck,” moaned Heather Applebottom, her big, dimpled ass jiggling as it swung up and down. “Ohhhh yes, your big black cock feels so good stretching me out. It’s going to make me cum again. Yessss! Oh, Officer Jackson, I want to cum all over your cock!”

Melody bit her lip to keep from crying out in surprise as she heard her mother speak Officer Jackson’s name. Not only was Melody’s mother using Melody’s dildo, she was using it as a stand-in for the same man that Melody had fantasized about.

The teenage girl stared in stunned amazement as her mother rode faster and faster atop that glistening chocolate pillar. Heather’s blushing pussy made lewd wet sounds, and her ass slapped downward with every stroke. Heather’s big, womanly breasts heaved and smacked against her ribcage. Her face was contorted with ecstasy.

As Melody looked on, captivated by the sight of her mother riding Officer Jackson’s big cock with Heather’s eyes clenched tightly and her hand gripping the squeeze bulb of fake cum.

“Yesssss!” cried Heather. “Ohhhhh, yes, I’m… I’m cumming! Cum with me, Officer Jackson! Punish my pussy with your big, hot load!”

Melody pressed tighter against the doorframe, her eyes widening even more as she looked on. Her mother’s body bucked urgently atop the dildo and Heather squeezed the bulb in her hands. It was both revolting and enthralling to see her mother behaving in this way. Whatever Melody’s feelings for her stepdad, the idea of her mother fantasizing about getting fucked by Officer Jackson was exciting.

“Yesssss!” cried Heather. “Ohhhh, pump me full of your hot load, Officer Jackson!”

Melody couldn’t believe what she was witnessing. Thick trickles of white spilled from Heather’s stretched cunt and down the shaft of the brown dildo like melting wax from a candle. Each orgasmic contraction of Heather’s pussy sent another spurt of fake cum pulsing down the shaft until it was dripping from the dildo’s molded balls and onto Melody’s bed.

Heather finally collapsed forward onto the bed, her ass raised and slowly rising and falling as she rode out the last of her orgasm atop that glistening chocolate pillar. Melody slipped back from the door. Stunned and aroused by what she had seen. She never wanted to witness her mother fucking herself with a dildo, but the idea that her mom wanted to get fucked by Officer Jackson was somehow illicitly exciting to Melody.

Melody almost wanted to tell him.
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The Hottest of Dates

Dean was closing in on 50 and he was smart enough to know how lucky he was to be married to one of the sexiest women in Peach Valley. Heather Applebottom had killer curves and big blue eyes, golden hair that bounced around her shoulders and a smile that seemed to glow in the dark. She looked fantastic and she had the confidence of a woman who knew it.

He put his arm around Heather’s waist and guided her into the night club. Colored lights washed over them. Dean in his jacket and Hawaiian shirt with his dark trousers and Heather, the middle-aged blonde beauty, showing off her curves in a red dress that flared when she turned and revealed her long legs up to her shapely thighs. Her soft tits jiggled in her lowcut top. Dean could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“It’s so loud in here,” she laughed as the music and vape smoke and unnatural lights engulfed them both in the club’s intense, surreal atmosphere.

“It has been years since I’ve been in a club like this,” laughed Dean. “What possessed you to want to come here after dinner?”

“Oh, you know, we’re still young, Dean. I wanted to get wild.” She took him and led him out onto the dance floor. He didn’t know the song, but he still remembered how to dance. He was bigger than most of the guys on the dance floor. And a lot older. But that didn’t matter, not when Heather pressed against him and let him feel the soft warmth of her ass grinding on the bulge in his pants.

“Damn, Heather, you’re so naughty,” he laughed, holding her hips and watching over her shoulder as her tits heaved in her dress to the motions of her booty.

“Just wait until we get home,” she said. “I’m going to squeeze you dry.”

She rubbed her ass against Dean’s twitching bulge even harder, and he thought he might have to pull his cock out right there on the dancefloor. Fortunately, the song ended before he did something stupid. He went laughing over to the bar with Heather, kissing her and holding her slightly sweaty body against him. He ordered a couple drinks, and they looked around the club.

So many hot young people. He looked at Heather to try to keep his mind off her daughter. He loved Melody almost as much as he loved the beautiful teen’s mother, but the last couple of days he had seen her doing things that made him question his feelings for the girl. Her obvious obsession with big black cock had him worried. And curious. He shook his head and tried not to picture her pumping that squirting dildo into her hot little pink pussy.

“What’s that look?” asked Heather, smiling up at him.

“Oh, nothing, just, uh, thinking about what a tease you are on the dancefloor,” he said, sliding his hand down to her hip and then giving her butt a playful squeeze. He kissed her neck, and she giggled and pressed back against him. He was going to slip his free hand up to give her breast a squeeze when he happened to notice someone sitting at a table across the bar.

“Isn’t that… isn’t that redhead over in the corner Melody’s friend Lucy?” He murmured to Heather.

Heather straightened up and took a step away from Dean. “Yeah. That’s her. Who is that big black guy she is… with…”

Heather’s voice trailed off as that “big black guy” happened to look in their direction. He was a handsome man, well-built, in his early middle age. He seemed far too old for a young woman like Lucy, but Dean supposed that teenage babes like that sometimes went for older men.

Lucy waved to them and Dean and Heather felt compelled to go over to say hello.

“Heyyy, Lucy,” said Heather, smiling and glancing at the black guy in a way that seemed to Dean to be a little nervous. “Who is your friend here?”

“This is Officer Jackson,” giggled Lucy, her tongue playing with the straw of her drink as she guided it to her lips. “Mmmm. He likes to be called that. Don’t you, officer?”

“Or Robert,” said Officer Jackson, holding out his hand to Heather. He shook her hand, peering into her eyes for what seemed to Dean to be just a moment too long.

“Uh, I’m her husband,” said Dean, offering his hand to Officer Jackson. The big guy took his hand and gave it an overwhelming squeeze. Dean actually winced.

“Um, I think I need to, uh, make a trip to the lady’s room,” said Heather, quickly excusing herself.

“That was sudden,” giggled Lucy, rolling her eyes. She exchanged a look with Officer Jackson and then added, “I’d better go see if she’s okay.”

“That’s not necessary,” said Dean, but Lucy was already up from the table, taking her big purse with her as she followed Heather back to the club’s bathroom.

That left Dean alone with Officer Jackson. He smiled nervously. Officer Jackson gave him the slightest smile and then leaned back in his booth, sipping his drink.

“You’ve got a gorgeous wife, Dean,” said Officer Jackson.

“Uh, yeah, thanks,” said Dean. “Lucy is cute too. Uh, I mean, a bit young for me. But… I’ll just shut up.”

“That’s a good idea,” chuckled Officer Jackson.

Dean retreated to the bar and sat down. He quickly ordered another rum punch as he waited for his wife to return. What was taking her so long?

Heather’s Naughty Secret

Heather walked into the women’s restroom and a gaggle of giggling young women buffeted her on their way out. They were dressed in chic outfits and had their hair in the latest styles. The way they looked at Heather made her feel old. She pushed into the bathroom with its garishly tiger-striped walls and bright neon signage reflecting in a huge mirror. The hip bathroom looked like a movie set from the 1980s.

“Officer Jackson,” she gasped, seeing that handsome man looking at her and remembering that traffic ticket. That missed opportunity. And the way she had lived out her naughty fantasy with her daughter’s nasty toy. She leaned over the sink, not sure if she should splash water in her face or be sick. “Just… breathe, Heather. Nobody knows.”

“I know,” said a voice from the door.

Heather stood up and saw Lucy standing there with a mischievous look in her eyes.

“You… what do you know?” Heather looked at the curvy redheaded teen and felt an icy throb of fear in her stomach. She smiled nervously at Lucy as the girl prowled closer, moving like a cat.

“I know about this, Mrs. Applebottom,” said Lucy, reaching into her purse.

No. It couldn’t be. Heather’s eyes went wide with shock, and she backed towards one of the stalls as Lucy approached her with the huge black dildo in her hand. It even had the bulb of fake cum dangling from the base.

“I know about you and Officer Jackson,” said Lucy. “And all your dirty fantasies. How much you want to be fucked by that big black cock of his. And let me tell you, Mrs. Applebottom, it’s every bit as big as you’re imagining. Mmmmmm. The way it stretched me out… fuck. It’s so good.”

“No, I don’t… I’m married. I don’t want… what are you doing?”

Lucy’s aggressive approach forced Heather back into the stall. Lucy closed the door behind her and snapped the bolt shut. She eyed Heather in her clinging party dress. Her freckled, middled-aged breasts almost as big as Lucy’s impressive teen tits.

“Mmmmmm… have I mentioned I have had a crush on you for years, Mrs. A?” Purred Lucy, pressing her body close. “You’re so sexy. I bet if I told Officer Jackson about all the naughty things I did with you in here, he’d really get hard.”

“Naughty… naughty things? What… what do you mean?” Heather was trembling as Lucy pressed closer, smashing a kiss to Heather’s lips. Heather stiffened, pinching her lips tightly, but then yielded as the curvy teen continued to kiss and rub against her. Heather moaned against Lucy’s lips, surrendering to the sudden pang of desire. Lucy’s tongue tangled in her mouth. She kissed the young girl back, thinking of all the times she had seen Lucy in her house, brought her snacks, or taken her somewhere with Melody.

“Mmmmmmmm,” purred Lucy. “Wanna share?”

She brought the realistic dildo up to her face and held it between them. Lucy began kissing and licking it. Running her tongue up the shaft to the head.

Heather let out a moan of defeat and began doing the same. Licking up and down the big, fake cock. Beginning to pants and laugh as she met Lucy’s eyes. They shared the tip, their tongues overlapping, their lips colliding and sucking at the fake silicon cockhead.

“Oh, yeah, I want to see you fuck this, Mrs. A,” gasped Lucy. “Push your sexy body up against the wall. I want to fuck you with this.”

Heather had already missed out on one wild sexual experience. She’d had just enough to drink to give her the courage to not miss another. She kissed Lucy passionately and let the teenager’s hands guide her to lean against the cold metal stall divider. She looked back over her shoulder as Lucy slid her skirt up and her black thong down from the plump peach of her bottom.

“What a sexy ass,” giggled Lucy, teasing the dildo against Heather’s creamy cheeks and then down to Heather’s hot cunt.

Lucy wasn’t rough, but she was forceful. Urgent. She slid the dildo into Heather’s cunt, plunging it so deep that the texture balls beat against Heather’s clit. Each thrust of that dildo sent another shameful spasm of pleasure through Heather’s core. Lucy giggled, her big tits jiggling in her tight top as she vigorously fucked Heather from behind with that fat dildo.

“Oh my god,” moaned Heather, pushing her fat ass back against the fake cock.

“Cum for Officer Jackson,” moaned Lucy. “Cum on his big, chocolate dick. Cum and beg him for his hot load.”

“Yesssss!” cried Heather, loud enough that her voice echoed in the empty bathroom. “Ohhhh yesss, I’m cumming! Cum inside me, officer!”

Heather’s pussy tightened with each spasm of her climax. She bucked back hard against Lucy’s thrusting hand and felt the sudden, slimy gush of the fake cum deep into her hot MILF pussy. Her bucking slowed and she rode out her climax. Her thighs quivering. Her hair mussed. Faux spunk dripping down one leg.

“Yeaahhhhh,” laughed Lucy, slowing the dildo’s strokes. “Take that big juicy load for Officer Jackson.”

Dean’s Naughtier Secret

Dean was on his third drink when he decided to get up and empty his bladder. He made his way through the thumping club and back to the bathrooms. He paused outside the door to the women’s restroom. A pair of young brunettes hurried out, whispering to one another and giggling, their eyes wide with some secret. Before the door swung shut behind them, Dean was sure he heard his wife’s voice moaning something.

But what was she moaning about? Was there someone in there with her?

Dean decided to mull over those questions while he emptied his bladder. He stepped into the men’s room of the bar and winced at the garish red walls and pulsating light fixtures. He made his way to the first urinal and relieved himself. He was just finishing up, shaking out the last few drops, when he heard someone enter the bathroom.

It was polite to ignore someone entering a bathroom, so he kept his eyes straight ahead as the footsteps approached the urinals. He turned to wash his hands and was shocked to find his way to the sink blocked.

By his stepdaughter.

“Melody?” Dean’s eyes went wide as he stared down his gorgeous teenage stepdaughter. She was wearing a tight white club dress that left very little to the imagination. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail that spilled down her slender back. Her blue eyes, heavily shadowed, were bright with amusement and returned his gaze without doubt.

“Hello, Daddy,” she said, running her hands over Dean’s chest. “You and I need to have a little talk.”

She pushed him backwards, his shoes squeaking on the tiles as he stumbled into the nearest stall and nearly fell over the toilet. Melody bolted the stall door behind her.

“What do you mean? What is this? You’re in the men’s room, Melody. You can’t be in here.”

“You haven’t even put your cock away, daddy,” giggled Melody, glancing down at Dean’s cock hanging out through the fly of his boxers.

His face went hot as he tried to cover himself up. He couldn’t believe Melody was behaving this way. He reached for his cock, but she pressed closer, her soft tits against his chest as she ran a hand down to force his fingers away from his dick. She wrapped her own soft hand around his shaft, and he let out a surprised gasp.

“Melody… honey… this is crazy,” he moaned, looking down to where her hand was on his cock and instead seeing straight down her dress at the lacy white cups of her bra and those big, soft teenage mounds. “You can’t be doing this.”

“Oh, daddy,” she purred, bring her warm lips dangerously close to his as her hand worked slowly up and down his shaft. “Don’t play stupid. I know that you were there when I was touching myself with that big, black cock. I know you saw everything I was doing.”

“I didn’t… I don’t… just because… mmmm…”

His objections were silenced by Melody’s lips. Her kiss surprised him, then enticed him, then intensified into a deep, passionate tongue kiss. Dean’s tongue slid into her mouth, and he felt her chuckle against his lips. She pulled back just enough to break the kiss, and she stared into his eyes.

“That’s the spirit, daddy,” she said. “You know I want to drain big black cocks like Officer Jackson has down his pants. You know I love getting bent over and fucked full of a big, hot load. Mmmmm. I know how hard it makes you, daddy. So why fight it?”

“Fight… fight it?” He still couldn’t make sense of what she was saying. Something about that cop that Lucy had been sitting with. That was the guy she was fantasizing about? Her words and her hot look and her naughty touch made his cock throb in Melody’s grasp.

“Oh, no, I don’t want you to fight,” she purred, kissing him again. “I want you to fuck. Right here and right now, daddy. I want you to pound me with that big dick I saw you stroking while you watched me in my room.”

“Melody, please,” he groaned.

She locked eyes with him, released his cock, then licked her hand and grasped him again. Her wet palm and fingers engulfed his hardness.

“Put your hands on me, daddy,” she pleaded as she began to pump her slick fingers on his cock. He couldn’t stop himself. He kissed his stepdaughter with lust throbbing in his chest. His tongue invaded her sweet mouth as his hands went first to her tits, squeezing and exploring them as he had always secretly dreamed, and then around to her ass. So soft and round. Squeezing it through her dress. Feeling her cheeks part and devour the thong she was wearing beneath her skirt.

“Mmmmmm, come on, daddy,” moaned Melody. “I know you got off watching me. Tonight… I want you to get off fucking me. Picturing Officer Jackson pounding my tight little pussy while you put this big dick inside me.”

“Is that really want you want? Alright then, you wild little slut. I’ll give you want to you want.”

He was almost angry at her as he turned her around and bent her over the back of the toilet. Her hands on the cold glazed bricks as he yanked up the back of her skirt and bared her jiggling ass. He spanked it once. Twice. She moaned, “Yesssss, daddy. Do it.”

He heard people coming and going in the bathroom, but he didn’t give a shit. He stared down at his stepdaughter’s luscious onion booty and yanked the thong from between her creamy cheeks. He grabbed hold of his cock, teasing the soft crinkle of Melody’s asshole before feeding his straining dick into her pussy.

He crossed the line into a world of hot, gripping pleasure. He could never cross back over that line. He was fucking his stepdaughter. His wife’s gorgeous daughter. Fucking her hard and hungry, grabbing her blonde ponytail and yanking her head back. Spanking that luscious ass with each stroke. Her hot cunt squeezing tighter as she called, “Daddy! Oh, yes, daddy! Fuck meeEEEEeee!”

Her voice echoed from the walls of the bathroom. Men laughed and even clapped. Dean was too lost in the molten pleasure of Melody’s pussy to care. His balls tightened. His thrusts intensified. Some part of his mind was already blaming the alcohol, but the truth was she was just that hot and her pussy was just that good.

“Oh, daddy, yes, cum in me,” she moaned, arching back as he pulled her hair. He reached around to yank down her dress and free her bouncing tits. He pulled her bra down too and groped those big teenage tits as he kissed and bit at her slender neck.

“Here it comes, baby,” he groaned and hilted inside her.

Dean hadn’t cum that hard in years. An explosive first rush of pleasure that turned into a throbbing, pulsating river of release. Pouring his hot cum into Melody’s twitching teenage twat. Emptying his balls in her forbidden cunt.

“Oh… fuck… oh yes, so good,” he groaned, his strokes slowing as he churned his cum inside her. The guilt hit him a moment later. He staggered back. Looking at his cum dripping from his stepdaughter’s pussy. “I didn’t just do that. I didn’t… I didn’t do it.”

“Mmmmmm, no, daddy,” giggled Melody, standing up and swiping at the cum dripping from her pussy. She licked it from her fingers. “We did it. Both of us. Together.”

Dean backed out, staggering from the bathroom. His mind and soul reeling at what he had just done. He blundered out of the bathroom and collided with his blushing wife. She was wide-eyed and shocked about something.

“What’s wrong?” they asked each other almost simultaneously.

Answering that would take hours.
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A Diabolical Distraction

“What were you doing in the bathroom for so long back at the club?” demanded Dean, driving the car back home to their suburban house. “I’m not accusing you of anything. I’m just genuinely wondering. I saw that friend of Melody’s come out of—”

“I saw Melody come out of the men’s restroom,” interjected Heather. “After you came out! What the hell was my daughter doing in the men’s restroom with you, Dean?”

“She’s my daughter too!” snapped Dean, but his face was flushed even as he objected to Heather’s phrasing. Because what he had done with Melody in that bathroom had been far from a fatherly thing. “What about that cop?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Heather, looking away from Dean and out the window at the city passing by the car.

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. Lucy’s date was that cop that hangs around our neighborhood sometimes and I saw the look in your eyes. You were practically drooling over him.”

“I can look at whoever I want. Don’t change the subject,” growled Heather. “What the hell was Melody doing in the bathroom with you?”

“What the fuck do I know? I went in there to take a piss, and she walked into the bathroom, and it was embarrassing.” He glared over at Heather, because that much was the truth. “Fucking embarrassing. Why don’t you ask her? She’s crazy!”

“Maybe I will ask her,” said Heather, a hint of petulance creeping into her tone.

“Good, and maybe I’ll ask Lucy why you were in the bathroom with her so long,” muttered Dean, tightening his grip on the steering wheel.

“Good,” snapped Heather.

They drove the rest of the way home in silence. It was a cold war of deceit that settled upon the Applebottom house in the coming days. In addition to avoiding the subject of the disastrous date night, Heather and Dean were doing a lot of avoiding each other entirely. They were both somewhat relieved that Melody was making herself scarce so that they did not have interrogate her or draw her into their silent conflict.

Dean could barely even look at his gorgeous stepdaughter. The things that she said and did to him weighed heavily on his conscience. He knew that she had seduced him, but he could have resisted her. He could have stopped it. But he had failed to be the “dad” in the stepdad.

While Dean was torturing himself with his thoughts and desires for his teenage stepdaughter, Heather was able to make it through her day with her simmering lust for Officer Jackson and her naughty but not quite so taboo encounter with Lucy and that incredible dildo. She was still concerned about why her husband and daughter were acting so damned weird around each other, but as the days went by that worry seemed to abate.

She was out shopping one afternoon and as usual thinking of Officer Jackson and that offer to suck his cock that she had so foolishly avoided. She fondled the eggplants so long in the produce section that she realized one of the employees of the Ralph’s was staring at her. She blushed and put the huge eggplant in her cart and hurried on. She finished her shopping and was headed home, speeding more than usual through residential streets. Fantasizing again about getting busted by the hunky black officer and given a second chance to play out her erotic fantasies.

“Oh, yes, officer,” she said under her breath. “Why don’t you let me pay that ticket right now.”

She imagined herself bent over the hood of her car, the sun warmed metal hot against her big, bra-encased tits. Her thong drawn aside from her plump MILF cheeks as Officer Jackson guided that big, huge, throbbing eggplant to her—

Blaring horns shocked her out of her fantasy. She realized she was sitting at a green light and could see several cars backed up behind her, their drivers gesturing with annoyance.

“Sorry,” she called and accelerated through the intersection.

Her head was still spinning with fantasies of Officer Jackson and his big hands roaming all over her body, his big tongue thrusting into her mouth or lapping at her cunt, and that big, big, big cock sinking into her tight MILF pussy. Making her forget all about Dean and whatever he was up to with Melody.

She was practically panting with her fantasies as she finished unloading the groceries and made her way upstairs. She walked back to the bedroom she shared with Dean to change clothes for doing some gardening. She was surprised when she heard a soft giggle coming from the bedroom.

It sounded like Melody laughing. And someone was with her. Dean? Could Dean be in the bed she shared with him doing something with Melody?

She crept closer to the doorframe and heard a soft gasp of pleasure. She was about to wheel around and confront her bastard husband when she heard another familiar voice.

“Ohhhhh, yeaaaahhh, you like that big dick?” It was Lucy and her question was answered by more laughter from Melody.

“Mmmmmhmmm, you know I do,” gasped Melody. “Fuck me hard with it. Ohhhhh yessss. Use my little teenage pussy.”

“Fuck yeah, take that big dick!” There was a smack of flesh on flesh and a wet, rhythmic sloshing sound.

Heather, flushed and breathless, leaned around the corner just enough to peek into the bedroom and see just what was happening. Her eyes went wide at the sight of Melody on her knees, bent over on the bed and grabbing the headboard, her round ass raised shamelessly, and her body bare. Lucy was kneeling behind her, smacking her hand on Melody’s ass and plunging that big, cum-squirting dildo in and out of the tight pink lips of Melody’s pussy.

As Heather Applebottom stared in disbelief, Melody moaned, “Ohhhh fuck, yeah, Lucy. He’s fucking me so deep. Lick my ass while he pounds my pussy.”

“You’re so greedy,” giggled Lucy, fucking Melody even faster with the dildo. Lucy lay her cheek against Melody’s ass and reached her tongue into Melody’s crack. Melody moaned, reaching back to grab a handful of Lucy’s red hair.

“Don’t just tease it, lick it,” moaned Lucy, pushing her ass back into Lucy’s face and smothering her. “Ohhh yeaaaaah, that’s it. Get that tongue in there. Fuuuck. That cock feels soooo good with you eating my ass. Mmmmm!”

Heather stared as Melody bucked back against the dildo and smothered Lucy in her shapely ass. Why were they doing this in her house? In her bed!? Outrage overwhelmed Heather’s lewd fascination.

Heather Applebottom stepped into the room and raised her voice to challenge the two girls, “What in the hell do you two think you are doing?”

“Ohhhhhh, mom,” giggled Melody, pushing Lucy’s face back down when Lucy tried to lift her head up. “Well, we were waiting for you. Lucy told me all about the sort of fun you had with her at the club.”

Heather’s eyes widened and her face burned hot with shame.

“Mmmmmhmmm,” agreed Lucy, pressing her face back to Melody’s ass and resuming the intense fucking she was giving Melody with the dildo.

“I don’t know why you think I’d want to see this sort of… sort of behavior from you, young lady!”

“Ohhhh, fuck that feels good,” moaned Melody, seeming to be distracted for a moment by whatever Lucy was doing with her tongue. “I’m going to cum so hard on that big black cock. I want you to make it squirt inside me when I do, okay, Lucy?”

“Mmmphhhmmmpphm,” agreed Lucy, looking up at Melody from Melody’s smothering ass.

“Yessss,” moaned Melody, riding back more urgently against the dildo and Lucy’s face. She looked back over her shoulder at her mother. “It’s not what you want to see, mom, it’s the deal we have to offer you.”

“Deal?” Heather folded her arms across her chest and frowned. “I’m not talking about anything with you until you stop this!”

“Ohhhhh fuck, okay,” moaned Melody, throwing back her head. “That’s fine… because I’m almost… about to… aaaaHHHHH!! Cumming!”

She bucked hard against Lucy’s face and the plunging dildo. Heather could only stare in scandalized fascination as her beautiful daughter came all over the dildo and her naughty, redheaded friend squeezed the bulb full of fake cum. There was an obscene splurting sound as fake spunk gushed into Melody and overflowed her stretched cunt down her thighs and onto the duvet. Lucy kept licking and tongue-fucking Melody’s ass the whole time, burying her face deep in Melody’s creamy cheeks and moaning wantonly.

Heather found herself admiring Lucy’s plush bottom threaded by a black g-string and her pussy soaking through the fabric of her panties. She wanted to join in, but even if she was only touching Lucy, knowing her daughter was involved would be too much.

At last, the two girls separated, sweaty and giggling as they fell into each other’s arms.

“You’ve made a mess of my bedding,” hissed Heather, looking at the smears of fake cum on the duvet.

“It’s water based, it’ll wipe off,” said Melody, giggling again and sharing a deep, sloppy tongue kiss with Lucy. The two pressed their teenage bodies together and Heather looked way with annoyance.

“That’s enough of this, both of you,” she said. “What is it you want, Melody?”

“I told you, we’re doing this for you,” teased Melody, easing the dildo out of her pussy and holding up its chocolatey brown length to lick it and kiss it with Lucy. “Mmmmmmm. We’re going to distract Dean at work today. All you have to do is give us the word.”

“Ohhhh yeaahh, mmmm, we’ll keep Dean occupied,” giggle Lucy, twirling her tongue and pressing her lips to the tip of the cock.

“Why would I want that?” Heather demanded.

“Because we all know what you really want,” said Melody, looking her mother in the eyes as she gave several deep, meaningful bobs of her lips to the big dildo. She pulled back, gasping softly, and smiled at her mother. “You want the real thing.”

“What!? Real thing? I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“We’re talking about Officer Jackson,” giggled Lucy. “Don’t be silly, Mrs. Applebottom.”

“Mmmmmhmmm,” moaned Melody, bobbing a few more times on the cock, then sharing a mouthful of residual cum lube with Lucy in a sweet, slippery kiss of fake jizz. She broke the kiss and added, “He’s waiting for the call, mom. We worked it all out with him. He’ll come over here and give you what you deserve while we take care of Dean at the office.”

“Melody, he’s your father,” hissed Heather, scandalized by everything coming out of her daughter’s mouth. The fake cum Melody was swapping back and forth with Lucy wasn’t even the worst thing.

“Stepfather, but I do like to call him ‘daddy,’” giggled Melody.

“He can be both our daddies,” added Lucy, spearing another tongue kiss into Melody’s mouth before dropping down to lick and suck on Melody’s stiff nipples.

“Ohhhhh,” moaned Melody, tangling her fingers in Lucy’s red hair as she cradled her friend’s face against those soft tits. “Don’t pretend, mom. This is exactly… mmmmm… what you wanted. What you needed. You confessed everything to Lucy. You liked watching me get fucked by that big dick. Well, trust me, the real thing is even better. Ohhhhh, fuck, Lucy you’re getting me so hot again.”

“Mmmmm?” Lucy popped her mouth wetly from Melody’s nipple, leaving it glistening and reddened. “Oh, no, it’s my turn. I want my turn with that big cock.”

“Oh yeah, maybe I want it all to myself!” Melody and Lucy giggled and began fighting over the dildo. “I’ll just suck that hot pussy of yours until you cum!”

Melody won the wrestling match and Lucy sprawled on the bed, her creamy tits heavy in her black bra as Melody spread Lucy’s plump thighs and went down on Lucy’s pussy. Lucy moaned loudly as Melody drew aside the gusset of Lucy’s panties and began to lewdly suck and lick at her clit and soft folds.

Heather turned her back on the scene entirely, but did not leave the room. She could hear Lucy giggling and gasping with pleasure and Melody lewdly licking at Lucy’s hot cunt. The slurping sounds were intensifying. The obscene audio driving pulses of hot need through Heather’s body to her core. Her pussy ached with unwanted lust and when she closed her eyes she pictured Officer Jackson again. His big, brown cock in her face. Stretching her lips. Sliding down her throat.

Pounding her pussy as he grabbed her ass with those big hands.

“Alright,” said Heather softly.

“Hmmmm? I think she said something,” said Lucy.

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Melody, loudly giving Lucy a few more good licks. She lifted her head from between Lucy’s creamy thighs and looked back over her shoulder. “What is it, mom?”

Heather reluctantly met her daughter’s gaze, trying not to see Melody’s bare ass still marked with Lucy’s handprints, her asshole glistening with saliva, or her pussy, stretched and creamed, dripping with fake cum.

“That idea you were talking about to distract Dean and, um, get in touch with Officer Jackson,” said Heather. “I’m interested.”

“Ohhhh, yesssss,” moaned Melody, pulling out from between Lucy’s thighs and turning to face her mother. “You know what that means, right, mom? What me and Lucy are going to be doing with Dean?”

“Yes,” said Heather softly, looking away from her daughter.

“And you’re okay with that, Mrs. Applebottom?” asked Lucy, exchanging wicked glances with Melody.

“Well, it’s not that I’m okay with it,” said Heather. “I don’t approve at all. It’s just… well…”

“You can’t stop thinking about his big black cock?” suggested Melody, holding up the slightly floppy dildo trailing the cum bulb and tubing from its molded balls.

“That’s right,” whispered Heather, her face burning hot with shame.

“I knew you were a freak, mom, but don’t feel guilty about it. Nobody can resist Officer Jackson.” Heather and Lucy giggled and looked at each other knowingly.

“Yeah, once you go black, you can’t really go back,” laughed Heather. “I mean, I still have a boyfriend and everything, technically, just like you’ll still be married to Dean after Officer Jackson, well…”

“Fucks her brains out?” said Melody.

Both girls began giggling and laughing. Heather gave them a hard look.

“I’m going to take a shower and get cleaned up. Will you… call him and let him know?”

“Yeah, sure, Mrs. Applebottom,” said Lucy between steamy kisses with Melody, her hands squeezing Melody’s ass.

“We’ll be sure he gets the message,” said Melody, sparing a look over at her mother. “Be sure to wear something sexy for him, mom. But be warned. He’ll probably rip it.”

“Oh, yeah, he can be a little rough sometimes,” giggled Lucy, kissing Melody yet again and sharing a passionate, tongue-twisting embrace.

Heather sniffed and went into the ensuite bathroom. She was glad the shower muffled the sound of the giggling girls and whatever sordid business they were up to in her bed. She stepped into the warmth of the shower, relieved to feel the hot water rinsing away the residue of her lust. As she began to lather her enormous and slightly pendulous breasts, she closed her eyes and pictured Officer Jackson.

She didn’t like sending Melody to “distract” Dean, but would it be worth it?

She pictured that big brown cock plunging into her pussy, and she could almost believe it would be. Either way, she was going to find out the truth.
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Paying for the Ticket, Finally

Once Heather had made up her mind to finally act on her fantasies about Officer Jackson, it had felt like a great weight of indecision had lifted from her shoulders. She showered and lathered her shapely middle-aged curves, thinking of all the ways that the handsome Black cop could claim her eager MILF body. How she could pleasure him and finally pay off that ticket that had been lingering in her mind ever since that traffic stop. She emerged from the steamy bathroom with a towel tightly bound over her bust and barely covering her juicy bottom. A second towel was wrapped around her damp blonde hair.

She peeked out into the hall and could hear giggling and voices from Melody’s bedroom. She knew that whatever distraction Melody and Lucy had planned for Dean was probably going to be sexual in nature. She did not approve, but she trusted her daughter not to take things too far. Or at least not any farther than she expected they had already gone. After all, Dean had been acting awfully weird lately around his stepdaughter.

She caught her blue-eyed gaze in the mirror and frowned. She reminded herself that she was plunging into a sea of infidelity. A sea with deep, dark, thrilling waters.

She unwrapped her shapely middle-aged body and stood naked in the mirror. Her nipples thick and pink, her breasts very large and slightly saggy, and her hips, ass, and thighs a bit bigger than she liked. A hint of cellulite dimpled her behind when she turned and looked at herself over her shoulder in the mirror.

“I’m still hot,” she said, arching her back and showing off her curves in the mirror. “You’ll drive him crazy and take that big… big black cock like a pro. Mmmmmmm. Yes, you will, Heather.”

She ran her hands over her tits and turned back to her wardrobe. She had to pick the right outfit for him. Just a simple dress, something easy to take off, but under that she wanted to wear something sexy.

The hottest lingerie she owned was the white bridal lingerie she wore on her wedding night. It was in the top drawer of her dresser next to various thongs, bras, and panties. All of them sexy to a varying degree, but nothing like that frilly, sheer white lingerie that drove Dean crazy all those years ago. She had barely worn it for him since. Just a couple of special occasions.

“Can I really wear my bridal lingerie when I’m cheating on him?” She murmured, the very thought bringing a flush to her cheeks. “No, what are you doing, Heather?”

She reached for a black thong and a matching balconette bra that might show off her big tits. She was fitting the cups beneath her breasts when she heard the door open to Melody’s room. Melody and Lucy emerged into the hall and went prancing towards the stairs. Heather leaned against the door and peered out, catching sight of them just before they disappeared down the stairs. They were both wearing short, red-and-white pleated skirts and red sweaters with knee socks and tennis shoes. Their hair was worn in matching pigtails that bounced as they walked.

Cheerleaders, realized Heather, a hot flush creeping into her face. They’re both dressed as cheerleaders.

Then they were out of sight and Melody called, “Byeeeee mom! He’ll be here soon!” before the front door opened and closed. Heather’s daughter and her best friend were going to “keep Dean busy” wearing matching cheerleader costumes. The thought made Heather’s blood boil.

She tossed aside the black bra and went bouncing back over to the dresser. She pulled out her fluffy, sheer lace bridal lingerie and the pearl necklace that Dean had bought for her on their fifth wedding anniversary.

She looked incredible, her big breasts sheathed in sheer lace, her hips accentuated with frills, and her ass threaded with a lacy thong. She wore garters and white stockings along with the white pumps she wore on her wedding day. She even wore her bridal veil. No point even bothering with a dress.

She was applying a final coat of red lipstick when there came a loud, authoritative knock at the front door. Her heart leapt into her throat and she nearly tripped as she went jiggling down the stairs to answer the door. She could see the dark shape of a tall, well-built man through the frosted glass of the outer door. She took a last look down at her ample MILF curves wrapped in her bridal lingerie and opened the outer door.

It was Officer Jackson in full uniform. His smile grew wider at the sight of her. A hungry twinkle was apparent in his brown eyes as he looked her over.

“Ma’am, I’m sorry to bother you, but I’m going to have to come inside,” he said, pushing past her and into the house.

“Ohhh, officer,” gasped Heather. “What do you mean? Is something wrong?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, turning to her and smiling. “I have a report that there is a woman in this house desperately in need of a big black dick.”

“I might know who you’re talking about,” giggled Heather, her face blazing with heat as she reached out and pressed her fingers to the bulge in Officer Jackson’s pants.

“Reaching for an officer’s weapon? That’s a dangerous move, Mrs. Applebottom. I might have to get rough with you for that.” He growled as he swept her up into his powerful arms. He carried her easily up the stars as she hung one arm around his neck. Looking up at him, listening to the blurt and chatter from his radio as his shoes thumped down the upstairs hallway.

She could hardly believe it was really happening, it all seemed like a dream. But things got very real when he shoved open the bedroom door and carried her across the threshold. He put her down onto the bed she shared with Dean. She looked up at him as he stood at the foot of the bed and unbuckled his pants. She sat up, propped on her bent elbows, watching almost hypnotized with anticipation as he dropped his utility belt and then began unbuttoning and unzipping his uniform trousers.

“Is this what you were reaching for, Mrs. Applebottom?” asked Officer Jackson as he pulled the fat hose of his dark brown cock through the fly of his trousers.

It was, if anything, even bigger than the dildo. Even only semi-hard it was extremely thick and with a pronounced ridge beneath the big, blunt head of his cock. He stroked it slowly, stepping to the very edge of the bed.

“Oh, god, yes,” gasped Heather. “That’s what I want. Exactly.”

“I think you’d better have a taste,” he growled, slowly working his fist up and down his shaft as his cock hardened to full attention.

Heather sat up fully, sliding to the edge of the bed and hanging her long, stockinged legs over the side. Officer Jackson’s cock was right there in her face, real and hot and visibly throbbing along its bulging vein. He worked his hand slowly, pushing the fat head closer to her face. She breathed the scent of his cologne, the faint musk of sweat and sex beneath it. Her heart was pounding wildly as she looked up at him and slowly took hold of his cock with both hands.

“Oh, officer, it’s so big,” she moaned.

“You’re a big girl,” he chuckled. “You can handle it. Let me feel that tongue. Give it a taste. Then you wrap those pretty lips around it and smear that lipstick all over my cock.”

“Yes, officer,” she gasped in reply, lifting her veil and leaning closer and sticking out her tongue. The first taste of his hot cock drove her wild. She ran her tongue around his tip and then over his slit, tasting the salty hint of his leaking precum. Then her eyelashes fluttered, her lips parted, and she started to suck.

Heather Applebottom had given her share of blowjobs in her life. Never her favorite thing to do, at least not until that very moment. When her lips wrapped around Officer Jackson’s magnificent black cock and slid down until she felt that huge head pressing at the back of her throat.

“Yeeaaaah,” he groaned, tangling his fingers in her hair and guiding her movements. “Suck that dick. Make love to that dick with that pretty mouth, Mrs. Applebottom.”

Heather lost herself in the fulfillment of her deepest fantasies. Her lips bobbed on Officer Jackson’s thick cock and her eyes rolled with lust as she looked up at him standing over her and unbuttoning his uniform. Her sucking became moaning and lewd slurping as she worked his cock like a whore. Greasing him with mucus from her failed attempts to deepthroat his cock. Saliva dangling from her chin.

“Mmmmmm, yeah, that’s it, baby,” groaned Officer Jackson. “I was gonna fuck you first but you want that nut, don’t you?”

“Mmmmmhmmmmm!” moaned Heather around his cock, her brow furrowed with effort.

“Go on, girl,” he groaned, working his hips slowly and fucking her mouth, his balls slapping lightly against her chin and his cock bulling against her throat. She gagged once, mascara running, tears in her eyes. He kept going and she kept sucking.

“Mmmmm! MMMMMM!” She moaned louder, feeling his cock swell and his fingers tense as he wrapped them in her hair.

“Get it! Pay for that ticket! OHhhhhhhhhh! Shit, here it comes! Here comes that big load! Suck it out!”

His cock pulsed and washed the back of her throat in the first hot pump of his seed. She swallowed, tasting the saltiness of it, feeling the thick glob of it work its way down her esophagus as she kept sucking. Pump after pump filling her mouth with a thick mass of cum. She looked up, swallowing, taking his load. Draining Officer Jackson’s big, heavy balls.

He finally pulled his twitching cock out of her mouth trailing mucus and cum and stepped back.

“That’s a good slut,” he chuckled. “Now lay back, Mrs. Applebottom. I’m gonna eat you up like I ate up your daughter.”

“Ohhhh fuckkkkk,” she gasped as he rolled her back onto the bed and spread her legs wide. He groped her breasts and kissed them through her lingerie as he moved down her body. He kissed and stroked her mound through her silky panties, then drew them aside. His tongue was like fire, pouring over her cuntlips, tasting her leaking entrance, and lapping at the straining bud of her clit.

He pulled her legs over his shoulders and he devoured her cunt. He sucked at her cuntlips, at her clit, and drove her to the edge. His tongue was big, bold, and everywhere. He slipped it lower to taste the fresh crinkle of her anus. He lapped at her soft divot and then back to her clit. Battering her bud. Making her arch and cry out, “Yesss! Ohhhh fuck, yesss!”

He added his fingers to the relentless assault, pumping two and then three in and out of her pussy. He turned her over suddenly, grabbing her hips, lifting her ass, and paying full attention to her creamy cheeks. Tonguing her asshole. Fucking it with his tongue as he pumped fingers into her clenching pussy.

“Ohhhhhh god! OHHHHH FUUUUUUCK!”

She came all over his fingers and tongue. Her pussy grabbing at his thrusting digits as her asshole spasmed and squeezed against his tongue. He laughed and kept at it, licking, tongue-fucking, and fingering her hard and deep until her nectar was pouring down her quivering thighs. His tongue slithered from her clenching asshole. His fingers eased out of her pussy.

He stood behind her, chuckling as she shook and tensed with aftershocks of her orgasm.

“Yeah, that’s right, I’ve been authorized to use deadly force, baby,” he chuckled, giving her ass a smack with a big hand. “And I just killed that ass.”

“Oh my god, my husband… never… ohhhhhhhh,” she moaned, slowly rolling over onto her back and looking up at the handsome cop with a flushed, smiling face.

“I’m sure he never,” laughed Officer Jackson and it was then that Heather realized he was holding his fully erect cock in one hand and casually stroking its length. “Now you ready for the main event?”

“Y-yes,” she said, spreading her legs wider. “Oh my god, yes, it’s what I’ve been waiting for, officer.”

He leaned closer and teased the head of his cock over her slick folds.

“I’m gonna warn you now, ma’am, that once I start, I don’t stop until I bust deep inside that pussy. So if you got a problem now—”

She interrupted him by sitting up, throwing her arms around his neck, and passionately kissing him. He chuckled against her lips, returning the kiss, thrusting his tongue into her mouth. He eased his huge cockhead past her folds and with excruciating slowness his hardness filled Heather Applebottom’s eager married cunt.

He started slow, letting her body acclimate to the size and hardness of his big black cock. He kept kissing her, one hand slipping over her body to squeeze her breasts and ease down one cup of her bra. He played with her nipple that way and her panties were pulled aside for his cock, but otherwise he left her dressed in her bridal lingerie as he began to fuck her. Deeper. Then faster. Then harder.

“Yeahhhh, get that dick,” he said, pushing up above her, making her big tits bounce and spill free of her bra as he hammered his glistening cock into her gold-thatched pussy. His balls spanked her spit-damp asshole, and his cock plundered all the way to her womb. So much bigger and better than the dildo. So much more thrilling.

“Fuckkkkk meeee,” she cried, her stockinged feet in the air, high heels hanging off her toes.

“With the full power of the law,” he laughed, kissing her again as he pounded deep into her pussy. He drove her right to the brink of an orgasm, then suddenly pulled his long cock out of her, flipped her onto her hands and knees, and slid his full length back into her pussy.

He grabbed hold of Heather’s waist and slammed his hard length into her pussy with relentless police brutality. She could feel him swelling up. His balls going tight and hard as they smacked against her clit. His full weight bore down on her ass as he pounded inside her and let out a roar of pleasure.

The first spasm of his cock, the first hot pulse of his cum, sent Heather over the edge. She clawed at the rumpled duvet, throwing her ass back against him and taking his spurting dick deep in her pussy. She felt him creampie her hot snatch. He unloaded his balls into her with the force of a man who knew what he wanted.

They rode their orgasms out together, savoring every flutter and pulse of pleasure, until he finally eased his hard cock out of her creamy pussy.

“Oh god,” she moaned, “I want more.”

“Yeah, I bet you do,” he laughed, rolling onto the bed beside her. “Get over here then, slut. Suck on that dick. Get it nice and clean. Then you’re gonna ride this big dick. I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t take it anymore, Mrs. Applebottom.”

“Ohhhhh, yessss, officer,” she moaned, crawling over to him and grasping his flaccid hose of cock. She lifted it to her lips, leaning over him and wiggling her ass as she began to lick his cock clean.

She could hardly wait for more.
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Delay Tactics

It had been a beast of a day for Dean. Sales were down and Mr. Thorn was breathing down everyone’s neck trying to get more contracts signed for client renewals. Dean’s renewal rate was among the lowest for the quarter and Mr. Thorn had heavily implied he was going to lose out on that VP slot if he didn’t bring his numbers up. It wasn’t Dean’s fault, not really, but it meant working late.

He would be lucky if he got out of the office before 7:00 PM. With a sigh, he leaned back in his chair and stared up at the ceiling. His mind drifted back to the club the night before. Melody saying and doing things he had never believed she would ever do. He felt his cock start to stiffen in his pants.

“Not now,” he growled, sitting forward in his chair again as if he could persuade his hard-on with logic. “I don’t have time to get horny with—”

There was a playful knock at his office door. Dean flushed, trying not to think about his smoking hot stepdaughter.

“Yes, come in,” he said.

The door opened and there she was. Melody Applebottom in the full red-and-white Regalia of a Peach Valley Spartans cheerleader. Her blonde hair parted in the middle and scrunched into two bouncy pigtails. Her breasts, clearly braless, straining beneath her cheerleader sweater. Her thighs bare just below her ruffled skirt and her knee socks showing off her athletic legs.

“Melody… what are you… why are you dressed like that? Why are you here?”

Melody came bouncing into Dean’s office followed by her curvier, red-headed friend Lucy. She was holding the pom-poms of a cheerleader and wiggling them as she came through the door. Her hair was similarly parted into pigtails that bounced in rhythm with her jiggling breasts. Lucy shut the door behind her after following Melody into the room.

“We heard you’ve been working soooooo hard, daddy,” giggled Melody. “We came to cheer you up!”

“Yeah, we’re going to get your spirit back in the game!” Lucy waved the pom-poms in Dean’s face.

“Give me a D-A-D-D-Y! What’s that spell?” Melody and Lucy chorused together, “Daddy! Daddy! Daaaaddddy!”

Dean winced, knowing the people outside could hear their loud cheering.

“Shhhhh, calm down, girls,” he pleaded. “This is not the time nor the place for this sort of—”

Melody and Lucy weren’t listening. They pressed closer to him, their curvy teenage cheerleader bodies suddenly squeezing against him. Melody was almost sitting on his lap. Lucy was practically rubbing her tits in his face, her stiff nipples standing out beneath her tight sweater.

Their smell was almost as enticing as the soft warmth of their bodies. Shampoo and body wash and lotions wafting off their cleavage as they both giggled and squeezed their tits into his face.

“Heyyyy, come on,” complained Dean. “Stop that. This is inappropriate.”

“Ohhh, daddy, but I thought you liked it in appropriate,” said Melody, sliding down Dean’s body until she was crouching in front of him. He gasped as she looked up from between his knees, her hand massaging the bulge in his pants. “Looks like he wants us to twirl the baton, Lucy.”

“Mmmmmm, yeah, we’re gonna work hard to get you ready for the big game,” said Lucy, lifting her sweater up and letting her big, soft, creamy tits drop free.

The soft, heavy weight of Lucy’s big breasts landed against Dean’s face. Before he realized what he was doing, he was grabbing Lucy’s big, warm teenage tits and pressing kisses to them. He moaned, surrendering to his gathering lust as he ran his tongue from one peachy nipple to the other. Sucking and licking at Lucy’s body as she cried out and smothered him with the weight of her breasts.

He felt Melody’s hands on his belt. His pants. His zipper. There was no stopping what was about to happen. He groaned from beneath Lucy’s squeezing tits as he felt Melody reach into his pants and pull out his hard cock.

A moment later, his dick was in his stepdaughter’s eager mouth.

“Mmmmmm!” He cried out and finally found the strength to push Lucy and her big, glorious breasts out of his face. “Melody! What are you doing?”

“Hmmm?” She bobbed from nearly his root back up to the tip of his cock, her tongue teasing beneath his sensitive cockhead. She popped her lips free, smiling at him and winking one blue eye. “I think you know what I’m doing, daddy.”

Lucy fell to her knees beside Melody and breathily cheered, “Give us your C, your O, your C, and your K.”

“What’s that spell?” Melody giggled and her irresistibly hot mouth descended once again, engulfing Dean in the sinful pleasure of her expert blowjob. He might have wondered how his stepdaughter got so incredibly good at sucking cock, but it was hard for him to think about that as he enjoyed the fruits of all her practicing.

“Incredible,” groaned Dean, a stupid smile spreading on his face. The surge of pleasure followed. His stepdaughter was not just good at sucking cock, she was too good. He was going to cum in less than a minute. “Wait, hold on. Slow down Melody. I can’t… oh… hey… Lucy don’t lick me there. Don’t suck my balls too aahhhhhhHHH!”

His head fell back on the headrest of his chair as Melody relentlessly bobbed on his cock, her soft moans vibrating through his shaft and down into his body. Her throat pressing silky soft to his cockhead. Her tongue terrorizing his most sensitive spot. As the slurping warmth of Lucy’s mouth devoured his tightening balls, there was nothing left for Dean to do.

“Ohhhhh fuuuck,” he gasped, cradling the heads of the two sexy teen cheerleaders. He stole one last glance down, into his stepdaughter’s lusty eyes, watching her bob and slurp on his cock.

The intense rush of pleasure that followed consumed him utterly. He exploded, thrusting into Melody’s mouth, feeling Lucy’s tongue roaming all over his pulsating balls. Spurt after spurt. He could feel it leaving him in a great rush, but he never saw a drop of it because Melody so immediately and effortlessly swallowed it all down.

Her bobbing slowed and she seemed to laugh around his cock. Lucy rose alongside her and when Melody popped her lips free of Dean’s sensitive dick, Lucy leaned in and licked and sucked it. He winced and squirmed in his chair as the teens continued to stimulate him through his sensitivity.

“Hey, that’s enough,” he gasped. “What are you… oh… stop that. Ohhhh…”

He watched as Lucy knelt higher and let her big, soft tits drag around him. She squeezed him between her breasts, using them to massage his cock and keep it from going completely soft. Melody rose to her feet, sitting her round ass on one of Dean’s legs and leaning back against him with one arm around his neck.

“Daddy, you exploded so fast,” she giggled. “Why, I just had to drink down every hot, creamy drop of your load.”

“Oh my god,” moaned Dean, guilt welling inside him.

“But don’t worry, daddy, we’re gonna have even more fun.”

“Mmmhmmm,” agreed Lucy, bobbing her lips on his cockhead as she continued to squeeze his wet shaft between her tits.

Dean tried to be a father, tried to summon the words to discipline Melody, but she smiled sweetly and pressed a kiss to his lips. Against every bit of decency and common sense, he gave in and began making out with his stepdaughter. Kissing her even more eagerly than she was kissing him. Chasing her lips with his even as she pulled back and teased him. She leaned again, her tongue tangling with his as she wiggled her hips against his lap. He could feel his full hardness returning thanks to Melody’s teasing kisses and Lucy’s slutty tits.

“Oh, I think he wants more,” said Lucy, before diving back in and swirling her tongue around the head of his cock.

“Are you going to fuck me, daddy?” Melody purred. “You going to fuck me so good? I need it so bad. I’m sooooo wet for you.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” said Dean, reaching his arms around Melody and making her squeal with delight as he pulled her tightly against his chest. “You’ve been showing off that body around the house. Slutting it up with your friends. I always knew you wanted my dick. You have a daddy thing, don’t you?”

“Mmmmhmmm,” said Melody. “That’s right, daddy. I need that big, thick cock in my tight little pussy.”

“Then that’s exactly what you’re gonna get!” Dean surged from the chair, making Melody squeal again as he lifted her to her feet and then pushed her down over his desk. He flipped up the back of her cheerleading skirt and admired the white triangle of her panties being swallowed up by her luscious ass.

Lucy stood beside him, pressing her big tits against his shoulder as she reached down and stroked his cock.

“That’s right, she wants it so bad,” gasped Lucy. “Give it to her good.”

“Tight fucking cheeks,” he said, smacking his hand on Melody’s ass and then yanking her panties aside to reveal the clenched divot of her asshole and the glistening pink of her cunt.

Lucy stroked his red cock, tugging it closer and closer to Melody’s steamy pussy. Melody looked back at Dean over her shoulder, her eyes heavy with lust.

“Do it, daddy,” she moaned, wiggling her hips to entice him. “Fill me up with that big, hard cock.”

Dean let out a primal growl. It was the sound of a man abandoning all humanity and rational thought and unchaining the beast within him of pure urges. He thrust forward, brushing aside Lucy’s touch as he plunged his hardness into the hot, slick folds of Melody’s cunt. Her plush bottom collided with his hips as he hilted inside her. His balls flush against her clit. His cock twitching in that incredibly, silky purse of her pussy.

“Ohhhhh fuck, it’s soooo big, daddy,” moaned Melody, tossing her pigtails as she looked back at him. “Don’t hold back, fuck my pussy. Fill it up with your cream!”

Lucy stepped back from him as he began to pound hard and deep into his stepdaughter’s slick cunt. The sound of his hips meeting her ass produced an intense, fleshy drumbeat of lust. Her pussy, dripping with her nectar, added a wet, stirring note to the pat-pat-pat of his thrusts. The perfumed scent of two young beauties was soon overtaken by the raw, sexual musk of a hard fucking. The aroma filled the small office.

“Oh, daddy, I love it when you fuck me,” moaned Melody. “It’s even better than when you fucked me last night.”

“Yeah, you like it?” He grabbed her pigtails in both hands and leaned over her, slamming hard into her tight cunt. “You love daddy’s dick?”

“Ohhhh yesss!” she cried, arching back against him, pushing up off the desk as he kissed her neck and reached around to lift her sweater and fondle her soft tits.

It was as he was racing towards an explosive finish that Dean realized Lucy was standing off to the side and holding her phone. He looked at her with confusion.

“What are you doing?” He demanded, his strokes slowing despite the building pleasure in his core.

“Don’t stop, daddy,” pleaded Melody, thrusting back against him and grinding her ass against his hips.

“Why are you recording me, Lucy?”

“For posterity,” said Lucy. “So you can enjoy the video later.”

“I don’t want that,” he said, grunting as he let go of Melody’s breasts and stepped back from her ass. His hard, throbbing cock slid free of her pussy with a faint slurping sound, and it bounced against his thigh. He reached for Lucy. “Give me that phone. You can’t record this.”

Lucy stepped back out of reach and kept recording.

“Daddy,” cried Melody, stepping between Dean and Lucy. She put her arms around Dean’s neck, hanging from them until she drew his attention back to her flushed face. “Daddy, I need it. Don’t stop now. I love you so much. I need your cock inside me. Make me… make me cum so hard on your big dick.”

“Yeah, that’s what I’ll do,” he said, once more giving in to that primal urge. He picked Melody up and sat her down on the edge of his desk. He stood between her parted legs, kissing her and feeling the softness of her tits with both hands. Playing with her pretty pink nipples as he thrust his tongue into her mouth. She pulled back, spilling backwards onto his desk, her legs wide and her white panties still pulled aside from her blushing cunt.

“Please, daddy,” she moaned, reaching down to grab the backs of her knees and pulling her legs up to offer her pussy to his cock again.

He glanced at Lucy, at the phone in her hands recording this sinful act, but he knew it wasn’t enough to deter him. He had to make Melody cum. He had to explode inside that incredible pussy of hers.

“Fuuuuck,” he cursed and thrust forward, grabbing her legs and sliding his cock deep into the hot peach of her pussy. Dean fucked Melody like he had not fucked any woman since high school. His desk shook with the force of his thrusts and Melody’s big, soft tits bounced and swayed atop her ribcage. He spread her legs wide, leaning over her, kissing her sloppily and hungrily as he felt his pleasure rising.

“Ohhhh, daddy, I’m going to cum all over that big dick,” she cried, her pussy squeezing around him as she leaned up to kiss him.

“Mmmmmm!” He moaned into her kiss, thrusting his tongue against hers, burying his hard cock so deep that he could feel her backwalls against his cockhead. The intense spasming of her climax pushed him over the edge.

Dean exploded inside Melody’s pussy. Wave after wave of his hot, middle-aged spunk basting his teenage stepdaughter’s womb. It was the most intense orgasm of his life and he staggered back from it, cock dripping, as guilt gripped his heart. He looked down at Melody still gasping with pleasure, playing with her own nipples as cum leaked from her pussy, trickled down over her asshole, and dripped onto the edge of his desk.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “What the fuck did I just do?”

The door to Dean’s office suddenly swung open and Dean looked up to see Gloria Kittridge, the head of the HR department, standing and staring with horror. The plump woman’s eyes were wide with shock. She clasped one hand to her big bust as she took in what had just happened in Dean’s office.

“What the fuck did you just do?” she gasped, looking from Melody to the mess of her cunt, and up to Dean.

“I… it’s not what it looks like,” said Dean, struggling to tuck his cock into his pants. He didn’t notice Lucy lower the phone and exchange a knowing look with Melody who was busy shifting her panties back over her creampied pussy and getting up from Dean’s desk.

Because it was exactly what it looked like and now Melody and Lucy had video proof.
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Dean’s Downfall

Dean’s life had exploded like a hand grenade. He’d pulled the pin on the damn thing by letting Melody saunter into his office and seduce him.

It went without saying that he wasn’t going to be getting that VP job after the head of HR walked in on Dean with his cock out and his stepdaughter on his desk and filled with his cum. His boss, Mr. Thorn, didn’t bother talking to Dean to tell him he was fired. Mr. Thorn just called security and a burly guy in a uniform stood in the door of Dean’s office while Mr. Thorn, Gloria, and most of the rest of the employees murmured with disgust and watched Dean box up his belongings.

Was fucking his stepdaughter in his office worth it? He licked his lips, and he could still faintly taste Melody. He could feel the wet residue of the sex in his boxers. Had that incredible orgasm, pumping Melody’s tight pussy full, and that tongue-twisting kiss been worth sacrificing everything he had worked for?

Dean shook his head. No. Not quite worth ruining his career. But goddamn. Almost.

He wasn’t looking forward to breaking the news to Heather about losing his job. He just hoped Mr. Thorn or some busybody from the office didn’t try to call ahead to Heather to break the news. Had they known that was his stepdaughter he got caught fucking? He prayed they just thought Melody was some young lover he was screwing on the side. She had certainly left in a hurry after they’d been caught.

Dean took a deep, shaky breath to steady himself. His bad day was about to get a lot worse. He arrived home to find a police car in the driveway. His heart tightened in his chest. All he could think was that somebody had told Heather, and she was about to arrest her husband for fucking her daughter. Was that in any way illegal? Melody was an adult and not a blood relative.

He felt a righteous surge of anger as he parked the car on the curb and walked towards the house. If his marriage was about to end as messily as his job, he was not going to take the full blame for it. Melody had seduced him! She had come onto him! That hot blonde succubus was behind all of it!

He clenched his jaw as he swung open the front door and stepped into the house. Before he could face his accusers, he heard a strange sound coming from upstairs. He stopped short of calling out and walked to the foot of the stairs. He listened.

“OOooohhhHHHHHHhhh fuuuuck yessss,” came the unmistakable cry of a woman in the throes of passion.

Was that Melody somehow? Heather? Who was up there getting pounded by—

“Oooohhhh fuck me, Officer Jackson,” cried Heather. “Pound me with that big black cock! It feels so fucking good! Don’t stop! Ohhh! Harder! Fuck me harder! Go ahead and rip it off of me!”

Dean seemed to float up the stairs in a daze, moving quietly down the hall towards the sounds of pleasure. Beneath Heather’s lewd cries were the grunts and groans of a man. Another step closer and he could make out the sound of flesh slapping against flesh. Another step after that and he heard the wet slosh of a cock plunging into Heather’s pussy and the softer pat-pat-pat of his balls spanking against her clit. Or was it against her ass?

Dean was almost to the door. His heart hammering all the way from his chest to his throat. Ice in his guts and his cock stiff in his pants. One step away from the door and he smelled it. Cologne and sweat and the unmistakable raunchy whiff of sex in the air. Bodies rubbing and spilling over each other. Rutting like beasts in the bed he shared with his wife.

He took hold of the doorknob, half tempted to throw it open and… and… what? Shout at the big, muscular cop? Threaten him? Even if Officer Jackson didn’t have a gun, he could probably kick the shit out of Dean.

Instead of rushing to a confrontation, Dean was frozen by the tableau he found when he reached his bedroom. He pushed the door open just enough to peer inside and his heart, hammering in his chest, suddenly leapt into his throat so that he could barely breathe. He certainly couldn’t shout in anger or stop what was happening.

His mind struggled to fully absorb what he was seeing. Not just his wife cheating on him, but doing it wantonly, in their marriage bed, and wearing, or partially wearing, her lacy white wedding dress.

Heather was on her back, her legs spread wide and her white-stockinged feet in the air. Her garters were already loose, her panties off, but she was still wearing the layers of white of her dress, even if her skirt was pushed up to her waist and her big tits and stiff, plump nipples were cresting over the cups of her bodice. Her blonde hair was fanned out around her head on the bed, her veil crushed beneath her and her face contorted with pleasure.

“Fuuuuuuck meeee,” she moaned. “Oh my god! Oh, Officer Jackson, your cock is so fucking big. So much bigger than… anyone else’s. Fuckkk!”

Her feet bounced. The bed shook with the force of Officer Jackson’s thrusts. He was huge and muscular atop her. Growling with pleasure as he plunged his huge dick into the stretched folds of Heather’s MILF pussy.

Dean couldn’t look away from that sight. He watched the slow backward stroke of that huge, glistening, pussy-stretching dick that pulled at Heather’s clutching pink walls. Then the forward stroke that buried the full length of Officer Jackson’s cock in Heather’s folds. Her pussy tight around his thick root. His balls slapping softly against the velvet divot of her anus. Then he pulled back again and the process repeated. Fast enough and hard enough to make Heather’s tits bounce. Her mouth curved into an “O” of ecstasy. Her toes curling with pleasure as she took that huge dick again and again.

“I neeeed it,” she cried. “Harder! Please! Fuck me harder!”

Officer Jackson laughed and yanked at her bodice, ripping it wide open and causing her squeezed tits to flop free and slap against her ribcage with the force of his thrusts. He ripped open her skirt, tearing her dress apart as easily as unwrapping a gift. He fucked her harder. He made the bed shake with his forceful strokes.

“Oh, yeah, babe your pussy was on life support,” groaned the muscular Black cop as buried his cock again and again in Heather’s blushing cunt. “I can’t believe you put the whole dress on for me. Kinky slut. You housewives need regular injections of that special medicine. Isn’t that right? You need this or you’re just gonna die.”

“Yessss! Oh my god, I’ve been craving it,” cried Heather. “My husband can’t satisfy me. This is… it’s like I’ve never been fucked before. Ohhhh my god! I feel like I’m losing my virginity to you!”

“You are, baby,” chuckled the muscular cop. “You got dick before. Hnnnn. But this is your first time. Hnnnnnn. Getting that Good Dick!”

Officer Jackson pulled his huge cock out of Heather and flipped her over onto her hands and knees with an easy show of strength that Dean could only envy. Officer Jackson pushed her face down into the pillows and lifted Heather’s big, creamy MILF ass. He strokes his cock and beat it against her cheeks and teased it down her crack.

“OhhHHHHhhhh put it back in, please,” moaned Heather, looking back over her shoulder and wiggling her big booty. “I was soooooo close to cumming again.”

Again? How many times had this big-cocked cop already made Heather cum?

Dean’s jealous anger was pounded away by Officer Jackson’s mighty thrusts into Heather’s jiggling ass. The cop held her waist and slammed into her from behind again and again, his muscular body glistening with sweat as he pounded Heather. She pushed up onto her arms and her big tits, dangling through her torn bodice, swung to the intensifying rhythm of Officer Jackson’s thrusts.

“Fuuuuuuuck! Fuuuuck! I’m cumming! Ohhhh my god! I’m cumming on that biiiig blaaaack diiiiIIIICK!” Heather threw her head back and wailed as she threw her ass back and slammed it against Officer Jackson’s hips. She impaled her twitching pussy onto his cock as she howled with ecstasy.

The sight of Officer Jackson making Heather cum all over his big cock finally broke Dean’s will. He stifled a groan of surrender as he reached for his belt. It was open in an instant and his stiff, red cock filled his hand. He began desperately flogging his dick, lubing it with his plentiful precum and the slippery residue of what he had done earlier with Melody. The sinful feel of stroking his dick to the sight of Officer Jackson fucking Heather’s brains out brought Dean to a new low of lusty despair.

Nothing mattered. Not breaking every taboo by fucking his stepdaughter and not his busty, big-bottomed wife getting pounded bareback by a huge black dick. Nothing mattered except how good it felt. Nothing mattered but cumming.

Dean’s guilty hand pumped the length of his cock, matching the rhythm of Officer Jackson’s thrusts. His cock was making more noise as it got wetter with precum, but that was no problem because Heather was making more than enough noise to cover for him.

“FUUUUUUCK YESSSS!” She cried, pushing back again and again and looking back over her shoulder as she rode her pussy onto Officer Jackson’s cock.

Officer Jackson’s dark hand smacked handprints across her wobbling cheeks. He made her gasp and giggle and each swat on her rear made her little pink asshole clench.

“You’re a naughty slut,” laughed Officer Jackson, grabbing handfuls of Heather’s ass and leaning in with each thrust. “You know I’ve been fucking your hot little daughter and her hot friend. Now here you are, begging for the same treatment. You like that, don’t you? Like taking that good dick like your sweet little Melody?”

“Ohhhhh fuuuck yesss,” moaned Heather, rising upright on her knees and leaning her back against Officer Jackson’s chest. They kissed over her shoulder, passionate and messy, as he continued to fuck her and whisper nasty things in her ear.

“That’s right, that’s a good girl,” murmured Officer Jackson, reaching around Heather to cradle her tits in both hands. Her soft breasts overflowed his squeezing fingers as he fucked her with deep, upwards strokes. Drawing his cock back and hammering it in again. Pat. Pat. Pat. An intense, steady rhythm.

“Going to cum,” said Heather breathlessly. “Going to cum again.”

She kissed Officer Jackson as he leaned over her shoulder, her words swallowed up by that smothering kiss. She bucked back in Officer Jackson’s embrace, breathing hotly against his kiss, a smothered whimper escaping her mouth.

“Fuck yes, fuck,” growled Officer Jackson. “I feel that pussy clamping down on my dick. Cum for me. Cum all over that dick. You want that load, don’t you? Oh, yes, you do. You want to feel that big load of cum shooting inside you. Admit it.”

“Yessssss,” moaned Heather, sounding almost pitiful in the whining peak of her pleasure.

Dean stared in awe of the way Officer Jackson controlled Heather. The way his hands fondled and shaped her tits and the way he took her clutching pussy with that huge dick. Officer Jackson’s balls had drawn up tight. There was no question he was about to pump his load into Heather’s pussy. There was already so much precum and his cock was so big that his dark dick was covered in trails of foamy pre, churned inside Heather with each thrust.

The smell of sex was hot and thick in Dean’s nostrils. He pumped his hand on his cock faster, matching Officer Jackson’s savage rhythm.

“Ohhh goddd, yessss, please,” moaned Heather. “I’m not on the pill or anything. Not anything. Oh, fuck, I’m still… still cumming… and… ohhhh… and I need your cum inside me. Please, fill me up. Fill my pussy up! Shoot your load inside me! AHHHHHH!”

Do it, thought Dean, torturing his own cock with his pumping fist. Cum inside my wife. Fucking do it. Fill her pussy up with all that—

Officer Jackson interrupted Dean’s train of thought by loudly groaning, “Ohhhhh yessss, you fucking suburban fuck queen! Here it comes! Her it comes! I’m gonna bust this big nut deep in that FUCKKK!”

The cop hilted in Heather’s stretched pussy and even from the door, halfway across the room, he could make out the intense throbbing at the root of Officer Jackson’s dark cock. The realization that hot spunk was racing up the pillar of that chocolate cock and gushing into his wife’s potentially fertile pussy was more than Dean could stand.

Dean let out a strangled moan, thrusting through his pre-smeared fingers and spurting his jizz in uncontrolled ropes. Nothing mattered in that moment other than his orgasm. He knew they would probably hear him, and he didn’t care. Pump after pump of Dean’s rushing cum painted the door to his bedroom in splashes and trickles as Officer Jackson’s hot load was spurting and stuffing Heather’s clutching cunt.

He sagged against the doorframe, his shoulder and face pressed to the wood as he stroked out the last miserable drops of his guilty load. Self-loathing and disgust washed over him as he realized that he had just jerked himself off to his wife’s infidelity. That hot, shameful sensation was nothing compared to the realization that he was being watched.

Officer Jackson and Heather both were staring at him standing in the doorway. Officer Jackson slowly broke into a smile. Heather looked wide-eyed and shocked but was not moving to decouple from Officer Jackson’s embrace.

“I think your hubby just got home early from work,” laughed Officer Jackson, giving Heather’s tits another good squeeze and slowly moving his hips to stir the big load he had just pumped into her pussy.

“Oh my god… Dean, what are you doing home? What are you… what are you doing?” Her gaze lowered to Dean’s semi-flaccid cock drooping through his grasp, the head still dripping with a long strand of his semen.

“Babe, it’s not complicated,” said Officer Jackson, slowly easing his cock out of Heather’s creampied pussy. “I’ve seen this more times than I can count. The white man likes to see his sexy wife getting fucked by the Black man. But that’s not what this is, Dean.”

“It’s not?” rasped Dean.

“No, you quit hiding and come on into the room,” said Officer Jackson. “It’s not the color of my skin, it’s the uniform I wear. It makes ‘em wet, Dean. I wrote your wife a ticket and it was all over. She was drooling for this dick. Weren’t you, babe?”

“No, honey, please… it’s not… mmmm… not… mmmmmmmm…”

Heather’s words trailed off as she shared a passionate kiss with Officer Jackson. As he kissed her, his cock finally slipped free of her drenched cunt and a frothy white mess of his spunk began to squeeze out through Heather’s glistening folds.

Dean wasn’t sure what to say or do, so he obeyed Officer Jackson. He walked slowly into the room, cock in hand, and life in chaos.

“Mmmmmm,” murmured Heather, finally breaking the kiss with Officer Jackson, and slowly sitting back on the bed. Officer Jackson lay down beside her, casual and confident in his nudity. Heather looked up at Dean as he moved to the foot of the bed. “You didn’t answer my question, Dean. What are you doing home so early?”

Dean’s heart froze in his chest. For all the humiliation and jealousy of being cuckolded by his wife, admitting to her what had just happened in his office seemed a hundred times worse.
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A Show for Her Husband

Heather had known, deep down, that her marriage to Dean was over that night at the club. Now there was no more pretending. Dean had just watched her get fucked by Officer Jackson. He had stared down the raunchy reality of her begging for more and getting her pussy pumped full of hot cop cream.

And what had her husband done in response? Shouted in anger? Threatened violence? No, Dean had surrendered to being cuckolded. He had watched as Officer Jackson pounded her with that big dick. It had even turned Dean on so much that he must have stroked himself off. His cock, looking downright tiny compared to Officer Jackson’s, was still dripping with his nasty jizz as he walked towards the foot of the bed.

Heather leaned back against Officer Jackson, feeling the warm strength of his body supporting her. His arm was beneath her neck and his hand draped over one shoulder to absently fondle her breast on that side. Long, powerful fingers teasing over Heather’s plump, pink nipple. She watched Dean with contempt as he finally reached the foot of the bed. Head down. Face red. Had he been crying?

“Why are you home so early?” she asked for the third time. “Did something happen at work?”

Dean’s face reddened further. He looked away from Heather. That was when she knew that the worst had happened. Officer Jackson saw it too.

“Look at him,” chuckled the handsome cop. “He’s been up to no good. He wouldn’t be acting like that if he hadn’t.”

“What did you do at work?” demanded Heather, sitting up on the bed.

When Dean hesitated again, Officer Jackson sternly commanded, “Answer her!”

“Ever since that night at the club,” began Dean, but he seemed to think better of it and then shook his head. “I got fired. Summarily. They… I… there was an incident.”

“Did it involve Melody?” Heather’s anger was growing.

Dean took a deep, shaky breath. His voice was small when he finally answered, “Yeah.”

That one word was all Heather needed. She couldn’t stand to know the details, but she knew enough. Her husband had been fucking her daughter. His stepdaughter, not blood, sure, but he’d been her father figure for more than long enough to make it sick and disgusting.

But that one word, that revelation, was liberating. A smile replaced the furious scowl on Heather’s face. That one word had liberated her from Dean. From her marriage. From all her remaining guilt and inhibitions.

Dean had fucked her daughter. She had long suspected that her husband was attracted to Melody and knew that Melody could be a tease, but Dean was the responsible one in this equation. Melody was 19. He had no business fucking a 19-year-old girl fresh out of high school.

“So you made your choice, Dean,” said Heather, a cold smile spreading on her face.” She pointed at the chair beside the bed. “Since you like to watch so much, sit down and stroke that pathetic dick of yours some more. You can watch while I fuck a much better man than you.”

Dean tried to say something, to come up with words that could do the impossible and mend a relationship that had dissolved into betrayal. Officer Jackson glared at him again and he gave up, staggering back a step and almost falling into the chair beside the bed.

“Now watch,” said Heather, holding up her left hand and sliding off her wedding ring and diamond engagement ring. She threaded them both through her necklace and then motioned for Officer Jackson to rise to his feet. She moved to the edge of the bed on her hands and knees, leaning her face close to the thick, drooping hose of his cock. She wrapped the necklace around his semi-stiff brown length, gratified the sight made Dean wince with jealous pain.

She looked up, gave Officer Jackson a last wink, and she started to suck his cock. It was not just a blowjob; it was a ritual of dissolution. She began by working her hand along his shaft and twirling her pink tongue around the chocolate tip of his cockhead. He grunted and stroked her hair, watching with a smile as she began to deftly devour his bulging tip. She moaned around him, sucking him, stretching out his cock with her urgent motions until he was fully erect. A great, glistening pillar with her necklace wrapped around its length and her wedding band and engagement ring clinking together against his balls.

“You like that, cheater?” She said, casting a glance at Dean before bobbing her lips and moaning around Officer Jackson’s cock. “Mmmmmmm. Watch how hot this big dick makes me. Look how huge it is… mmmmmm… filling my mouth. Mmmmm. It’s so delicious. So much better than your little cheater prick. Go on, Dean. Stroke it while you watch. Mmmmmm.”

She pulled back and flicked the rings with her tongue before going down on Officer Jackson’s balls. Licking those fat, cum-heavy stones and sucking on his dark pouch.

“Mmmmmhmmm,” she moaned and then popped her lips free of Officer Jackson’s sack. “Ohhhh, yessssss, so much cum in there, Dean. I bet your balls are almost empty, aren’t they? Shooting loads all over your stepdaughter? Did you cum inside her? Oh, you did, didn’t you? You sick fuck. Stroke it faster, Dean. Work that little dick while I suck… mmmmmmmm… this magnificent cock. Mmmmmmm.”

She took her time, savoring every slurp and the way Officer Jackson’s thick cock prodded the back of her throat. She even made another effort to deepthroat him. It worked for a second or two this time, his cock stuffing her stretched throat, and then she felt her gag reflex kicking in and she quickly pulled back, gasping and trailing mucus from her mouth to his cock.

“That’s good, baby,” chuckled Officer Jackson, stroking her head. “Don’t hurt yourself. You just take your time sucking that dick.”

“It’s so delicious,” moaned Heather, licking the salty precum oozing from Officer Jackson’s cockhead. “I never knew how much I loved a big cock because, mmmmm, I never experienced one.”

She tongued the rings against Officer Jackson’s balls and glanced over scornfully at Dean, looking distraught, and flogging his red cock as precum glistening on his tip. The stepdaughter-fucking sicko was actually getting turned on again by all of her taunting. She could not suppress a laugh that was soon muffled by the thickness of Officer Jackson’s cock as she returned to sucking him.

It was a porn quality blowjob. The bedroom filled with her moans and the wet sounds of her slurping as she bobbed faster and faster on Officer Jackson’s cock. She even brought her big, soft tits into it. Squeezing her creamy tits around Officer Jackson’s dark shaft and looking over at Dean as she stroked that big dick. Licked it. Sucked it with the shaft buried between her breasts.

“Yeah, that’s it,” moaned Officer Jackson, slowly working his hips and fucking her tits as he thrust into her mouth. “Take that big dick. Take it. You want to fuck it? Yeah, baby, I want you to show him… show him how much you love that dick in that tight pussy of yours.”

“Ohhhhhh yesssss,” she gasped, pulling back and trailing fresh saliva from his cock to her lips.

She rose on her knees and kissed Officer Jackson. She pressed her creamy MILF curves to his dark, muscular body. His hands roamed over her and caressed her, finally landing on the wide swell of her hips. His long fingers squeezing her ass and lifting her back onto the bed. He moved atop her, sucking her tits, licking her nipples, and massaging her pussy with the flat of one hand.

She gasped and spread her legs wide for him. Thick thighs quivering. Breasts heaving with each shuddering breath. Eager to feel that big cock inside her. His fingers parting her cunt and ringing the bell of her clit to send peals of pleasure pulsing through her body.  

“You’re so ready for more of this big dick,” chuckled Officer Jackson, grasping his shaft and rubbing his cock up and down her slit.

“Yessss… oh… wait,” she stopped him with her hands on his muscular shoulders. “Wait. Lay back. I want to ride your big dick so that stupid cheating cuck can watch.”

“Yeah, you’re dirty as fuck,” laughed Officer Jackson. “Alright, babe.”

He stretched out on the bed, his knees and lower legs hanging over the side and his big, spit-lubed cock sticking up like a glistening telephone pole of throbbing flesh. Heather knelt astride Officer Jackson’s hips and faced her soon-to-be-ex-husband. She felt the necklace and rings drape her hand as she wrapped her fingers around Officer Jackson’s cock and worked her hand up and down his shaft as she brought her blushing cunt lower and lower.

“Yeah, that’s right, show him everything,” said Officer Jackson. “Show him what a naughty slut you are. How much you love that big dick.”

He spanked her ass, no doubt enjoying the jiggle and squeeze as she eased her pussy down onto the head of his cock. As she very slowly impaled herself on Officer Jackson’s big dick, she maintained eye-contact with Dean. He winced as he watched everything, stroking faster, gasping with shameful pleasure as his wife impaled her pussy onto Officer Jackson’s thick cock.

“That’s it,” moaned Heather. “Get a good look, you sicko. Ohhhhhhh fuck yeahhh! It’s so fucking big. It’s filling me up. Ohhhhhh, I’m gonna ride it down… to the root… mmmmmm… I’ll never be able to fuck a tiny little cock like yours again Dean. Ohhhh not after this magnificent dick.”

She felt Officer Jackson throbbing inside her and she squeezed against him, riding her pussy down to the very base of his cock. Until she felt her cuntlips graze his balls. Then, still staring at Dean, she began the slow ride back up. Inch after inch of cunt-slicked Black cock reappearing from her pussy until she was almost at the tip. She could feel the hard bulge of her rings against her clit as she descended again. Swallowing them up. Feeling that cock twitch inside her.

She braced her hands on Officer Jackson’s muscular thighs and began to ride him. Slowly at first, taking her time to savor every inch of that magnificent cock. To show it off to Dean and let him see what it did to her pussy and to the pleasure it spelled out across her face.

“Stroke it faster,” she commanded Dean. “Stroke that dick. Squeeze those balls too, Dean. Build up a nice big load, because I want you to shoot it all over yourself. Don’t hold back.”

“Ohhhhhhhh,” moaned Dean, unable to look away as he flogged his cock with one hand and cupped his balls with the other.

Heather felt a cruel thrill at the way she was controlling Dean. He had revealed his true self to her with his confession, and she was revealing her true self to him. She was a slut. A slut addicted to Officer Jackson’s huge Black cock.

She leaned back with her hands and arms bracing her body. Working her hips and using her leg muscles to rise and fall atop that cock. Officer Jackson reached around her and groped her tits with one hand. Roughly squeezing them, pinching her thick nipples, and even slapping her tits around to make them bounce more as she rode faster and faster atop his cock. Her leg muscles burning, but that burn nothing compared to the pleasure that was building in her cunt.

“Fuuuuuuck yesssss,” she cried, her tits slapping loudly against her ribcage. Her cunt devouring Officer Jackson’s huge cock with obscene wet sounds. And Dean, the whole time, pumping his hand on his cock. Looking like a tortured man, but unable to stop jerking off to the sight of his wife riding that huge dick.

She could tell Dean was going to cum any second and that made her ride Officer Jackson even harder. She decided to add to Dean’s torments and push him over the edge.

“I need that cum inside me,” she moaned to Officer Jackson. “Oh, please, shoot that load deep inside my pussy. I’m really not on any birth control. Please, knock me up. Fill me with your hot sperm and… and… breed me! Breed my pussy!”

“Ohhhh yeah, babe, you’re so nasty. Ride that dick like you mean it. I’ll fertilize that pussy.” He smacked her clit and rubbed it with his fingers as he bounced her with thrusts of his powerful hips. His cock huge and straining inside her pussy. His hardness somehow growing harder.

Heather forgot all about Dean at that moment. She bucked hard atop Officer Jackson’s fat cock and rode it with only one goal in mind: cumming all over his throbbing dick. Starbursts of ecstasy flared in her vision and her cunt, tightening almost painfully, unleashed in sudden, rapid spasms. Her nectar poured down Officer Jackson’s thrusting cock and spilled down her thighs and onto the bed. Waves of ecstasy pulsed from her clit into her core. A pleasure like nothing she had ever felt with Dean.

“Oh my god! Yes! Yessss! I’m cumming!” she cried, her pleasure-lidded eyes finally opening again. She glared at Dean. “I’m cumming all over his magnificent cock! Ohhhh… does that make you feel good, Dean? Do you like knowing how much his cock… ahhhh… is satisfying me?”

“Noooo,” moaned Dean, but his stroking hand betrayed his pleasure.

“Baby, I’m going to cum in that pussy,” groaned Officer Jackson. “Are you ready for me to knock you up? You ready for that sperm?”

“Fuck. Yes.” Heather bucked harder on Officer Jackson’s massive cock. Her tits bouncing wildly and slapping with sweat-damp pats against her ribcage. “Yessss! Oh, God! Yes, I’m going to cum again! Fill me up! Fill my pussy upppppp!”

She couldn’t hold back. Another wave of pleasure overtook her even before Officer Jackson started to cum. Then she felt his cock. Pulsating and jerking inside her clutching cunt. Delivering hot, smearing gushes of his cum deep into her pussy. Spurt after throbbing spurt drenching her walls and flooding her womb.

Dean let out a strangled cry and let loose too. Heather laughed as she was filled with Officer Jackson’s cum and watched Dean shoot his much smaller load all over his shirt and his lap. He coated his fingers in jizz as he milked out every shameful drop.

Heather continued to ride Officer Jackson, her inner muscles squeezing around him and wringing out every possible drop of his jizz into her fertile MILF pussy. It was then, with Heather, Dean, and Officer Jackson all sagging in the intense aftermath of their mutual orgasms, that Heather heard clapping.

She looked up and watched over Dean’s shoulder as Melody and her bestie Lucy walked into the room.

“Well done, daddy,” giggled Melody, leaning down and kissing Dean on the cheek. But there was nothing sweet about that kiss. Heather could see it as she dismounted from Officer Jackson’s huge cock and wondered just what in the hell was going on.
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Can’t Take It Back

Lucy

Lucy could hardly believe how kinky things were at the Applebottom house, but she loved it. Mrs. Applebottom was sitting back on the bed and playing with her freshly fucked pussy. Meanwhile, Melody was on the bed next to her, on her hands and knees and sucking Officer Jackson’s soft cock. Not even that stud could keep it hard after the load he blew in Mrs. Applebottom, but Lucy knew Melody and she’d get his big, thick, chocolate fun stick going again.

“Ohhhhh, yeah, look at her go,” purred Lucy. “She really loves sucking that dick, Deany Boy. Look at her, drooling all over his balls. She’s going to get him hard and fuck him right in front of you. How would you like that, Deany? Does it make your little peepee hard?”

“No,” moaned Dean, but he wasn’t looking away from the sight of his stepdaughter blowing the man that had just fucked Dean’s wife.

“Mmmmm oh yeah,” moaned Melody, her lips parting from Officer Jackson’s stiffening cock with a wet pop. She stroked him and looked up at him. “Your cock tastes so fucking good. Especially with that pussy juice alllll over it. Mmmmm.”

Melody looked over at Dean and Lucy standing nearby as she resumed wantonly slurping on Officer Jackson’s thick cock. Lucy watched with a twinkle of jealousy in her eyes, admiring Melody’s technique and wishing she were kneeling beside her and sucking that big, delicious dick. Lucy ran her hand down Dean’s hips and rubbed at the dripping, flaccid length of Dean’s cock.

“Not enjoying the show?” Lucy giggled, whispering in Dean’s ear as she began to awkwardly stroke his limp cock. “It’s not making you all hard? Come on, Dean, it’s alright. We all know that you’re a big cuck. That the thought of seeing your wife and stepdaughter serving this superior cock is what you really want.”

His prick twitched in Lucy’s grasp, and she stroked him a little more vigorously, leaning over to drip saliva onto her fingers and smear them over his shaft.

“Ohhhh that’s right,” giggled Lucy, pumping her fingers on Dean’s cock to the rhythm of Melody’s bobbing head. “That itty bitty cock knows what it wants. Look at her. Look at that girl you helped raise drooling all over that big, thick, black cock. Mmmmmmm. It’s okay. A little-dicked guy like you will never satisfy Heather or Melody after they’ve had a cock like that. Not that you satisfied your wife to begin with, right?”

“No… it’s not true… Heather… we had good times… we…”

Heather only laughed from the bed, plunging three fingers into her freshly fucked cunt as Officer Jackson’s cum oozed out around her thrusting digits. Lucy giggled, biting and sucking at Dean’s earlobe and pumping her hand faster on his hard cock. It wasn’t tiny or anything, but compared to Officer Jackson’s mighty cock it was pathetic.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Melody, starting to finger herself as she sucked that massive cock. She popped her lips free, gasping, feverish with lust. “I need it inside me. Please. Fuck me. Bareback and no pill. Fuck me.”

“Damn, all of you ladies are crazy,” chuckled Officer Jackson. “None of you on the pill. All of you wanting creampies. I’m going to get myself into trouble.”

“Wait, honey, this isn’t… MMMM!” Dean wasn’t able to offer an objection with one of Lucy’s hands clamped over his mouth and her other hand pumping steadily on his cock. Precum was beginning to ooze out of his tip as he stared in muffled horror at Melody kneeling on the bed beside her mother. The beautiful young blonde arched her back and presented her juicy ass and wet, dripping pussy to the cop with the massive nightstick.

“Damn, girl, you got my dick jumping again already,” he said, slowly stroking the length of his cock. “I know that tight little pussy is ready for a deep dicking.”

“Yesssss,” moaned Melody. “Oh, put it in me. Fuck me raw with that huge cock. It’s so much better than daddy’s.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Dean against Lucy’s palm as he heard Melody mocking his cock.

“You’re such a naughty man,” purred Lucy in his ear. “Not just fucking your sweet stepdaughter. Not just watching her fuck someone else. But getting all turned on hearing how much more she likes their cock.”

“Mmmmm!” objected Dean.

But his muffled objection could not match the volume of the sound Melody made as Officer Jackson fed his huge cock into her hot, wet, and very tight young pussy. He thrust until every inch was buried in her cunt and his big balls, still wet from fucking Heather, were pressed against Melody’s clit.

“Yeaaaaaah,” laughed Officer Jackson. “You’ve got that good pussy, girl. Now I want to see you throw it back. Show me how much you love that dick.”

Melody

Melody did love Officer Jackson’s big dick. It was a revelation, and she worshipped that huge black cock with her pink pussy, sliding it back onto his twitching length and greasing his cock with her pussy juice. She worked her hips slowly at first, looking back up at him over her shoulder as she began to bounce her ass off his muscular hips. He rested his big hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks and watching her asshole clench and bounce as she started to fuck back onto his cock faster.

“Ohhhhhh yesssss your cock is so much better than daddy’s,” she moaned. “Fuckkkk. I can feel those big balls hitting my clit. Ohhhh I bet they’re full of another big load for me.”

“You know they are, baby,” chuckled Officer Jackson, thrusting to meet Melody, but letting her do most of the work as she threw it back onto his dick. The room filled with the slapping rhythm of flesh-on-flesh and the increasingly wet slosh of Officer Jackson’s cock plunging in and out of Melody’s pussy.

She was in heaven getting railed by Officer Jackson right in front of her disgusting stepfather. Fucking him had only been fun because she had known the final destination of this taboo tale. Now he was getting tugged off and teased by Lucy as he was forced to watch his stepdaughter getting pounded by Officer Jackson’s massive cock. She was making sounds with that dick that Dean could never get out of a woman.

“FUUUUUuuuuUUUck YESSssssss!” cried Melody, her big tits swinging beneath her as she threw her ass back against Officer Jackson with greater urgency. Her face was flushed and her blonde hair was tossed as she looked back at the muscular cop. “Fuck me harder, Officer Jackson. Pound that pussy… like you own it.”

“Oh, baby, you know that good pussy has got me close,” he groaned, hammering his hips against her plush cheeks and filling her with the full length of his cock with every thrust.

“No pulling out,” moaned Melody, bouncing her cheeks faster and faster with loud slaps against his hips. “I want that big load of sperm in my fertile pussy.”

“Ohhhhh yeah, breed her pussy,” moaned Heather, throwing her head back as she fucked herself with three fingers. “Make a granddaughter for me. Breed her pussy.”

“Damn, you two are so nasty,” laughed Officer Jackson. The cop glanced over at Dean and gave Melody’s stepfather an almost apologetic look. “You know, I never get involved in drama like this, but your wife and your stepdaughter were just too hot for me to pass it up. Besides, I don’t mind knocking up a girl like this. Fuccccck. And she is going to get knocked up. That pussy is tiiiiight.”

He gave Melody’s ass a smack and then leaned over her, grabbing her hair to pull her head back. He leaned down and kissed at her neck. She turned to meet his lips, moaning with pleasure as he hammered into her.

She couldn’t hold back any longer. She cried out against Officer Jackson’s lips as her orgasm surged up from her core and through her body. Her clit pulsing with pleasure each time those cum-heavy balls smacked against her cunt.

“Mmmmmm! I’m cumming!” she cried, sharing a hot, sloppy tongue kiss with Officer Jackson as her spasms of ecstasy gripped his cock. She was still in the throes of pleasure when she felt Officer Jackson’s swollen cock surging.

“Speak now or forever hold your peace, daddy,” cried Melody, giving her stepfather a wild look. “He’s about to pump me full of his sperm!”

“Yes!” moaned Heather, bucking against her fingers. “Oh, fuck, yes! Melody, baby, take that big load!”

“Ohhhh mommy!” cried Melody, throwing her ass back onto Officer Jackson’s cock one last time as the big man’s grip tightened on her hips. He let out a deep, rumbling groan of pleasure, pounding hard into her as his cock erupted.

A hot torrent of his spunk flooded into Melody’s clutching cunt. His balls throbbed and his shaft pulsated with each fresh spurt of his sperm. A potent army of his DNA invading Melody’s fertile teenage womb. His eruption heightened her own ecstasy, and she milked his pumping cock with her orgasmic spasms.

“Yeeaaaaah! Take that load, Melody!” laughed Lucy, pumping her hand vigorously on Dean’s cock as Officer Jackson emptied his big balls into Melody.

Melody watched the agony, ecstasy, and self-loathing play out on her stepfather’s face. Her pussy continued to squeeze Officer Jackson’s slowly softening cock until he finally eased his length out of her dripping depths. She gasped, her hips twitching and a long, slimy strand of spunk drooling out of her gaping cunt.

“Look, daddy,” she moaned, turning her ass towards Dean. “Look at all that cum.”

She squeezed her inner muscles and there was an obscene slurping sound as a bubble of spunk formed and burst at the gaping folds of her cunt. A hot trickle of Officer Jackson’s silky jizz oozed out from her pussy, lengthening slowly before splattering onto the bed. Heather knelt beside Melody, reaching around to squeeze Melody’s putt and spread her open even wider.

“Loooook at all that cum,” laughed Heather. “I think he gave you an even bigger load than he gave me.”

“Mmmmm,” moaned Dean into the palm of Lucy’s hand. His brow was furrowed with anguish as Lucy stroked his cock hard and fast.

“Your wife and your stepdaughter, both knocked up by the same man,” giggled Lucy. “Isn’t that kinky? Doesn’t that just make you want to blow your pathetic load all over the floor?”

Dean

It did make Dean want to cum, but he fought the urge to spray his load out in abject surrender to what was happening. Heather and Melody lost interest in showing off to him and turned their attention back to Officer Jackson. They knelt in front of the cop and rubbed their big, soft titties on his drooping prick. Their tongues warred over his cockhead and they shared his spunk back and forth in a kiss. Heather dipped her head between his legs and began tonguing his balls. Melody started sucking his cock again, apparently eager to get him ready for a third round of fucking.

“Oh, you’re making me so jealous,” giggled Lucy. “Can I get in on the action?”

“Yeah, there’s room for you, babe,” said Officer Jackson, holding out an arm to Lucy.

She uncovered Dean’s mouth, and he gasped with relief.

“Now, are you going to be a good boy and jerk that dick off while you watch?” she asked, giving his cock a squeeze.

“Y-yeah,” said Dean, revolted by the idea but unable to refuse Lucy’s stern glare.

“Show me,” she said, looking down at his reddened cock as he slowly brought his hand up to it. “Show me how you stroke that pathetic little dick. You’ll never satisfy anyone with that thing, Dean, but you can at least get off watching a superior man with your wife, stepdaughter, and me.”

“Right,” moaned Dean, finally wrapping his trembling fingers around his cock. He began to pump his dick slowly, watching Melody slurping on Officer Jackson and his beloved wife suck on his balls. “Oh, god, this can’t be happening.”

“It is happening, Deany,” giggled Lucy. “Watch and enjoy, because it’s going to be the last time you ever get to see this.”

She slid off her top and revealed her huge, creamy tits and her stiff, rosy nipples. She played with her breasts as she moved over to Officer Jackson and dropped to her knees. Melody and Lucy started making out passionately and then squeezed their breasts together, trapping Officer’s Jackson’s hardening cock between them. They worked their breasts slowly at first, massaging him in their cleavage as Dean watched them.

“Oh fuck,” whispered Dean, tugging his cock a little faster as he watched them share a large, bubbly mass of spit in a kiss and then let it drool from their mouths onto Officer Jackson’s cock. Heather deepthroated that massive dick, then passed it to Lucy, who took it with ease, and finally Melody, who went all the way down to his root and licked his balls.

The three of them were well trained on Officer Jackson’s massive meatpole and they soon had him fully erect and twitching for more. It was finally Lucy’s turn, and she climbed atop him on the bed and impaled her pink teenage pussy onto his massive pillar of a cock. The sight of her riding atop him, huge tits bouncing, face flushed, was nearly enough to make Dean shoot his load. He fought back the urge, continuing to watch as Heather and Melody took turns making out with Officer Jackson. They knelt to either side of him, caressing his muscular chest and abdomen as Lucy rode harder and harder atop his cock.

“Oh my god,” panted Dean, his hand a blur on his own pre-slicked cock.

“Is that little dick going to squirt?” laughed Lucy. “Look, Melody. Your stepdad’s going to blow his pitiful load on the carpet.”

“Ohhhhh fuck,” moaned Dean, his pleasure rushing past the point of no return. “I’m going to… going to…”

“Shoot that weak sperm all over the rug?” laughed Lucy, her tits bouncing until Officer Jackson reached up to play with them with his big hands.

“Yes, daddy,” moaned Melody. “Oh, let me see it squirt!”

Melody’s words were too much. With a hopeless cry of ecstasy, Dean thrust through his fingers and erupted. Spurt after watery spurt of his cum shot out and spattered onto the carpet, on his fingers, and even on his arm. Cloudy drops spilled down his wrist and dripping to the floor as he squeezed out every guilty pump of pleasure.

“That’s the last time you’re going to cum anywhere near your wife’s pussy,” laughed Lucy. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yeah, get out of here Dean, you pervert,” laughed Heather. “We don’t need you here.”

“You can’t… you can’t mean it, Heather,” moaned Dean, taking a staggering step towards the bed. He was met with more laughter as all three women held up their middle fingers to him.

“I think their votes are in,” chuckled Officer Jackson. “You better get the fuck out of here before I make you get out of here.”

Dean retreated from his own bedroom, staring at the lewd scene until Lucy leaned over and shut the door in his face. His heart ached as he heard their laughter. He trudged down the stairs, not even bothering to zip up, his spirit broken and his life in shambles.

All because of Officer Jackson.
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A Young Woman’s Erotic Misadventure in Rural England

By Amanda Clover
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Abigail and the Voice in the Book

1930

Chastewell Heath, England

Abigail Fletcher was the most eligible young woman in the small Norfolk village of Chastewell Heath. The winsome brunette was grown at eighteen but had kept herself innocent and hardly kissed a boy during her entire schooling. She was more interested in butterflies, sewing, and above all, reading books. She made a playground of her village just as she had as a young girl. Going here and there even as she blossomed into a beautiful woman with plump breasts, long legs, big green eyes, and dark hair that hung in a luscious spill down to the middle of her back.

The boys that had felt keen on her had turned into men who knew a thing or two about the good things a man and a woman could do behind closed doors. Even the older men of the village had taken notice of Abigail, watching her hips swing or her bust bounce when she became excited. She was all but oblivious to their attention.

It was a crisp Spring morning when she rode her bicycle into Chastewell Heath, bouncing along the road much to the delight of some workmen rethatching a roof. Abigail wore patent leather shoes, white knee socks, a rather short plaid skirt, and her favorite red sweater over a white blouse that was beginning not to fit so well because of her ample bust. She rang the bell on her bicycle as she rode past the portly mayor and his wife.

“Hello, Mr. Bainbridge,” she said. “Missus.”

Mr. Bainbridge doffed his cap and Mrs. Bainbridge smiled and called out, “Good morning to you, Abigail. Up to trouble?”

“Just posting some letters,” said Abigail, barely slowing on her bicycle. “And then off to the library as usual.”

“Has your father met with that fellow from the land council?” asked the mayor.

“Rory is not my father,” said Abigail. “He’s my stepfather.”

She rang her bicycle bell again and rode on out of earshot of the mayor and his wife. She took a moment to admire the morning beauty of her quaint English village.

Chastewell Heath was a place straight from a picture postcard of Northern England. Abigail had come through rolling green meadows and sheep herds on her way to the village of cobblestone streets, stone walls, thatched houses, and whimsical shops that sold things like police whistles, tin cars, sacks of penny candies, and wooden ducks for hunting. The sort of place where the milkman still hitched his wagon to a horse and more folks rode bicycles than motor cars or motorcycles. Where long conversations played out in the street outside the bakery, butcher, or with the vicar in front of the Church of St. Mary the Virgin.

“Morning vicar,” Abigail called out to Vicar Preston Hughes.

“Good morning, Abigail,” he called, waving to her and smiling as the town’s favorite young lady rode past. He might have stared a bit overlong at her legs pumping on the bicycle and the way her skirt flared up to her thighs with the breeze, but no one seemed to notice. Least of all Abigail.

She slowed without stopping to shove the mail into the post box outside the post office, tossed her lustrous brown hair, then rode on to the library. She braked her bicycle outside the library as she saw Trevor Lumpkins, the roly-poly teen from her maths class, talking with Dexter Abercrombie, the wavy-haired footie star and most handsome boy in all the world.

“Good morning, Dexter,” she said, stepping off her bike. Her tone lowered and she added, “Trevor.” 

“Morning Abigail,” said Dexter. “Aren’t you done with school? What do you need to come to the library for?”

“She likes to read dirty books,” snickered Trevor, pushing his glasses up his piggish nose.

“I should be asking you the same thing,” said Abigail, completely ignoring Trevor. “You’re eighteen, aren’t you?”

“Nineteen actually,” said Dexter. “But I was so focused on footie that I got held back again. I’m brushing up on my maths for my makeup quizzes. Trevor here said he’d help.”

“I might’ve done that,” said Abigail, twisting a lock of hair around her finger.

“Oh, well, if Trevor cocks it up, then I might give you a ring,” said Dexter, grinning in a way that made Abigail’s knees weak. He said something that sounded like “goodbye” but she was floating on a cloud of teenage desire and couldn’t hear a word after he suggested he might telephone her. Dexter shook his head, climbed onto his own bicycle, and rode off.

Trevor lingered.

“You’re drooling, Abby,” he snorted.

She wiped her chin, but there was no drool. Trevor snorted with piggish laughter, his big belly jiggling under his too-small sweater.

“Oh, you’re horrible, Trevor,” she said.

“And your tits are getting fatter by the day,” he said, reaching out to poke one of them with a finger. Abigail dodged him and shoved him away. He was still laughing as she stormed up the stairs and into the library.

Mrs. Cannon looked up over the rims of her glasses from the book returns piled on her desk. The middle-aged blonde, infamous in the village for having the absolute biggest bust of any woman in town, sat up a little straighter and smiled. Her blue sweater was stretched tightly over her enormous bosoms and unbuttoned just enough to give Abigail a glimpse of the woman’s white lace brassiere.

“Here to help?” asked Mrs. Cannon, her plump lips shining red with her lipstick.

“Uh, yes, Mrs. Cannon,” said Abigail.

“Good, once you’re done shelving these,” Mrs. Cannon pushed the stack of returns across her desk towards Abigail, “I’ll let you have another look in the rare books room.”

Mrs. Cannon lifted her pendant from deep within her cleavage, showing Abigail the small bronze key that she wore on a chain around her neck.

Abigail nearly squealed with delight. Mrs. Cannon had let her into the musty, dark rare books room twice before, under the strictest supervision, and she had been allowed to carefully page through illuminated texts dating back to the 12th century. She could still picture the florid text and strange little drawings in the margins. The words that she could barely read, that reached out across hundreds and hundreds of years to describe a thrilling blend of myth and history.

Abigail practically went skipping through the library stacks as she found the place for each of the returned books and slid them one-by-one onto the shelves. What would have taken any of the other librarians half of an hour took Abigail scarcely ten minutes. She caught up with Mrs. Cannon as the busty, middle-aged librarian was folding the morning’s papers onto sticks in the reading room.

“Finished already? Well then, let’s have a look at those old musty books you enjoy so much.”

Mrs. Cannon produced the key to the rare books room and led the way through the thick-spined reference books to the iron door at the back of the library. Abigail watched with a racing heart as Mrs. Cannon bent over, her bum large in her skirt as she carefully unlocked the vault’s door. She swung the heavy door open and switched on the buzzing overhead lights. The scent of ancient books wafted out and drew Abigail into the room like the aroma of baking bread or biscuits.

“They’re so amazing,” said Abigail, reaching out to touch the dusty spines of the books along one of several shelves.

“Gloves, young lady,” chided Mrs. Cannon, pointing to the small box of white velvet gloves that were to be worn when handling the books. Mrs. Cannon nodded when Abigail had put on her pair. “Now then, I haven’t the time to babysit you all morning, but you can have a look at two books. Choose carefully.”

Abigail recalled one book straight away. A medieval treatise on plants and animals that she had seen in the corner during her last admission to the rare books room. She pointed it out to Mrs. Cannon and the taller librarian reached up and got it down from the high shelf.

“And for the other?” asked Mrs. Cannnon.

Abigail searched the room for something interesting. There were several religious texts and books with gilded spines, and these seemed to have the most extravagant illumination. She considered choosing one of those, but another book caught Abigail’s eye. At the very back of the lowest shelf, it was not even upright like the others on the shelf. It had a dark, dusty binding with no writing on it. The cover was black, but somehow darker than black. As if the book was bound in shadows.

“What about that one?” asked Abigail.

“Hmmmm? That? I don’t even remember that book being in here.” Mrs. Cannon leaned down to take it from the shelf and stopped. Someone was calling for her from the front of the library. “Oh, blast, it’s Mrs. Bainbridge. She wants to start some sort of reading club. I’m afraid I can’t ignore her.”

“I’ll be alright by myself,” said Abigail.

“Well… that’s not allowed… but I suppose you are always so well-behaved. Keep to the book I’ve already brought down for you. I’m not familiar with this other one. We can talk about it when I’ve exhausted Mrs. Bainbridge’s quiver of questions.”

“Yes, Mrs. Cannon,” said Abigail, sitting down primly at the stool in front of the book on plants and animals. Abigail watched Mrs. Cannon depart with a swing of her shapely hips. She waited until she heard Mrs. Bainbridge’s voice and then she turned her full attention to the amazing medieval book on the reading table. She stroked its cover, reading the archaic text softly aloud.

“’An English Catalog of Curiosities and Oddities of Plant and Beast by Father James Hastings’.”

She opened the cover gingerly and began to read the book. She giggled at the charmingly amateurish drawings in the book, but Father Hastings soon disappointed Abigail. He seemed to be fascinated with daisies and beans and moths. Nothing in the book was particularly odd or curious other than the unusual wonder with which Father Hasting’s viewed the plainest of sparrow. She gingerly turned the pages, expecting a badger with giant fangs or some sort of bat-winged snake, but the best she found was a childlike drawing of a turtle.

She sighed and glanced over at the strange, black book she had selected. A few more pages in Father Hasting’s dull treatise on hay weevils and she was compelled to get up from her stool and crouch down to have a look at that other book. It was thick and small, only a little larger than a brick. The pages were poorly trimmed and stuck out from the covers as if some had loosened from the binding. She eased it carefully off the shelf, being sure not to disturb the fine patina of dust on the books around it.

The moment her fingers touched the strange book of darkest black, Abigail felt something like a charge of electricity, but one that poured through her fingers and up her arms rather than a harsh shock like static. She turned the book onto its spine and realized there was an odd brass lock on the small book. There was no keyhole, but there was an indentation as if for a fingertip. She glanced back at the door to the vault, but there was no sign of Mrs. Cannon’s return. She looked back down at the book and pressed her finger into the slot on the brass lock.

“Ah!” she cried, feeling a sharp pinch on her fingertip. She pulled her finger back out of the lock and saw blood welling through the white glove. A moment later, the lock pinged and dropped from the book. The book opened against her leg, the spine creaking and blank, white pages were revealed.

“What… what is this?” she wondered aloud. Before she realized what was happening, a drop of blood soaked through the reddened finger of her glove and dropped onto the blank page. Abigail’s heart jolted as she watched the red splatter begin to spread and soak into the paper. “No, no, no! Bollocks! What will I do? Mrs. Cannon will never let me in here again!”

Abigail’s practical fears were quickly eclipsed by a different sort of horror. One that crept up her back with icy fingers and gripped at her pounding heart. For as she watched, the blood stain on the page began to spread and trace out words and symbols.

It was as if her blood had been a catalyst that activated an invisible ink hidden on the paper. The pages began to flip of their own volition and Abigail glimpsed a bloody red sketchbook of perversity and atrocity. There were men and women engaging in the vilest acts she had ever imagined and pages featuring demons and other monsters doing the same with the humans at their mercy. The accompanying text was gibberish to Abigail and yet she could sense its meaning. This was a journal belonging to a perverse demonologist. A man that had lived long ago and had not just worshipped demons but had communed and even copulated with them.

“Yesssssss,” hissed a voice hotly in Abigail’s ear. “Freeeeeeee. The truth… revealed.”

“Who is there?” cried Abigail, standing up and nearly knocking over several other books on the shelf. “Who said that?”

“I am Thalazar Blisstender. I feel your flesh, sweet girl. I wear it like my cloak, light upon my shoulders. This firm body, so innocent. So fertile. The things I could do with you when I walked this earth.”

“Where are you?” Abigail turned in confusion, trying to find the source of the seductive, hissing voice.

“I am inside you, Abigail,” said the voice. “In this ripe, young body. Feeling everything you can feel. You let me in with your sacrifice of blood.”

“That wasn’t a sacrifice of blood!” cried Abigail. “I cut my finger on your stupid book! What do you mean—”

“Abigail!” Mrs. Cannon stood in the doorway, her fair brow furrowed with anger. “What in the blazes are you doing, young lady!? I told you not to touch that book until I returned!”

“Look at the tits on that one,” chuckled the voice in Abigail’s head. “Oh, I’d like to tear open that sweater and fit those thick nozzles into my mouth and suck out her cream!”

“No! No stop it!” Abigail dropped the book and clutched at her head as the voice began to laugh. “Be quiet! Go away! Stop it! Stopppp!”

“Quit your whining, buttercup,” laughed Thalazar. “We’re in this together now! Were you go, I go, and I’m not going to be quiet!”

Abigail fell sobbing to her knees, the book slipping from her fingers as she moaned and wept, “Noooo! Noooo! Go away!”

“Abigail? Goodness sake, what has come over you? I’ve never seen you this way!” Mrs. Cannon knelt beside Abigail. The scent of her perfume filled Abigail’s nostrils and the warm presence of the librarian’s body pressing close could not be denied. Mrs. Cannon wrapped her arms around Abigail and held her upright to keep her from going into a fetal position.

“Those luscious tits are squeezing against us,” growled Thalazar. “Do you feel how warm and soft they are? Oh, yeah, baby! And that smell of hers! Like lilacs and hot, steamy cunt!”

“Nooooo,” whimpered Abigail, clinging to Mrs. Cannon.

“Shhh… it will be alright, dear,” said Mrs. Cannon, stroking the back of Abigail’s head. “Shhh. Deep breaths. I never should have left you alone in here.”

The more Mrs. Cannon squeezed Abigail against her chest, the more Abigail became aware of the librarian’s soft breasts. The warm weight of them. The pressing stiffness of Mrs. Cannon’s nipples.

“Grab them,” growled Thalazar. “Grab those heavy hangers. Feel ‘em up, you craven slut. Go on.”

“No,” sobbed Abigail. “No, please, be quiet.”

“You want me quiet?” Thalazar’s laughter rattled Abigail’s mind. “Alright, I’ll be quiet… if you grope those fat tits. Go on. Get your hands on them. You know you want to know for sure just how soft they feel.”

Abigail recoiled from the awful things being uttered by the voice in her head. She buried her face against Mrs. Cannon’s neck, hugging the librarian tightly and crying against her shoulder.

“It’s alright, dear,” said Mrs. Cannon. “Shhhh. I won’t say anything to your mum. Calm down.”

The more of Mrs. Cannon’s perfume that Abigail breathed, the more she felt a strange throbbing deep inside her tummy and down between her legs. The voice returned. A whisper inside her.

“Feel those tits against you? Go on. Reach up. Yesssss. Just like that. She won’t even notice if you give them a good… grab!”

Abigail’s hands slid up Mrs. Cannon’s body and pressed against the soft summits of her enormous breasts. She squeezed them through the sweater and felt the thick buds of the librarian’s nipples. Mrs. Cannon gasped in surprise, but Abigail did not stop. She kneaded Mrs. Cannon’s breasts. She shaped them through her sweater and felt the soft crinkle of her brassiere. Each squeeze sent another thrill through Abigail’s body. Another throb in her core. She gasped, squeezing Mrs. Cannon’s tits again and then pinching at the poking bumps of her nipples.

“Abigail!” cried Mrs. Cannon pushing Abigail away. “What are you doing!? You’ve gone mad!”

“No, not mad! Those jiggling jubblies need to be squeezed!” The voice cackled in Abigail’s mind.

Abigail’s face was contorted with maniacal lust for a moment longer as she struggled to fight through Mrs. Cannon’s shoving hands and continue to grope the older woman’s big, magnificent breasts. Then she saw the horror and anger on Mrs. Cannon’s face, and she realized what she was doing.

Abigail yanked her hands away, crying tearfully “Sorry! I’m sorry!” 

She shot to her feet and ran from the library. She nearly tumbled out the door, grabbing her bicycle and jumping onto the seat. She felt a damp warmth within her panties. A needful ache that pulsed and pumped inside her. She felt disgusted and ashamed of what she had done. Yet she could not stop thinking about Mrs. Cannon’s big, beautiful breasts.

“That’s right,” said Thalazar. “Good girl. Keep it up and you’ll be an acolyte of the flesh in no time. We’ll go back, once you’ve calmed down, and you can swap spit with that book tender. She’ll forgive you after you’ve given her slit a good tongue bath.”

“No, no, no! Stop it! Be quiet!” cried Abigail, tears streaming down her cheeks as she swerved her bicycle through downtown Chastewell Heath. She could see the faces of people she knew looking on in horror, some even calling out to her asking if she was alright. Abigail couldn’t answer them. She turned her bicycle down a side street, her body shuddering as she jolted over the cobblestones.

She was so focused on getting away that she didn’t see Stanley Poole’s milk truck until she was almost crushed by his horse and her bicycle went under the wheels of his cart. He shouted, slewing the wagon to a halt and jumping down to see that Abigail was alright. She was a bit scuffed, one of her knee socks slipped down to her ankle, but she was otherwise alright.

Stanley Poole was a very tall man with a reputation for placing a lot of strain on the marriages in Chastewell Heath by delivering more than milk. A strapping fellow in his late thirties in the white uniform of a milkman, he had a handsome, round face, mischievous blue eyes, and a bald patch in his sandy blond hair that was hidden under his milkman’s cap.

“Abigail, you silly girl, I nearly crushed you to paste,” he said, helping her to her feet and dusting her off with his big, strong hands. “Where were you going in such a hurry?”

As he asked the question, his hand settled on the firm, round curve of Abigail’s bum. She gasped as he gave it a squeeze and smiled down at her. Abigail turned and looked up at him, feeling the pulse of warmth between her legs. She wanted to scream at him for touching her like that.

“No, you don’t,” growled Thalazar. “You like him touching your bottom like that, don’t you? You want more of it.”

“I was… I was going home,” said Abigail, sniffling a bit and resisting the urge to look back at Stanley’s hand resting on her bum.

“Well, your bike has had it,” he said, giving her bottom another squeeze, “but I could give you a ride home.”

“Yessssss,” hissed Thalazar.

“Yes, thank you,” said Abigail, rewarded with another pulse of pleasure as she acceded to the voice’s demand. Stanley lifted her into the wagon on the seat beside him and put her ruined bike in the back. She laced her hands together and began to pray to God to protect her and help her remain chaste.

She was answered by the chuckle of the demonic voice in her head.
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Abigail and the Milkman’s Milk

The quaint cobblestone village of Chastewell Heath receded behind Stanley Poole’s milk cart. The high perch of the driver’s seat of the white-painted cart overlooked the chestnut thoroughbred that Abigail had fed carrots and apples to whenever she had one to spare. Buster was the horse’s name, but Abigail was more concerned with Stanley Poole himself. The handsome, middle-aged milkman had his hand resting conspicuously on Abigail’s bare thigh just above her knee. She was doing everything she could not to stare down at that big hand very slowly moving up to the hem of her plaid skirt.

She was also struggling to ignore the voice in her head. She wasn’t sure if it belonged to a demon or the ghost of a demonologist. What was certain was that it would not stop taunting her.

“That’s it,” rasped the demonic voice of Thalazar Blisstender. “Oh, yes, he wants it, my lovely cream cake. Spread those little legs wider. Come on, encourage him a little bit. Come on, he wants a feel of that hot little honeypot of yours.”

Fortunately, the voice was audible only to Abigail. Not-so-fortunately, she knew that if she obeyed the demon’s suggestions she would be rewarded with a thrilling wave of pleasure. But each time she felt that hot pulse radiating out from her core, she could also feel control of her own body slipping the slightest bit.

“Have you ever been out to the Overlook Cliffs?” asked Stanley, seemingly idly stroking Abigail’s thigh as he watched the road.

“With my mum and stepdad, once or twice for a picnic,” said Abigail.

“It’s not far from the way home to your house,” said Stanley, his fingertips brushing beneath the edge of Abigail’s skirt. “Such a glorious day, I’d wager the view would be beautiful. We could stop by.”

“I’m all scuffed up,” said Abigail, looking down at her torn knee sock and the abrasion on her knee above it.

“He wants to get you out there and feel you all over,” said Thalazar. “He wants to get you naked and put that milkman pleasure pump in that tight little cunny of yours. Wouldn’t you like that, dear? Don’t pretend. I know you want to feel that cock stuffed in that virgin cunt.”

“No, never,” gasped Abigail.

“Well, alright, we don’t have to,” chuckled Stanley, giving Abigail’s thigh a squeeze. “Straight home to deliver two bottles of milk and one wayward daughter.”

“It’s a long way back home,” said Thalazar. “Go on, give him a little bit of fun. He’s doing you a favor. Spread those legs. Go onnnnnnnn. Why are you denying a handsome man like that your hot slit? Spread ‘em!”

Abigail gasped with Thalazar’s insidious urging, and she spread her legs far wider than she intended. She was immediately rewarded with a hot pulse of pleasure from her depths up through her body and she let out a soft gasp as the sensation rippled through her. Stanley glanced over at Abigail, clearly enjoying the sight of the confused teen with her legs spread and her large, soft breasts heaving at her sweater.

“Are you certain you’re alright, Abigail?” he chuckled, moving his hand further up her thigh. His thick fingers stroking the smooth, creamy skin of her inner thigh. His hand pushing up one side of her skirt to give him a glimpse of the gusset and one side of her white panties.

“Oh, you’re not alright, Abigail,” laughed Thalazar. “You’re practically gagging for it. That hot little teen slit is bubbling like a cauldron. It’s going to boil over if you aren’t careful. And where’s the fun in being careful? Tell him you’re fine.”

“I’m fine,” gasped Abigail, rewarded with another pang of pleasure.

“Now, take off that sweater, because you’re getting hot,” said Thalazar.

It wasn’t even untrue. The bright morning light was soaking into her body and combining with her confused desires to make her flushed, her forehead slightly beaded with sweat.

“Just… just feeling a little hot,” she panted, reaching for her sweater and peeling it off over her overfilled blouse and her long, dark hair. She set the sweater aside, her white blouse revealing the depths of her cleavage and even the edge of her lace white bra.

“It is a bit hot this morning,” said Stanley. “Maybe you had better unbutton that shirt a little more. Let in some more air.”

Stanley reached over and did it himself, unbuttoning Abigail’s blouse almost down to her navel. The air did feel cool as it ruffled her shirt and stroked across the bare tops of her teenage breasts. Her nipples were stiff and sensitive in her bra. So erect that their protruding shape could be seen through the material.

“Take ‘em out,” laughed Thalazar, his voice sending another tremor of desire through Abigail’s body. “Go on, show him those perky pillows. Let him get his hands all over them. Let him lick and suck those teenage tits.”

“No, I can’t do that,” gasped Abigail, narrowly winning out over Thalazar’s urging. She told herself they were already a mile outside the village. Another few minutes and they would turn down the road towards her home. Then she could escape from Stanley and the temptation he represented.

“I don’t want you to do anything you don’t think would feel nice,” said Stanley, his hand moving further up Abigail’s thigh. She sucked in a breath as she felt his fingers brush against her soft teenage mound through her panties. He stroked her there, but so very lightly that it felt like a feather dragging across her innocent cunny.

“Oh, he’s a bold one! Doesn’t he know he can get in real trouble feeling up little girls?” Thalazar cackled with glee, watching through Abigail’s eyes as she looked down at Stanley’s hand between her legs.

“I’m over eighteen,” she objected. “I’m not a little girl.”

“Oh, I know,” said Stanley. “It’s obvious you’re a grown woman now, Abigail. You’re looking fit as can be. Put all those old maids that prowl around the pubs to shame.”

Abigail’s blush deepened as she realized she had spoken aloud. Thalazar laughed at her embarrassment, and she could feel the satisfaction radiating from his presence within her mind. Abigail looked up at Stanley and found his smile charming and reassuring but his blue eyes twinkling with a carnal hunger. A hunger that was certainly matched by the more insistent press of his fingers against the gusset of her panties. She let out a shocked gasp as he stroked her mound through her knickers. His fingers pressing more forcefully. His touch rubbing against her most sensitive bits and sending pleasure trembling through her body.

He seemed about to lean over and plant a kiss on Abigail’s lips when the bleating of a car horn stunned them both. Abigail saw an automobile trundling past driven by a small, hunched man wearing spectacles.

“Was that Mr. Lowry?” gasped Abigail, scissoring her legs closed against Stanley’s hand.

“Why yes, I think it was,” said Stanley.

“I hope he didn’t see me undressed like this,” said Abigail, looking down at her breasts scarcely contained in her white bra. She pulled at the parted fabric of her unbuttoned blouse to cover herself better.

“I wouldn’t worry about him, he’s as blind as a mole,” said Stanley and he gave Abigail’s soft mound another squeeze through her panties.

She straightened up on the driver’s bench beside him and gasped softly. The pleasure was real and physical, not some illusory confection like the pleasure Thalazar had given to her. This could not be denied. Even though Abigail’s thighs were clamped tightly around Stanley’s hand, he still easily began to massage the folds of her cunny through her flimsy panties.

“Mmmm, getting a bit damp down there,” said Stanley. “Might need to stop the cart so I can have a look. There’s a turnabout just up ahead. A few trees to hide us from the road. What do you say, my lovely? A bit of fun before tea?”

“Yes, yes, pull over,” laughed Thalazar. “Let him tear off those panties and get a look at you. He’ll stuff his fingers or maybe his tongue up that hot little cunt. He’ll have to fuck you. Bend you over and spank your round bottom. Suck on those fat tits of yours. Mmmmm. Oh wouldn’t that be a delight? Losing your maidenhead to the milkman twice your age! Yes! Yes!”

“Nooooo,” moaned Abigail, her desire betrayed by the jerk of her lusty hips and the hot ache of her cunt beneath Stanley’s fingers.

Stanley chuckled as he withdrew his hand from between Abigail’s thighs. He brought his glistening fingers up to his lips and shot out his tongue to have a taste of her seeping dew.

“Mmmm, yeah, that’ll do. Better than fresh honey, that is.”

“Oh, Mr. Poole, please,” moaned Abigail.

“A man after my own heart,” chuckled Thalazar within Abigail’s head. “Tell him he’d better pull over.”

Abigail felt a push from Thalazar’s will that left those last demonic words echoing in her mind.

“You’d better pull over,” she gasped before she could resist the urge.

“When you’re right, you’re right, my lovely,” said Stanley, pulling the reins and guiding his cart horse off the main road and into the turnabout. “Whoooahhh there, Buster. There’s a good lad.”

The horse stopped behind a copse of trees which obstructed the view of the turnabout from the passersby on the roadway. Stanley put the brake on the milk cart and climbed down from the driver’s bench. He helped Abigail down with an arm around her slender waist.

“Really, I just, um, wanted you to pull off so that you would stop, and, um, I could get my bicycle and go home the rest… mmmpphmmmmmm…”

Abigail’s objections were muffled by a passionate kiss from Stanley Poole, his blond mustache tickling against her upper lip as she cried out in surprise. Her shocked lips parted and invited Stanley’s tongue to thrust between them. She cried out with greater alarm, feeling that warm, wet serpent playing within her mouth. Her own tongue moved in reply and before she knew it she was properly kissing the much older and much taller man.

“That’s right, nothing wrong with a good kiss,” said Thalazar. “Oh, he’s had a nip of whisky. Can you taste it on his tongue? Melt for him, Abigail. Give yourself to the pleasure. Yes. Yes!”

Abigail moaned into Stanley’s kiss. Her body so small and soft in the arms of the big milkman. He slipped one hand down her body as he kissed her, freeing the last buttons holding her blouse closed. The soft shirt slipped from her shoulders and Stanley reached that hand around her back and unhooked her bra.

“Mr. Poole,” she moaned. “Wait… I’m not…”

“Shhhhhhh,” he said, kissing her again and working her bra from her shoulders. He filled his big, strong hands with the soft weight of her breasts. Abigail moaned into his kiss at the pleasure of his touch. His fingers stroking her nipples. Plucking them without pinching them. His hands pressing her breasts together and shaping their ample softness.

His kisses fell upon her teenage bust. His lips so warm and soft. His mustache tickling again. His tongue circling one nipple and then the other. His hands held her hips as he kissed, licked, and sucked at Abigail’s breasts.

“Ohhhhh! Stanley!” she cried, clinging to his head and knocking his milkman’s cap askew to reveal the bald spot at the crown of his head.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, shaping her breasts in both hands and leaning in to suck her nipple. “Mmmm! Delicious!”

He lifted his face from her breasts to kiss her again. A kiss that was hot and unrestrained in its passion. Abigail felt as if her mouth were melting into his and she felt weak in her knees as he kissed her with such force.

Stanley broke the kiss and spoke with an intense heat in his voice. “Turn ‘round, love. I’ll give you something special.”

“Do itttttt,” hissed Thalazar in Abigail’s head and the young beauty responded to her desire before she could resist Thalazar’s influence.

She turned and clung to the seat of the milk cart. She looked back over her shoulder and was surprised to see Stanley getting down into a crouch behind her. He pulled her hips back and then pushed her skirt up above her waist, baring her firm, round bum cradled by her panties, one side wedged into the cleft of her plush bottom.

“What are you doing?” Abigail cried, suddenly becoming very embarrassed by what was happening. She tried to turn back around, but Stanley held her hips in place with his strong hands. He hooked his fingers into the waist of her knickers and drew them down.

“He has a taste for you now,” said Thalazar. “Go on, don’t feel shy about it. It’s what he wants. Put that lovely arse of yours in his face.”

Abigail could think of a dozen good reasons not to do that, but she obeyed Thalazar yet again, pushing her rear back towards Stanley’s face. This elicited an appreciative groan from the milkman. He smacked her pliant flesh and pulled her back even more. Her bottom collided with his face, his nose stuffed into her crack and his mustache suddenly tickling against her cunny.

He lashed her slit with his hot tongue and pleasure shuddered through to Abigail’s core.

“Haven’t tasted a quim this fresh in years,” he moaned and began to vigorously lick at Abigail’s soft, tight cunt.

The pleasure was excruciating. Her acceptance was rewarded with demonic pulses of lustful ecstasy that only served to heighten the pleasure of being licked by Abigail. She had, of course, explored herself with her fingers before. She knew something of the secret pleasures her body held. But she had never imagined anything like a man pressing his face into her bum and tonguing her cunt with total lustful abandon.

“Lucky bastard,” muttered Thalazar. “That tongue feels good, but what I wouldn’t give to be the one tonguing your sweet little honey pit.”

“Stop saying things like that,” whispered Abigail.

“Mmmmm?” Stanley moaned against her cunt, looking questioningly over the creamy mounds of her bum even as he continued to lick her clit and dripping gash.

“Give him a real treat,” suggested Thalazar. “Tell him to lick your arse.”

“Lick my arse?” gasped Abigail in shock.

Stanley lifted his face from her bum, wiping fingers across his glistening, smiling lips and chin.

“Really? You’re a naughtier girl than I would’ve guessed, Abigail,” chuckled Stanley. “But alright, I’ll give your arse a swipe of me tongue. Nnnnnnnn.”

“Not there!” cried Abigail as the milkman’s warm tongue dragged up and then down again over her soft, sensitive arsehole. Stanley wasn’t listening. He held her hips fast and licked at her sensitive rim. Pleasure rippled through Abigail anew. A dirty sensation having his wet tongue pushing against her clenched hole. Wriggling into her. Licking the naughty passage of her arse.

She came with Stanley’s tongue up her arse. A knee-trembling, breath-stealing spike of pleasure that caused her cunny to spasm and drip with nectar and her arsehole to clench again and again around Stanley’s thrusting tongue.

But Stanley wanted more. Abigail’s orgasm had hardly receded when he eased his tongue from her pucker, gave her bum a few parting kisses, and rose to his feet. He towered over, reaching for his trousers.

“Wait, I’m not so sure I’m ready for that,” gasped Abigail, unable to look away as Stanley unbuttoned his pants.

He dropped the waistband of his briefs and freed the hard length of his cock. It was an impressive specimen, but doubly so for it being the first cock that Abigail had ever seen in person. A thickly, red thing with a bulbous round head that glistened with the oozing oil of Stanley’s lust. He gripped the base of his cock and stepped close behind her. She felt the slippery rub of his cock’s bellend against the backs of her thighs and the soft folds of her cunt.

“No, please, Mr. Poole,” she said, “I’m a virgin.”

“Not for long,” teased Thalazar. “Give it up to the man. He deserves a good fuck after tonguing your arse like that.”

But Abigail’s words had caused Stanley Poole to hesitate. He stood with his cock in hand, staring down at Abigail’s luscious cunny and perfect round bum only an inch from delivering him to heaven.

“I’d be your first, you mean?” His brow furrowed and he knocked his cap back with one hand and scratched at his head. “I didn’t want to be your first, Abigail. But… I need to cum. I might die if I don’t cum. That’s how it is for a man.”

“I don’t know what to do about that, Mr. Poole,” said Abigail, slowly turning back around to face him.

“Suck his cock,” said Thalazar.

“Get down on your knees, love, and give me a suck,” said Stanley, gently urging her to her knees.

She let herself be pushed to her knees on the dirt road, but she simply could not imagine placing the rank, wet length of Stanley’s cock into her mouth.

“I can’t do that,” she said, shaking her head vehemently.

“Well… what can you do then?” Stanley asked the question in a way that suggested he was quite cross and wondering what good Abigail was at all.

“Suck him,” demanded Thalazar. “Close your eyes, open your mouth, and stick out your tongue. He can do the rest.”

Abigail tightened her lips and instead reached out her hand and gently grasped the thick shaft of Stanley’s cock. She awkwardly slid her fingers up and down his warm, thick cock, surprised at how slippery it became as she spread the oozing liquid from the tip onto her fingers.

“If a wank is all I get, at least do it proper,” he said, taking hold of her hand and showing Abigail how he wanted to be stroked. He squeezed around her fingers to tighten her grasp and moved her hand from his hairy root up to the purpling head of his cock. He set a pace that was much faster than she expected, but Abigail did her best to match it, pumping her fingers up and down along the length of his cock.

Stanley’s irritation at her sudden refusal seemed to fade as she began to work his cock with her small hand. She marveled at the strangeness and brutish size of his penis. Watching as it seemed to darken to a deeper shade of purple and grow even larger in her grasp. It released so much of that clear liquid that her fingers gliding along his length began to produce disgusting wet sounds.

“That’s it, love,” groaned Stanley, leaning his shoulders back but watching her stroke. “Right there. Do it faster on the head.”

“Like this?” wondered Abigail, squeezing and stroking quickly at the bulbous tip.

“Yesssss,” hissed Stanley. “And put your other hand on my bollocks. Squeeze them just a little. Ohhhhh… feel how… that drawstring is cinching?”

“Hmmmm? Drawstring?” Abigail didn’t understand, but she kept stroking him, watching the pulsing trickle of clear liquid from his tip. Feeling it smear wetly on her fingers until it began to foam a bit at the ridges of his cock.

Stanley grinned and began to thrust against her hand, pushing his hips forward and back so that his big cock slid through her fingers and towards her face. She looked up at him, at the weird intensity on his face, and she wondered what was going to happen next.

“He’s going to cum,” chuckled Thalazar.

“Hmmmm?” Abigail looked down at the tip of Stanley’s cock and received her answer.

Stanley let out a deep, shuddering groan and his cock erupted in a hot stream of milky white liquid. This was hotter and much thicker than any milk that Abigail had ever seen. It spurted out with some force, stroking her nose, lips, chin, and splashing down onto her bare breasts. She flinched away, but Stanley growled and kept her hand moving with his, stroking his cock as it gushed again and again.

“Ahhhhh!” cried Abigail, tasting salty hints of the liquid on her lips as more of the warm, slimy cum burst across her face and spattered her jiggling teenage tits.

“That’s it, take that hot load all over that pretty face,” murmured Thalazar. “Tilt your chin up. That’s a good girl. Feel that cum all over. Yes, you’re turning into a slut.”

“I’m not a slut,” moaned Abigail, her words lacking my conviction as she was wanking out Stanley’s cum.

“Oh, no, you’re a good girl,” laughed Stanley, watching her tug out the milkman’s cream.

When it was done, and it took quite some time, Stanley was breathing heavily. He passed her his handkerchief and watched as she wiped herself clean of the thick, musky liquid. She stood up and dressed. Stanley tossed her bicycle out of his truck.

“See you around, Abigail,” said the tall milkman, climbing back into his cart. “And next time, if you want a ride, I want more than a wank.”

She was still buttoning up her blouse as he lashed the reins and went riding away with his cart of milk. Abigail watched him go as she finished dressing, then set out for home carrying her battered bicycle.

Abigail felt a mix of shame, shock, anger, and, even without Thalazar’s goading, perverse desire. As she trudged along the country lane, she kept reliving the moment of Stanley Poole’s release. The exciting surprise of it and the intense look on his face as he spurted out his cum again and again. She licked her lips, tasting the faintest residue of his salty jism there. She remembered his tongue at her cunt and at her back passage. The way he held her and tasted her with relish.

The way she came against his face with his tongue wriggling inside her.

“You want more,” observed Thalazar with a mocking happiness. “That’s easy enough for a pretty girl with big tits like you, Abigail. I can see the whole of your mind, my sweet. There is a man waiting for you at your house. A man who will give you what you want.”

“What?” She gasped. “Who?”

“Your stepfather,” teased the demonic voice.

Abigail stopped in the middle of the road and wished suddenly that a motor car would come along and strike her down just to silence the evil voice in her head. Because the demon knew, as well as Abigail, that in her darkest moments she had fantasized more than once about her stepfather. 

About what it would feel like to be fucked by the man who had helped to raise her.

The rumble of a motor and the plaintive blurt of a horn from behind Abigail offered some slim chance of salvation. She had to avoid her stepfather. Any man might help her do that. She dropped to her knees in the road as the motor car slowed to a halt.

It was the portly mayor, Mr. Bainbridge, and his curvaceous middle-aged wife. As Abigail pitched forward into the dusty road, she heard Mrs. Bainbridge cry out and leap from the car to help her.

Then unconsciousness swallowed her up. A comforting darkness intruded upon by the cruel laugh of Thalazar. Abigail dimly felt herself being lifted by the mayor and his wife and carried into the back of their automobile. She heard Thalazar’s voice, distant and rasping, exclaim, “Even better!”
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Abigail and the Mayor

The motorcar roared along the country lane, past rolling green fields, farm cottages, and ancient stone walls. Mr. Bainbridge seemed very eager to take Abigail home, although he seemed to be taking a very unusual route to get her home.

Abigail was squeezed between the fat mayor of Chastewell Heath, Hewitt Bainbridge, and his very pretty wife, Gloria Bainbridge, in the front seat of their roadster. She had regained her senses just minutes earlier after collapsing in the roadway. She felt very awkward being pressed into the small motorcar between Mr. and Mrs. Bainbridge. Between the mayor’s plump body and the smothering perfume that Mrs. Bainbridge was wearing.

The car roared past another road that seemed to be the last turn possible in the direction of her house.

“Um, sir, Mr. Bainbridge,” said Abigail, looking to the mayor. “Um, I think you’ve missed the turn. Weren’t you going to take me home?”

“Oh, no,” answered the mayor’s wife. “We’ll take you to our house and I’ll make you a nice pot of tea. We’ll telephone the doctor to come have a look at you. Just to be sure.”

“We wouldn’t want you getting home and thinking we didn’t do our utmost to take care of a wayward young lady.” Mayor Bainbridge looked over at Abigail, his spectacled gaze falling from her face to his view down her blouse. He wet his plump lips and looked back at the road. “You’ll be far more comfortable at our estate.”

“That’s right, they’re going to take you back to their house and they’re going to share you spit roast you like a chicken,” purred the familiar voice of Thalazar with such clarity that she whipped a glance back over her shoulder and saw only the dusty road behind them. “Ever had your cunny licked by a woman? No? I bet Mrs. Bainbridge would suck up all that sweet girly nectar from your peach even better than the milkman.”

“Stop that,” whispered Abigail.

“What’s that?” Mr. Bainbridge spared Abigail another glance.

“N-nothing,” said Abigail, her cheeks coloring. “Some… some tea would be nice. Maybe… maybe I should see the doctor.”

“Of course, my dear,” said Mr. Bainbridge and he smacked a big hand onto Abigail’s leg between her skirt and her stocking. He gave her bare thigh a squeeze. “We’ll take good care of you, Abigail.”

“Oh, yes, I’ll wager that fat pig will take care of you,” crooned Thalazar. “Imagine him as naked as a baby, grunting and gasping on top of you. Sweating on you. Kissing you. Do you think he has a big prick or a little one? Oh, you’ll just have to find out, my sweet slut.”

The Bainbridges lived in the largest house in the entire county of Bawdyshire. A three-story stone estate house with leaded windows and even crenellations like a castle around the roof. Such a fine, manicured estate that the Bainbridges were known to give tours to local school and church groups.

Mr. Bainbridge parked the motorcar in the garage and he and his wife helped Abigail inside. She felt very young and small in the company of this portly older man and his wife, younger than he, but still old enough to be Abigail’s mother. They took her to a guest bedroom on the third floor and sat her down on the bed. Soft red light filtered through the curtains.

“I’ll get the tea started,” said Mrs. Bainbridge, departing back down the stairs. Mr. Bainbridge lingered, breathing heavily as he looked at Abigail sitting on the edge of the bed.

“There’s a bath back there,” he said, pointing to a door. “If you’d like to wash up. Would you like that?”

“I… I suppose,” said Abigail, feeling a blush from the way Mr. Bainbridge was looking at her.

“Yes, good,” he chuckled, playing with his jacket buttons. “I’ll ask Gloria to find you something in our daughter’s wardrobe. She’s just a little older than you. Perhaps not quite so well… mmmmm… ample up top. But I’m sure there is something that would fit.”

“Th-thank you,” said Abigail, her blush deepening as he continued to ogle. Mr. Bainbridge seemed to realize he was staring. He bounced on his feet and backed out of the bedroom, closing the door, but not completely.

“He’s panting for your little cunny,” teased Thalazar. “Better wash it up so it’s nice and ready for him.”

“Shut up,” hissed Abigail. But she felt compelled, by her own dirtiness she told herself, to get up from the bed and walk into the small WC. She turned on the shower and undressed, looking at her body in the mirror. Thinking back to the way that the milkman had touched her. The way she had felt such pleasure from his fingers and tongue. And the exciting, even terrifying moment that his cock had exploded all over her. She could still see traces of the residue from his eruption on her hair and cheek.

“It wouldn’t have made such a mess if you’d just wrapped your lips around it and swallowed like a good slut,” cackled Thalazar.

Abigail bit back a reply, telling herself that the demonic voice taunting her was just in her imagination. That only made Thalazar cackle more.

“Oh, no, I’m here, sweetie, and I ‘m real!”

She climbed into the clawfoot tub, and the warm water of the shower drenched her hair, washed her face, and cascaded down her plump teenage breasts in a warm waterfall. She massaged her body with soap and a sponge, cleansing it of the filth, imagining she was washing away the demon. The edge of the sponge happened, purely by coincidence she would swear, to brush along the furrow of her cunny. The soft material, slick with soap, dragged against her clit and she let out a sharp gasp.

“That’s it,” laughed Thalazar. “Do it again. Just like that. There you go, my sweet one. No need for the sponge, just use your fingers. Isn’t that nice?”

“It feels good,” admitted Abigail, working her delicate fingers against her clit. She pushed two fingers into her cunt and gasped, her thighs trembling as she almost toppled forward. She remembered the way Mr. Poole had used his fingers. And then his tongue. And not just on her cunt. She let one finger dip even lower and caressed the soapy, wet clench of her arsehole. The pleasure she felt seemed to ripple up to her face and be somehow magnified and even hotter.

“Yesssss,” hissed Thalazar. “There is no sin in pleasuring yourself, whatever the clerics might say. Give in to yourself, if you will not give in to these needful men. Take your pleasure. It belongs to you. Fuck yourself faster now, that’s it. Your other hand… pinch your stiff pink nipples. Harder. Oh, yes, there you go, Abigail. My sweet slut. Faster now. Fingers moving faster. Do it for yourself, Abigail. Make yourself—”

“Cummmmming!” She cried, throwing back her head and working her hips against her thrusting fingers. Her orgasm blossomed and burst within her core. A shuddering series of spasms that seemed to pulse from her clit down to her deepest places.

“Ohhhh, yes,” groaned Thalazar, seeming to share in her climax.

She sagged against the shower curtain, very nearly pulling it all down before she finally managed to recover and shut off the hot water. She climbed out of the bath and fumbled for a fluffy white towel. She wrapped it around her slender body, barely enclosing the swell of her bust. She wrapped her hair in another towel. Then opened the door into the bedroom.

Hewitt Bainbridge was waiting for her on the bed. The portly mayor of Chastewell Heath had shed his jacket and shoes and sat in his just his socks, trousers, and shirtsleeves. He was red-faced and smiling at Abigaile as she emerged from the steamy WC.

“Have a nice steam?” he asked, leaning back in a way that exaggerated the roundness of his belly.

“Ugh, uh, yes,” said Abigail, very conscious from Mr. Brainbridge’s lecherous gaze that the towel did not even cover her thighs and could hardly hold in her bust. “Did you happen to, uh, find something from your daughter’s closet for me to wear?”

“Hmmm?” He took a moment to comprehend what she was saying. “Ah! Yes, it’s not much, but I believe this little nightdress of hers should suit you. I’ve picked out a nice pair of her underwear as well. Unfortunately, I’m afraid she has always been rather, ah willowy. So she doesn’t have a bra for you.”

Abigail crushed her arms against her chest, covering herself with her hands and trying to keep the inadequate towel in place. Mr. Bainbridge’s gaze dropped lower instead as the bottom of the towel was pulled up too high, revealing more and more of her thighs.

Abigail cast her gaze to the small pile of clothing on the bed. The dress was a pink babydoll style with tiny shoulder straps and a very short but puffy skirt. The fabric looked almost sheer. The stockings were white knee socks, almost like silk stockings, at least the panties seemed normal. Just smooth white cottony fabric. But Abigail hesitated to pick up any of the clothing out or to put it on with Mr. Bainbridge making no move to leave.

“Um, sir,” said Abigail.

“Oh, let the old doughboy watch,” rasped Thalazar.

“Ah, of course,” said Mr. Bainbridge. “I will turn around. I promise not to peek!”

He shifted his bulky body around to turn his back on her. He even covered his face with one hand. Abigail untied the towel quickly, feeling her soft, pert breasts drop slightly as they were freed of confining pressure. A cool breeze tickled between her bare legs and over the folds of her cunt. Thalazar chuckled at this but said nothing.

Abigail dressed hastily, her eyes on Mr. Bainbridge as if he might turn around and ogle her again at any moment. She slid on the babydoll first. Because she was still damp in places the sheer fabric clung to her body, revealing much more than she wished of the roundness of her bust. This only worsened when she tightened the laces at the back of the dress and felt it cinch against her breasts. She quickly pulled the panties up her slender legs and then, one after the other, rolled the stockings up to just below her knees.

“I’m… I’m dressed,” she said.

Mr. Bainbridge turned slowly, his eyes twinkling with delight and a smile spreading on his fat face as he caught sight of Abigail in the night dress and stockings.

“Well, well, well, aren’t you adorable?” He turned fully to face her. “Go on, turn around, let me see how it looks from the back.”

Abigail smiled nervously and slowly turned to let Mr. Bainbridge see the back of the dress. He rose from the bed and stepped slowly behind her, his meaty hands falling to her shoulders and his head looming over her as he began to breathe heavier.

“Yes, so lovely, Abigail,” he whispered, caressing the bare skin of her shoulders, down to her arms, and slowly dropping his hands to her hips. “Like a beautiful cupcake. Would you like to stay, Abigail. Stay the night? We could have supper. Something to eat.”

“I really… really must be getting home,” whispered Abigail, trembling as his hands squeezed her hips.

“Already?” Mr. Bainbridge leaned his face down to her cheek. She could feel his huge body pressing against her from behind. A wall of flesh. His hands squeezing and stroking her hips. Despite herself, her fear, Abigail felt a hot wave of desire ripple through her body. Her breathing grew deeper, her breasts heaving at the neckline of the sheer babydoll. Her nipples stiff and her cunt aching with rhythmic throbs of need.

“You want it, my sweet slut,” laughed Thalazar. “Why fight it? Let this beastly ogre have his way with you.”

Mr. Bainbridge pressed the softest of kisses to Abigail’s shoulder. Another and another. Slowly moving closer until he kissed the junction of her shoulder and neck. His hands moved up her body, reaching around her as he cradled and began to squeeze the soft, heaving mounds of her breasts. Shaping them with his desire. Growling hotly into her ear.

He sat back down on the bed suddenly, pulling her with him onto his lap. She felt the bulge in his trousers pressing against her bum. She knew exactly what that was. His fingers stroked her nipples. His kisses on her neck and her cheek just below her ear grew hotter and less delicate.

“Do you like me, Abigail?” growled Mr. Bainbridge.

“Y-yes, of course, sir,” said Abigail, looking down as he curled his fat fingers into the neckline of her dress and began to pry it lower. She sucked in a breath as her pink nipples were exposed, her soft titflesh distorted by the elasticity of the dress. His fingers went mercilessly to her nipples, pinching them, tugging upon them, and sending hot pulses through her body straight to her clit.

Abigail turned to say something, and he pulled her back, forcing her to lean against the slope of his chest, looking up at him over her shoulder. He leaned down, his eyes heavy with lust as he pressed a kiss to her lips. Her resistance melted. It was impossible to fight it as her mouth opened to him. Surrendered to this fat old man. His tongue sliding eagerly into her mouth to taste her sweet, surrendered innocence. One hand still molesting her bared breasts. The other, purposefully stroking her thigh and moving beneath her skirt.

Abigail knew she had to do something. But it was Thalazar who suddenly commanded her.

“Stroke him,” rasped the demonic voice. “Take the fat man’s cock out and stroke him with your hand. Just like the milkman.”

Abigail reached between her legs and beneath her for the buttons and the zipper of Mr. Bainbridge’s straining trousers. He groaned as he felt her fingers working to open the flap. To reach inside. To find the straining hardness of his cock.

“Ohhhhh, yes, my lovely morsel,” chuckled Mr. Bainbridge. “I knew you were a goer the moment I laid eyes on you. Go on then, Abigail. Get your soft hand around that.”

She felt it, so rude and warm. She looked down at it in her fingers. It seemed quite large compared to her small hand, red and like a fleshy bludgeon, but Thalazar laughed at it.

“Smallllll!” He laughed. “Mr. Poole puts that to shame! Go on, stroke that pitiful cock of his.”

“It’s big,” gasped Abigail, working her hands on it and watching the way the loose skin drew against the head and slid down again. A spot of clear liquid welling up at the little hole in the fat mushroom cap of it. The flesh so red it was almost purple.

“Yessssss, it is big,” moaned Mr. Bainbridge. “Pretty girls like you make it big. Ohhhh, Abigail. Stroke it well. You know… I have a job in town. I have need… of a secretary. Would you like… like that sort of job?”

He drew aside her panties as he asked her, and his fat fingers began to stroke the soft seam of her cunt. Her nectar spilled against his touch. She sucked in a breath as he found her clit. Kissed her neck. Sucked at her earlobe.

“Mmmmm,” he moaned, his other hand still fondling her breasts. His fingers so insistent upon her as she tried to keep wanking him.

“Maybe,” she moaned. “I am… I have been looking for a job.”

He chuckled and whispered directly into her ear, “You know what you have to do next to get it, don’t you?”

His fingers pushed insistently at her cunt and he thrust his cock upwards into her hands.

“He’s going to fuck you,” laughed Thalazar. “Oh, yes, little, innocent Abigail losing her virgin innocence to the fat mayor.”

Thalazar’s words triggered a fierce reaction in Abigail. She was feverish with desire, but she knew she could not give herself to this man. It couldn’t be him. Not her real and true first time.

“Mr. Bainbridge, no,” she gasped, suddenly standing up from his lap and turning to face him. “No, I cannot do that. I am… I have never done it before.”

She saw a flash of annoyance on his face before his smile returned. It seemed to grow even wider.

“A virgin?” He wet his lips. “Oh, my dear, I had no idea. I suppose… yes, you’re right of course.”

He reached out for her hand and brought her closer again. He guided her hand back to his cock.

“I understand,” he said as she stood before him, awkwardly stroking his cock. “Just finish what you started, alright? That’s enough. I’ll give you the job.”

“Really?”

He nodded, that same hungry twinkle in his eyes.

“Oh, I would be so grateful for that,” said Abigail. A job as the mayor’s secretary would make her mother so proud. Her stepfather so relieved.

“Thank him for it,” growled Thalazar and he gave Abigail a forceful push of desire.

She fell to her knees before the fat mayor and he groaned with delight and spread his fat legs. She looked at his thick, dripping cock. His fat, hairy bollocks, already beginning to draw up against his root. She did not think about it. She acted upon her urges.

She licked her lips, leaned her head down, and began to suck him. Mr. Bainbridge seemed to enjoy this very much as he let out a deep, shuddering groan and draped a hand gently on the back of her head. Abigail felt the salty taste of him slide past her lips. He seemed so much larger within her mouth. His cock strange and very warm. She tightened her lips and sucked upon it, tasting more of that oily, salty liquid spilling into her mouth. Mr. Bainbridge’s big hand grasped the back of her head tighter. Not roughly. Not forcefully. But like the guiding hand of an instructor.

“Yesssss, Abigail,” he groaned as her head began to move in his lap. “Oh, yes, you come into my office on Monday. I’ll have that job… for you… ohhhhhhh… my sweet beautiful girl.”

His breathing grew heavier as Abigail’s efforts filled the small bedroom with the sounds of her sucking. Wet, lewd sounds as her saliva coated him and dripped from his bollocks.

“You take to it so naturally,” giggled Thalazar, rewarding her with waves of pleasure each time her mouth slid down on Mr. Bainbridge’s cock and she felt the fat tip prodding against her throat. She tried to take it deeper, but she coughed and choked from the effort. She looked up at Mr. Bainbridge through bleary eyes and resumed bobbing her lips upon him. Thalazar rewarded her with more pleasure. “Soon enough, you’ll learn to swallow the whole thing down your throat. But not yet, Abigail. Savor the heat of him. That slimy salty taste. Oh, that is a man. Faster now, my dear. Use your tongue beneath his shaft. That’s a good girl. Yes, you’re a born cocksucker.”

“Mmmmmmmm,” protested Abigail, a single tear dropping from her left eye and rolling down her cheek. She bobbed faster. Sucked harder. Looked up at Mr. Bainbridge as his chest heaved and he panted with pleasure. She wasn’t sure why, but she brought her hand up and caressed his bollocks. The strange, hairy pouch drawing up tight so that she could feel the throbbing shape of his stones in the sac.

“That’s it,” gasped Mr. Bainbridge. “Ohhhh Abigail, your wicked little mouth… it’s too much for me. I am very close now, my dear.”

She remembered the mess that Mr. Poole made when he exploded. She pulled her lips away from Mr. Bainbridge’s cock, finding herself out of breath. She kept stroking the spit-soaked shaft.

“Don’t you dare,” growled Thalazar. “You’re going to take that cum in your mouth, and you are going to swallow it. No matter how vile or repulsive. You will drink down his seed. Now!”

“Mmmm!” Abigail cried out from the force of Thalazar’s command, her delicate brow knitting as she took Mr. Bainbridge’s straining purple cock back into her mouth. Tightening her lips around him and sucking him with sudden, determined eagerness.

“Abigail,” gasped Mr. Bainbridge, his fat fingers tightening in Abigail’s damp hair. “Oh… lovely Abigail… here it… here it… AHHHHH!”

She felt the powerful twitch of his hardness against her lips. She sucked hard and a moment later she felt the first thick, hot spurt of liquid into her mouth. It gushed against her tonsils, and she began to swallow without hesitation. A thick, prickly mass that seemed almost to stick in her throat. Coating it for certain with each spurt and each swallow. Repulsive, warm, exciting, strange, and absolutely thrilling. Abigail kept sucking and swallowing with each spurt of Mr. Bainbridge’s cum.

“Drink it all down,” purred Thalazar. “Keep going. Drain every drop. Oh, yes, my sweet. Here is your reward.”

The intensity of the moment exploded within her as Thalazar drove her over the edge with pleasure. She cried out, her cunt, though untouched, began to pulsate and clutch at nothing at all. Her clit throbbed and her arsehole clenched reflexively to the rhythm of her spasms. She moaned around Mr. Bainbridge with the intensity of the moment. Cumming as she sucked and swallowed every drop he had to give her.

Finally, he pulled her away from his cock with a gentle tug on her hair. His hardness, already deflating, slipped free of her lips and she looked up at him. Her expression rapturous as she was still cumming.

“My dear,” chuckled the fat mayor. “Did you… did gobbling down my spunk just make you cum?”

“Ohhhhh, Mayor Bainbridge, sir,” she moaned, still shuddering with tremors of pleasure. “I… it’s just that…”

A loud knocking at the door spared Abigail the difficulty of trying to put into words what was still happening to her body. She certainly couldn’t tell him that a demon from a book that had jumped into her body was making her cum as a reward for swallowing the mayor’s filthy load of spunk.

The knocking came again, and Abigail crawled back from the bed, giving Mr. Bainbridge room to stand. The mayor quickly tucked his cock away and then helped Abigail to her feet.

“Hewitt, are you in there?” called Mrs. Bainbridge through the door.

“Ah, yes, dear. Abigail is just brushing her hair, dear,” said Mayor Bainbridge. “We’ll be right out.”

The mayor gestured to the WC and Abigail hurried back to get the brush. The mayor, with surprising gentleness, brushed her dark hair, parting it to either side and then leaning down to plant a kiss on her neck. Abigail moaned and the mayor turned her around and kissed her again. A deep, tongue kiss that shared whatever bit of his flavor lingered in her mouth. She kissed him back, her breath growing heavier as Thalazar giggled cruelly in her mind.

When the mayor stepped back, a glistening strand of saliva connected his lips to hers. He gazed at her, his eyes lidded, his trousers bulging again, and it seemed he might throw her down to the bed and claim her innocence after all.

The knocking returned, more urgent this time.

“Doctor Pfefferberg is here! Don’t make him wait!”

“Right, we’re just coming out now,” said Mr. Bainbridge. He took Abigail’s hand and led her to the door. Mrs. Bainbridge’s irritation at being made to wait was erased the moment she saw Abigail. “Oh, aren’t you darling in that dress? A bit sheer, but we’ll keep the lights low in the parlor, so the doctor won’t see anything.”

“Yes, I, ah couldn’t find a bra that would fit her,” said Mr. Bainbridge, clearing his throat.

“I’m sure you tried very hard to get something on her breasts,” said Mrs. Bainbridge, her eyes flashing darkly as she looked at her husband. Then her smile and cheeriness returned, and she took hold of Abigail’s hand. “Come along, dear. He’s waiting down in the parlor having tea. I told him you fainted dead away and you scuffed up your knees. Wouldn’t you like some tea with the doctor? He’s very handsome.”

“Y-yes, Mrs. Bainbridge,” said Abigail, casting a last glance at Mr. Bainbridge.

The fat mayor was smiling and fiddling with his buttons now that he was wearing his jacket again. He nodded sympathetically and then Abigail was yanked down the stairs by Mrs. Bainbridge. Off to have tea with the very handsome Dr. Pfefferberg.
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Dr. Pfefferberg’s Special Concoction

Abigail was led down the stairs by Mrs. Bainbridge to the parlor to have tea with Dr. Pfefferberg. Her mind was very much lost in what she had just done with the mayor in the bedroom. She could still taste that strange, strong liquid of his semen on her tongue. She felt it heavily in her stomach, almost as though it were sloshing inside her each stair she descended behind the mayor’s wife.

“You loved it,” growled the all-too-familiar voice of Thalazar in Abigail’s head. “The way that fat old man kissed you and touched you. The feel of his prick. Slurping on that bit of meat until… sploosh… he gushed all that greasy slime into your mouth.”

“Be quiet,” gasped Abigail, under her breath. She hated the demonic presence that had invaded her mind more for how it picked at her weaknesses. There was just enough truth to what Thalazar said for her to believe it. He had the power within her mind to heighten her pleasure when she obeyed him, sweetening her unwanted arrangement with the entity.

“Oh, what did you do then?” continued Thalazar. “When that fat old bastard was popping off between your pretty little lips? Gulped it all down like a greedy trollop! Such a thirsty girl, why you must’ve swallowed nearly a pint of his seed! Sucking and sucking until his bollocks were drained! I feel how wet you are under that flimsy dress. You’d do it again in a heartbeat!”

Abigail bit back a curse, because she knew Thalazar was right. She wanted to suck Mr. Bainbridge – or anyone, really – again.

“Here we are,” said Mrs. Bainbridge as they reached the bottom of the staircase. “Just through here.”

Mrs. Bainbridge held open the parlor door for Abigail and they stepped inside. It was a pleasant place, with fancy lampshades and delicate lace doilies, a fashionable floral pattern on the wall and an expensive oriental rug beside the fire. Dr. Johannes Pfefferberg rose from the chair where he was sitting as the two women entered the parlor.

Johannes Pfefferberg was a young, handsome doctor imported to the English countryside from Austria. Although his accent marked him as an outsider, his shy smile, clear blue eyes, and neatly parted blond hair had made him popular with the locals. He was always fidgeting with his tweed suit and his doctor’s bag. He was Abigail’s doctor and like every girl in town she harbored something of a crush on him.

“Here is your young patient, doctor,” said Mrs. Bainbridge.

“Hello, Dr. Pfefferberg,” said Abigail, curtsying politely. “I’m sorry you’ve come all this way. I feel much better now.”

“Ah, ja, ah, Miss Fletcher,” he said, fidgeting with his tweed jacket. “Mrs. Bainbridge said you had a collapse. That is a serious m-matter and not one that we should overlook. Ah, please, mmm, may I examine you?”

“Here?” Abigail blushed slightly as she glanced at Mrs. Bainbridge.

“Oh, well, hmmmm, yes, if you would prefer, ah…”

“Here is fine, doctor,” said Mrs. Bainbridge, rising from the chair where she had just plopped her generous bottom. “I will leave you two alone and you can have a look at your patient. Enjoy tea and cookies there on the tray if you’d like.”

“Ja, ah, thank you, Mrs. Bainbridge,” said Dr. Pfefferberg, watching the mayor’s wife depart the room and shut the door behind her.

“Perfect, you’re alone with him now,” rasped Thalazar’s voice. “Look at this fellow. He’s a lanky good time, I bet. Physicians know all the best ways to pleasure a girl. How about we find out. Ready to give up that tight little cunny to him?”

“No!” cried Abigail.

“No?” Dr. Pfefferberg had been approaching her with his doctor’s bag in hand, but he drew back from her at the sudden outcry.

“Oh, sorry, doctor,” said Abigail. “Perhaps I am feeling a bit under the weather and given to strange outbursts.”

“Ah, yes, Mrs. Bainbridge did say something about that. You acting strange and all. Now then, sit down on the couch here.” He sat down beside her and opened his bag. “Now if you would, Abigail, please turn towards me and open your mouth as wide as you can. That’s it. That’s a good girl. Stick out your tongue. Ja. Good. Nothing out of order there.”

He put the back of his hand against her forehead.

“You do seem a bit warm, but perhaps not a fever. Are you feeling well otherwise, any aches and pains?”

“Your pussy,” growled Thalazar. “Tell him about your pussy.”

“Well, doctor,” Abigail looked down at her slender legs sticking out from under the dress the mayor had given her. “It’s just that, I have these strange feelings. Sometimes.”

“Feelings?” Dr. Pfefferberg followed the movement of Abigails hand as she slowly pressed at the front of the skirt, driving the sheer fabric between her legs and against the soft warmth of her mound.

“Mmmmmm, yes, right here,” she said, squirming as she pushed harder. Thalazar chuckling in her head and treating her with a tingle and throb of pleasure. “Maybe… maybe you could have a look?”

“You mean examine your… private area? Abigail, I’m not sure how that could… could apply to this situation.” He stopped there, watching her spread her knees, gather the hem of the skirt, and slide it up her slender legs.

She lifted until she had exposed the fluffy fabric of her borrowed panties. She bit her lower lips, her pert breasts heaving beneath the flimsy dress. Nipples stiff. Cheeks flushed.

“Ja, doctor,” she purred, mimicking his manner of speaking. “I need you to have a look.”

She spread her legs even wider, and it was impossible for the flustered doctor not to look. She raised one stockinged foot onto the couch and lifted her firm bottom to slip her underwear off. Down one leg halfway and then the other. Baring her softly tufted virgin cunt to him. Moisture dewing her delicate folds.

She felt a hot flush of shame suddenly, counter to Thalazar’s influence, and she cried out and covered her mound with one hand.

“What’s wrong? Another episode?” Dr. Pfefferberg cried with worry.

“Yes, it’s… I shouldn’t do such things, but I feel compelled to… to show you my body,” she gasped, lifting her hand away again.

“Ja, well, there is a condition, rare I think, called nymphomania. Such tendencies of a woman to become overwrought with s-sexual desires can be very dangerous.” He forced himself to peer at Abigail seriously even though she was baring her cunt to him. “Have you had intercourse with any of the boys at your school? Any young men? Or… anyone?”

“No,” she said honestly. “I have done things with some, doctor, but never that. It’s like there is this voice inside me telling me to do all these bad things.”

“Oh, don’t act like you don’t enjoy doing them,” chuckled Thalazar, giving her another buzz of pleasure.

“You are a virgin?” asked the doctor.

She met his nervous gaze and gave him a serious nod. Her finger touched the bud of her clit, that peculiar spot from which pleasure flowed, and she sucked in a breath. Working her finger in a slow circle.

“Ja, I see now,” said the doctor. “This problem, perhaps it could be cured with, ah, with the right stimulation.”

“With a,” she lowered her voice and leaned closer to him, “with a penis?”

“What!? Mein Gott, no! That very thing must be avoided. It would only encourage this voice inside you.” Dr. Pfefferberg shook his head vehemently. “No, Abigail, I have a medical instrument in my bag to deal with sort of hysteria. I usually use it with older women, I have used it on Mrs. Pfefferberg before, in fact. It is a simple procedure and it should quiet this voice you speak of, although perhaps only temporarily.”

“Annnnnything, doctor,” she gasped, bucking her hips and rubbing vigorously at her clit with two fingers.

He rose sharply from the couch, opening his doctor’s bag as he took out a polished chrome device roughly the size and shape of a large pistol. It trailed a thick black cord which Dr. Pfefferberg plugged into the mains electricity. He fitted a rubber pad like a small hairbrush for tangled hair but with very soft rubber prongs to the “barrel” of this pistol-shaped device and then gripped the handle.

“Now then, just lean back against the couch. Good, good, spread your legs wide. Ja. Perfect. You can close your eyes if you’d like.”

“Will it hurt?”

“No, my dear, quite to the contrary,” said the doctor and he flipped a switch on the side. The device began to emit a loud electric buzz and the rubber pad at the tip began to rapidly vibrate.

“My, what clever devices the wizards of your time have constructed,” cackled Thalazar. “I once saw a harem girl punished by having a harp string tied around her clit and plucked by a master. She nearly died from pleasure. But that is nothing compared to this contraption.”

“Ohhhhh, doctor,” moaned Abigail, holding the backs of her knees, her feet hanging in the air as she bared her slick cunny and even the soft divot of her anus to the descending rubber bristles of the machine.

“Now then, just try to relax and…”

Dr. Pfefferberg pressed the vibrating rubber head of the machine to the cusp of Abigail’s little virgin pussy. The moment the vibrating rubber prongs contacted her most sensitive flesh, she let out a howl of shock and pleasure and sat forward. He pressed more insistently with the machine and gripped her shoulder, forcing her to sit back as he went to work with the vibrating device.

Not even Thalazar was ready for the waves of pleasure that broke through Abigail’s body. She came almost immediately, but that was just the start. Every time the doctor pushed a little harder or revved a little more, fresh orgasmic ecstasy pulsated and shuttered through her body. The more firmly he pressed the vibrating rubber pad to Abigail, the wetter and deeper the sound it made as the vibrating brush became muffled by her yielding flesh.

When the doctor sat beside her on the couch to work her clit from a slightly different angel, Abigail decided she couldn’t take it anymore. She threw her arms around Dr. Pfefferberg’s shoulders and began kissing him.

“Abigail! Ach! This is a medical procedure! Don’t do that! Stop mmmmmpphmm! This is completely impossible! Mmmmmm! Nein! Mmmmmmphmmmm!”

His objections finally eased as her tongue fought its way into the doctor’s mouth. His tongue began to move against hers and he began to return her kiss. The passionate liplock stoked the fires of desire within Abigail’s insatiable body. Although he was distracted from the vibrator, she bucked her hips and arched her body to meet the whirring head, rubbing her clit against the tip like a cow might rub against a fence post.

“Mmmmmmmm!” She moaned, tongue tangling with the doctor’s as another deep orgasm rippled through her core.

“That’s right, nothing wrong with enjoying yourself,” chuckled Thalazar. “Now that poor young doctor is feeling left out. Better give him a little fun too.”

“Mmmmhmmm,” agreed Abigail, moaning into the doctor’s kiss as she reached for his trousers. He stiffened and tried to pull away, but she kept one arm tightly around him and held her lips against his.

“Mmmmm! Abigail! Mmmm now this is… what are you… mmmmmmmm!” He seemed to surrender to her hand as it wrapped around his cock and began to stroke. His hardness was long, partly sheathed, and twitching in her grasp. She pumped her fingers on him, peeling his foreskin as precum almost immediately slicked her fingers.

“Ohhhh, doctor,” she gasped, stroking him faster. “Don’t you want to put it inside me?”

“Yesssss!” Thalazar bellowed. “Surrender your body to him!”

“My dear, no, absolutely mmmmm not,” said the doctor, fighting her attempts to swing her hips around to face him. He braced one hand on her breast, using his grip to hold her at bay, but then he seemed to realize what he was doing and pulled his hand away quickly. “I didn’t mean to encourage… Abigail… what is this. No!”

She was facing him at last, legs spread wide, the vibrator dangling from his right hand as he held his left hand away from her as if she were a hot stove. Abigail needed it so bad. She knew it was wrong, she knew it was the demonic sorcerer inside her that was making her do such things, but she had to have more. She stroked Doctor Pfefferberg’s cock and angled it towards the soft, slick folds of her teenage twat.

“We can’t,” panted the doctor, objecting but not really resisting as she pulled him closer and scooted her hips towards him. “You’re mad with nymphomania. You’re a virgin. You’re my patient. You’re not even out of school!”

“Don’t listen to him,” snarled Thalazar.

“I’m an adult,” she moaned, biting her lower lip and looking up into those clear blue eyes with need. “I’m out of school! Let me show you with that big, stiff cock in my tight little pussy.”

She rubbed the folds of her hot, slick cunt against the dripping head of his cock. She felt the throbbing heat of him. Pulsating almost as powerfully as that vibrating machine. She rubbed him up and down her slit and over her clit. Her hand pumped on his shaft, fingers gliding over and back down his slimy bellend.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you doctor?”

“No, I… goodness Abigail… your vulva is so warm and well-lubricated. I think… we can’t… oh… oohHHHH! Abigail!”

She stroked him faster, rubbing his tip against her slit, ready for him to thrust past her fingers and bury his stiff cock deep inside her to claim her virgin cunt.

“Yes, doctor?” she cried, smiling up at him as he leaned over her.

“I’m… I mean… AHHHHH!”

Doctor Pfefferberg’s slippery, slimy cock jerked suddenly in Abigail’s grasp. She looked down from his face, contorted in pleasure, to his long, purpling cock sliding through her fingers. With a sudden spasm, it let loose with powerful spurts of milky white seed.

“Ohhhh! Doctor! You’re cumming already!?” Abigail laughed with surprise.

“It can’t… be helped! Your stimulation has… ahhh!” He spurted again and again, painting his seed over Abigail’s cuntlips, into her thicket of dark pubic hair, and in dripping splashes against her thighs and pink anus.

“I thought a physician might know how to hold his pleasure better,” growled Thalazar with clear disappointment. He stroked Abigail with ecstasy all the same and the pale young English beauty let out a cry, arching on the couch and thrusting her pink cunny at the doctor’s spewing cock. She came with him, spasms wracking her still-virginal quim as he decorated her with a mess of white spunk.

“Forgive me,” gasped the doctor, pulling back from her touch as he began to grow soft. “I didn’t… oh, dear, that was very foolish of me. I am sorry, Abigail. You need… perhaps a holiday to the country would be in order.”

“Ohhhh, doctor,” she moaned, massaging his cum into her skin and looking up at him. “Can’t you go again?”

He could not. Doctor Pfefferberg, clearly ashamed of his actions, tucked his penis away and quickly packed up his vibrating machine. He escaped through the door, rushing for his hat and coat and disappearing outside to his motorcar before the Bainbridges even had a chance to say farewell to him.

“Well, that was odd,” said Mrs. Bainbridge.

“Very rude of him,” harrumphed the mayor. He turned back to Abigail as she emerged from the parlor, flushed, aglow with her pleasure, but fully dressed again. “Feeling better, dear?”

“Yes, much,” said Abigail. “I think I should be going home now.”

“I’ll just ring your mother,” said Mrs. Bainbridge, heading for the telephone.

Mr. Bainbridge, who had been staring at Abigail with lust in his beady eyes, seemed to twitch awake again.

“Ah! I’ll drive her! No trouble at all! Come along deary!” He took Abigail’s arm in a friendly but forceful way and marched her out the door. He threw one of his daughter’s old coats over Abigail’s shoulders.

Before Mrs. Bainbridge could object, the mayor and Abigail had departed in his motorcar. Abigail waved goodbye to Mrs. Bainbridge and then looked over at the mayor. He was staring right at her bare thigh where the wind had ruffled her skirt up an inch or two.

She gave him a smoldering look and a knowing smile.

“I suppose that fat old brigand might do after all,” growled Thalazar. 
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Abigail at the Cottage

Abigail Fletcher had been tormented and teased as much as she could stand by the rasping voice in her head. At Thalazar’s cruel taunting, the comely young woman had already given herself willingly to several men, yet her maidenhead had escaped being claimed by any of her lovers. She had learned the power of pleasuring and being pleasured, she had cum several times thanks to Thalazar’s magic, and, at last, she had made up her mind that such games had to stop.

It was time to give herself completely to a man. True, a part of her wished it was a better man than fat, old Mayor Bainbridge, but he was driving her along in his motor car and he was clearly interested. Perhaps too interested, as he had narrowly avoided several accidents as he divided his attention between the road ahead and creamy glimpses of Abigail’s thigh beneath her wind-ruffled skirt.

“Oh, sweet Abigail, I have a cottage not far from here,” he said, wetting his lips as he stared at her thigh. “Your brazen beauty will be mine at last. No interruptions. No damned wife or doctor. I will give you what a pretty girl like you most desperately needs.”

“Really? What do I need, Mayor Bainbridge?” Abigail shot him a steamy look that was stoked by the buzzing pleasure of Thalazar. “Will you give me a lolly to lick?” Her tongue played against the edge of her top teeth.

“Hmm?” Mayor Bainbridge was so distracted by the look Abigail gave him that he drove off the road and into a ditch. “Oh, good lord!”

He jerked the steering wheel and drove back onto the road, but not before fanning mud across a man walking along the roadside. Abigail saw the burly fellow cursing and tossing his dirty hat on the road. She stood up in the seat beside the mayor and turned to wave to the man. He was rather handsome, with a brawny chest, a square jaw, and a big, dark mustache. He slowly raised his hand and waved to her.

“Sit down, Abigail,” hissed the mayor, perhaps realizing that Abigail’s skirt was being blown up to her waist and baring her firm, round bottom with the fluffy white panties.

“Every man wants a slut like you,” growled Thalazar’s voice in her mind. “And you want every man, don’t you, Abigail?”

She shut out the sorcerer’s lecherous snarls, but she could not deny his growing presence within her. The more she succumbed to the urges and incitements of the demonic voice, the more power he seemed to hold over her. She plopped back into the seat, sulking at how easily Thalazar was manipulating her.

Mayor Bainbridge took her pouting lower lip and slouching posture to be anger at him. He babbled apologies to her and promised fun was to be found at the cottage. She didn’t want to look at the portly red-faced mayor. Didn’t want to think about what she had already done with him. The way he had kissed her and caressed her. His little red prick and his hairy bollocks. His cock, so musky, sliding between her lips. Spurting out that thick, warm liquid that she drank at Thalazar’s urging.

“It’s nothing,” she gasped, trying to forget how Thalazar had made sure that Abigail swallowing that cum had triggered her own orgasm. “Let’s just… let’s get to your cottage.”

“Oh! Oh, yes!” Mayor Bainbridge laughed with delight, flashing his gapped teeth at her, his face red with his embarrassed lust.

Why does it have to be him? She wondered, asking the question of Thalazar without realizing it.

“My poor girl, do you lust after that brawny woodsman?” Thalazar’s voice growled in her head as the motor car turned down a dirt road bracketed by woods on one side and a stone wall on the other. “Perhaps you’ll have him yet. But it’s a matter of opportunity and the mayor, clever old lech, has ensured he has an ample supply of that! Look at him, he’s fairly drooling over you. I’d wager it helps that you’re wearing his daughter’s dress.”

“Don’t say such things,” muttered Abigail.

The cottage was not much of a holiday home. It was mossy and the planters were stuffed with dead flowers. The windows looked soaped, but Abigail realized it was just grease as the motor car skidded to a stop.

Mayor Bainbridge hopped out, waddled over to Abigail’s side, and helped her down from the seat. He looked her in the eyes, stroking a lock of hair tenderly from her face.

“You are so lovely, Abigail,” he said. “I promise to be gentle. Is this your first time?”

“First time?” She thought about the milkman and the doctor and Mayor Bainbridge himself.

“He means to ask if you’ve given your cherry to any boys at school, you silly girl,” sneered Thalazar.

“Oh, ah, yes, Mayor Bainbridge,” she said, blushing.

“I’ve won the bloody church raffle,” muttered the mayor, a dazed grin spreading on his face. He snatched Abigail’s hand and tugged her towards the door. He fumbled with some keys on his keyring and unlocked the old cottage. It was dark and musty inside, but he opened a few windows and lit a lantern. “Now then, a bit of tea? Some brandy?”

“Brandy,” growled Thalazar.

“Brandy,” echoed Abigail.

“Yes, of course,” said the mayor, spinning once and prancing over to a mantle stacked with bottles of spirits. He chose one, blew the dust from it, and removed the crystal stopper. He made generous pours into two snifters and offered one to Abigail.

She had never tasted brandy before, but her father and mother both had some when they intended to get very drunk. She sniffed at it.

“Here’s to new adventures,” said the mayor, clinking his glass against Abigail’s and knocking back a swallow.

“Drink,” commanded Thalazar’s rasping voice.

And so Abigail drank. One burning gulp followed another until the brandy had been emptied from the glass. She felt the heat of it in her stomach. A heat that spread quickly to her face and gave her a woozy rush of euphoria.

“My, you were a thirsty girl,” said the mayor. He held up the brandy bottle and offered, “Another?”

“One is enough for me,” she said, wiping her lips which felt suddenly all tingly.

“Good, so it is,” he laughed, finishing off his glass and setting it aside. “Now then, where were we before my wife so rudely interrupted us upstairs in my house?”

“Kiss him now,” commanded the gleeful voice of Thalazar. “Show him just how eager you are to yield your virgin flesh to this portly old bull.”

The thought of kissing Mayor Bainbridge seemed ridiculous, an absolutely silly thing to do, yet Abigail leaned up with only a moment’s hesitation and planted her lips against the mayor’s soft, wet lips. He moaned with surprise, but recovered immediately, his kiss devouring Abigail’s lips and his tongue thrusting like an eel into her mouth.

He fell upon her on the couch, kissing her and running his hands all over her body through the clinging dress. One fat hand parted her knees, and she felt his fingers upon her cunny. Rubbing her through her panties and sending hot spasms of pleasure down to her core.

“Oh, yes, my lovely plum, my sweet, beautiful Abigail, mmmmm,” he moaned hotly against her, moving to her neck, prying open the buttons of her blouse to kiss at her breasts.

“Mayor, oh, you devil!” she laughed as the mayor freed her soft breasts, so perfectly pert in their youthfulness. His kisses pressed to her nipples. That slimy tongue dragged across her buds and sent fresh peals of pleasure ringing through Abigail’s body.

“Yes, that’s it,” rasped Thalazar. “He’s getting closer, isn’t he? Do you feel those fingers on your cunt?”

“Yessss,” moaned Abigail, answering Thalazar taunting and the mayor’s sucking mouth upon her nipple.

“Spread your legs wide for him. Beg for his tongue. Let him take off those flimsy little shorts you’re wearing beneath your skirt. That’s right. Oh, he wants a taste.”

“Please, yes, mayor, yes,” gasped Abigail, lifting her bum at the mayor slid off her knickers. She kicked them from her feet and spread her legs wide. He paused a moment, red-faced and wheezing with lustful exertions. He stared down at Abigail’s virgin quim fuzzed with her teenage hair. Her pink petals glistening with her need. Her bare breasts heaving with her excitement.

“Please, mayor,” she moaned, clutching her tits in both hands. “Please, taste me. Let me feel your tongue there!”

“Such a naughty virgin,” he laughed, but descended like a hungry bear snuffling for nectar upon the aching furrow of her cunt. He began to lick her wantonly, his tongue running over her folds, tasting her clit, and slithering into the hot depths of her sweet pussy. Abigail cried out and arched upon the couch, hooking her legs over the mayor’s broad shoulders and thrusting herself against his face.

He pressed a pudgy finger into her cunt as he sucked at her clit. She could feel the tip of his finger against the tightness of her virginity. Gently probing. Pumping deeper without rupturing or tearing anything as he continued to lick and suck at the tiny pearl of her pleasure.

“Mayor… ohhhhh, oh my goodness, it feels so… so good!”

“Mmmmmm!” moaned the mayor, pumping his finger faster and looking up from between Abigail’s thighs as he sucked at her clit.

“Yes, cum for him!” cackled Thalazar. “Cum for the randy old warthog!”

Thalazar’s command was accompanied by a rush of pleasure that shot up from the core of Abigail’s body and filled her with a shuddering euphoria. She cried out with desperate pleasure, bucking hard against Mayor Bainbridge’s ruddy face and smearing him with her nectar. Her inner walls clamped tightly and rhythmically around his pudgy finger. Her pleasure spilled shamelessly out as she arched against him and squeezed the gourd of his head between her thighs.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” he moaned his encouragement against her cunt, sucking quite hard at her clit and her delicate folds. He was undeterred by the squeezing of her thighs and even lifted her bum off the couch as he held her legs over his shoulders. At last, she collapsed back onto the cushions, gasping for breath and laughing as her pert breasts heaved.

Mayor Bainbridge stood slowly, wiping his hand across his lips as he staggered back a step.

“My dear… that was… unexpected,” he wheezed, reaching for the bottle of brandy. He poured himself a healthy portion and drank it down in two great gulps. Seemingly steadied by the drink, he reached for his trousers. “Now then… I think it’s time for you to experience ecstasy in its purest form.”

“Are you going to shag me?” giggled Abigail, sitting up to watch the mayor fumble with the buttons of his pants.

Mayor Bainbridge stopped for a moment, his hands nearly finished unbuttoning his trousers. He looked at Abigail, at her flushed nakedness and her eager expression, and he broke into a grin.

“Why, yes, Abigail, I believe I am. Would you like that?” He flopped open the front of his trousers and revealed the stiff length of his reddened cock. The plump crown of his penis was nearly purple and dripping with his precum.

“To think, your first is going to be this buffoon,” tittered Thalazar. “Bet you don’t care, do you Abigail? You just want to know how good it feels. Tell him you’re ready.”

She resisted the voice of the demonic sorcerer in her mind for a moment and then gasped, “Yes. Oh, yes, Mr. Bainbridge. I’m ready.”

He grasped the root of his red prick and climbed between Abigail’s parted thighs. The bulk of the mayor seemed to smother her as he guided his hardness to her slick cunny. She gasped as his fat tip pressed against her folds, sinking slowly past her tight entrance and into the silky depths. She felt a pinch of pain as he pushed deeper, opening her cunt with his hardness.

“Ohh! Ah!” she gasped but recovered after only a moment. The mayor looked down at her uncertainly, his bare cock twitching in her cove. She smiled and told him, “Don’t stop. Just getting used to it.”

“I’ll never get used to a quim this tight,” groaned the mayor, resuming his thrusts.

The intensity of the moment riveted Abigail’s senses. The sight of the sweaty, red-faced mayor atop her body, thrusting away at her almost desperately. The warm, stiff stretching sensation of his cock plunging into her no longer virgin cunny. The soft pat of his hairy bollocks swinging against her bum. The creak of the springs in the couch beneath their combined weight. His belly sticking out ridiculously beneath his untucked shirt. The way he leaned down, breathing loudly against her face as he kissed her.

Abigail instinctively kissed him back. Her cunt tightening around him. Kissing the fat old mayor with her feet up in the air and his body hunched atop hers. Abigail’s pleasure building with each thrust. There was no space for shame or regret in that moment, only the animalistic, headlong charge of pleasure.

The mayor just kept gasping, “That’s it, love. That’s it, love. Almost there.”

He repeated this several times as his thrusting grew more intense and erratic. His bollocks tightened and were no longer swinging against her bottom. Instead, they nestled against her arse as he worked his twitching prick in and out of her depths.

Abigail felt the first stirring of her climax. A tightening flutter within her depths. But the mayor was far ahead of her in that particular race to the finish. He let out a wheezing cry, a groan that resonated through Abigail’s body.

“Bloody… bloody hell,” gasped Mayor Bainbridge. “I’m going to burst!”

“He’s going to shoot his seed deep in that tight little purse of yours,” teased Thalazar. “Is that what you want? This oaf to spunk you full of his cream? Go on then, Abigail. Ask for it. Beg him for it!”

“Yes! Oh, yes, please, Mr. Bainbridge! Please, let it all out inside me!” cried Abigail, feeling the sudden, hot surge inside her.

Mayor Bainbridge let out a horrible, beastly cry of pleasure, his face red and his body shaking. He drove his cock to the hilt inside Abigail and let loose with hot gushes of his seed. It flooded into her with every thrust, spurting out and overflowing her tight cunny. She felt the strange, silky trickle of it down the crack of her arse as his throbbing bollocks squeezed tight.

He looked so very ugly, all red-faced and straining, but that hardly mattered. Abigail wanted to cum too. She wanted him to keep going.

But Mayor Bainbridge wasn’t up to the task. His cock lost its hardness, and he slipped it from inside her and rolled aside, wheezing, onto the couch. His cock was filthy with his cum. Abigail felt more of that cum dripping down her thighs and spilling onto the couch.

“S-sorry,” he said. “I’ll do better in a bit. I’m famous for my second winds. Just need a rest. Another brandy. Or three.”

He stood up with his trousers off, his ass big dimpled and his cock hanging flaccid and dripping with spunk.

“Could I have a bath?” asked Abigail, touching the cum spilling out of her cunny.

“Yes, of course,” he said. “I’ll draw you a bath so you can wash up and then… and then…”

He wiped sweat from his brow and grinned as he stared at Abigail’s naked, cum-smeared body. Mayor Bainbridge realized he was staring and staggered back towards the small bathroom. Abigail heard water running and Mayor Bainbridge began to hum a tune that she realized would always be ensconced in her head after this momentous event.

“Anyone can make you feel good, Abigail,” said Thalazar. “I know you’re disappointed in the mayor, but there is a whole world of men out there who would be happy to help you cum. Why not leave this fat fool be and go looking for someone better. Like that hunky woodsman you passed on the way.”

“Y-yeah, right,” said Abigail, rising from the couch and buttoning her blouse back over her breasts. She pulled on her knickers and smoothed her skirt. Mayor Bainbridge was still singing in the W.C. and running the faucets to fill the tub.

Though Abigail desperately wanted a bath, she decided escaping would be the wiser decision. She made for the door, slipping out of the cottage and into the wild world.

To get away from the man who took her virginity. To heed Thalazar’s advice and find someone else who might do a better job of pleasuring her. 
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Abigail on the Hunt

Abigail felt the unpleasant slimy sensation of Mayor Bainbridge’s spunk still dripping from her cunny. Thoughts ran feverish in her mind. Thoughts of that big walrus of a man thrusting away at her. The horrible sounds he made when he was spurting his cream inside her. The shame of giving her virginity to such a loathsome man. Fears of being pregnant, of being damned to hell, of being… without another cock to satisfy that ache in her cove.

She was panting with effort. Running through the cold with nothing but the mayor’s stolen overcoat on over her flimsy slip dress. It wasn’t quite chilly enough to see her breath, but it was rainy and unpleasant all the same. She staggered through the forest, twigs breaking and leaves crunching underfoot, driven on by the growling urgency of Thalazar’s voice in her head.

“Keep going,” rasped the demonic sorcerer. “Find the right boy. They all have keys, my dear. One of them will unlock the ecstasy you crave. Look! What’s that? Up ahead!”

Abigail staggered to a stop at the edge of the forest and peered out at the country road that had brought her to this remote location in the first place. But the road wasn’t what had caught the attention of Thalazar. There was a small turnoff alongside the road where a drainage from the rains was slowly filling a pond to overflowing. Three bicycles were propped against the wooden railing and three young men were standing looking down at the pond.

For a moment, Abigail felt a rush of excitement, thinking she had spied Dexter Abercrombie among the boys. But no, they stood and turned, and she saw that it was none other than roly-poly Trevor Lumpkins from maths class and his two mates Philip and Clifford. Philip, a weaselly looking boy with dark eyes, dark hair, and a premature mustache, and Clifford, a lanky, spotty-faced young man with a tangle of rusty brown hair and perpetually skinned knees.

“Not them,” whispered Abigail. “Oh, no, please. Not those three. They’re the most disgusting—”

“Oy! Is that you, Abigail?” Trevor shouted with his hands cupped to his mouth. He came trotting across the road to the woods like a pig stuffed into a woolen jumper. His galoshes splashed in the mud as he reached Abigail, his two mates not far behind. “What are you doing out here in the woods? What… why are you dressed like that?”

He looked her up and down. At the oversized coat she was wearing. At the sheer slip dress peeking out from beneath it. His eyes widened as he saw her nearly bare legs and her stockingless feet in her muddy shoes.

“Look at this, boys,” he said, pointing at Abigail. “She’s turned into a forest woman. One of those druids.”

“Dryads, I fink you mean,” said Philip.

“She’s a pretty one,” said Clifford, sniffling and wiping his nose on his sleeve. “Isn’t she in your maths class, Trev?”

“That’s right,” said Trevor. “She was last year. This here is Abigail Fletcher. She’s a real dirty one. I’ve caught her reading those books they locked up at the library because of all those complaints. You didn’t say why you were out here, Abigail. What are you doing? You lost?”

Despite her revulsion for Trevor and his mates, Abigail also felt a distinct warmth blossoming and spreading in the depths of her abdomen. Thalazar could sense it too, for he rasped in her mind, “Yesssss. These boys have what you want. Don’t be picky, Abigail. How could you be after that man in the cabin?”

She could see the way the boys were looking at her. She knew how her damp shift dress was clinging to her body. How if she just opened the coat a little they could see the hair between her legs and the pink peaks of her nipples and soft breasts. She bit her lower lip, watching them watch her. Finally, she answered Trevor.

“I’m just trying to keep warm,” she said, her voice soft and playful. “It’s ever so cold in the woods.”

“Why’d you go for a walk dressed in those togs?” asked Clifford, sniffling again.

“Shut up, Cliff,” said Trevor. He stepped closer to Abigail and put his arm around her shoulder. He smelled like penny candies and paste. “We’ve got our own little clubhouse not far from here, Abigail. Keep you warm.”

“Got a stove it does,” said Philip.

“Get you out of these wet clothes,” said Trevor, his pudgy hand slipping under her arm, fingers feeling the side of her breast through the mayor’s heavy coat.

“Go with them,” rasped Thalazar. “Let them warm you up, my dear.”

“Alright,” said Abigail, answering Trevor and Thalazar at once. “I’ll go to the clubhouse.”

It wasn’t far. Down a slightly muddy dirt track on the opposite side of the road from the cabin. Abigail told herself that at least it was in the general direction of her house. The rain had stopped but the chill was lingering in the air.

The boys were watching Abigail. The way she moved. The frightful state of her clothing. The glimpses of her creamy flesh or blushing body spied from gaps in the oversized coat.

She could feel the lust wafting off the three of them. She wasn’t sure if it was Thalazar’s power inside her head or just her natural receptiveness to their pheromones, but she could practically hear their hearts beating louder and she could see the poles tenting in their trousers. They wanted her. Desperately. Animalistically.

“Yes, they’re hungry for you, my dear, and you’re going to feed them, aren’t you? Let them take what they want from your body. And you take what you want from the three of them.” Thalazar’s voice was a heavy whisper in her mind. “It’s a fair trade. Just a little pleasure among friends.”

“Trevor is not my friend,” whispered Abigail.

“Ha! Even better! Enemies make some of the finest lovers!” Thalazar’s beastly growl sent a tremor of hot desire rippling through Abigail’s body. She let out a soft whimper and staggered a step. Clifford caught her and helped her stand up straight again.

“Almost there,” he said, grinning a gap-toothed smile.

The “clubhouse” was a poacher’s shack that had been left to molder in the woods for the better part of fifty years. The ramshackle wood was almost black, and the tin roof was covered in a layer of old leaves that had fallen from the overhead trees. There was a door, small enough that Clifford had to stoop as he went inside, a single sooty window, and the tin collar of a chimney sticking out of one corner of the roof.

It was dark in the clubhouse. Just the light between damp boards and a bit through the blackened window. Trevor lit a lantern and hung it from a hook on the ceiling, the light deepening the facial features of all three boys in a sinister way as they turned to look at her. But for all the dark shadows, they were still three virgins and stared in nervous confusion at Abigail.

“We have some whisky,” said Philip, opening an old steamer trunk to reveal a bottle of whisky, cigarettes, nudie pictures, and a very busty woman’s brassiere.

“Yeah, that’s good, pass the bottle around,” said Trevor. “We need to get her in the mood to let us feel those… those things of hers.”

“Their demons are awakening,” growled Thalazar. “But they are larval. Help them, Abigail. Show them the way. My dear, with boys like these, you are in complete control.”

She didn’t feel in control. She was cold and wet and trembling. But Thalazar sent a hot wave through her body to warm her. It boosted her confidence, and a smile crept onto her face. She reached out and snatched the bottle of whisky from the boys.

“Hey!” cried Trevor.

“Shut it, mate,” murmured Philip, his gaze fixed on Abigail as she uncorked the bottle and tilted it to her lips.

She drank as they stared. Whisky poured into her mouth, harsh and hot, glugging down her throat as she drank swallow after swallow from the bottle until it was nearly gone.

“Bloody terrible,” she laughed, wincing and handing the dregs back to Trevor. “Ooooh, but that’ll put a fire in me. Warm me up nice so I can take this off.”

She shrugged out of the heavy coat, and it thumped loudly to the floor. The three boys gawped at her nearly naked body in the clinging shift dress. Nipples stiff and pink beneath the soaked fabric. Cunny hair visible as a dark triangle above her mound. She turned around, showing herself off to them, letting them drink in the sight of her nearly naked curves. Then, with her back turned to them, she peeled the dress down from her shoulders. She covered her breasts with one arm as she shook her hips slowly and let the damp, gauzy fabric drop from her hips and reveal her bare bottom to them.

“That’s it,” laughed Thalazar, his voice as hot in her mind as that knot of whisky in her tummy. “Turn around slowly now. Show it off. You’ve got them hooked. Now drive them mad with lust.”

“What’s the matter, boys?” she said, looking back at the three over her slender shoulder. “Haven’t you ever seen a girl before?”

They were so gobsmacked that they couldn’t even answer, which was answer enough for Abigail. She felt a flush of confidence as she turned to face them again. They stared at her little thatch of pubic hair between her bare thighs. Then their jaws dropped as she lowered her arm and revealed her ample, youthfully pert breasts.

“Don’t just stand there, boys,” she said, shaking them slowly back and forth. “Come and have a feel.”

That broke them loose from the ice. They stumbled over each other to get closer to Abigail. Their hands were all over her breasts, grabbing and squeezing, tugging at her nipples like they might honk.

“Gently now, gently,” she said, smacking Trevor’s pinching fingers away. “You wouldn’t like that if I did that to your cocks.”

“I might,” shot Clifford. “Give it a go?”

Abigail laughed at him, but she marked Clifford to be the first to get a bit of fun. Although the lads had her outnumbered, they were surprisingly respectful once she trained them with how to handle her soft breasts and sensitive nipples. Philip even dared to lower his head and give one of her nipples a lick and a suck.

“Oooooh, yeah, that’s nice,” moaned Abigail, cradling his head.

“Go on, try the other one,” she said to Trevor and Clifford.

“Will milk come out of them?” asked Clifford, hesitating.

“No, you great gollumpus,” sneered Trevor. “Not unless she made a baby.”

Trevor then looked from Abigail, flustered for a moment, before ducking his head to her breast and suckling like Philip was doing.

“That’s it. That’s nice. Come here Clifford. Give me a kiss,” she said, leaning towards him as Philip and Trevor tongued and slurped at her breasts.

He planted a kiss on her cheek and she laughed and turned her lips towards him. She introduced Clifford to a real kiss. Like the milkman or the mayor had kissed her. All moans and slippery tongue. As she kissed Clifford, she reached for his trousers. He stiffened and gasped against her lips, but he didn’t stop her from reaching into his pants and grabbing hold of his cock.

“Not bad, Clifford,” she murmured against his kiss.

“Tha-thank you,” he said, looking down and watching as she pulled out his prick and gave him a wank. It only took a few strokes before he cried out, trembling against her, and released hot spurts of his seed onto her hip and thigh.

“That’s right,” moaned Abigail. “Let it all out. Ohhhhh what a good boy.”

“Fucking hell, he’s spunked already,” said Trevor, looking with disgust at the mess Clifford had made of Abigail’s leg.

“Oh, you think you can last longer?” Abigail stepped back from Trevor and Philip. “Get them out then, boys. I’ll put them to the test.”

She got down on her knees for the competition. Clifford sagged into a nearby chair to watch as Abigail went to work Philip’s long, slender cock and Trevor’s dismaying huge untrimmed penis. She should have known that bellend would have a big, well, bellend.

“The boy who lasts longer will get a suck,” said Abigail, wrapping her hands around their cocks and beginning to stroke. It was a photo finish. Both lads groaning and moaning as she spit on her palms and wanked their cocks. They erupted almost simultaneously, spraying down her tits with hot lashes of their bollock batter. She laughed at their double-barreled explosion and stroked them off until they were down to dribbles.

“I won,” said Trevor. “You saw it. I won.”

“Did you?” Abigail gave him a doubtful look.

“’Fraid he did,” said Clifford.

“It’s true,” rasped Thalazar. “The fat one lasted longer.”

“Well then, fair is fair,” said Abigail, leaning in to wrap her lips around Trevor’s cock. He cried out in surprise, his prick still overly sensitive from being wanked. Abigail didn’t give him a moment’s rest. She sucked and slurped and kept him going until he was moaning and grabbing at her head. His cock trembling. His bollocks still tight.

“Aahhhhhhh! You witch! Going to… going to…”

“Mmmmmmm!” cried Abigail, sucking him off as his cock gushed his spunk into her mouth. She swallowed it down without even thinking, the strongly salty flavor slithering down her throat to join the whisky.

The sucking put Trevor out of commission, which meant Abigail had the other two boys to entertain while he recovered. Thalazar growled with encouragement and sent fresh pulses of pleasure through her body.

Clifford and Philip watched, cocks in hand, as Abigail positioned herself slowly on the ratty floor of the clubhouse. She lay mostly upon her coat, braced on her elbows as she spread her legs wide and showed her blushing wet cunny to the two young men.

“Who wants to go first?” she asked Clifford and Philip.

It was Clifford who seized the initiative again. He climbed atop her, kissing her lips and then deciding better when he tasted the salty residue there. He kissed her neck instead, one hand groping her cum-smeared tits as his other hand guided his cock to her cunny. She moaned with delight as he thrust into her messy cunt. If only he knew he was fucking her with Mayor Bainbridge’s spunk as lube.

His thrusts were ragged, intense, and inexperienced. He let out a cry after only a few thrusts and pulled out to spurt his spunk on Abigail’s tummy. At least it was warm.

“Oh, you should’ve gone inside,” she said.

“Don’t want no babies,” gasped Clifford, wanking out the last and staggering back.

Philip was next, sliding his slender cock into Abigail’s dripping snatch and lasting all of ten strokes before pulling out and gushing his spunk all over her breasts again. She sucked the last drops from his cock, and he moaned and staggered back.

Trevor rose from the bench at the back of the clubhouse, and he dropped heavily to his knees between Abigail’s legs.

“Oh, no, I don’t want to look at your ugly face while you plow me, Trevor,” said Abigail. “You can do it from behind.”

“Yesssssss,” rasped Thalazar. “Tell him to fuck your arse! I’ll make sure you cum!”

“Not the little hole,” warned Abigail, looking back at Trevor as she positioned herself for him on her hands and knees. “And don’t be too rough.”

But Trevor had something to prove. He ignored Abigail’s instructions, grabbing hold of her hip with one hand and feeding his cock into the pink knot of her arsehole. Her crack was properly smeared with spunk juice from earlier and his cock forced its way inside her with relative ease. She felt discomfort bordering on pain for Trevor’s first thrust and then it was gone.

True to his word, Thalazar made her feel nothing but pleasure as Trevor roughly rutted into her ass. He grabbed her hair and jerked her head back. He kissed her neck, and she turned her face towards him and met his sloppy, wheezing kiss with her lips and tongue. Abigail didn’t want to cum from being buggered by Trevor, but Thalazar ensured there was no alternative.

“Nnnnnnn! Ahhhhh! God help me! I’m… I’m cumming!” Her cunny clutched at nothing at all, and her juices poured down her quivering thighs. She bucked back against Trevor, skewering her arse on his thrusting cock. Wringing his root with the grip of her tight hole. She saw starbursts of pleasure exploding behind her eyelids and she very nearly passed out.

She felt Trevor unleashing a flood of hot spunk up her arse. Spurt after spurt filling her up as he grunted like a beast. He was still hilted inside her when the door to the clubhouse was suddenly thrown open.

There, silhouetted in the wan light of the overcast day, stood the vicar. And he looked quite upset.

“Abigail Fletcher!” he cried. “What have these boys done to you!?”
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Abigail Sees the Vicar

Abigail had returned to almost the spot where she had started her morning in Chastewell Heath. She was in sight of the library, looking out through the white stained-glass face of Christ in the vicarage office of the Church of St. Mary the Virgin. Abigail had a blanket draped over her shoulders and was wearing a nun’s plain black tunic and little else.

Vicar Preston Hughes, graying but still handsome in a craggy sort of way, prattled on behind her about how she had been violated by Trevor and his mates and how she should consider calling Constable Webley. She cradled a cup of lemon tea in her hands and continued to stare out the window at the library, barely listening to the vicar. She enjoyed the warmth of the teacup in her hands but was not keen on drinking it. She preferred the lingering salty taste of spunk on her lips more.

“Imagine if you turned that bloviating cleric,” growled the voice of Thalazar in her head, sending a ripple of lust through Abigail’s comely young body. “He can’t hope to resist a body like yours. So young and nubile. So eager to please. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“I’m tired,” murmured Abby. “I should like to go home.”

“Yes? That’s a good idea, Abigail, but we will have a frank talk first.” The vicar sat forward with his elbows on his desk and his fingers steepled. “Now, in Hebrews 13:4, Paul writes of the boundaries of marriage and how ‘God will judge the sexually immoral and adulterous.’ Fornication, sinful outside marriage, can put a stain upon the sinner. But that’s not you, Abigail. You were a victim of those boys and their rampant lust. I see that now and I… I…”

His words trailed off as Abby turned to him and shed the blanket that had shrouded her body. Even in the formless black sackcloth of the nunnery, her ample young curves were revealed. Vicar Hughes stammered, trying to speak again, but unable to get a word out as Abigail began to unbutton the habit.

“It wasn’t those awful boys, vicar,” said Abigail. “It was this feeling I got inside myself. It was as if God was in my head, telling me what to do.”

“Oh, I’m god now, am I?” snorted Thalazar, sending hot desire pulsating through her body. “Go on then, holy girl, show this fool your sacred flesh. Make him understand.”

She could not have ignored his command if she tried, not that she felt any inclination to resist Thalazar. She climbed onto the vicar’s desk, making him rock back in his chair as she crawled towards him. Her knees drew the black habit tight against her body so that even such a formless garment revealed the luscious shape of her ripe young body.

“Stay back! What are you doing?” cried Vicar Hughes.

“Ohhhh, vicar, I can’t help it,” she gasped and crawled closer to Vicar Hughes, clawing at the buttons of the habit until it was pulled from her shoulders by her forward motion. She burst from the dark fabric like a butterfly escaping its chrysalis and beneath it she wore nothing at all. Her breasts heaving, pink nipples stiff, and pale flesh marked in several places by the rough hands of her recent lovers.

She reached for his dark cassock and knocked aside his spectacles as she leaned out from the desk and over his lap for a kiss. He was still stammering an objection as her hot, young, eager mouth found those lips that had spoken so many sermons. Thalazar’s delighted laughter rippled through Abigail as Vicar Hughes surrendered almost immediately to Abigail’s hungry kiss. His lips parting. His mouth opening. His tongue meeting hers in a sinful dance.

“Mmmm! No!” he cried, pulling back suddenly. He rolled back his desk chair and Abigail slid off the desk and to her knees. He rose from the chair, standing over her, trying to cover her with the discarded habit. “You’re hysterical with lust, Abigail. That… that feeling you talked about… that’s devilry. That’s the devil inside you. And we must fight it together, Abigail.”

“Ohhhh, yesss, together,” she moaned, shrugging off his attempts to cover her naked body. She grabbed for his cassock again and managed to open the buttons on its lower half. He wore dark trousers beneath, and she ran her hands over the front and felt the stiffness of his cock.

A very, very big cock.

“Oh, my, vicar! What have you been hiding in here!?” She squeezed the outline of his cock, and he cried out and tried to retreat from her. She wouldn’t let go, squeezing and stroking his impressive cock through his pants. “You should be a bishop with a willy like this.”

Vicar Hughes was tormented by her caresses. He twisted and staggered in place, unable to pull away from her, but looking everywhere but at Abigail as she worked his pants open with her eager fingers. She giggled with delight as she lowered his undershorts and his huge, untrimmed, very stiff cock bounced free and nearly smacked her across the face.

“Oh, Holy Father, protect me from this girl,” moaned the vicar, his hands on Abigail’s shoulders as though he might push her away. He didn’t push though. It was a token of resistance, and the vicar had stopped averting his gaze. He was muttering prayers but watching as Abigail wrapped both of her soft hands around his throbbing length.

She met his gaze as she ran her tongue around the head of his cock. He let out an almost pitiful, whining gasp of pleasure, watching as the fat bellend of his willy disappeared into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around him, sucking him as she began to stroke him. Her pert bottom bounced against her heels as her entire body rose and fell with the motion of her bobbing head.

The lewd sound of sucking filled the vicar’s office. The stained-glass painting Abigail’s naked flesh in a patchwork of colored light. The breathing of the vicar grew heavier and heavier as his grasp tightened on Abigail’s shoulders.

“You’ve… you’ve truly gone mad, Abigail,” he moaned as her lips popped wetly over the head of his cock.

“Mmmmm, your cock tastes so good, vicar,” she moaned, pulling free of his tip trailing saliva. She released his shaft with one hand and reached between her thighs. “Sucking your holy rod is making me sooooo wet. See?”

She held her glistening fingers up to him as she leaned in and teased his cock with her tongue some more.

“Go on, vicar, smell it,” she said.

He leaned down the slightest bit and sniffed at her slick fingers.

“Taste it,” she commanded and rubbed her fingers against his lips.

His tongue shot out and sampled the nectar gathered on her fingers. He let out a guilty moan and licked her fingers again. Then he sucked two digits into his mouth, cleaning them of her sweet juices.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Abigail around his cock before pulling free again. “How long has it been, vicar?”

“I’m married,” he gasped, wincing with another wave of guilt.

“You didn’t answer,” she said. “How long since you’ve fucked that sweet wife of yours?”

“Six… six months,” he admitted.

“Mmmmm, I bet you’re all pent up,” purred Abigail.

Vicar Preston Hughes let out a groan of defeat as Abigail began to wantonly slurp his huge cock. He fell back into his chair and she followed him a moment later, her head bobbing upon his cock and her fingers massaging the tightening weight of his bollocks. The tension built in the room as she pleasured the vicar. His cock twitched and leaked precum into her sucking mouth. His hand finally rested on her bobbing head. His breathing grew heavier and heavier.

“I’ve heard there’s nothing so sweet as the hypocritical seed of a priest,” rasped Thalazar, stoking Abigail’s already rampant lust and making her clit pulse beneath her massaging fingers. “Go on, suck out that old cleric’s cum. He’s getting close. Do you feel it? His stones as tight as apples? His cock twitching and leaking out that salty slime? Oh, you’re such a sweet cocksucker Abigail.”

“Mmmmhmmhm,” she replied to Thalazar with a mouthful of the vicar’s huge cock.

She wanted to taste the vicar’s spunk, but the vicar, suddenly accepting his part in the sinful moment, decided otherwise. He tightened his grip on Abigail’s hair and pulled her head up from his lap. His cock popped free of her pre-smeared lips, and she looked up at him, panting and confused.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Don’t you want to cum in my mouth, vicar?”

“You devilish little harlot,” he said. “Such a wicked girl. I’ll not be spilling my seed in your mouth.”

“Awwww, but spunk tastes so yummy,” she said, trying to lean back down to take his cock into her mouth again. He yanked her hair to keep her away.

“Stand up,” he said and pulled her hair again to ensure she complied. He stood her up, gazing down into her eyes and then smiling. “Turn around and bend over that desk, young lady. It’s time you take your punishment for being so positively wicked.”

He reached down and grabbed a handful of her round bottom, squeezing it in his fingers and urging her to turn around. Abigail felt a fresh wave of delight as she realized that the vicar wasn’t stopping her, he was just taking charge of the situation. The idea thrilled her.

“Oh, yes, vicar,” she said, turning and arching her back before bending over his desk with her feet well apart. “Punish my naughty little bottom. Punish my hot, wet, and very tight cunnAAHH!”

THWACK!

She cried out as he brought his hand down heavily across both of her buttocks. Her firm bum jiggled for only a moment. The clap of his hand ringing in her ears. He brought his hand down again.

THWACK!

Another sharp spike of pain that made Abigail cry out. She felt it in her clit this time. She felt it radiating deeper into her core.

“Yesssss, take it,” laughed Thalazar. “Oh, such a dirty girl. Tease him. Encourage him.”

“Harder, vicar, please,” she moaned, wiggling her ass at Thalazar’s urging. “I’ve been so very bad. I need to be punished harder!”

THWACK!

“Harlot! Strumpet! Tart!”

THWACK!

“Whore!”

THWACK!

“Ohhhhhh, it hurts so much, vicar,” cried Abigail, shaking her hips. It was true, he wasn’t teasing with his spanking. His punishing swings of his hand left her bottom reddened and hot with lingering pain. “I deserve it. I’m a whore. A nasty, slutty, dripping wet whore!”

“Juicy little quim,” he grunted, pulling his next swing and instead reaching between her thighs. His big hand massaged the seam of her cunt. His fingers against her clit. Probing just past the slickness of her folds. “Hot as a teakettle.”

“Yes, I need more punishment, vicar, please,” moaned Abigail, pushing back against his touch. “Inside me. Punish… punish my cunt.”

The vicar growled with lust and pushed Abigail’s face down roughly onto his desk. She moaned in reply as she felt him drag the stiff weight of his cock up the backs of her thighs, teasing over her firm, round ass and then pressing it to the entrance of her cunt.

“Sometimes the holy word is not enough,” said the vicar, rubbing up and down the slick folds of Abigail’s cunt. “A man of the cloth must wade into the very… hot… trenches… of sin. To fight off… oh… bugger.”

His words failed him and he seemed to decide to take that out on Abigail. He thrust into her with a deep, needful stroke. His cock, far bigger than any she had experienced, plunged all the way to her womb and left her breathless. He drew its length out and thrust in again, battering her clit with the churning weight of his bollocks.

“Ohhhhhh bloody hell,” groaned the vicar, beginning to work up a head of steam. “That’s tight. That’s fucking tight. Ohhhhh, my sweet Abigail. What have you done?”

“Getting fucked by the vicar on his desk?” Her words seemed to give him pause and his thrusting slowed. She looked back at him over her shoulder. “Well don’t stop now, vicar. I was just starting to learn my lesson.”

She tightened her inner muscles around his huge cock. He groaned and resumed his thrusting, plowing his fat cock deep into Abigail’s tender young cunt. Thalazar ensured that she felt no pain. Waves of pleasure accompanied every stroke as the vicar began to fuck her harder and harder. Before she realized what was happening, her climax was upon her. An intense, gripping, squeezing pleasure that caused her cunny to tighten so much that the vicar struggled to thrust through her contractions.

“Yesssss! Ohhhh I see the light now! I see it in that massive fucking todger of yours!” Her juices poured out around his cock as she threw her ass back against him, taking every inch of his fat length. Her nectar trickled down her quivering thighs as one orgasm seemed to melt into another.

The vicar staggered back, finally pulling his cock free of her twitching cunt. He tripped and landed on the couch he used to counsel married couples or grieving widows. Abigail turned and straddled his lap, guiding his cock back to her entrance.

“Oh, no, you’re not stopping until you give me that big, hot, load of spunk,” she said, looking into his eyes as she slid her pussy down onto his cock. He couldn’t resist cradling her ass and she laughed at his squeezing hands as she began to ride atop his lap. Her pert breasts bounced, nipples rubbing at his cassock.

“Abigail, we mustn’t,” he moaned, squeezing her ass and encouraging her with his hands.

“A bit late for that, isn’t it?” she giggled and kissed him. It was a hot, uninhibited kiss. His sins on his tongue and Abigail eager to share them.

She rode him faster and faster, the office filled with their mutual panting, the wet noise of their kissing, and the intense slap of her bum against his thighs. She felt his cock swelling inside her tight cunny. She knew he was getting close, and she moaned passionately against his lips.

“Give it to me, vicar,” she moaned. “Fill me with your seed.”

“But… it could… that might… ohhhhhh bloody hell!” He groaned, unable to resist the rolling of her hips and the gripping of her cunt.

The vicar’s reddened face contorted with his pleasure. She laughed and kissed him again as she felt the first pulsating twitch of his cock in her depths. This was followed a moment later by the first hot spurt of his cum. She rode him hard, thrusting down to take each gush of his cream as it flowed into her depths.

Something else spurted into her with that spunk. A strange, fluttering sensation that climbed from her cunt into her core and seemed to rise and circle her heart.

“Yessss!” roared Thalazar triumphantly. “He surrenders the blessings of his god to you! Do you feel that power?”

“Yes! Oh my god, yes!” cried Abigail, cumming again as she bucked hard atop the vicar’s spurting cock. “I feel it inside me!”

She reached a straining peak and then collapsed against the vicar’s chest. He held her in his arms, shuddering with aftershocks as his cock finally softened and slipped free of her creamed cunt.

“Oh, Abigail,” moaned the vicar. “What have we done?”

“Only a greater sin will reward you now,” growled Thalazar, sounding momentarily sated, “and you have defiled a priest. It will take a truly impressive sin indeed.”

“How?” moaned Abigail, speaking aloud to the voice in her head. “I must have more.”

“Love, I don’t think I can go again,” said the vicar, still out of breath.

He stroked her hips and leaned in to kiss her, but Abigail stood from his lap. She wordlessly picked up the discarded habit and started to dress. She felt the vicar’s cum stuffing her and oozing out of her stretched cunt. It was an exciting feeling, to be so well fucked by such a big cock, but she needed more.

“What’s wrong?” asked the vicar, looking at her uncertainly. “You could stay a while longer and—”

A heavy knocking at the office door startled Abigail and the vicar. She hurried to finish dressing, and the vicar scrambled out of his chair and stuffed his messy cock back into his trousers. He was still buttoning his cassock as a familiar, gruff voice called through the door.

“Vicar? It’s Constable Webley! You rang the station?”

“Ah, yes, just a moment, constable,” said the vicar, quickly straightening his hair and then glancing nervously over at Abigail. He lowered his voice and asked, “You won’t say anything to him about us will you?”

“No, vicar,” she replied.

He nodded and opened the door.

Constable Webley entered. The tall, ruddy-faced, red-headed police constable was a stout man with a large, drooping mustache. He reminded Abigail of a walrus even more than Mayor Bainbridge. He was generally liked around town, though was known to be a bit of a drunk who cheated on his wife with girls at the pub. He eyed Abigail and then the vicar and sniffed the air.

“Blimey, a bit musty in here, vicar,” he said. “Better open a window.”

“Right, yes, mildew, ah, and something with the pipes,” said the vicar, opening one of the windows beside his desk.

“What’s the crime?” asked the constable.

“Oh, well, there is no crime exactly,” said the vicar. “Abigail here has just had a rough day of it. Haven’t you, Abigail?”

“Yes, I had a fall out on the road, and then I got lost in the woods, and my bike was lost as well,” said Abigail. “I just… want to go home.”

“I’m not a blooming taxi,” said Constable Webley. His expression softened and he gave Abigail a pat on the shoulders. “But I’ll see you home. Thanks for calling, vicar.”

She left with the constable, and they set off down the country road out of Chastewell in his little black and white car. Thalazar didn’t even need to say anything to Abigail. As the car rounded the first bend outside of the village, her hand crept into Constable Webley’s lap.

“Abigail? What’s that? What are you up to?” he asked, confused by her questing fingers.

“Oh, just looking for your police baton,” she said, and ran her fingers over the bulge in his trousers.

Which was how Constable Webley drove his car off the road and into a stream, completely getting it stuck and drowning the engine.
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From the Brook to the Farmhouse

“Ohhhhhh bloody hell, Abigail,” moaned Constable Webley, nervously stroking his mustache. “I’m really in it now.”

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Abigail, watching the stream water rise around the constable’s feet as she bobbed her head in his lap. His prick was quite large and tasted faintly of mustard. She wasn’t sure why it tasted that way but combined with his red hair and ruddy complexion it made her feel like she was slurping on a ham roll. She bobbed her head a little more and then let his cock pop free of her plump lips. “Maybe… we should get out and push?”

She laughed, stroking his cock with her hand and looking up from his lap as she played her tongue around his uncut tip.

“Good… idea,” moaned the constable, curling his hand into Abigail’s hair and guiding her mouth back onto his hardness.

His prick twitched between her lips as she resumed sucking him and stroking him. Thankfully, the stream wasn’t very deep, and the water stopped flooding into the constable’s car below his knees.

“Gonna… gonna… lose my bloody pension over this,” he moaned, his head falling back on the seat rest as Abigail began to massage the constable’s bollocks as she slurped his prick.

“Oh, you’ve driven the poor guardsman mad,” rasped Thalazar’s voice in Abigail’s head. “Better give him a bit more than a slurp, my dear. Go on, climb onto his lap and let him feel the glory of that tight, young cunny.”

The demonic sorcerer cackled with glee as Abigail obeyed. She popped the constable’s cock from her mouth again and crawled across the stick shift to straddle his waist. He looked up at her in awe, her silky thighs astride his lap and his big, wet cock rubbing at the gusset of her panties. She took hold of his cock, stroking it against her warm cunt as she leaned in and kissed his lips. His bushy, red mustache tickled her lips and she giggled as she teased him with her tongue.

“Blimey,” he muttered and wrapped his arms around her and began kissing her back. “Going to hell for this, I am.”

His big hands slid under her nun’s tunic and cradled her bottom, squeezing and feeling the firmness of her butt. Abigail drew aside her borrowed panties and let her hot, slick folds graze his cockhead. Her kissing intensified and she moaned against the constable’s lips as she slid her cunny down onto his stiff cock.

“Mmmmmm, that’s it,” she moaned, beginning to slowly ride his cock. She tossed her dark hair and leaned back enough so that she could pull open the buttons of her habit. Her plump young tits, freed and bared, bounced with the force of her ride atop the constable’s cock. The soft wet sounds of her cunny, still awash in the vicar’s spunk, competed with the steady rush of the stream against the body of the car.

“You’re so wet, Abigail,” moaned the constable, his grip tightening on her ass as she rode atop his prick.

“That’s the vicar’s spunk,” giggled Abigail, letting her tits graze the constable’s face.

“Mmmmmm!” he replied, smothered by her breasts. He kissed them. Ran his tongue over and between them. Tried to suck them, but found she was riding his cock too vigorously to get a good latch on either of her perky pink nipples.

“You want to cum in there too?” moaned Abigail, bucking hard enough atop the constable’s cock to make the car shake atop its flooded suspension. “Ohhhhhhh… rub my arsehole. That’s right. Ohhhhhh, fuck yes, Constable Webley. Put a finger up my bum. That’s it. Oooooohhhh… that’s going to make me cum.”

Abigail could hardly believe what she was saying and doing, but it flowed out of her so naturally that each act and each word was rewarded with a shudder of pleasure. Constable Webley curled a thick finger up her arse and she bucked harder atop his lap. His cock throbbing deep in her creamy twat. The car filled with the musky smell of churned cum sliding down his prick and smearing his bollocks. Her ass clenching around his finger. Her pleasure building with each bounce atop his lap.

“What’s come over you, Abigail?” wondered the constable. He knew something was wrong, but he lacked the will to try to stop her. In fact, his finger wiggled and thrust inside her arse and his cock began to swell.

“Do you want me to stop?” she teased, slowing the motion of her hips even though her body urged her to continue. She began to slide upwards, as if she would climb from his lap, but the constable’s hand on her hip grabbed her tightly and pulled her back down.

“No, you little minx,” he wheezed. “Not until we’re done.”

“Ohhhhh, yessss,” laughed Abigail, resuming her intense ride atop the constable. The car shaking with the force of her bucking body. The constable’s cock feeling absolutely huge stuffed into her creamy cunny.

“Beg him for his seed,” commanded Thalazar, sending a fresh shudder of pleasure through Abigail’s body. “Tell the guardsman to defile you. To claim your womb.”

Abigail tensed. As much as she was enjoying herself, even titillated by the idea of getting inseminated, she didn’t want to get pregnant from this buffoonish older man.

“You silly girl,” rasped Thalazar. “I control your body’s rhythms now. The more power you grant me with your sinful ways, the more I will be able to protect you. There will be no pregnancy unless I will it. But this guardsman need not know it. Go on! Ride him hard! Kiss him and beg him for his seed!”

Abigail moaned in the affirmative and resumed her intense ride atop the constable’s swollen prick. She bounced her bottom against his finger, feeling him rooting in her cellar with his long digit as she worked her hips and impaled her tight, creamy cunny on his cock.

“Oh, constable,” she moaned. “I need your cum inside me. I need it… to claim me. Breed me, constable. Ohhhhhh! Please! Pipe me full of your potent prick pudding! Drench my womb in your hot custard!”

The constable’s eyes widened at her words, but he made no effort to stop Abigail’s intense ride atop his cock.

“Abigail what are you… saying to… ohhhhhHH! Bloody hell! MMmmmm!”

Abigail’s kiss stifled his objections. Her tongue met his in an intense, slippery swirl. Her cunt clutching the constable’s cock as it throbbed deep inside her. His moan vibrated against her lips and then she felt that hot, gushing eruption of his spunk. It washed away the traces of the vicar’s cum in a hot flood.

His ejaculation triggered her own climax, and she bucked hard atop his lap. Her pussy milking the constable’s cock for every drop and her ass tensing and releasing around the thrusting finger of the ruddy old constable. Thalazar’s laughter echoed in her mind and his words teased her, “That’s it, squeeze out every drop from those stones. Do you feel that? He’s breeding your cunt, Abigail.”

“Mmm! What?”

“Only joking,” cackled Thalazar.

She collapsed against the constable, her pleasure spent and her body shaking with aftershocks. Her heart was pounding in her ears. The stream water was still rushing around the trapped police car. Constable Webley groaned and eased his finger from between Abigail’s cheeks. His cock softened and slid free of Abigail’s cunt. It was followed by a mess of spunk that she squeezed out with her inner muscles and left on his cock and balls and all over his lap.

“Better… better get you out of the car before it sinks deeper,” said the constable, easing her off his lap and onto the seat next to him.

Abigail was about to reply that it hardly seemed like they were sinking, but then, through the steamed front windscreen, she spotted two figures emerging from the woods that flanked the stream. She quickly buttoned her tunic and pulled her panties back into place. Constable Webley scrambled to cover himself as the figures waded into the stream and approached the trapped car.

“Constable? You alright in there?” A rough, country voice called out.

A moment later, the smaller of the two figures waded to Abigail’s side of the car and she was startled to see it was Davin Fernsby, a boy she knew from school. He was in her literature class and was handsome and sweet and she always had a bit of a crush on him. There was certainly something appealing about his country ways and his unruly blond hair and big, handsome face.

“Davin?” Abigail called out, wiping away the steam on the window.

“Abigail? Is that you?” He tugged at the door and managed to pull it open. She saw his brow furrow for a moment as he caught a sniff of the air trapped in the car. “Everything alright? How’d you land in the brook?”

“Caw, what’s that smell?” said Davin’s bearded father, helping the constable out of the car. “You been pickling fish in there?”

“Something, uh, came in from the stream I think,” said Constable Webley, blushing deeply and casting his gaze in Abigail’s direction.

She looked away, blushing as she did, and found herself meeting Davin’s bashful gaze.

“You’re soppin’ wet, Abigail,” he said, helping her to the shore. “We’d better get you out of these clothes.”

“Oh, is that what you have in mind for me?” teased Abigail.

“Wha? No! I mean, I’ve got somethin’ for you to wear. Me sister’s clothes.”

Constable Webley decided to stay with the car while Davin and his father Kenneth walked with Abigail back to their farmhouse down the road. Once they arrived at the farmhouse, Kenneth went to telephone the towing truck and Abigail followed Davin upstairs to his sister’s bedroom.

“She’s away at secretary school,” he explained. “Gonna work in London. I’m sure she won’t mind if you pick something out.”

“Thanks, Davin,” said Abigail. “Would you like to stay and watch?”

She teased, already unbuttoning the nun’s dark tunic. The poor lad turned a nearly purple shade of crimson and backed out of the bedroom.

“N-no! I’ll be downstairs!”

He quickly shut the door, and his footsteps descended the stairs in a rush.

“You like that one,” rasped Thalazar. “So go and get him. Suck his seed and tame him with that luscious cunt of yours, girl. Together, our powers are unlimited.”

“I’m not some succubus for you to boss around,” murmured Abigail, undressing and running her hands over her damp curves.

“I no longer need to command you, my dear,” teased Thalazar. “I am a part of you now. We are as connected as your sinews to your bone. But our journey of pleasures has only just begun.”

Abigail felt a twinge of concern at the way the demonic voice was gloating. She shrugged. She was having too much fun with the evil sorcerer to worry about turning back now. She walked over to Davin’s sister’s closet and poked around in some old boxes of folded clothes. The clothing was simple stuff, heavily mended and musty with the smell of mothballs. She was a small girl and much less busty than Abigail, so her blouses barely fit.

Abigail squeezed into a yellow sweater that left a bit of her midriff exposed, a pair of knee socks, and a pleated skirt. She descended the stairs to find Kenneth standing in the kitchen.

“Oh, now you look lovely, dear,” he said. “Haven’t seen that sweater in years. Someone I should give a ring for you?”

He gestured to the phone. Abigail smiled and sauntered towards the bearded, lanky farmer. Her heart was pounding in her chest. Her cunny was yearning with the need to feel those big, calloused hands and that big farmer’s cock.

“Where’s Davin?” she asked.

“Out in the barn,” said Kenneth. “I sent him to milk the cows. Why?”

She pressed against Kenneth, running her hands up his firm torso to play with the lapels of his flannel shirt. He took a step back, but she clung to him, pressing tighter as he backed himself against the kitchen counter.

“What’re you doin’, girl?” he demanded, his eyes squinting down at her as she pressed tighter still and let him feel her eager young curves.

“I’ve got a crush on your son, you know, Mr. Farnsby,” said Abigail, reaching her hands up to caress Kenneth’s beard. He caught her wrists and held her hands away from her face. He gave her a stern look.

“What’s gotten into you, young lady?” he demanded.

“I’ve been bad,” she said. “Do you want to take your belt off and whip me?”

“What? By God, girl, no.” He pushed her away. “Your parents… your stepfather works… how could you behave this way?”

“Ohhhh, but Mr. Farnsby, I need it so bad,” moaned Abigail, running her hands down her curves and under the skirt she had borrowed from Kenneth’s daughter. “Someone is going to have to teach me right. The vicar couldn’t do it. Neither could the constable. But I bet you… could put me straight.”

Mr. Farnsby looked like he might shout. Then he reached over to the mantle and set a framed photo of his wife face down. He grabbed Abigail by her hand and led her roughly back to the bedroom at the rear of the house. He slammed the door and pushed Abigail down onto the bed.

“A man can only stand so much, Abigail,” he warned, reaching for his belt. “Then he can’t stand no more.”

He unbuckled his pants and Abigail cried out with delight, turning around and raising her bottom so that the pleated skirt fell away like the petals of a flower. She pulled the cottony panties down and bared her creamy rump to Kenneth Farnsby. The lanky farmer didn’t intend to spank her though. At least not like she had hoped.

“My wife died near on eight years ago, god rest her soul, and I’ve not had a woman since then.” Kenneth spoke almost like he was reciting a passage from the bible. “In all those years I hardly even entertained a fantasy of another woman. I raised my son and my daughter alone. But in you come, like a storm, dressed up in Cynthia’s clothes. Those big breasts of yours… nipples poking…”

“Oh, Mr. Farnsby, I had no idea you were so sad,” said Abigail, turning around to face him. “It’s okay. I’ll make it all better for you.”

She watched him undress. Kenneth was red-faced and with an almost crazed look in his eyes. He dropped his trousers and his undershorts and revealed an incredible length of cock hose dangling between his skinny thighs. It was growing stiff, but still not fully aroused.

“Oh, my,” said Abigail, staring at that huge cock as Mr. Farnsby came towards the bed. “Now what are we going to do with that?”

She reached for his cock, but Kenneth Farnsby struck first, letting out a ragged, desperate cry as he shoved her onto her back and dropped heavily onto his knees between her legs. Abigail laughed as the farmer pulled her legs over his shoulders and bent down to breathe the scent of her fresh young cunt. She reached down with one hand to draw aside the gusset of her borrowed panties. She was relatively clean after wading through the stream and changing out of those wet clothes.

“Go on then, Mr. Farnsby,” she said, stroking his thinning hair. “Have a taste of my furrow.”
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Like Father, Like Son

“You’re a wicked thing,” said Kenneth Farnsby, his eyes almost crossed as he stared at the delicate mound of Abigail’s cunt only inches from his face. “Teasing a lonely old man… oh by god, you’re practically dripping.”

“That’s right,” moaned Abigail, reaching down to stroke her fingers into the farmer’s thinning hair. “Sweet as candy too. Mmmmmmm. I know you want a taste, Mr. Farnsby.”

“These old men can’t get enough of that young cunt!” cackled Thalazar, buzzing Abigail with pleasure even before Kenneth’s tongue touched her folds.

She sucked in a breath as the farmer’s beard tickled against her inner thighs. Then his hot tongue was on her delicate entrance. Licking over her cuntlips. Slipping into the sweet, honeyed passage of her tight cunt. Pushing deeper. His lips against her cunt. His mouth opening as he moaned and sucked and licked at her quim.

“OOoooOOOoo yesssss,” she gasped, bucking against his face, her knees hanging from his shoulders and her firm bottom lifting from the bed as she fed his wanton mouth her cunt. His big, callused hands cradled her hips. Fingers grasping her legs as his tongue probed deeper.

“Mmmmmmm, oh, so sweet,” moaned Mr. Farnsby, his tongue clumsy and desperate. His eyes seemed to well with tears as he buried his tongue deep and gazed up at Abigail.

It was that needful look that drove her suddenly over the edge. She tightened her fingers in his hair and thrust hard against his lips and tongue and scratchy beard. Her cunt convulsing. Her nectar pouring into his mouth and down his face as Thalazar heightened her ecstasy with his bewitching power.

“Yessss drink my nectar, Mr. Farnbsy! Ohhh Kenneth! Taste the honey of my youth!”

“Mmmmnnnnnn,” he moaned, his tongue deep in her clutching cunny.

In a single day she had learned much of the pleasures men could offer her. The lonely old farmer seemed better than most with his tongue and those big hands on her hips excited her for things to come.

Her cries of pleasure receded, and the old farmer let her legs slip from his shoulders as he eased her onto the bed. He stood and took his stiff cock in hand. She gasped, breasts heaving as she looked up at him and spread her legs. But as he stepped closer, intent on climbing atop her, she brought her thighs together and met his cock with her delicate feet. He let out a groan as she cradled him in her soft arches and curled her toes against his shaft.

“What’s this monkey business?” He groaned, watching her feet pump the length of his cock.

“Don’t you like my little feet?” she giggled, using her toes to smear precum over his cockhead. “Don’t they feel nice?”

He gave her an involuntary thrust, his long cock poking through the cradling curves of her arches. His balls patting softly against her heels.

“I want you, Abigail, not these feet of yours,” he said.

“Ooooh, but what if I want you to spill your creamy seed all over my feet? What if I want to feel that hot spunk dripping over my legs and— AH!”

Mr. Farnsby took hold of Abigail’s ankles and pulled her feet away from his cock. He wrenched her legs wide, baring her blushing, slick mound and her pink inner walls. He spread her legs wider still as he climbed atop her on the bed. His hard cock brushed her inner thigh, dragged against her soft folds, and then he reached down with one hand and guided his cock into her hot cunny.

“I need this,” he groaned, filling her with his stiff country iron. “You… you’ve teased an old man enough.”

“That’s right,” gasped Abigail, feeling his hardness hit her backwalls. “Ohhhhh this is what you deserve, Kenneth. A hot, young tart to reward you for all your hard work.”

“You are the devil, Abigail Fletcher,” groaned Mr. Farnsby, but his body pressing down atop hers with lusty desperation betrayed what really mattered to the old farmer. He took her with deep passionate strokes. His anger fading. His anguish retreating.

“Ohhhhhh your cock feels so big inside me! Stretching out my tight little pussy!” Abigail wrapped her legs around him to draw him deeper. His kiss found her lips and he smothered her, his beard tickling her face as his tongue pushed deep into her mouth. The thrusts of his cock only intensified.

A wicked thought came over Abigail. She wanted to torture the old man. Make him surrender to her in a painful way. Thalazar’s presence in her mind seemed to vibrate with excitement at her thought. 

“Please, Kenneth,” she moaned. “Oh, make a woman of me. I’ve been… waiting for a man to teach me a lesson. To tame me. To… make me his.”

“Ohhhhhh by god, the things you say,” he groaned, thrusting harder and deeper. “Is this what you want?”

“Yesssss,” she cried, wrapping her arms around him and kissing him again.

His bollocks were drawing tight. His cock seeming to swell inside her.

“Abigail… I… I love you,” he moaned. “Is that what you want to hear?”

“Yessss!” she cried, a hot wave of pleasure washing over her at his desperate words. “Tell me again! Louder!”

“I love you, Abigail,” he groaned, breathless and wheezing as he plundered her teenage pussy with his middle-aged cock. “I want to make a wife of you! Make a proper… ohhh… proper wife of you!”

“Fuuuuck!” Abigail plunged into the throes of an orgasm more intense than any she had ever experienced. Her clit seemed to burn with the hot ferocity of her ecstasy. Her inner walls trembling around him as she felt his surrender to her desire.

Kenneth Farnsby let out a desperate, almost anguished cry of pleasure, his brow furrowed and his cock hilting inside her. She felt him cumming then. His seed rushing out to meet her clutching walls. Hot and slick and overflowing her tight young cove. Trickling down her crack and soaking the edge of her panties. Pump after torrential pump of the old farmer’s seed coating the gripping walls of her cunny and pooling against her cervix.

He sagged atop her, his breath coming unsteadily as the last shudders of his pleasure wept into her cunt. With a final gasp, he rolled off her onto the bed, lying boneless on his back and struggling to catch his breath. His hard cock began to wilt. His plentiful cum oozed from Abigail’s depths.

“He won’t be forgetting that one,” chuckled Thalazar. “I think the old fool proposed marriage.”

“Incredible,” he said. “My sweet girl… I… I don’t know what to say.”

He took her hand and kissed her fingers. She giggled and smiled sweetly at him.

“You’ll have all the time in the world to say it after we’re wed,” she said with a wink. “But I’m going to go clean up before your son comes looking for you.”

“Davin,” he said. “Yes… stay out of sight until you’re properly dressed again.”

She nodded, shrugging on a flimsy nightgown and leaving him gasping on the bed in the bedroom as she made her way towards the WC. She stepped out into the hall and stopped at the door to the bathroom. She smiled as she veered away, padding softly down the hall and out of the farmhouse.

She crept out of the house and towards the barn. The smell of straw and grain and animals filled the air. She could hear a murmuring voice talking to the horses in the barn. Davin. With each step she could feel Kenneth’s cum trickling down her thigh. Occasionally dripping down to her knee.

“His father’s cum,” she whispered with a wicked smile on her face. The memory of old Mr. Farnsby confessing love and proposing marriage made her giggle. Of course, she had no intention of marrying him, but let the old fool believe she might become his wife. She pulled open the door to the barn and stepped into a shaft of light that backlit the shape of her body through Davin’s sister’s nightgown.

Davin looked up from scooping grain into a bucket and let out a soft, wordless sound of surprise. The scoop of grain dropped from his fingers as his eyes went wide and he stared at Abigail’s loveliness.

“You… you’re… why are you wearing that? And nothing else?”

“Don’t you like it?” asked Abigail, padding towards him across the barn, her feet crinkling in the straw as she approached Davin. His wide-eyed gaze darted from her face to her to her soft breasts to the tuft of hair between her legs. His mouth worked open and closed without a single word coming out. She sauntered right up to him and nearly pressed her body against him. “Don’t you want to touch me, Davin?”

“Y-yes,” he admitted, backing up against the gate to the horse’s stall. “I mean… no. That’s wrong, Abigail. I barely… you’re… does me dad know you’re walking around like that in sis’s night shirt?”

The horse whinnied and stomped its hoof just behind Davin.

“The beast can sense me inside you,” warned Thalazar. “Draw the boy away from it!”

“Let’s go up into the loft, Davin,” said Abigail. “We can talk there.”

She took his hands and pulled him away from the agitated stallion. She stole a glance into the stall and saw the horse was aroused by her presence. She giggled, imagining what it might be like to experience something that twisted.

“He’ll go berserk if you tried,” said Thalazar, but there was amusement in his voice. “I salute your adventurous spirit, my sweet slutty girl.”

He rewarded her growing perversion with a wave of hot pleasure and desire. She moaned, drawing Davin to the ladder up to the loft and climbing it ahead of him so that he could look up her nightgown and see her bare legs, her silky cunt, and her luscious bottom. A fat droplet of mingled juices gathered at the entrance of her cunt and dropped from her folds as she was climbing. It nearly hit Davin in the face but splattered instead against his collar.

He was red-faced and stunned as Abigail embraced him at the top the ladder, drawing his face against her breasts and pulling him into a fresh pile of straw.

“Oh, Davin, haven’t you longed to touch me?” she moaned, guiding his face to the neck of the gown and drawing it aside to offer him a bare breast. “Haven’t you craved to touch a woman?”

“Yes, but… after marrying,” said Davin and he pulled his face away from her breast rather than kissing it.

“You’re made of stronger stuff than your father,” giggled Abigail, sliding the nightgown completely from her shoulders and wriggling out of it.

“W-what do you mean by that, Abigail?” asked Davin, falling back into the straw as Abigail, now naked, came crawling towards him.

She smiled wickedly at him as she let her dangling breasts drag over his legs and then his lap, crawling closer and closer, her heart-shaped bottom wiggling as she advanced on her hands and knees. He leaned back as far as he could against the hay bales, as if she were a tiger stalking towards him. Her lips brushed his. She saw the fear in his eyes.

“Reach between my legs, Davin,” she whispered. “You can feel your father’s weakness there. Dripping out of me.”

“You mean… dad… and you… he…”

“Feel me there,” she whispered, taking his hand and guiding it between her legs as she knelt astride his lap. She pressed his fingers to her hot seam, pushing her fingers and his until she felt her cunny open and some of the cocktail inside her spill out onto Davin’s hand. He gasped and drew his fingers back. He looked at the milky goo dangling from his fingers and quickly shook his hand to flick it off.

“That’s disgusting,” he said, wincing. “Revolting. Why would you… ohhhhh… oh heavens…”

His disgust turned to disbelieving pleasure as Abigail deftly unbuttoned his trousers, took out Davin’s stiff prick, and teased her folds atop it. She moaned softly, her lips very close to his ear as her cream-filled cunny engulfed his hardness.

“Oh, yesssss, do you feel it now?” she moaned, pressing her tits against him as she began to move her hips. “He’s still inside me and now… ohhh… so are you.”

“Bloody hell, Abby,” moaned Davin, but his revulsion at following the same path as his father did not stop his hands from cradling her bum as she began to ride him. Her cunt made lewd wet sounds, and she could feel the way the slippery spunk was being churned up into a froth by Davin’s cock.

“He licked my cunny first,” panted Abigail, rising above Davin, her breasts bouncing as she rode faster atop his stiff cock. “So hungry for it. Like he was starving. He made me cum with his tongue buried deep inside me.”

“S-stop talking like that,” gasped Davin, his hands tightening on Abigail’s ass.

“Then he climbed on top of me. He kissed me with those lips covered in my sweet cunny juice. He grabbed hold of my breasts and stuffed his cock inside me. Ohhhh it felt so good, Davin. Your daddy… fucked me so good.”

“No, stop saying that,” cried Davin, his face contorting with disgust. “I don’t want to hear about what you did… what he did… with you.”

“But you can feel it,” said Abigail. She rode harder, leaning down until her lips were against Davin’s. “You can feel that slippery heat. Like butter on your cock. Warmer and warmer… mmmnnnn… as I ride your willy. I can feel it growing bigger, Davin. You want to cum inside me, just like your father.”

He didn’t admit it. He shook his head and moaned, thrusting upwards, stuffing his cock into Abigail’s creamed cunny. She felt his seed pumping into her then. Spurting against her tender walls. Filling her with the hot, flowing rivulets of his youthful seed.

She fell against him, kissing him and forcing him to admit his pleasure in the passion of his kiss. His hands gripping her bum tightly as he emptied himself completely in her tight cunt.

When it was over, when Thalazar had spurred an orgasm through Abigail’s body, she stood up and let Davin see the creamy mess between her legs. Then, without another word, she went into the house and walked naked through the kitchen and to the WC. She drew a bath and soaked herself, listening to the murmur of voices on the first story of the house.

“Go back to them,” said Thalazar. “Go back and have them both at once.”

“I like the sound of that,” said Abigail with a wicked grin. She dressed in nothing but a skirt and a blouse and went downstairs to seduce father and son together.

They were waiting for her at their kitchen table, stone-faced and glowering.

“Why do you boys look so cross?” she teased, sauntering over and sitting down on Kenneth’s lap. He lifted her off his legs and stood. Davin stood beside him.

“We’re taking you home, Abigail,” said Kenneth.

“It’s not far to your house,” said Davin. “Get your shoes on. We’ll drive you in the truck.”

“But we could have so much fun together,” she said, playing with the buttons of her blouse to reveal a glimpse of her soft, creamy breasts.

Davin looked away. Kenneth grabbed her hands and pulled them away from her buttons.

“No, we’re taking you home. The devil is in you, girl, and we can’t have that in our house.”

Who was she to argue with them? They were right.
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The Desecrated Temple

Going home was the hardest part for young Abigail Fletcher. She had been through so much in the past several hours with Thalazar whispering in her ear. So many pleasures and so much perversion. She could hardly bear the idea of facing family again.

She supposed it was lucky that only her least favorite family member was home to greet her as Kennth and Davin Farnsby finally motored up the drive that followed the old stone wall. The big, old farmhouse sat at the entrance to an apple orchard and alongside a green, rain-damp meadow speckled with yellow and blue wildflowers.

“Your stepfather was very cross when I spoke to him on the telephone,” said Kenneth Farnsby. “Your mother and sisters have been looking for you all over the village. Seems the town is in a tizzy.”

“I didn’t want to cause any trouble,” said Abigail, already picturing the red-faced look her stepfather would have on his face when she finally saw him.

“Well, you’ve caused all sorts,” said Kenneth. “With the town. With me. With my boy. It’s not for me to say, but I’ll say it anyway: you belong in a sanitarium.”

“Awwwwwww… you’re just jealous that I fucked Davin after I fucked you,” said Abigail, reaching over to caress Davin’s cheek with one hand and reaching her other into Kenneth’s lap.

“Ohhhh you’re so near to me now, Abigail,” cackled Thalazar in her mind, sending a wave of lust and pleasure rippling through her body. “The gates are open. The door is unbarred. One more final sacrament and we will be together forever!

“Damn you, woman,” snapped Kenneth, swerving and nearly driving into the stone wall. “Sit on your hands or I’ll tell your father what you’ve been up to.”

“Oh, I think daddy will figure it out soon enough,” giggled Abigail.

“What’s happened to you, Abigail?” wondered Davin. “You was never like this before.”

“Something just got into me,” cooed Abigail, rubbing her side against Davin even as she played innocent with her hands on her knees.

William Fletcher was waiting beside the old well. His eyes were burning with anger, and his hands were squared into fists on his hips. Kenneth parked the car and pushed Davin and Abigail out of the passenger side.

“Thanks for bringing home my lost lamb, Ken,” said Abigail’s stepfather without even sparing the old farmer a glance. “I hope she wasn’t too much trouble.”

“Oh, no,” said Kenneth. “Nothing worth mentioning.”

“They took gooood care of me,” giggled Abigail.

Davin’s face darkened with embarrassment, but William had eyes only for Abigail.

“Don’t be smart with me young lady,” said William, grabbing Abigail by the sleeve of her borrowed blouse. “What are you wearing? What is this? Where’s your dress? Where’s your bloody bicycle?”

“Oooohh daddy, don’t be rough,” moaned Abigail, twisting in her stepfather’s grasp in a way that caused the buttons of her blouse to strain against her ample bust. He snarled and shoved her through the open door, sending her staggering into the house ahead of him. Abigail retreated to her bedroom and flopped facedown onto her bed. William lingered outside a moment longer to talk with Kenneth and Davin.

“Did you notice the way he looked at you? Did you feel his lust simmering beneath the surface?” rasped Thalazar within Abigail’s mind.

“Daddy? You think my stepfather wants me?” She rolled over onto her back and looked up at the ceiling of her bedroom as if she might see Thalazar floating over her.

The sorcerer’s voice purred within her mind, “Oh, yes, my lovely Abigail. You’ve known all along this was our destination. Your stepfather wants you. He wants to tear off your clothing and ravish your nubile flesh. If you give him a push, he will plunge over the edge into absolute sin.”

Though she was insatiably horny, the idea of being fucked by her stepfather was revolting. He was a mean, disgusting old man. He didn’t beat her or her sisters, but he yelled at them whenever he found occasion. He enjoyed heaping chores on them during any idle moment and berating them for speaking, dressing, or acting in any way that displeased him.

“No, Thalazar, please,” she whispered. “Not him. Anyone but him.”

Even as she spoke those words, she felt the desire roiling the corrupted core of her body. Thalazar was stoking it, yes, but she had already become so twisted by the many pleasures she had experienced that the idea of violating such a taboo was thrilling. But her mother… how could she do that to her mother?

“Your mother will come to understand,” rasped Thalazar’s voice in her mind. “Your stepfather is the door to unlocking your darkest power.”

“Power?”

“Oh, yes, my dear. Seduce him, push him over the edge to unimaginable pleasure, and I will grant you power you cannot even imagine. We will rule over this world together.”

“Rule it? What do you mean ‘rule’ it? I just want to go to university. Maybe move to Newcastle or Manchester. What could I possibly rule?”  

Before Thalazar could answer her, the front door banged open, and William Fletcher came stomping into the house. The sound of his approaching boots sent a thrill through Abigail every bit as naughty and intense as any sensation that Thalazar could provoke. She moaned and writhed atop the bed, running her hands over her body in a way that pulled taught her borrowed blouse. Her slender legs were exposed as she squirmed and pulled the skirt up her thighs.

William stopped in the doorway, breathing loudly and angrily through his nose as he looked down at Abigail on the bed.

“By God, Abigail, you’ve been trouble before, but nothing like this,” said William. “Kenneth Farnsby thinks I should take you to see the doctor. Or the vicar.”

“Mmmmmm, I’ve seen both, daddy,” giggled Abigail. “They put their hands all over me, just like Mr. Farnsby did. The mayor, the police constable, the milkman, mmmmmmmm…”

“Wicked girl,” he said, fuming as he took a step closer. “This isn’t funny!”

His eyes blazed with lust and fury, his fists clenching and unclenching as he stared down at Abigail writhing and arching upon the bed. Her blouse was pulled taut against her bare breasts, her nipples stiff beneath the soft fabric. She rolled and kicked her legs, tossing her hair and feeling the skirt ride up the backs of her thighs as she lifted her bottom. She looked back at her stepfather, eyes veiled by a spill of her hair, bum pointed towards him as she reached out and began to lift her borrowed skirt.

“Maybe you should paddle me, daddy,” she moaned, sliding her skirt higher to reveal the creamy underside of her cheeks. “I’ve been so very bad. Don’t you think I deserve to be punished?”

She arched her back and drew the skirt up another inch, exposing the first dark tuft of her cunny hair. She heard her stepfather suck in a closed-mouth gasp, his nostrils flaring and his eyes narrowed. She raised the skirt higher still, baring the folds of her cunt to him. Pursed and soft and innocent and yet so tarantula nasty with her thicket of dark hair. The faint trickle of dew upon her velvet pout.

Her stepfather was reeling at the sight. Her raunchy display had clearly been the last thing he had expected to see in his anger. Confronted with her lust, he had no idea how to react.

“Abigail… your mother…”

She heard his words like a lash against her mind, but it was not enough to tame her rampant desires. Thalazar laughter filled her thoughts as she gathered up the back of the skirt and slid it all the way up and over her bottom. She bared her creamy bum, her perfect, heart-shaped bum, cheeks parting as she leaned forward. Her pink clench exposed to her stepfather’s randy gaze.

“I’m not a bad girl, daddy,” she said, looking back at him in his fuming madness. “I just want – I need – to be properly fucked. No man I’ve met can do it well enough. Do you think… do you think you could fuck me right?”

She gave him a petulant smile and fluttered her lashes at him. He let out a despairing groan from somewhere deep in his chest and fell to his knees on the bed behind her. His rough hands were on her hips in an instant. His lips pressing kisses to her shoulder and neck.

“Oh, Abigail, I am a man first,” he groaned, fingers squeezing the softness of her round ass. “I cannot be anything else. You tempt me with this… mmmm… this body of yours. Like a devil. Is this… what you did to… the vicar?”

“Not exactly,” giggled Abigail, pushing her bottom against his hands. “Mmmmmm. They don’t know me like you do, daddy. Don’t pretend anymore. Don’t pretend you haven’t glimpsed me changing my clothes. That you haven’t seen me shave my legs in the bath or reached into the bathroom for something when I’m showering and seen my outline in the fog. Now, daddy, you can look at me all you like. You can touch me. I’m a woman… I can be your woman.”

They were sick, twisted words, but she could not stop saying them. Each naughty syllable was another shudder of desire that gathered in her core.

It drove William Fletcher mad. This girl, this beautiful young woman, so tousled and bare, offering herself to him. Abigail knew exactly what she was doing, and she got the response she was seeking.

“Abby,” moaned William and her pressed himself against her. His hardness apparent in his trousers, rubbing against her damp seam and spreading her nectar against the fabric. He groaned and reached beneath her with one hand, cupping the soft hang of her breast. Snaking his grasp beneath her blouse. Buttons popping. The sinful flesh filling his hand. Nipple stiff beneath his fingers as he moaned in surrender. Kissing her neck. She turned her face to his and their lips met. Moaning together.

The man she had called ‘father’ for several years was gasping against her lips. His tongue in her mouth. His fingers squeezing the softness of her left breast as his other hand reached between them to free his cock.

“Mmmmmm, yessss, daddy,” she moaned, rubbing back against his hand. “Oh, yes, put it in me. It’s what I need.”

Abigail could feel herself at the threshold of a doorway. A tempest of power waited on the other side.

William hesitated. Cock in hand, stiff and angry red, the tip already weeping with his need. He looked down at her luscious bottom and the slick desire of her cunt. The flush in her face and her arched back.

Abigail could guess what he was thinking. She could have taken hold of his cock and impaled herself upon it, but she knew that would not quite be enough. Not for what she needed.

“Please daddy,” she said, turning over slowly and spreading her creamy thighs. She pulled the last buttons of her blouse and bared herself to him completely. Her fingers caressing her cunt. “I don’t want those other men. I want you. I need you, daddy. Please.”

Thalazar’s voice was like the hiss of a lounging serpent roused by its prey.

“Look into his eyes. Here it comes, my sweet harlot.”

She saw William’s last defenses collapse. His will was broken and with it gone came a rush of raw, animal desire. He fell upon her with the fury of a madman, sheathing his stiff cock inside her and hilting so that his bollocks pressed tightly against her arsehole.

“GGgnnnnnn! AAAAHHH!!” He lifted his hips and slammed them back down again. His cock a great, throbbing spear within her. The tip against her womb. His body tensed with savage pleasure.

“Ohhhhh! Daddy! Yessssss! Fuck me!”

Abigail wrapped him in her legs and stroked his shoulders as he plundered her with intense, ragged thrusts. His cock sloshing within her, swelling with each stroke. His lips found her lips again and he desperately kissed her. His breath hot and tasting of his favorite tea. His cock so big. So thick inside her.

“Deeper,” she moaned, tightening her legs around him. “Ohhhhh, daddy, there it is. Don’t stop now!”

One hand roughly sought her breast, squeezing it and pinching at her nipple as he kissed her lips and cheek and chin and her neck. He buried his face against her slender neck. His body bowed atop her, and he drove his cock as deep as it would reach.

He let out a shuddering cry and she felt his cock erupt. Pulse after oily pulse of her stepfather’s load pumping into her clutching cunt. The sinful eruption triggered her own climax. A brilliant light flashing behind her eyelids as her body seemed to consume that spurting cum as fuel.

And in that light, that taboo ecstasy, Abigail found herself reborn. Not as a goddess or a demon, but as a passenger in her own flesh. The power on the other side of that inner doorway was none other than Thalazar. Her total corruption had at last surrendered her flesh to the devilish sorcerer.

It was his body. She was only an observer.

“Yesssss, William Fletcher! Surrender your soul to this lovely body!” cried the demon in the voice of Abigail Fletcher. “Your own daughter, if not by blood, nothing more than a vessel for your desires. Fill her! That’s it! Empty your seed into the clutching depths of her flesh! She craves you as you have craved her!”

“Abigail? W-why are you talking like that?” William moaned and looked at her with confusion, but did not stop thrusting, so intense was his pleasure.

“You have no idea how long I have waited for this moment,” laughed Thalazar with Abigail’s pleasure-hoarse voice. Abigail’s eyes turned black for a moment and her lips spoke in the unholy language of mid-abyssal. Trapped in her own mind, the soul of Abigail understood every accursed word.

Thalazar was summoning power into his new flesh. Fusing himself permanently into the body that had once belonged to an innocent young woman.

“What are you doing?” moaned William Fletcher, slowing his strokes and looking down at Abigail in confusion.

“I’m just getting started,” laughed Thalazar with Abigail’s voice. Her sweat damp body leaned up to kiss her stepfather again as her inner muscles squeezed his spent cock.

“You can’t stop now, daddy?” she moaned, her kiss with William growing heated again.

Trapped within the dark recesses of her body, Abigail could sense the plans of Thalazar as he had perhaps sensed her thoughts from his prison within her mind. He was going to spread depravity and corruption across the countryside, luring men and women alike to bow before him and join his cult of forbidden pleasures. He would build a throne for himself in Chastewell Heath and his empire would reach out across England. Perhaps even the world.

“No! Please, don’t do this!” cried Abigail, her voice seeming to echo within the dark chamber of her mind.

“It is too late for that, my dear,” said Thalazar, speaking in Abigail’s voice inflected with his own dry rasp. “You have served me well, but your time is over. Enjoy your seat as you witness history. My reign of pleasure has begun!”


Epilogue

Or

A Certain Kind of Hell Comes to Chastewell Heath

“You won’t tell my mother, will you, daddy?” Abigail asked, wanking her stepfather’s mostly flaccid cock against the spunk-slathered valley of her cleavage.

“I… wouldn’t want to upset her,” said William Fletcher, watching in disbelief as the beautiful young woman he thought of as his daughter only hours earlier continued to stroke him. “But… maybe we should stop for now.”

“Already?” Abigail leaned down and twirled her tongue around the head of her stepfather’s cock, giving him a sinfully hungry look.

“Bloody hell. It’s… it’s been four times, Abigail. I don’t think you’ll be able to squeeze much more out of me. And… we don’t know when your mother will be home.”

“Mmmmmm,” she purred, sucking gently on the head of his cock. “Alright, daddy. Why don’t you get some rest. Tell mother I’m doing just fine. I have some errands to run.”

“Now? You just got home…”

She climbed out of the bed, standing nude above him with the curtains billowing in the breeze from the open window. Her cunt, thatched with her brown hair, dripped with her stepfather’s semen. Her thighs glistened. Her plump young tits heaved with each proud breath she took. She was flushed and unashamed.

Poised and powerful.

And no longer the young woman her stepfather had known as Abigail Fletcher. For the diabolical sorcerer Thalazar had at last broken the final bonds of goodness in the young woman and had taken over the domain of her flesh. Her body was his to do with as he pleased and what Thalazar craved was a new empire in the realm of mortals.

It began with Abigail and Chastewell Heath. He would corrupt every mortal in the village and bend them to his will using her corrupted charisma.

“Noooo,” moaned Abigail, trapped in an oubliette within her body. “Ohhhhh please, God forgive me. I didn’t mean it. I didn’t mean to do it with my stepfather or… or any of those men.”

“But you did,” growled Thalazar, his hideous bearded visage peering down at her from the mouth of the pit inside her mind. “Bit by bit, orgasm by pulsating orgasm, you surrendered your body to pleasure until you had been corrupted enough for me to possess you completely. Now, this luscious young flesh is mine, and I will do with it as I please.”

“Noooo!” cried Abigail, her voice echoing within the vast emptiness of her prison.

Thalazar’s laughter echoed back from a great distance.

Her Rampage

It took three days for Abigail, fully possessed by Thalazar, to conquer Chastewell Heath. She left her stepfather resting in bed, satisfied but also troubled with guilt by what he had done with his stepdaughter. He was exhausted after the marathon of sex that had proved to be the real Abigail’s undoing.

She dressed in a pair of silk stockings, her shortest summer dress, a pair of her older sister’s high heels, and not a stitch of underwear. She stole her younger sister’s bicycle and rode it back towards town. She stopped along the way at the Farnsby house. She was greeted at the barn by the son, Davin, who told her to leave.

“Oh, no, I think we parted ways poorly, Davin,” purred Abigail, pushing her fit young body against him. “I don’t want to be enemies.”

“N-not enemies, just, this isn’t right… Abigail... you can’t… ohhhhh… mmmmmm…”

His objections seemed trivial with her lips pressed to his mouth, her tongue tangling with his, and her hand wrapped firmly around his stiffening willy. Davin could no more resist Abigail’s advances than a man might resist breathing. Her soft hand caressed him to full hardness. Her kisses intensified and swallowed up his desperate moans.

Just as he seemed to be on the brink of an explosion, she flipped up the back of her soft summer dress, turned her hips with an enticing swing, and backed her pert, creamy bottom right up against him. His cock was pushed upwards by the soft cradle of her cheeks. She bounced on her toes, rubbing her warm valley against his cock and feeling his pre oozing out.

“Oooohh that’s right Davin,” she said. “Call out to your father! Tell him I’m back and I want more!”

“Dad! DAAAAD!” His third shout was interrupted by Abigail taking hold of his fit farm boy cock and feeding it into the hot cove of her cunny. He hunched forward, burying himself instinctively in the inviting warmth of that slick passage.

Kenneth Farnsby came staggering out of his farmhouse carrying a pheasant gun. He looked as if he might aim it at Abigail, but then he saw his own son grabbing her shapely hips and hunching behind her as he rutted away. Abigail met Kenneth’s furious gaze and tugged down the shoulders of her dress, freeing her soft breasts and stiff pink nipples and hefting them enticingly.

“Come have a feel, Mr. Farnsby,” she said. “No hard feelings. These are nice and soft. You can squeeze ‘em all you like and if you want you can stuff your willy in my mouth.”

“Devil girl,” said Mr. Farnsby.

But his Christian contempt was all an act. She knew the old man liked to suck young cunts and she would have let him feast if his son wasn’t already drilling her cunny. Instead, she brought him over by fondling her pert breasts. Enticing him until he could not keep his calloused hands off her mounds. Shaping them, squeezing them, and playing with her nipples. He kissed her. His anger forgotten. His tongue thrusting deep as she unbuckled his belt.

Soon she was a perfect bridge between father and son. One cock buried in her cunt and the other stuffed down her softly gurgling throat. Young Davin couldn’t hold out long before shuddering and jerking and pumping her pussy full. His father lasted longer, gathering up Abigail’s long hair in one hand and using it to roughly fuck her mouth and throat. Spit bubbled at her nostrils and drool dripped from her chin.

This show of dominant lust only further fueled Thalazar’s power. The sorcerer in Abigail’s flesh drank their will as she drank their cum. Swallow after swallow, clutch after sugary clutch, devouring them and turning them into Abigail’s obedient slaves. Oh, to any who met them they might seem normal, but after that tonsil basting, cunny pumping threesome, father and son were forever bound and obedient to Abigail.

Afterwards, she kissed them on the cheeks and cleaned up in their house. Then she told Mr. Farnsby simply, “Drive me to the police station.”

“Yes, Abigail,” he said, smiling agreeably.

Constable Webley was quite surprised to see Abigail arriving at the station in town. She sauntered in, past Mary Moritz, the chubby blonde secretary in her auxiliary uniform, and straight to the briefing room with Detective Inspector Pollux and constables Wygant and Louden. They were discussing a series of burglaries of tool sheds when she strutted into the briefing room trailed by Ms. Moritz.

“Abigail?” Constable Webley’s face went red as if he had been caught in the act by her arrival. “What are you… you doing here?”

“Is this the young lady you were transporting when your car went into the stream?” asked DI Pollux, giving Webley a stern look.

“Why… yes, it was,” said Webley. “I… she… has a way of behaving…”

“You’re blaming her?” snorted Constable Wygant.

“Oh, it was alllll my fault,” said Abigail. “I just couldn’t control myself around a big, strong man like Constable Webley.”

She sauntered over to him and pressed against him, stroking the buttons of his uniform and pressing a kiss to his cheek. The men looked on in disbelief. Even Miss Moritz stared.

“But I like all sorts of men. Big strong ones. Little fat ones. All of them. And I need them so badly. Even you, Miss Moritz. I need your help.”

She began to slide the straps of her summer dress from her shoulders. DI Pollux made a sound like he disagreed, but she met his gaze, raised an eyebrow, and let the dress drop to the floor. She was left wearing only stockings and heels. The constables, the DI, and even Miss Moritz were powerless to resist her after that.

They surrounded Abigail, kissing her and caressing her, each seeking a moment of her full attention before she moved to the next. Turning in their embrace until she had managed to get all four officers and the plump auxiliary mostly naked. From there it all came naturally. Cocks plundering her eager young holes. A flirty big, bottomed blonde more than willing to put her fingers and tongue wherever Abigail commanded.

The corruption spread through them, their willpower eroded, and within a few minutes the briefing room was echoing with the slap of flesh and beastly cries of pleasure. Tits bouncing and swinging, asses jiggling, cocks plunging again and again into Abigail’s cunt, her arsehole, or her mouth. The rutting intensified. The cum began to spurt. Load after load drenching the young temptress and filling her stretched holes. Miss Moritz on her knees to take the overflow, licking and slurping and cleaning up the mess.

Abigail left the men with their auxiliary to satisfy their remaining needs. They saluted her, hands to brows and cocks still dripping with spunk, before she dressed and departed. Constable Webley offered to drive her, but it was a short walk to the Church of St. Mary the Virgin.

Vicar Preston Hughes was waiting for her in the chapel, kneeling beneath the candlelit statue to the Virgin Mary with his gray-haired head bowed in prayer.

“Begging forgiveness for your sins?” called Abigail, sauntering down the center aisle towards him, her hips swinging extravagantly and her dress riding up her creamy thighs. “He won’t listen to you, vicar. Because God knows, as well as I do, that you just… want… more.”

She draped herself over his bowed back, her arms over her shoulders and her fingers caressing his clasped hands.

“Mmmmmm, such a holy man, thinking of the flock. Was it… Mrs. Trimble that sucked your prick in the vicarage office? Or sweet young Maggie Cabot who you fingerbanged beneath the old oak?”

“How?” gasped the vicar, his prayers finally breaking as he looked up at her. “How do you know these things?”

“Your sins waft from you like a cologne, father,” she giggled and pressed a kiss to his craggy cheek. “Your god may not like the scent of your sins, but I appreciate every sin. Mmmm…”

She kissed him and silenced his resistance. There, beneath the altar and the statue of the Virgin, she spread her legs, and the vicar feasted on her cunt. He lost himself tonguing her twat and sucking at her clit. He hardly seemed to notice the traces of the men that had gone before, so intent was he on worshipping at Abigail’s hot, sweet altar.

Once he’d made her cum, he took out his cock, moaning with despair as he wanked it himself. She squeezed her soft tits in both hands, offering them up as a target for his seed. He let out a strangled cry and pumped his warm load all over Abigail’s breasts. Dripping down her abdomen and to her thighs.

“Tomorrow, you will give a sermon about sexual liberation,” giggled Abigail. “And your congregation will be very receptive. I promise.”

“Y-yes, Abigail,” he said, his will no longer his own. 

The way was clear for Thalazar to commence his takeover of Chastewell Heath. Using the enticing flesh of Abigail Fletcher, he gathered his faithful by going down the list of men that Abigail had already he pleasured. The mayor and his wife, the milkman, the doctor; none of them could resist her seduction. They pounded her cunt, licked her arse, and filled her with their obedient desire.

The young men from her class. Her bully. Her crush. They all succumbed to her soft, bobbing lips, her cradling tongue, her eager throat. Their young cocks spurting their seed as their willpower faded.

By evening, she had more than two dozen faithful already willing to obey her every command. Then came the sermon. Most of the village gathered to hear the vicar’s message about sexual liberation. Simple farmers and wealthy landowners alike muttered with disbelief at what they were hearing. Town clerks, flower shop girls, and the butcher all squirmed in their seats at Father Hughes’ words about giving in to lust being good and fornication being a holy sacrament.

At the climax of the sermon, just when it seemed the crowd might turn on their vicar, Abigail Fletcher emerged from behind the altar, stood beside the pulpit, and slowly removed the vestments of an altar boy. Her feminine body, fully nude and displayed, sent a gasp of shock through the crowd.

“Descend upon me, my faithful,” called Abigail, reaching out towards the audience filling the church.

One-by-one, her obedient servants climbed onto the stage, disrobed, and began to make love to Abigail before the entire town. The shocking sight of the beautiful young woman being fucked by the vicar, the mayor, every policeman, and even a group of young men proved to be too much. A few managed to break and run from the church, but the rest succumbed to the smothering heat of the fever that descended upon them.

Dozens surged from the pews. Men yanked at their ties and shed their jackets. Old grandfathers cast aside their canes and staggered up the stairs. Housewives pulled at their dresses and bared their breasts.

They fell upon Abigail in a great, hungering wave. Hands and fingers and lips and tongues and cocks and cunts. Everywhere. All around her. A raunchy, musky, thrusting, spurting, smothering tide of human desire.

Within the flesh of Abigail Fletcher, trapped in her inner prison, madness descended upon the young woman’s soul. She wailed as everyone she knew in Chastewell Heath took turns defiling her flesh. She could feel the postman sucking her toes, the old horse trainer buggering her with his huge cock, the barber wanking out a load of spunk onto her tits, and countless others groping and slurping and thrusting at her.

“Yesssss!” cried Abigail, her voice uniting with Thalazar’s will and echoing along with all the slurping and slapping of flesh in the church.

For all of Sunday morning and into the afternoon, the church became an orgy house, defiled in detail and transformed into a carnal altar. By the evening, the golden candelabras had been used to stuff cunts, the Virgin Mary was spattered with spunk, and more than half the people of Chastewell Heath had been transformed into Thalazar’s loyal followers.

“Listen well, my faithful,” she said, standing at the pulpit. The chapel was filled with sweaty men and women she had just enthusiastically fucked lounging on the broken and overturned pews. They stared up at her attentively. A few sat upon the stairs at her feet like apostles. “Tonight you will give me a list of everyone who did not participate in our ceremony and those who did not attend the sermon. I will go to them and make their hearts sing with desire. Then… then we will make an army.”

“There is an RAF base not far from here,” suggested one man.

“R-A-F?” Abigail looked at them curiously, for Thalazar had never heard of such a thing.

“Royal Air Force,” said another man.

“They fly airplanes,” said the vicar, slumped against the altar behind Abigail.

“Flying machines?” Abigail’s lips curled into a smile. “Yes. Oh, yes. I should like to meet all these men from the RAF. I will teach them the power of pleasure.”

She stepped down from the pulpit as the men and women in the church bowed before her. A steady stream of semen wept from Abigail’s thoroughly used holes, trickling down her legs and dripping onto the floor. For her faithful, each drop was a miraculous symbol, like seeing a bloody tears from the statue of Mary.

Within the prison of Abigail’s flesh, the real Abigail Fletcher continued to madly laugh.


Book Fifteen: Kelsey Sweetpeach Plays Dirty!
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Inside the World’s Hottest Streamer

By Amanda Clover


1

Always Bet on Silver

Kelsey wasted the last of her opponents in the arena match and activated a dancing emote. Another tense match ended in the triumph of Kelsey Sweetpeach. The voluptuous young blonde with the freckled face, full lips, and striking green eyes was as hot in front of the camera as she was in the popular FPS game Overlord. Her win today was against some of the best in the game and it was for charity.

As emoticons poured into her chat, so did the donations. With that win she raised another $800 for the Pediatric Cancer Foundation.

“Alright, signing off for now,” she said, saluting the camera. “To all my Sweetie Peaches, I will be back on at nine tonight and I will be playing some Dungeon Wars for the same charity. Thank you for all the donations on today’s stream! MWA! Love ya!”

She cut the camera and then the audio. Some of the energy drained from her. Normally she would push away from the desk and go take a shower or go workout or something. But today, she had a message on her ultra super secret Discord from one of her mega donors named SilverFox69. The guy was always flirting with her, but he’d already donated a thousand dollars for charity week. She couldn’t just ignore his message.

“Hey, got a wager,” he messaged. “I bet I can beat you in a 1v1 of Overlord. If you win, I’ll give you 10K, no strings attached.”

“That’s a huge donation, Silver. What happens if you win?”

“Then I’ll donate the 10K to your charity instead, but you have to spend one night with me.”

Her heart beat a little faster like she was down to the last team in a battle royale. This guy was always nice and always flirting. But this proposal was different. Very direct and with a big price tag attached. A date for 10?

“Spend the night doing what?” asked Kelsey.

“Making sweet love,” he said and tried to soften it with some kissy emojis.

Kelsey knew the deal. Losers like this with deep pockets were known to approach beautiful streamers waving around money to try to get nudes or video sex or hook up with the women. But there was something about including the Overlord match that tickled Kelsey’s gambling instincts. She was among the best at the game in the entire world, after all.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll host. If I win, you give me the money. If you win, you donate to my fundraiser, and we’ll meet up. I’m not promising what we’ll do when we meet up though. If you’re gross or a jerk we’re not making sweet love.”

“Deal!”

Two hours later, Kelsey stood outside her neighbor’s door. Her mind was still reeling from what had just happened. He’d beaten her, easily, then revealed that he was her neighbor, Roger Reynolds. She knew him. He was a silver-haired, big guy in his late fifties or early sixties. Somewhere between a lumberjack and Clooney with a neatly trimmed white beard and sparkling blue eyes.

She took a deep breath and knocked.

“Kelsey Sweetpeach,” he said, looking her up and down. He’d asked her to wear her streamer gear, and she was in a pink and black bodysuit with pink ribbons tied into her blonde hair.

“Um, SilverFox69?” She blushed furiously. “Roger. Uh, I’ve never done anything like this so… um…”

“Come in and have a drink,” he said, guiding her into his house with a hand on her back. “How about something strong?”

“Yeah, strong sounds good,” she smiled nervously, feeling his strength and breathing the spicy scent of his aftershave. 

Two whiskeys later and Kelsey was sitting on Roger’s bed, kissing him with unexpected heat. Her lips parted to him, her tongue dancing with his as he eased down the zipper on the front of her bodysuit. She gasped against him as his big, callused hand reached inside to cradle the soft weight of her breast.

“Maybe… maybe we should take it slow,” she suggested.

“Not too slow,” he said. “I want to enjoy you… all night.”

She let out a soft, agreeable moan as he guided her back to the bed. He stood over her, huge and tanned as he drew the zipper down to her panties. She shrugged out of the bodysuit, her big, soft tits spread against her ribcage. Her breasts were marked with pale bikini line triangles and were capped with stiff, sensitive pink nipples. She lifted her hips, turning over onto her hands and knees as Roger stripped the bodysuit down from her hips and drew her panties down along with it.

Then she was naked and at his mercy. He was not rough, but mercy wasn’t on the menu. He ravished her young body with kisses. His hands roamed everywhere as he tongued her nipples, teased her navel, and buried his bearded face between her creamy thighs. He licked her like only a man with decades of experience could lick a woman. Sucking and tonguing her twat until she cried out, clutching his head and bucking against his face. Cumming harder than she ever had with a boyfriend.

He left her panting, shocked by the pleasure, but also excited for more. She stood and unbuckled his belt and drew down his jeans. He lowered his boxers shamelessly. She saw a couple of old army tattoos on his chest and shoulder, the scars of a long life, and that cock. That big, thick cock. Untrimmed, but so hard that the reddened crown was fully out of his foreskin. She sat up on the bed and she sucked that big dick. She slurped and bobbed and fondled his balls. She made lots of eye contact and worshipped his hardness.

She wanted him to cum, but Roger had other ideas.

“Lie back,” he said, guiding her down with his hands.

Then, with little wait, he was inside her. Thrusting into her with the confident, deep strokes of a man fully in command of his sexuality. His balls slapped heavily against her ass and his cock plunged into her pussy, driving her to the edge. Over it. She cried out and kissed her moaning mouth. He speared his tongue deep as his cock filled her.

“I’m going to cum inside you,” he rasped against her lips.

“Yesssss,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around him and drawing him deeper. “Cum inside meeee!”

She felt it. Hot and slick, pumping deep into her pussy as he groaned with his release. Spurting again and again until his cum was overflowing her cunt and trickling down the crack of her ass. He breathed heavily, kissing her lips. Hands on her tits.

“More,” she whispered.

“Mmmmm, of course,” he chuckled, his cock still inside her creamed cunt. “We have all night, Kelsey Sweetpeach.”

“I live next door to you,” she gasped as he began to move inside her again. “We have… a lot more than… one night.”
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The Rematch

“Thank you for the 1,000 bits Jam Stallion. Thank you for the gifted subs ILoveKelsey15. I love you too! Sorry, BabyBuggies that was my last match for the morning, but I will be back at 4PM and I will be playing some Overlord and maybe a little Zombie Legend. Bye-bye everybody!” Kelsey wiggled her fingers at the camera and gave her fans one last good look at her ample cleavage before she cut the stream.

The beautiful young streamer groaned, stretched, and got up from her gamer chair. It had been a long morning, and a lot of people had been asking about her secret match with SilverFox69. Some clips had leaked in the Discord, but nobody knew about what had been wagered.

Even thinking about the big old guy next door sent a hot thrill through her body again. Technically, Kelsey had a boyfriend halfway across the country. Another streamer named Fanta-Z. A cute, sweet young guy her age. Twenty.

But she only saw Fanta-Z in person a few times a year and their relationship felt so strange and distant compared to the immediacy of hooking up with Roger Reynolds, her next-door neighbor. 

“I need to cool off,” she said. “Stop thinking about him.”

She put on her red string bikini, made a glass of iced tea, and went out beside the pool. She swam a few laps around it, diving off the diving board a couple times before climbing up onto one of the loungers and stretching out her voluptuous body. The sun warmed her exposed skin as she enjoyed listening to some music and sipping her iced tea.

The rip of a lawnmower startled her out of her relaxation. She sat up and lowered her shades and saw Mr. Reynolds next door, shirtless and stocky, biceps thick and a hint of paunch on him as he started mowing. Hot lust throbbed between her legs as she remembered that big cock of his and the way those big, mature hands felt on her body. The more she watched him working, getting hot and sweaty, the more she wanted him.

As he finally shut off the lawnmower, Kelsey called out, “Hey, Mr. Reynolds, want to cool off by the pool?”

He walked to the gate with a twinkle in his eye.

“I didn’t bring my swimsuit,” he said, stepping to the edge of her pool deck and stepping out of his grass-stained shoes.

Kelsey could smell the freshly cut grass and a hint of gasoline on him as she got down on her knees and lowered his shorts. Her mouth engulfed his cock, and lust gripped her in full force. Mr. Reynolds cradled her head as she sucked his cock and licked his sweaty, manly balls. His hardness strained in her mouth. She tasted the salty burn of his precum.

“You’re an eager young lady today, Miss Sweetpeach,” groaned Roger.

“Mmmmmm, just paying tribute to the Overlord champ, SilverFox69,” she giggled, licking the head of his cock before returning it to her mouth. Her blowjob intensified and she knew the old man was going to cum in her mouth. She looked up at him, her eyes begging for it as his fingers tightened in her blonde hair and he grunted with pleasure.

His cock jerked between her lips. Her mouth filled with the hot rush of his cum. She kept at it, sucking it all out before sliding her lips free and showing all the milky white on her tongue to Mr. Reynolds. It was a big load and she moved her tongue through it and let it well up from between her lips before slurping it back into her mouth.

“Ohhhhh, Kelsey,” he groaned. “Are you going to swallow that like a good girl?”

“Mmmmnnnn,” she moaned, gulping the thick, salty load down with effort.

In the cool waters of the pool, Mr. Reynold’s paid Kelsey back and then some. They made out in the shallows, their bodies pressed together as he pushed a hand between her legs and fingered her eager cunt. He peeled open her bikini top and sucked at her tits as he made her cum on his powerful fingers. Her back arched against the side of the pool, and she cried out against his lips, her soft tits breaking the surface and quivering with the shockwaves of her climax.

But he wasn’t done with her. He bent her over the side of the pool and his hot tongue went to work on her pussy and ass. He tongued her cunt and then returned to finger fucking her as he eagerly licked her back clench. Some of her boyfriends had done that sort of thing before, tentatively, but Roger feasted on Kelsey’s jiggly round ass.

“Ohhhhhh, Mr. Reynolds. Ohhhhh… Roger!” She cried, bucking back against his face and cumming on his fingers.

The old man had more for her. He sprawled her on a towel beside the pool, and he took her in a missionary position. Her legs wrapped against his hips as he pistoned his fat cock into her eager young cunt. Her tits swayed and splashed with each thrust. Her face contorted in pleasure as she looked up at his backlit face. He tongue-kissed her as their mutual orgasms approached. She felt like that big tongue was fucking her mouth the way it had fucked her pussy and her ass bent over in the pool. It only made her hotter.

Mr. Reynolds fucked her until she was quaking with ecstasy. Moaning into his kiss and bucking her hips to meet each stroke of that magnificent old cock of his. He pounded her until her orgasm receded, then eased his cock out, turned her over, and fucked her on her hands and knees. His hips spanked her big, wet ass as his cock pounded into her backwalls. His balls smacked against her clit and Kelsey’s big tits swung beneath her.

“Do you want me… to pull out?” he groaned.

“No!” cried Kelsey, already on the brink again, her pussy clutching tight around him. “I want it inside me!”

“Aren’t you worried about risks?” he gasped, wheezing a little with effort.

“Fuck mmeeeeee! Cum inside me!” She cried, her pleasure peaking and her pussy squeezing tightly around his thrusting cock.

Mr. Reynolds bellowed with his own pleasure, hilting his big dick inside her and letting loose a hot flood of his cum. Spurt after spurt poured into Kelsey’s eager young snatch and drenched her womb. He fell against her back, kissing her neck and shoulders and breathing heavily as her pussy squeezed out every drop of his cum.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “Want to… want to come inside… and see my streaming room?”

“Yeahhhh, I think that would be nice,” he said, easing his cock out of her creamy young cunt. “Then I can fuck you over your desk.”

“Mmmmmm, not in the streaming room,” she teased, wagging her shapely hips as she led him into her house. “But everywhere else is fair game. And I know you’re good at games, SilverFox69.”

He smacked her wet ass and she giggled as he pursued her into the cool darkness of the house.
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Nightmare Daddy

“Thanks for all the bits and gifted subs everyone on this marathon Zombie Legend stream! We took down the Rot Lord seven times in 12 hours! Wowwww! I want to remind you all that we need to stay positive! Even when a troll comes into the chat, we should keep things sweet as a peach! I love you all and see you for my usual stream at ten tomorrow! MWA!”

Kelsey Sweetpeach blew kisses to her camera and her thousands of viewers as she faded out her video and audio into the ending animation for her stream. While the sexy cartoon version of Kelsey blasted various monsters, Kelsey stretched in her chair, groaned, and got up.

The voluptuous blonde stripped out of her cute outfit to reveal her curvy young body. She padded naked across her room, into the bathroom, and climbed into the shower. She was too tired to really enjoy showering, but she let her mind wander a little to Roger Reynolds. The big, hot old guy living next door had hooked up with her a few times, but it had been a day or two since they’d talked. He had appeared in her chat earlier but hadn’t said anything or messaged her.

She thought about walking next door to check on him, but decided it was too late, and she was too tired. She toweled off, crawled into bed naked, and fell asleep almost instantly.

Her 12-hour stream infected Kelsey’s brain with nightmares of hungry zombies trying to get at her in her house. Only these zombies weren’t trying to tear her apart. They were trying to fuck her. They were all naked from the waist down and sporting huge, grisly, throbbing cocks. She barricaded her doors and windows, but they pushed their disgusting zombie dicks through the holes to get at her. Some of them spewed out yellowish jizz that splashed on her arms and breasts as she tried to hold back the horde.

She got the chainsaw powerup and was about to go trimming some weeds on those dicks poking through the barricades when she heard an unearthly roar. The zombie cocks were gone, but something else was coming. It sounded like… the Rot Lord!

“GRAAAAAA! Surrender your flesh to me!” The roar of the Rot Lord sounded strangely familiar. The massive zombie hammered his fists on the door. Planks fell loose and the door bulged from its broken hinges.

Kelsey looked down and realized she was no longer holding the chainsaw. Instead, she was dressed in open-cupped lingerie and crotchless, white lace panties.

“Oh, shit,” she gasped, just as the Rot Lord howled with lusty rage and smashed through the door.

It was Rot Lord Roger Reynolds. His chest bare and his huge, pulsating, veiny cock dangling beneath the overhang of his muscled belly. He was missing one eye and his face looked skeletal, but he was otherwise the same man. Only his muscles now bulged in healthy, unnatural ways and his cock was twice as big as the one she knew so intimately.

There was no strafe shooting this Rot Lord. He charged into the house, brushed aside Kelsey’s protective arms, and wrapped one massive, meaty hand around her neck. He picked her up, turned her over, and slammed her face down on the floor. His massive cock slapped and slid over the plush globes of her bottom. He pressed the fist-sized head against Kelsey Sweetpeach’s sweet peach and snarled with undead hunger.

His cock pounded into her tight cunt, stretching her wide as his massive, dangling balls slapped against her clit. He held her with his hands on her slender waist, spanking her fat ass with each thrust of his zombified hips. Roaring and drooling as he plundered her tight pussy with his mutated fuck pump.

“Ahhhhhh! It’s too big! You’re going to kill me!” cried Kelsey, her face pressed down to the floor and her ass raised behind her.

The Rot Lord pounded her relentlessly. Snarling as his pleasure built.

“Breeding time!” he roared. Kelsey clawed at the floor, looking back over her shoulder to see zombie Roger’s eye sockets glowing with unholy light. She cried out as she felt his huge cock begin to twitch uncontrollably inside her.

“Nooooo!” wailed Kelsey, unable to prevent her body from responding to the relentless hammering of that huge zombie dick. Her pussy tightened and waves of defeated pleasure rippled through her core. She came hard, bucking her hips back against Roger’s mutated body as his huge veiny dick exploded inside her.

She wailed in defeat as she felt the Rot Lord’s hot, greasy zombie spunk baste her womb. This was what she’d been trying to avoid all stream. She realized the cameras were all watching as she let herself get fucked full of the Rot Lord’s massive zombie load. Spurt after spurt drenching her womb and overflowing her clutching cunt.

“Yessssss! I’m cumming!”

“Take the seed of the Rot Lord!” Roger roared. “Become my queen!”

Her eyes began to glow, and her skin turned pale as the Rot Lord, victorious at last, bred Kelsey Sweetpeach and transformed her into his zombie bride. She felt her belly begin to swell with all that cum, knowing that soon she would be birthing unholy monstrosities into the world.

And every moment was streamed live for the world to see.

In her dreams at least...
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Share the Pole

“What do you call this stuff?” giggled Kelsey, knocking back another sip of the sweet, creamy, and surprisingly potent drink.

“Rum Chata!” Lydia Fox overpronounced the word and held up by the nearly empty white bottle. “It’s so yummy I can drink all of it without even noticing until I’m totally trashed.”

Kelsey watched as Lydia topped off her cup with another slosh of Rum Chata. Lydia was her all-time bestie, a girl she had known since high school who had gone into her own online business of SecretFans. The raven-haired, freckled, blue-eyed hottie had a body that drew thousands of men (and hundreds of women) to her naughty pictures. Over the past year or two those pictures expanded into videos and became even naughtier.

“One more and I will be totally trashed,” admitted Kelsey, sipping at her Rum Chata. “This stuff… mmmmm… is dangerous.”

“Yeah, well, I’m just trying to get the truth out of you,” said Lydia with a little bit of a drunken slur to her voice. “You haven’t been so busy streaming that it explains why you’ve been avoiding me. What is up?”

“Well, I guess I should tell you of all people,” giggled Kelsey. “Remember that guy from my chat that I had the bet with?”

“Ohhhhh, yeah, about a month ago, right?”

“That’s him, well…”

Kelsey spilled everything about her hunky and much older next door neighbor Roger. His gaming skills and her naughty relationship with him. Lydia’s eyes widened at first, then she blushed at the filthy details, then she ended up laughing and giggling about it all.

“So that’s why you’ve been avoiding me. He sounds hot.”

“He is,” moaned Kelsey. “Oh my god, he fucks my brains out whenever I get together with him. And his cock… mmmmm!”

“That good?” Lydia raised a dark eyebrow. “Maybe… maybe I should give him a try?”

“Oh, you want to meet him? That,” Kelsey reached for her phone, “can be arranged.”

It all came together so quickly after that. Fifteen minutes after Kelsey called Roger, the silver-haired hunk was shedding the Hawaiian shirt he was wearing for summer and revealing his barrel chest and reaching his arms out to embrace the two beautiful young women.

“Oh, god, he’s so hot,” giggled Lydia, stroking Roger’s chest.

“I told you, there’s just something about an older man,” said Kelsey, pressing closer to Roger and stroking the other side of his chest.

“I like to think of myself as a well-aged whisky,” growled Roger, looking down at the two beauties in his arms. He stroked Kelsey down to her hip and gave her ass a squeeze. His other hand roamed down Lydia’s back, grabbing a handful of her ass and pulling her tight. She gasped and he ravished her with a kiss. Just as it grew heated, he broke the lip lock and turned to Kelsey. His kiss devoured her lips. His tongue thrust into her eager mouth. She moaned her reply against his lips, her tongue dancing against his.

“Mmmmm, if you’re a whisky, I think we’d better have a drink,” giggled Lydia, going down to a crouch in front of Roger and massaging the bulge in his shorts with one hand. Kelsey broke her kiss with Roger, gave him a wink, and crouched down to join Lydia.

The two busty young beauties giggled and kissed and massaged Roger’s bulging hardness in his shorts. Lydia freed his thick cock from his shorts and Kelsey freed Lydia’s big, soft tits from her top. While Kelsey was giving Lydia a two-handed titty massage, Lydia was licking and stroking all over Roger’s hard cock. Then it was Kelsey’s turn, looking up at her hunky old neighbor as she danced her tongue on his oozing tip and Lydia freed Kelsey’s breasts. Lydia licked and sucked Kelsey’s nipples as Kelsey started to blow Roger. The girls giggled, moaned, and slurped together.

“Oh, now I’m the luckiest man in the world,” groaned Roger, cradling their heads and guiding them both to his twitching cock. He chuckled with delight as they shared the tandem effort, their tongues stroking his tip and their lips uniting over the head of his cock. Fingers massaging his balls as their mouths shared the fat crown of his cock.

"Ah," he groaned, "I can't take much more of this."

“I’ll keep him distracted,” giggled Lydia. She pushed Roger back onto the couch and crawled up his body. She kissed him and teased him the whole way as she wiggled out of her pants and panties. By the time she reached his face, she was naked and deftly maneuvered herself so that her creamy thighs engulfed Roger as she straddled his face. She pressed her hot wet pussy to his mouth as his hands came up to cradle her big, soft ass. He squeezed and spread her cheeks and began to tongue her hot cunt.

Kelsey watched it all from her knees, her friend riding atop Roger’s face as Kelsey returned to eagerly slurping on his hard cock. While he was tonguing Lydia’s slit, Kelsey was squeezing Roger’s shaft between her tits and nursing the purple plum of his tip.

Lydia rode harder atop Roger as Kelsey began to deepthroat him, swallowing his cock and gagging softly around him. Lydia cried out, throwing back her head as she came all over Roger’s face. Her orgasm receded, and not a moment too soon, as Roger let out a muffled cry from between Lydia’s legs.

“Here it comes,” he warned, smacking her ass.

Kelsey didn’t need to be told. She could feel it in his pulsating cock and his taut, thick balls.

“Mmmmmm!” she moaned, her brow furrowing as she prepared to take his hot load down her throat.

But Lydia wanted to get in on the action. She dismounted from Roger’s face and practically dived back down next to Kelsey. Being an obliging friend, Kelsey popped her lips free of Roger to share the moment with Lydia. Their hands pumped his spit-lubed cock, and their mouths and tongues met over the tip.

“Fuuuuuck!” cried Roger, throwing back his head and cradling both slurping teens. Their mouths sealed together over the head of his cock. Sucking hard as his hot cum erupted into their waiting mouth. Kelsey and Lydia let out a shared moan of delight, sucking and stroking Roger as they tasted his cum and tongued it back and forth around his spurting tip. The mess of his load smeared between them and covered their lips. Bit, by bit, they swallowed it all down and were finally kissing sweetly as Roger’s cock began to soften between them.

“I always like two for the price of one deals,” chuckled Roger, watching them making out between his hairy legs, their hands still idly stroking his sensitive wet cock.

“Oh, we’re just getting started,” giggled Lydia, leaning down to slurp on Roger’s balls.

“Yeah, we’re not done with you yet, old man,” said Kelsey, giving him a wink as she resumed gently sucking on his cock.

“I guess… you girls are still thirsty,” moaned Roger, sinking back onto the couch with a contented smile on his face as Kelsey and Lydia got to work coaxing him back to hardness for another round of fun.
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Backdoor Besties

Kelsey Sweetpeach knew without asking that Lydia wanted to film a scene with Roger. Kelsey’s busty brunette bestie was always looking for new adults-only content she could sell, and she wasn’t going to pass up a chance to make a video during the impromptu campout.

When Lydia wanted to “go for a walk” with Roger, Kelsey knew what was up, so she let them get a head start and then followed along behind them. It wasn’t long before Kelsey caught up to where they had stopped to shoot Lydia’s latest video.

“Oh, fuck, your cock tastes so fucking good,” moaned Lydia, on her knees in front of Roger as she slurped on his thick, throbbing cock.

He groaned with pleasure, curling a hand around the back of her head and guiding the urgent bobbing of her lips. She had one hand massaging his heavy balls and the other thrust between her thighs. Lydia’s phone was on a flexible tripod clamped to a nearby tree and Lydia deftly handled Roger’s cock and positioned herself so that the camera always had a good view of the action.

Kelsey crept closer and watched from the nearby woods as her friend sucked Roger’s cock. She wasn’t surprised to see it happening, but she had to admit she was feeling a little jealous they had started without her. She reminded herself that she had Roger and his fat cock whenever she wanted him. The big, much older man was her next-door neighbor. She decided not to intervene and just watched as Lydia’s moaning and slurping on Roger’s cock intensified.

“Sweetie, you’re going to make me explode if you keep doing that,” he groaned, his finger tightening in her hair as her mouth bobbed on his glistening red cock.

“Mmmm?” She popped her lips free of his fat tip. “That’s the idea, Roger. I want to taste that hot load. Will you… mmmmm… cum in my mouth?”

“Yeah, you bet I will, babe,” laughed Roger.

Kelsey brought up her phone and recorded Lydia leaning back her head and opening her mouth wide. Lydia looked up at Roger, sticking her tongue out and aiming his fat cock at her open mouth as she stroked his pulsating purple prick.

“Oh, fuck, come on, stud,” cried Lydia. “Give me that old man load.”

“Dirty… girl,” groaned Roger. “Ahhh!”

He thrust through Lydia’s pumping fingers and erupted in a milky geyser. Hot ropes of his cum splashed Lydia’s face, into her hair, across one eye, and in great spurts into her wide-open mouth.

“Nnnnn! Nnnnnhnnnn!” Lydia laughed and moaned, stroking out his cum and behaving like an absolute slut. The sight was enough to make Kelsey finger her hot little cunt. She made herself cum as she watched her slutty friend licking Roger clean and scooping spunk from her face to suck it up.

Later, at the campsite, Roger and Lydia returned to find Kelsey sunbathing naked in the clearing.

“Oh, you’re back,” said Kelsey, turning over onto her tummy so her plush sweet peach was thrust up a little. “Can I get anyone to put some tanning oil on my back?”

“I think we can both help with that,” said Roger.

He spread the coconut-scented lotion on Kelsey’s shoulders and back, but it was Lydia who really went to work. She lotioned up Kelsey’s round ass and then spread it wide and started eating it. Kelsey giggled with pleasure, reaching back to encourage Lydia and her naughty tongue. Lydia fucked Kelsey’s cunt with three fingers and rimmed Kelsey’s hot asshole.

“Ohhhh, yeah, put that tongue inside me,” moaned Kelsey, pushing her round ass back and smothering her friend’s face.

“Wow,” chuckled Roger, watching the two young beauties go at it. “You know how to make a man excited.”

“Oh, yeahhhhhh, her tongue is deep in my ass,” moaned Kelsey, looking up at Roger. “Do you want to put your cock back there? Do you want to fuck my ass, SilverFox69?”

“You know it, gorgeous,” he said, taking out his thick silver daddy cock.

Lydia’s tongue slithered free of Kelsey’s pink pucker. Kelsey lifted her hips higher and offered her perfect peach up to her much older neighbor. She looked back at him and gasped, “Don’t be gentle, Roger. Fuck my naughty little asshole.”

“This one isn’t going up on your stream,” he said, grabbing her hips and feeding his big, hard cock into Kelsey’s tight backdoor. She moaned as he buried his full length inside her and smacked her wet little cunt with his swinging balls.

Roger fucked her hard and deep. He fucked her like only a man more than three times her age could fuck her. His thick cock pistoning into her tight ass. His balls rubbing against her as he groaned and basted her backdoor in a huge load of his cum. She came with him, furiously rubbing her clit, making her asshole milk his spurting dick until she felt full of his jizz.

The best part? The cleanup. Lydia did not hesitate to lick that hot load out of Kelsey’s ass like a true bestie. Kelsey moaned and came again as she felt Lydia’s tongue cleaning up every raunchy drop.

It was good to be the stream queen.
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Stream of the Dead

Kelsey Sweetpeach had created more than her share of drama since becoming a streamer. There was the time she accidentally used that one really bad swear word on cam and they tried to cancel her in the Discord, that fling she had with the hunky old guy next door that got really hot and dirty, and that time she accidentally left her cam running when she was changing clothes and got booted from her streaming site for almost a month.

But none of that drama could compare to Kelsey’s ongoing crisis. The scientists online had some name for the disease, but everybody seemed to be calling it “the wanting.” It was a sickness that could rapidly turn infected people into a sort of living zombie that craved sex. For whatever reason, this sickness infected almost exclusively men. The cities were becoming overrun with rampaging hordes of so-called “fuck zombies” or “humpers.” These wild-eyed, savage men would prowl the streets and try to get into the vehicles and homes of women to relentlessly fuck them.

In a way, Kelsey was lucky about the timing of the outbreak. She was in Germany with her bestie, Lydia, and staying with their mutual friend Nadine Delilah. Nadine was a fellow streamer from Hannover. A tight-bodied, petite young woman known for her dance and aerobics streaming in sexy outfits. She was sometimes called “Morticia” when gaming because of her parted, dark brown hair with white streaks on either side of her head. She was beautiful, intense, and knew the area where they were out partying in Hannover.

“It’s spreading like wildfire through America,” said Lydia, looking worriedly at her phone. “We’d better get back to Nadine’s apartment before the infection spreads here.”

Smashing glass and sirens in the distance indicated that chaos was already erupting in the old-fashioned German city.

“I smell smoke,” said Kelsey, sniffing the air. Screams echoed up a nearby alleyway and the three girls huddled together. A woman in a torn dress, her large breasts exposed and bouncing free, went running past them. A mob of seven or eight men with wild eyes and foaming mouths chased after her. They caught the woman just out of sight and her screams quickly became muffled as she was set upon by the group of enraged humpers.

“How did it spread so quickly?” wondered Lydia.

“Because men are always horny,” said Nadine with a frown. “Waiting for ze excuse to go feral and attack. Come, my Liebchen, we must get to somewhere safe. The Polizei station is not far from here.”

Kelsey wondered what might be happening back in her hometown. If her friends and family were safe. If her hunky neighbor had escaped becoming infected. She wanted to text or call Roger, but the cell phone service was suddenly out.

Kelsey and Lydia set off with Nadine for the nearest police station. All around them, the late-night city was erupting into screams and violence. A car went roaring past with men clinging to the roof and a busty woman and her daughter screaming as the men fought to get inside. Kelsey and her friends narrowly avoided being run over as the car crashed and the men managed to claw their way inside.

“This is horrible,” sobbed Lydia. “We have to get to the police station!”

“Not far now,” said Nadine. “We just need to get across this bridge and…”

Her words trailed off as she realized that both ends of the bridge were being blocked by hordes of the fuck zombies. Kelsey guessed there were at least a dozen of them at each end of the bridge and both groups had seen her and her friends. They snarled and came running, bodies clothed in tatters and stiff cocks bouncing up and down with each step.

There was nowhere to go as the fuck zombies attacked. Nadine kicked one in the head and sent it over the side of the bridge. Its comrade immediately grabbed Nadine and began groping and kissing her with a big, slimy tongue. Lydia was grabbed by two of them and her blouse was ripped open. The zombies began groping her breasts and kissing and licking at her neck and face as she was dragged down to the ground. Kelsey saw her friends being taken down by the zombies as she backed towards a van overturned on the bridge.

Three zombies were coming right for her. She turned, trying to climb onto the side of the van, her stockinged legs kicking and her skirt flaring as she struggled to pull herself up. Lydia and felt the painful, viselike grips of the zombies grabbing her legs, tearing her stockings, and pulling her back down to the ground. Their sweaty, smelly bodies were suddenly on top of her. Smothering her in their masculine musk. Their hands tore at her clothes. Their mouths licked and kissed and bit at her body. Not trying to eat her but trying to devour her with their lust.

“Noooo! Stop! Get off me!” She struggled, but it was useless. Her dress was torn away. Her blouse ripped open. Her bra yanked and twisted until the strap broke and Kelsey’s large, pert breasts were exposed. The snarling, drooling zombie men roughly groped her tits. They licked her stiff nipples and sucked on them as she felt her legs being spread wide.

Then, the fucking began. As Kelsey’s friends were taken by the zombie horde, she was similarly invaded by rampaging zombie cocks. At first, the frenzied humpers fought to get their hard, swollen cocks into her pussy. Once the largest had fought off the others, he thrust his dripping, bruised cock into Kelsey’s hot cove and filled her with his filthy manhood. He began to rut into her furiously, pounding his cock past her stretched cuntlips and spanking her asshole with the bloated weight of his infected balls. Several more fuck zombies crowded around her, stroking their cocks, and rubbing the dripping tips against her tits and her face. They tried to fuck her mouth and rutted against her breasts.

All the attention began to work for the fuck zombies. Kelsey stopped resisting and started sucking. Slurping on zombie dick as she felt the first zombie unload his infected jizz deep into her pussy. A frothy mess began to overflow her cunt and drip down the crack of her ass. Not longer after that, she was gulping down a putrid load of slimy zombie goo, swallowing it to keep from choking on it.

The zombies weren’t very organized, but they were able to manhandle her and her friends into various positions so that multiple zombies could take their pleasure at the same time. She found herself riding atop one zombie with a huge cock in her stretched, creampied cunt, as another held her hips and fucked her ass. Two more thrust their cocks at Kelsey’s pretty, tear-streaked face and she whimpered and sucked them both.

The fucking went on and on, seemingly all night, as Hannover fell to the rapacious horde. Kelsey lost track of how many zombie cocks emptied their balls into her aching holes. She could feel her pussy and ass gaping and oozing with cream and her stomach was sloshing with the foul soup of zombie jizz she had been gulping down all night. Some zombies, finally exhausted, lay in piles on the bridge. Others, dazed with pleasure, shuffled away as though in a trance as the sun began to rise over the city.

The zombies had entered some sort of dormant daylight period. The sun gave Kelsey, Lydia, and Nadine a chance to crawl out from under their monstrous lovers. They were all three bruised, scratched, and drenched in cum, but alive.

“The infection… must not work on us,” said Kelsey, trying her best to wipe the cum off her legs and ass. Feeling it glugging in her guts in a nauseating way.

“We have to get out of here,” said Lydia, squinting at the many columns of smoke rising from Hannover. “The city isn’t safe.”

“We take a car,” suggested Nadine. “We’ll go to my family’s house in the country. It isn’t far from here.”

The Soldiers and the Townsfolk

Kelsey and Lydia followed Nadine through the German countryside. She knew the area and they managed to avoid the shuffling packs of zombies that seemed lethargic in daylight. When night approached, they sheltered in an abandoned building. They could hear fresh screams and even distant gunfire.

It was some time after midnight when a group of soldiers approached. These men seemed to be normal as they drew near, but when they took off their gas masks, they revealed crazed eyes and pale skin shot through with black capillaries. They stripped off their uniforms at the sight of Kelsey and her friends and in moments the abandoned building became a furious gangbang.

The three young beauties were lined up hip-to-hip as the savage, snarling zombie men lurched over them and fucked their hot, tender holes. Cock after cock assailed the three young streamers. Their pussies were flooded with infected cum. Their asses left gaping and dripping with cream. And their faces and mouths were glazed with hot zombie jizz.

Dawn came again and the soldiers ceased their endless rutting. Some wandered away. Others lounged and groaned on the floor of the abandoned building.

The three young women escaped the soldiers and made their way into the hills nearby and to the small town of Schwerinburg. It was a quaint little picture postcard town with medieval style houses and narrow cobblestone streets. It might have been nice to visit at any other time, but the three young women were shivering, cold, clad in overcoats they had stolen from the soldiers and little else. They found a store with the front windows smashed and they crept inside, stealing some clothes, food, and drinks.

“I can’t do this,” whimpered Lydia. “Night after night. I can’t make it through another.”

“You have to,” said Kesley, squeezing her friend’s hand. “We’ll do this together.”

“It isn’t much farther to my family’s house,” said Nadine. “In the hills. There will be supplies there and we can fortify it and protect ourselves.”

But it was too late to make the journey that day. They decided to hide in the back of the store, barricading the doors and hoping the brick building would protect them from the fuck zombies.

Whatever minds remained in the heads of the infected zombies allowed them to be exceptional hunters. Darkness fell on Schwerinburg’s quiet streets and Kelsey could almost immediately hear the snarling growls of the fuck zombies beginning their search for prey. It did not take long for the horde to track the scent of the three women to their hiding places. Soon enough, the fuck zombies began growling outside the doors and battering at them.

The zombies did not have good problem-solving skills, but they made up for this with their persistence. They kept beating at the doors for hours, driving the women barricaded inside nearly insane with the snarling and pounding. Kelsey and the others tried to stuff their ears and cover them to shut out the noise, but it didn’t work. It was this psychological assault rather than the hammering strength of the zombie hands that finally doomed the girls to another night of unwanted pleasures.

Lydia broke, screaming, “I can’t take it!”

She shot up to her feet and ran for the door. Nadine ran after her, grabbing Lydia by her shoulders, btu Lydia lashed out at the smaller woman and knocked her to the ground. Before Kelsey could pull Lydia back, her friend had the barricades pulled aside and was yanking the door open to the zombies.

“Let me out! Let me outttt! AHHH!!” Lydia screamed in terror as she was bowled back into the room by the sudden onrush of the fuck zombies.

The swarm of humpers was not as large as usual. Kelsey had time to count eight of the fuck zombies as the wild-eyed men came snarling and charging into the room. Three grabbed Lydia, pinning her down to the floor and stripping off the clothing they had looted from the shop. Kelsey saw a glimpse of her friend’s plush, creamy bottom being smacked by the feverish thrusts of a zombie’s hips.

Then the humpers were on her and Nadine. Three grabbed the slender German girl, bending her limber limbs into a pretzel of pleasure as they sank their cocks into her quivering holes. Kelsey was grabbed by a fit young German man, the sort of guy she might have hooked up with during a night of clubbing. But he was joined by a potbellied old man with a snowy white beard. Huge and fearsomely strong. Like a horny Santa Claus with a ruddy cock dripping with infected slime.

Kelsey screamed and fought, but being a professional streamer doesn’t exactly prepare you to escape from getting fucked by zombies. They Santa zombie grabbed her with her back turned to his big, paunchy body and he thrust his fat slimy cock up her ass. The young, handsome zombie, snarling and drooling just like any of the others, climbed between her thighs and thrust into her quivering cunt. Her cries of shock and horror were silenced by a gagging kiss from the handsome zombie.

Kelsey stopped struggling and began to kiss the zombie back. She closed her eyes and imagined she was hooking up with a couple guys after a night of dancing. She moaned as she felt Santa reach around her and grope her soft breasts. Playing with her nipples and pinching them as he plundered her ass with his thick cock. Her friends moaned and gasped alongside her, getting triple-teamed by zombies and having all their holes filled.

The thing about the fuck zombies was that they could go all night. Kelsey was filled with hot pumps of zombie cum repeatedly. Her two zombie lovers passed her back and forth. Sometimes she was riding one while sucking the other. Sometimes they bent her over and took her from behind so she could watch her friends getting fucked. She was a slave to their urges. A cream-stuffed pastry of their crazed lust. She sucked off the Santa zombie and gulped down his cum while the handsome zombie pumped her pussy full of another hot load.

The stink of sex was raw in the air. The heat of their bodies made her pour with sweat.

Dawn came at last and the three girls, half zombies themselves from fucking all night, crawled out from under their lethargic lovers. They gathered what they could and without a word among them they set off into the hills.

It was late afternoon when they finally reached the secluded safety of Nadine’s family’s house. The pleasant look of an Alphine lodge contrasted sharply with the many horrors they had endured during their journey to the house. Nadine plucked a key from under a security rock and opened the side door. The house was quiet and dusty, but well-stocked and with a couple of shotguns for hunting birds. They barricaded the doors and took stock of their provisions and finally, in shifts, they slept.

For two months they remained in the house, hiding when zombies wandered around the area and occasionally killing them when they became too persistent. They listened to the world as it unraveled and then slowly started to piece itself back together. Vaccines were being made by women and male scientists secured in bunkers. The dead weren’t dead and could be cured but it would take decades to capture and cure them. They might be forever driven mad by memories of what they had done while infected.

Nadine asked the German authorities for help, but they warned it would be months before they could reach the girls. In the meantime, all three women had begun to change. Their cycles were missed. Their abdomens were swelling. All three were pregnant and they might never know who the fathers were.

Such was the way things went in the fuck zombie apocalypse. Luckily for Kelsey and her friends, it was only another bad dream caused by too many videogames…
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Project Triple Threat

Kelsey Sweetpeach was thrilled that “Project Triple Threat” was coming together. That was the codename she used on her stream to explain why there was suddenly a weird curtain behind her streaming setup blocking the usual knickknacks and LED lights she had going in the background. It also explained the occasional sounds of hammering and sawing that her smart filter did not cut out from her stream.

Kelsey’s many fans were getting awfully curious. A couple had even driven past her house and posted photos in the chat (and got banned for it) featuring trucks in her driveway and workers coming and going. She was glad they had stopped doing that, because the moving trucks had showed up today. Kelsey ended her stream an hour early after a few intense games of Sniper Demon with pubbies and went to greet the movers.

And her friends, Lydia and Nadine.

The two gorgeous streamers were secretly moving in with Kelsey. Raven-haired, blue-eyed Lydia and “Morticia” Nadine with her white streaks in her brown hair and her firm athletic body were going to be doing gaming and sexy streams with Kelsey. This had long been a fantasy between Kelsey and Lydia, to move in together and stream together. When they’d both befriended Nadine it had just made sense to add her to the group.

The renovations were almost done, and three individually decorated streamer rooms were just receiving their furniture and finishing touches. All with branded Triple Threat signs glowing in the background.

“It looks amazing,” said Nadine, spinning her elite gamer chair 360 and plopping her firm little butt down in the seat. “Sehr gut! I really appreciate you giving up some of your space for this.”

“Forget it,” said Kelsey. “This is a dream come true for me. We all have our own rooms for streaming and for sleeping, plus our own bathrooms, so we won’t be getting in each other’s business too much.”

“Well, sometimes we’ll get in each other’s business,” teased Lydia, squeezing her soft tits against Kelsey’s arm and leaning in to nibble on Kelsey’s earlobe.

“Not now, the movers are here,” giggled Kelsey, pushing Lydia away and laughing. As if on cue, a pair of beefy movers walked through the room carrying the computer desk for Lydia’s streamer room. The three sexy streamers ogled the muscular men and descended into more giggles.

“Maybe we should ask them to do an ‘after dark’ stream with us,” whispered Nadine, looking the hunks over. A third man came into the room carrying the lighting rig and trailing freshly untied cables.

“Excuse me, ladies,” he said, smiling down at them as he lumbered past.

“Ohhhh, god, they all have such big hands,” moaned Lydia.

“You know what that means,” said Nadine.

“They’re good at carrying stuff,” interjected Kelsey, grabbing her two friends by their arms and pulling them out of the room. “You two are incorrigible. We’re not sexually harassing the movers.”

“Oh, come on, let’s have funnnnn,” protested Lydia.

“I’m with Lydia,” said Nadine. “We can’t just go straight back to business as usual. We need some sort of big, sexy event to inaugurate our new Triple Threat brand. And what better way to do it than to get three big hunks to pound our brains out?”

“We have a ton of remodeling work still to do,” said Kelsey, sounding uncharacteristically like the party pooper. “It’s going to take us all afternoon and into the night to get our rigs up and running, the lights hung, and the tile finished in Nadine’s bathroom.

“Ohhh, that’s no fun,” said Lydia, falling back onto the couch in the living room with exaggerated disappointment.

“Yeah, can’t we get the movers to help us?” suggested Nadine. “You know they’ll do it for a chance to score with us.”

“Oh, they’d score alright,” said Lydia, sitting up to watch two brawny movers walk back out for another load of furniture. She sighed and fell back onto the couch when they had passed.

Kelsey jumped over the arm of the couch and nearly landed her butt on her friend’s head.

“No, no, no, you girls have it all wrong,” said Kelsey, looking from Lydia to Nadine. “We have a neighborhood hunk to take care of business.”

“Oh, the Silver Fox?” Nadine raised an eyebrow.

“Yeaaaah, Roger is such a dreamboat,” agreed Lydia. “I’d call him ‘daddy’ any time he wants.”

“But there is only one of him and three of us,” said Nadine. “No matter how big that dick is—”

“Huge,” interjected Kelsey.

“My point is, we need a three-course meal,” said Nadine, squeezing onto the couch with the other two girls. “Three hunks for three extremely horny, desperately undersexed, very eager and very hot young streamer babes.”

“We’ll just persuade Roger to bring a couple friends to help us remodel.”

Making Their Case

“I’d be glad to help,” said Roger, standing in his garage and sipping on a beer. “Let me just get cleaned up and I’ll come over and get those tiles finished for you. Kelsey showed me what you girls are working on over there and I think it’s a great idea. I’m happy to have all three of you as my neighbors.”

“Mmmmm, well, we’re happy to be your neighbors,” said Lydia, fluttering her long lashes as she walked towards Roger. “But we think you might need a little help tonight.”

“Ja, you are zee big, strong, handsome guy, but we might need a couple more of big, strong, handsome guys,” said Nadine, sauntering towards Roger and slowly getting down on her knees among the wood shavings from the job he was working on.

Roger looked down uncertainly at Nadine and then over at Kelsey with a quizzical look. The hot, curvy blonde streamer joined her two friends and knelt in front of Roger. As a team, they reached up to unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants.

“We need a lot of help tonight, Roger,” purred Kelsey, wrapping her soft hand around the thick hose of Roger’s stiffening cock. “Don’t you have some Army buddies you could call?”

“Jim… and… Gavin… ahhhhhh… suppose they’d be happy to… ohhhh… help,” said Roger, watching in disbelief as the three beautiful young women began to kiss and lick all over the stiffening length of his cock. Kelsey’s mouth engulfed his tip, Nadine leaned down to suck on his balls, and Lydia reached her hands under his t-shirt to caress his abs and stroke his nipples. Roger let out a groan as a smile spread on his face. He cradled Kelsey and Nadine’s heads. “Yeah, mmmmmm, that could definitely be arranged.”

Roger leaned his butt against the workbench and enjoyed the view as the three gorgeous streamer girls giggled and eagerly went to work on his hard cock.

After years working together in multiplayer games, Kelsey, Lydia, and Nadine worked with unspoken, perfect coordination. Their lips and tongues converged on Roger’s cock. Stroking him with their hands. Kissing around the head of his cock. Taking turns sucking his hardness and bobbing their lips nearly to his root. Devoting their eager young mouths completely to Roger’s swelling desire.

The garage filled with the wet pop of sucking lips, the sounds of giggles and gasps, and Roger’s contented moans as their hot teenage mouths pleasured him.

Kelsey spent the most time sucking his cock. She rode her plush lips up and down his length and tasted beneath the fat head of his cock as she looked up at him with lust in her eyes. Nadine was a shameless cocksucker, deepthroating him and gagging on him until his cock was drenched in her saliva. Lydia was much more delicate. She stroked and flicked her tongue a lot. She made a ton of eye contact and drove Roger wild with her little pink tongue flicking just under the reddening head of his cock.

As their sucking intensified, Roger’s cock could hardly be seen as the three women competed to pleasure him the most. Their giggling and lewd sucking sounds were driving Roger wild.

“Mmmmmmm, he’s getting close,” laughed Kelsey.

“Oh, yeah, I’m real close,” moaned Roger.

“He should baptize the new neighbors,” suggested Nadine.

“Yeah, me and Nadine need facials,” giggled Lydia.

“Oh, you two are so naughty,” laughed Kelsey, rising to her feet, pressing her body against Roger. He wrapped an arm around her and she stood there kissing him and stroking his cock with one hand. Roger slipped a hand under her shirt to cradle the softness of her breast and play with her nipple.

Still on their knees, Lydia and Nadine went wild, sharing Roger’s cock between their mouths and stroking his tip with their lips and tongues. Roger moaned against Kelsey’s lips as his pleasure reached its edge. He thrust his cock between Nadine and Lydia.

“Mmmmmm! Going to… going to cum!” warned Roger.

“Oh, jaaaa, ausspritzen! Shoot it all over us,” cried Nadine, leaning back a little and turning her face up to present an easy target for Roger.

“Fuck yes, cum all over us,” moaned Lydia, playing with her soft tits as she pressed her left cheek to Nadine’s right cheek and joined their faces.

“Oh fuck… here… here it comes,” groaned Roger, watching as Kelsey deftly pumped her hand on his wet, slippery cock. He erupted with a deep groan, painting long streams of cum over Nadine and Lydia’s faces. He drenched them and spilled spurts of his cum into their open mouths. His cock was still pulsating in Kelsey’s hand and still dripping pearly drops of cum when Nadine and Lydia turned to each other and began messily sharing Roger’s big load.

“Mmmmmmm, so yummy,” moaned Lydia, smacking her lips against Nadine’s and licking at the dripping cum.

“Yesssss, nothing like some studly spunk to kick off a hot night,” giggled Nadine, sharing an intense passionate kiss with Lydia.

“Looks like you’re going to need to call those army buddies,” said Kelsey, kissing Roger one last time on the cheek before crouching down and beginning to suck his cock clean.

“R-right,” chuckled Roger, a grin plastered on his face as he fumbled on the workbench for his phone. “I’ll get them right over here.”

Three’s Company

Roger, Jim, and Gavin were barely given a chance to finish the work on the house before the hot young streamers jumped them. Roger was still finishing the grout on the tiles when Kelsey walked in with a big glass of whiskey on the rocks and nothing but a sheer babydoll to hide her curves.

“Need some refreshments?” she asked, kneeling beside him and leaning over so that her breasts strained at the soft, sheer fabric.

“You are unbelievable, Kelsey,” laughed Roger, lifting her into his arms and nearly spilling the whiskey all over the freshly laid tiles. He stifled Kelsey’s laughter with a passionate kiss and fell back onto the tiles with her straddling his jeans.

In the nearby room, Nadine had already taken over with Jim. The hunk, salt-and-pepper Black guy was getting his cock sucked by the pale-skinned beauty German beauty. He started enjoying himself so much that he picked her hips up, shucked off her shorts, put her knees on his shoulders, and began to lick Nadine’s slick pussy and between her creamy cheeks. She looked back and moaned appreciatively, then returned her eager mouth to his cock.

Lydia and Gavin were partying in the living room. While all three men were hunks, Gavin had gone more of a long-haired hippie route in his retirement. He had silvery white hair and a lean, muscular body from spending much of his time outdoors. Lydia had thrown herself at Gavin the minute she had him alone and Gavin had eagerly caught her. With the Rolling Stones blaring on a Bluetooth speaker, Gavin was holding Lydia’s slender waist and plowing her pussy from behind. Lydia looked back at him over her shoulder as she threw her jiggly young booty back against his muscular hips.

“Ohhhhh, yeaaah, daddy,” she moaned. “Give me that old time dicking.”

“I might not be a spring chicken, but this dog can still hunt,” laughed Gavin, leaning into her to pound her with deep, intense strokes. He grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back and kissing her neck. She turned her lips towards him, and they began to make out as his thrusting intensified. His solid hips spanked loudly against the soft roundness of her gamer booty to the rhythm of the drums in Paint It Black.

Not fifty feet away, Nadine was making duck sounds as she gargled on big Jim’s extremely big cock. Her spit soaked his chocolate pillar and dripped from his balls as she moaned and bucked against his face. His big hands held her steady atop him as his tongue ran up and down the slick seam of her pussy, over her clenching asshole, and back down to her pulsating clit. Her slurping and bobbing intensified as Jim began to suck on her clit and pump three thick fingers into her pussy. Those fingers were almost more than her tight little cunt could handle, but she was always up to a challenge.

“Mmmmmmm, ja, fuck meeeee,” moaned Nadine, working her ass back against Jim’s face. “Ohhhh fuck mmmmmmm… make me cummmmm!”

“Yeah, that’s right, baby,” chuckled Jim. “Gonna make this little firecracker pop.”

He sucked harder on her clit and Nadine howled with ecstasy.

That sound of pleasure echoed in the nearby tiled bathroom. Kelsey and Roger exchanged a heated laugh at the sounds of Nadine’s orgasm as Jim sucked her clit, but most of their attention was on each other. Kelsey rode atop Roger’s impressive cock, her slick young cunt soaking his aged dick with her nectar. Her soft tits bouncing as she rode up and down his length. His hands cradled her hips, moving slowly up her body to squeeze and shape her breasts as she rode atop him.

“Ohhhhh, Roger, we’re going to have so much fun living next to you,” moaned Kelsey. “It’s going to be… mmmmm… a party every night.”

“Ha! Until my ticker gives out, babe,” laughed Roger, giving Kelsey’s ass a good smack and a squeeze.

“Mmmmm, I’ll massage it back to life,” said Kelsey, leaning over him, her tits against his chest as she kissed him and popped her pussy on his cock. Faster and faster, feeling his hardness swell inside her. Kelsey’s own pleasure was tightening and coiling around that throbbing cock. “Ohhhh fuck. Ohhhh fuck, Roger, I can feel it.”

“Yesssss, you do,” he agree, his breath heated against her lips. His tongue tasting her. His hips rising to meet her bouncing ass. “I’m going to cum inside you.”

“Oh, yes, fill me,” moaned Kelsey. “Cum for me, Roger! Ahhhhhh!”

Her pleasure surged through her body. Her tight pussy gripping his straining cock with rhythmic contractions. This drove Roger over the edge and he exploded deep inside Kelsey, pumping spurt after spurt of his hot seed deep into her cove. She cried out, louder now, throwing back her head and bucking atop him as he creamed her pussy. Her inner walls milking him and her thighs clenching and releasing as she drained his big load.

In the nearby room, Jim let out a smothered moan and erupted into Nadine’s eager mouth. The sucking German yoga slut cried out and kept sucking, deep throating him as he spilled his load straight down her throat. She savored every squirt, because as Jim’s black cock was painting her tonsils white, she was cumming all over his face, drenching his tongue in her hot nectar.

Over in the living room, Under My Thumb had started playing, and when the first chorus kicked in, Lydia and old Gavin began to cum almost simultaneously. Lydia tossed her ass back against him with relish, savoring every stroke as she rippled and squeezed around his length. Gavin buried his dick deep with each thrust and pumped his hot load into her teenage depths. He watched the way she arched her back and the way her little pink asshole twitched with each spasm of her orgasm. It was divine.

It was quite a way to inaugurate the Triple Threat Project, but Kelsey had a feeling Roger would be bringing his friends over again soon.
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Old Guys in Costumes

“Blacula,” said Jim. “He’s a movie character from a long way back. He’s Dracula but Black.”

“Ja, I get it,” laughed Nadine, talking loudly to be audible over the party music thumping in the crowded house. “Just… never hear of this in Deutschland. How about this outfit? You like?”

Nadine did a turn in her nun’s costume, showing off her perfect booty in her tight skirt and her toned thighs peaking out above her holy stockings. The front of the habit had a heart-shaped cutout that was showing off a generous portion of her perky cleavage and the golden crucifix she was wearing.

“All except the crucifix! HSSSS!” Jim bared his fang-capped teeth and acted like a vampire retreating from the cross.

“Oh, I’ll have to get rid of it,” giggled Nadine, tucking it down between her tits in the habit. “I don’t want it warding you off, big man.”

She took his hand and led him into the blood red light of her streaming room and sat him down on the loveseat facing the TV. In seconds, her lips were locked to his and she was feeling those pointed teeth with her tongue while he was feeling up her firm tits through her nun’s costume.

“Mmmmm, maybe a nun like me should not be getting so turned on by a vampire,” she gasped, sliding a hand down to his dark trousers to massage the big bulge.

“Baby, Blacula is about to make you scream,” he said, kissing her neck and playfully biting her as he pressed one big hand between her legs. Nadine let out a gasp of pleasure and thrust the aching mound of her cunt against his massaging fingers.

Across the hall, the door was almost closed on Lydia’s streaming nest. The fog machine and color-shifting lighting gave the room a mysterious atmosphere. Lydia was wearing a big blonde wig and a low-cut, rhinestone Dolly Parton costume as she knelt between Gavin’s faded blue jeans. His stiff cock was buried in her mouth as she bobbed on his dick and looked up at Gavin’s toned, suntanned chest under the fringed leather vest he was wearing. He had a hippie headband around his head, and his long silvery hair was pulled back in a ponytail.

“That’s it, Dolly,” he groaned, cradling Lydia’s head as she slurped his cock and caressed his balls. “You’re not going to need to work nine-to-five to make me cum at this rate.”

“Hmmm?” She popped her lips free of his cock. “Oh, you mean like the Dolly Parton song. Right. Mmmmmm.”

He shuddered with pleasure and leaned his head back on the couch as he savored the hot, slippery suckjob that Lydia was giving him. Her mouth glided up and down on his cock and her saliva began to spill down his shaft and pool on the tightening pouch of his balls. Lydia was just getting into a good rhythm giving him a blowjob when the door to her streamer nest opened and two partygoers started to walk into the room.

“Oh, hey man, occupied,” cried Gavin.

Lydia popped her lips free of his cock and looked back over her shoulder. It was Julie Pickles, the busty MILF cooking streamer wearing a literal cowgirl costume, and Samur4i, the punky, half-Japanese teenage Warfield streamer wearing a Cowboy Bebop costume.

“Ohhhhhh, sorry,” giggled Julie, practically falling out of her cowprint bikini. “Didn’t mean to interrupt anything.”

“Just looking for a room,” said Samur4i, averting his gaze from Lydia, the cock in her hands, and her drool-smeared chin.

“Well, try upstairs,” said Lydia, already turning back to Gavin’s twitching cock. “Maybe Kelsey is done with the guy from next door. Mmmmmphm. Mmmm. Oh,” she popped her lips free of Gavin’s cock and looked back over her shoulder to add, “but you’d better knock.”

“Gotcha,” giggled Julie and she and Samur4i ducked out of the room.

“Nobody knocks anymore,” said Lydia with a roll of her eyes up at Gavin.

“Yeah, right,” he said, chuckling as her mouth descended once again to his cock. He curled his hand around the back of her head and into the platinum blonde wig she was wearing. He guided the motion of her mouth as she resumed bobbing on his cock. Lydia was an eager cocksucker, slurping on him and reaching up to fondle his tightening balls. Her moans vibrated up Gavin’s shaft and back down to his root. Her tongue curling under his tip and her sucking becoming more and more urgent.

She popped her lips free, tonguing his tip and looking up at him with lust blazing in her eyes.

“Come on, hippie, shoot that load in Dolly’s mouth, y’all,” she giggled, leaning down to take him down to his root. Her lips tightened around his cock. She knew from sucking a hundred cocks in her young adult life what it felt like when a man was about to cum and Gavin was about to blast off like a rocket. “Mmmmmhmmm! Mmmmmmmm!”

She bobbed and slobbered and sucked his straining cock, slurping him to the edge and over as he thrust upwards and plunged the head of his cock down her silky throat. Hot spurts of cum pumped straight from his throbbing dick down Lydia’s throat. She got a hot throat-coating of his old hippie jizz and she loved every swallow. She tongued his twitching balls until he had emptied every drop down her gullet.

While Gavin was getting his balls sucked dry by one hot streamer, big Jim was just about to find out that Nadine the nun knew more than one way to take a confession.

“Yeaaaaah, you want that pussy?” Nadine teased, wiggling her ass in the air and running her fingers between her thighs and back over the dewy folds of her cunt. “Are you going to put that big mahogany stake right in my holiest of holies?”

Jim hissed and bared his fake fangs, stroking the length of his huge, straining cock as he knelt behind Nadine and ran his tip up and down her shaved little cunt. She gasped as he smeared her nectar over his cockhead and up and down her folds.

“Oh, yeah, baby, Blacula is about to show you how deep the darkness goes,” he said, smacking her ass and making it jiggle. He grabbed one buttock, his thumb massaging her pink asshole as he slowly fed his cock into the hot folds of her tight pussy.

“Ohhhhhhhh fuuuuuuck,” moaned Nadine, her head rocking back as she arched her body and took Jim’s cock to is thick hilt.

The hot walls of Nadine’s tight German cunt contracted around him, clutching like shrink wrap on the length of his fat cock. He eased back and thrust in again, jiggling her perky tits in her low-cut nun’s habit. His big hands gripped her slender waist, and he began to plow his cock in and out of her tight pussy. The faster he took her, the louder his hips spanked against her cheeks. His balls battered her clit and sent pleasure rippling through her depths with every thrust.

“Yeah, that’s it, baby,” groaned Jim. “Squeeze that dick. You’ve been in that convent too long. Forgot how good the real thing feels.”

“OoooooHHhhhh fuuuuck that dick is gonna make me cummmm,” gasped Nadine, throwing her ass back hard against his hips and taking his dick to her backwalls. Her pussy tightened around him. Her whole body shuddering and tensing as her ecstasy trembled through her core.

“That’s it, cum on that dick,” laughed Jim, slamming into her again and again and driving her tight pussy over the edge. She howled with pleasure, clawing at the carpeting on the floor as she gave herself rug burns on her knees from fucking back against Jim’s fat cock so hard.

He pounded her perky pussy, until her habit was pulled down from her tits by the motion and her perky mounds jiggled in just their sheer bra with every stroke. His hips spanking her ass hard. His cock was twitching inside her but had not quite exploded.

“Ohhhhh fuck, cum for me, Blacula,” gasped Nadine, looking back at him over her shoulder. “Turn me into a… into a vampire nun with that hot load!”

“Yeah? That’s what you want? You naughty nun! Fuck, I’m gonna breed that tight pussy. You ready… or you want me to bust this jizz all over your firm little ass?”

“Fuck, whatever you want, just cummmmm!” Nadine wailed as another orgasm took her.

Jim decided he wanted to see the gift he was about to bestow on Nadine. He gave her squeezing pussy a few more hard strokes and then backed out of those slick walls. He grasped his cock in one hand, stroking intensely over the round, perfectly firm, and deliciously creamy gamer girl peach wiggling right under his dick. His chocolate length erupted, painting white streams up her back and onto her dark habit. His cum launched out in hot gushes that spattered her cheeks and drooled down her ass crack and over her quivering cunt.

While Jim was unloading all over Nadine’s creamy cheeks, things were getting really wild upstairs between Roger and Kelsey.

Kelsey’s perfect curves were swathed in a Black Widow from the MCU costume complete with a dark red wig and Roger, buff and handsome, was dressed up as Thor. It would have been a perfect matchup, but Kelsey’s costume was cosplay contest quality and Roger’s looked a little more, well, Spirit Halloweeny.

“Your ass looks so amazing in that outfit,” said Roger, stroking her costumed cheeks as Black Widow straddled Thor’s face. “I am going to tear through—”

“Don’t you dare!” she cried, bouncing her ass back against his face. “This thing cost me over five hundred dollars! There’s a zipper hidden on the seams on each side. Just… there you go. Don’t unzip it too fast.”

She sighed with relief as Roger unzipped the tight material and freed the thick, round, heart-shaped loveliness of her ass and her neatly trimmed little pussy. She pushed her ass back against his face, his nose probing between her cheeks as his tongue assaulted her hot cunt. She gasped with pleasure, leaning over him, her tits already out of her costume and pressing against his abdomen as she grasped hold of Roger’s hard cock and guided it to her mouth.

The music was thumping through the speakers, and the sounds of laughter and conversation were coming through the door as Kelsey and Roger, half in their costumes, grappled in a heated 69 position. Roger’s tongue plunged Kelsey’s hot pussy. He licked her clit, slurped at her folds, and licked his way back out again to tongue between her cheeks. Getting her asshole eaten by the old guy next door was not on her Halloween Bingo card, but she was counting it as the free space.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck,” she moaned, pushing back against him and smothering him as he tongue-fucked her backdoor and rubbed his fingers against her straining clit. Kelsey was so lost in the hot, slippery pleasure of getting her booty licked that she did not even notice the door to her bedroom creaking open.

Julie and Samur4i pressed against the crack in the door and watched as Kelsey returned her eager mouth to Roger’s big cock and pressed her ass back into Roger’s face. The sight of their torrid 69 was more than Julie and Samur4i could stand. While Samur4i watched through the door, Julie dropped down to a crouch, freed her cowgirl titties from her cow print top, and wrapped them around Samur4i’s cock. A liberal coating of drool lubed them up as she began tittyfucking him while he watched Kelsey and Roger.

Back in the bedroom, Kelsey let out a cry of ecstasy, sitting upright as drool dripped from her chin. She rode atop Roger’s face, bucking her hips and chasing ecstasy as he vigorously stroked her clit and shamelessly tongued her pretty pink asshole. Kelsey came hard, her hot ring gripping his tongue with rhythmic spasms and her nectar pouring out of her pussy and dripping onto his face and chest.

“Ohhhhhh, yesssss, you love that ass,” gasped Kelsey. “I think… think it’s time you fuck it.”

Roger groaned beneath her cheeks. His muscular arms lifted her from his face and her rolled her onto her back on the bed. He made out with her, stripping off her costume completely and kissing her tits before rising above her still wearing the chest piece of his Thor costume.

“It’s time for me to put the hammer down,” he said, smiling at her as he bent her legs back until her knees were almost on her tits. He exposed the spit-shined wrinkle of her asshole and guided his hard cock to that tight divot. She bit her lower lip, looking up at him with lust smoldering in her eyes.

“That’s it, Thor,” she purred. “Put that big godly dick up my tight SHIELD asshole.”

Slowly, Roger teased her entrance with the tip of his cock, savoring the tightness that greeted him. She sucked in a breath and her asshole clenched tighter.

“Relax, Natasha,” he said, recalling Black Widow’s name from the movies.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Kelsey, her breath hitching as he finally pressed his cock past the clench of her tight ring and slid deeper into her ass.

Roger fucked her slowly at first, but gathered speed with the urgency of his desire to cum. Her moans grew louder and more desperate as he pounded into her tight pucker, causing her soft tits to bounce with each powerful thrust. Her nipples stiff and red from being sucked earlier, begging for further attention that Roger eagerly gave them.

Kelsey’s fingers tightened in the sheets as he kissed and licked her tits and pounded his fat cock up her ass. Her legs bent back by his body. His strokes growing more urgent and intense with each passing moment. She whined with pleasure, delirious from her earlier orgasm and the assfucking he was giving her. Already on the brink of another climax.

"Give me your cum, Thor," she gasped, eyes clenched shut in ecstasy. "Oh, fuck, Roger, I’m going to cum again. Fuck… fill my ass. I want to feel it.”

Roger let out a deep growl in response, increasing the intensity of his thrusts even more. He could feel himself surging towards his climax, his muscles straining with anticipation. He lifted his face from her tits and kissed her. Savagely. Sloppily. His tongue against hers in a passionate kiss.

Finally, with a final powerful thrust, he emptied himself inside of her tight hole, grunting loudly as wave after wave of hot cum spurted into Kelsey’s ass. He leaned down atop her heavily, still kissing, gasping against her lips as her asshole milked him for every pump of cum. Her own orgasm gripping him in that naughty clench.

At the mutual peak of their pleasure, they both heard a loud cry of pleasure from the doorway and looked back at as Samur4i staggered into the room, his cock still squeezed between Julie’s huge tits. Cum erupted from between them and painted the cowgirl’s face and glazed her cleavage.

Roger and Kelsey, still shuddering with the final shocks of their mutual orgasm, could not help laughing.

This was proving to be one hell of a Halloween party for everyone.
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Awards After-Party

“Wunderbar! This is incredible!” Nadine did a spin as she walked through the glass doors and into the huge, ultra-modern atrium of the hotel.

“The Streamies weren’t kidding when they promised us first class accommodations,” said Lydia, holding up her phone to record video of the giant glass Valkyrie sculpture in the hotel lobby. “Is that a giant version of the award statue?”

“I don’t know, why don’t you check the award?” giggled Kelsey, reaching into her gift back and pulling out her own crystalline blue version of a Streamy Valkyrie.

“Oh, that’s right, we won Best Team Streamers, Best After Dark Streamers, and Girls Gone Wild Baddest Gamer Babes,” said Lydia, ticking off all the awards on her fingers. “C’mon, let’s stand with the Valkyrie and get a selfie. Group shot!”

They crowded together and leaned their heads in close as Lydia held her phone out for a selfie.

“Sag Käse,” said Nadine, holding up her fingers in a victory sign.

“Cheeeeese!” agreed Lydia and Kelsey.

The pic, sent out through their Triple Threat social media accounts, was the perfect cap on a wild night of victory. The three streamers, led by Kelsey, were at the top of their game. They had just taken the Streamies by storm and they were about to enjoy a free night in a luxury suite at the Los Angeles Ultra Hotel.

“I’m so tired,” yawned Kesley, stretching so much that her soft breasts nearly popped out from under the careful spray of sequins covering her bust in her slinky, sheer black dress.

“Tired?” Lydia rolled her eyes. She was dressed in something resembling a workout outfit, but with sleek black leggings that seemed almost like liquid and a compression top that incorporated a corset. She was like a goth gym bunny. “This party is just starting! Let’s go get some drinks and something to eat at that fancy restaurant.”

“Spaggatio,” said Nadine, her tight body in a hot pink dress, and her hair, dyed pink to match, pulled back into a single fishtail braid with her makeup looking like something out of the 1980s punk scene. “Zwei Michelin stars! Very good food and the chef is on TV!”

“Alright, alright,” sighed Kelsey. “You win. We’re only young once, right? I’ll get us checked in and have our bags taken up to the room. You girls go get us a table.”

Check-in was painless, with top-shelf service for the guests staying in one of the luxury suites. The bellhop did look at Kelsey like he wanted to fuck her, but she didn’t mind. That was why she wore the sexy outfit after all. She blew him a kiss as he wheeled a cart laden with their bags off the elevators. She crossed the glamorous lobby full of people from the awards show, many of them waving to her or snapping pics until she felt like a true celebrity.

She found that Nadine and Lydia had been seated at a prime booth near the front of Spaggatio. A good spot for the restaurant to show off the beautiful, glamorous women who dined there.

The food was delicious, and the cosmopolitans were killer, but Kelsey found her eyes drawn to a cute guy sitting alone at a table near the back of the restaurant. He was wearing a jacket with patches on the elbows, and his blond hair was artfully fluffed. His thick-framed glasses looked like something out of the 1950s. He was slowly picking at a steak and reading, of all things, a book.

“Hello, earth to Kelsey,” said Lydia. “What are you staring at?”

“That cute guy over there,” said Kelsey. “He looks familiar. Was he at the awards show?”

“Ja, that is Suburban Druid,” said Nadine.

“Xavier something. He was nominated for a Streamy for Outdoor Hunks We Love,” said Lydia. “That one where they all came out and took their shirts off for the promo. He didn’t win though.”

“Apocalypse Guns won,” said Nadine, licking chocolate mousse from her spoon. “The guy who does workouts in the desert and gives survival tips.”

“Ah, well, he’s all alone and he’s fucking adorable,” said Kelsey. “I say, we make his night. We go over there and invite him to our party.”

She got up from the table before either of her friends could stop her and crossed the dining room to where Xavier was sitting alone in the back. She sat down across from him, and he slowly looked up from his book.

“You’re Kelsey Sweetpeach,” he said.

“Yep, and you’re Xavier something,” she said, reaching across the table to offer him her hand.

He grinned sheepishly and shook it.

“Xavier Johansson,” he said. “You’re with that group of girls. Uh, Triple Threat, right?”

“That’s us,” said Kelsey, looking over at her friends and winking. “I just wanted to say, your channel is so awesome, and you should’ve won. Also, you looked lonely over here and me and my friends were having a little party after dinner, and we thought you’d like to come.”

“Well, there was this great berm not far from here, I was going to camp there. That’s like what I do. Camping in suburban areas. Protecting the little bits of Nature. Walt Whitman actually said—”

“Look, Xavier,” said Kelsey, leaning forward and squeezing her breasts “accidentally” between her arms so that her areolas peeked out from beneath her sequins, “I think you’re hot. Those blue eyes are adorable, and I know you’ve got a great bod. Me and my two hot friends are looking for a hunk who can have fun with us allllll night. This is a once-in-a-lifetime offer. That berm is going to be there for camping tomorrow and the next day.”

“You, uh, you’re saying, you’re uh, proposing, uh,” he scratched his head nervously, his cheeks coloring. “You mean you want me to be your sex toy tonight?”

Kelsey snorted with undignified laughter.

“Yes! Oh, you’re a smart one, Xavier. Yes! We want to ride you into the sunset to celebrate our big win.” She stood from the table and offered him her hand again. “Now are you going to follow me into a lifelong memory or are you going to film a camping video at a berm in Hollywood?”

Five minutes later, Xavier was pinned to the wall of the Ultra Hotel elevator getting his tonsils teased by Kelsey’s tongue. While she was pressing up against him and making out with him with lips sweetened by a second cosmo, Nadine and Lydia were swapping spit on the other wall of the elevator. Their bodies were popping out of their sexy outfits and as Kelsey glanced back over her shoulder, she saw Lydia was sucking on one of Nadine’s nipples right there in the elevator.

“You’re going to get us thrown out,” she laughed.

“Halt die Klappe, Schlampe!” exclaimed Nadine with a laugh, grabbing Lydia’s head and pulling her mouth against her breast. “If I go to jail then I get tits sucked in jail!”

“Mmmmmhmmm!” agreed Lydia, slurping on Nadine’s breast wantonly before moving to the other. Nadine gasped, her nipple glistening wet and a ring of Lydia’s lipstick around her areola. Nadine gasped and ran her fingers through Lydia’s hair, her lip curled with pleasure as she held Lydia against her breast and stared at Kelsey and Xavier.

Kelsey couldn’t be mad at her horny friends. She was just as horny and turned back to Xavier, who was stunned and staring at Nadine’s perfect tits getting sucked.

“Mmmm, eyes front, nature boy,” purred Kelsey, diving back in for another kiss and plunging her hot tongue against his. Xavier’s hands came up to caress her body and rumple her expensive gown. She felt his strength, his manly power, and she moaned against his lips. His hands eased from her hips around her ass, squeezing tightly as their kissing intensified.

The elderly couple departing the penthouse level got an eyeful as the elevator dinged and the door slid open on their level. The husband and wife gasped and stared in shock. Kelsey and the girls of Triple Threat ran giggling out of the elevator, Nadine covering her breasts with her hands as Xavier followed behind.

“Sorry about that,” he apologized, his pants massively tented by his erection and his face as red as a firetruck.

“No, no, young man,” said the old woman, patting him on the arm as he walked past her. “My husband Mort and I always enjoy a free show.”

Mort nodded in agreement, a stunned grin on his face as he watched the giggling girls of Triple Threat bouncing down the hall half-clothed.

Kelsey reached the door to their suite and fumbled with the keycard trying to get the door open. Nadine and Lydia were totally unhelpful, resuming a raunchy make out session right beside the door and moaning like a couple of girls in a porn. By the time Kelsey managed to get the door unlocked, Nadine had Lydia’s liquid black leggings rolled down over her booty and was squeezing and spanking Lydia’s creamy ass as they kissed.

Kelsey grabbed Xavier by the hand and yanked him through the door into the spacious suite with a bar, a lounge, and floor-to-ceiling windows with a glittering view of Los Angeles. Xavier seemed overwhelmed by the luxurious location and everything else that was happening, but Kelsey was laser-focused on fucking the hunky streamer.

“Get comfy, stud,” she laughed, pulling him towards the couch as he stared at Nadine and Lydia falling together onto the nearby loveseat.

Kelsey got Xavier’s full attention back as she slipped the spaghetti straps of her gown from her shoulders and peeled the elegant dress down from her pert breasts and stiff pink nipples. Xavier stared. Kelsey giggled and toyed with her breasts, squeezing them and giving her nipples a tug.

“Fuck,” murmured Xavier. “You’re all so hot. But… but you’re the hottest.”

“Shhhh, they’ll get jealous if they hear you,” she laughed, curling a hand around his head and leaning in for another kiss.

She undressed Xavier as they resumed their passionate make out session from the elevator. He shrugged out of his jacket and Kelsey unbuttoned his shirt to bare his tanned, toned upper body. He kissed her neck, her shoulder, his hands on her breasts as he moved lower. Looking up at her as he kissed and licked and softly sucked at her nipples. He was moving lower when Nadine and Lydia joined them on the couch.

“Hey, share the stud,” purred Lydia.

“We want in on the action,” moaned Nadine, running her hand down Xavier’s back and giving his firm ass a squeeze.

“Alright, girls, let’s show Suburban Druid here how the Triple Threat works together.”

Poor Xavier never knew what hit him. They stripped him completely naked as their hands roamed all over his body. They giggled and moaned and kissed him and pressed their bodies against him. Kelsey undressed first, then Lydia, and Nadine went last, stripping down to just a g-string before doing a dramatic stripper’s turn, standing astride Xavier’s lap, and pushing her butt back in his face as she peeled out the g-string. She rubbed her ass in his face as the other girls laughed and then all three caressed their way down his body.

Kelsey knelt first, then Lydia to her left and Nadine to her right. They spread Xavier’s legs wide as he watched with a dumb smile on his face. Their hands collaborated on stroking his big, stiff cock, working up and down his shaft and massaging his balls. Nadine even went down and licked his ass.

“Holy shit,” he moaned, watching six delicate hands caressing and stroking him as the girls stared up at him and giggled. Kelsey gave Nadine a kiss and then turned to share a long tongue kiss with Lydia before the three leaned in and began lick and kiss Xavier’s cock.

It was almost more than the young streamer could bear. He gasped and sucked in a shuddering breath as Nadine’s mouth engulfed his cock. She relinquished his hardness after a few bobs and Kelsey took over. Kelsey managed to deep throat him a couple of times and then pulled her lips from him, fighting back a cough. Lydia dove in last, tonguing her way up his shaft and swirling her tongue around his tip before bobbing on his hard cock.

“Oh my god, I can’t take much more,” he moaned.

“You hear that, girls?” Kelsey said. “Sounds like he’s going to… explode.”

Kelsey leaned in to take another turn, her moan vibrating up Xavier’s cock as she slurped her way down to his root. As she pulled back, so that her lips were wrapped around just the tip, Xavier let out a desperate cry of pleasure. She looked up at him as she felt his hard cock begin to throb in her mouth. In moments he had filled her mouth with his spurting cum. She moaned with delight, cheeks hollowing to suck out every drop as he coated her tongue in his strong, salty jizz.

She popped her lips free and turned to Nadine, sharing all that cum in a sloppy kiss. Xavier watched, wide-eyed, as the girls began swapping his load back and forth. Lydia leaning in to join them as their tongues slithered together and they giggled and sucked at errant spills of cum that dripped down their chin or smeared their lips. Finally, they had swallowed it all, and it was Xavier’s turn to repay them.

They stood on the couch and in front of him and bent over, pushing their asses and steamy cunts into his face and surrounding him. He laughed and knew what they wanted. With nowhere to go, Xavier became their pleasure toy. His hands caressed their hot slits. His tongue slid over and between their firm bottoms. He licked their cunts, sucked their clits, and wantonly ate their tight young asses.

By the time Xavier had all three girls on the brink, his cock was hard again. That was when the real fun began. A fuck party for the ages. One boy and three of the hottest streamers in the world. They bent over the bar and took turns getting railed by his big cock. Kelsey rode him while Lydia and Nadine 69’ed beside them. He pounded Lydia in a deep missionary position and finally pumped her pussy full of cum.

But he had so much more to give. Nadine sucked him back to life and rode him to her own orgasm, then all three women lined up on the bar, asses out, begging for Xavier’s big cock. He grabbed their hips and moved back and forth down the lineup. Plunging his cock into their pussy and rubbing their assholes as he experienced pleasures few men could even imagine.

“Cum for us,” cried Kelsey. “Cum all over us.”

“No, I want… I want to cum in your ass, Kelsey,” he groaned, fucking her pussy hard and deep.

“Oh, yeah, pump her ass full,” giggled Lydia, turning around and spreading Kelsey’s cheeks.

“Ja, shoot it deep,” agreed Nadine, leaning her face down and tonguing Kelsey’s tight butthole.

The encouragement was more than Xavier needed. He pulled his throbbing cock out of Kelsey’s pussy and slowly pushed it into her pink asshole. She moaned and clung to the bar top as she felt his big dick stretching her wide. He hilted inside her, once, twice, and then let out a deep growl of pleasure. His hands tightened painfully on her hips as he unleashed a massive load. She felt it gushing into her ass, filling her up with spurt after spurt of his hot cum.

Of course, Nadine and Lydia were right there to clean up all that oozing jizz as Xavier pulled out. She moaned as their tongues fought over her freshly fucked hole. She looked back at Xavier, his cock only half-soft, his eyes wide and a grin frozen on his face.

He knew as well as Kelsey that the night had only just begun. Before dawn, they would drain him dry.
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Christmas Cheer

The mall was a zoo. But the good kind of zoo where Kelsey could buy Gucci bags and Armani wiggle dresses and flirt with all sorts of hot guys. Nadine and Lydia were having a blast too. Running into fanboys of Triple Threat, hot beefy zaddies, and broccoli haired Chads. Kelsey and her girls were on their third pass through luxury row at the mall when they realized the attention was starting to get out of control. Fanboys were videoing them wherever they went and even the old guys who had no idea who they were had started taking out their phones to snap pics.

Kelsey had just finished signing the breasts of a pink-haired hottie who tried to promote her Pictogram account when Nadine let out a shout. One of the aggressive fanboys had tried to take an upskirt pic of Nadine. The loser was holding his bloody nose and Nadine was in a pose that showed off her best Brazilian Jiujitsu stance.

“Schweinhund!” shouted Nadine. “Try that again and you will be… kaput!”

She drew her thumb across her throat and the young man, sobbing hysterically and holding his bloody nose, grabbed for his phone and ran.

“I see mall security coming,” said Lydia, tugging at Nadine’s arm. “We’d better get out of here. Where is Kelsey?”

“Right here!” shouted Kelsey, hurrying over with her numerous shopping bags. “We’re really far from the exit where we parked.”

“That’s okay,” said Lydia, tugging the furious Nadine further away from the scene of the crime. “Let’s just get outside and get some fresh air. Cool off.”

“Widerling,” said Nadine, frowning with revulsion. “If any of those pricks try that again I will assassinate them.”

“You’re scary when you get mad,” laughed Kelsey as they finally bundled out of the mall and into the surprisingly chilly California night. At least they had shaken off their pursuers. They managed to navigate their way around the sprawling shopping mall. The anger cooled off and before they were even halfway back to their car the girls were laughing and joking around again.

Kelsey was just about to tell her friends about the girl trying to promote her social media and getting her boobs signed when she heard a gravelly voice call out, “Ho ho ho! Help the homeless?”

They were being accosted by the dirtiest looking mall Santa that Kelsey had ever seen. He looked genuinely old and fat, with a grimy Santa suit and bloodshot eyes that suggested drinking or imbibing something harder. He was holding a weatherbeaten sign up that said, “Help for the Homeless.” He had a jar sitting in front of him with, at best, twenty dollars in change and crumpled bills.

“Look at this guy,” murmured Lydia with a mix of amusement and wariness.

“He looks like he is going to get the pneumonia,” said Nadine.

“Please,” said the old Santa, rising to his feet with effort. “Anything you can give will help the homeless.”

“Are you the homeless?” teased Lydia.

“Don’t ask him that,” said Kelsey, elbowing her friend in the side. She raised her voice and addressed the man, “We’re headed somewhere warm. Would you like to come with us?”

Nadine and Lydia looked at Kelsey with disbelief. The old man looked at them with even greater confusion. His gaze swept the three gorgeous young women, and he seemed to find it impossible to believe that they would want to go anywhere with him.

“I don’t like bein’ made fun of,” sniffed the old man.

“I’m not joking,” said Kelsey. She turned to her friends and said, “We need to bring him back to the crib. We can have a party with our very own Santa. Imagine the number of subs we’ll get from something like that.”

“You are wild,” said Lydia. “I guess… as long as I don’t have to touch him.”

“You can just watch me and Nadine,” said Kelsey, resting an arm on Nadine’s shoulders.

“Widerling,” said Nadine with a roll of her eyes.

They all burst out laughing at that, even Santa, and none of them could explain why.

“Alright,” said the grimy old Santa. “Okay. I’ll go with ya. But this better be fun.”

“Santa, baby, you have no idea,” giggled Kelsey.

Santa After Dark

The Triple Threat house was overly decorated for Christmas, with flashing LED light strings in almost every room, and Christmas trees for each of the three streaming setups, with a huge fourth Christmas Tree in the living room. Each girl had stacked presents under the main tree and had piled up presents from their fans and their wishlists under each of the streaming Christmas trees.

Christmas music was in the air and the girls were in the kitchen, dressed in their most festive, fur-trimmed, slinky elf dresses. Kelsey had added a pair of realistic silicon elf ears to her outfit. Nadine and Lydia were wearing complimentary dark green and dark red velvet dresses fringed in white fur respectively.

Santa, well, he was presumably naked. They had sent him to the shower after the very stinky car ride. Lydia’s poor BMW was filled with the unwashed stench of sweat and booze and cigarettes. She’d probably need to get the car detailed and deep cleaned to get that stench out.

“Marshmallows?”  Kelsey asked, bringing a tray of steaming cups over to the kitchen Island. She was making the hot cocoa, and the other two girls had just returned to the kitchen from setting up the streaming gear in the living room.

“Extra,” said Lydia.

“Ja, little ones,” said Nadine.

The girls were still blowing on the steam from their cups of cocoa when Santa came staggering into the kitchen. He was still damp from the shower but had dressed in the clean Santa suit that Kelsey had left on the bed for him.

“Ohhhhhhh! The big man is here!” Kelsey cried with delight, running over to give him a kiss on the cheek. He hadn’t shaved and so his big, gray beard still ended in rough whiskers that were coarse and damp beneath her lips.

“The name is Buster,” he said. “Or sometimes people call me—”

“Santa!” cried Lydia, throwing her arms around his jiggling body to press a kiss to his other cheek.

“Weinachtsmann,” said Nadine, squeezing him from the front and giving him a full-on peck on the lips.

“We’re going to stick with Santa, big guy,” giggled Kelsey. “Are you ready to unwrap presents or did you want some hot cocoa first?”

“Got any rum?” asked Santa.

The girls giggled at that, but Kelsey was able to track down a bottle of rum from one of their legendary parties. She filled a mug with the booze and the girls took their hot cocoa and escorted Santa to the little throne they had made for him in their living room. The glow of the Christmas lights sparkled in Santa’s bloodshot eyes. He gulped down some rum and let the girls walk him over to the throne and sit him down.

They posed for Santa and the streaming camera, showing off their shapely young bodies in their festive dresses. They had Santa’s full attention and his complete interest, judging by the bulge in his borrowed red velvet pants.

“I think I mighta gone to heaven,” said Santa, sipping at the rum. “But you three beauties are getting moved to my special extra naughty list.”

“Ohhhh? Is that bad?” Kelsey teased, rubbing up against Santa’s left side.

“It’s for the baddest of the bad,” said Santa, wrapping one beefy arm around Kelsey and drawing her closer. His eyes danced in the light as he looked over her curves nearly bursting out of her slinky Christmas dress. “The girls that are so bad they’re good.”

“Ohhhh, I’m that bad too,” confessed Lydia, squeezing against Stanta’s right side and pressing a kiss to his hairy cheek. He chortled and put his other arm around Lydia, pulling her even tighter and staring down at the heaving swell of her enormous cleavage.

“I am the naughtiest of them all, Santa,” said Nadine. “I am the girl who is first to take off die Kleidung.”

She proved it to Santa by peeling her green velvet dress down from her shoulders, slowly working it over the perky swell of her bust, and shimmying it down her hips. She was not wearing a bra nor panties beneath her dress and Santa looked as though his eyes were going to pop out of his head.

“Ah… I didn’t realize that you meant… I thought this was just a little skit… I mean…”

The befuddled old Santa Claus stared in amazement as the sexy young German streamer went down to her knees in front of him.

“Don’t be afraid, Santa,” purred Kelsey, kissing Santa and rubbing her body against his side.

“Yeah,” agreed Lydia, doing the same on Santa’s other side. “She’s just trying to earn her way back onto the nice list.”

That wasn’t going to be possible with the sort of naughtiness that Nadine had in store for Santa. She had his oversized belt unbuckled and his red velvet pants down to his knees. Kelsey glanced down beneath the old bum’s jacketed belly and she could just see the head of his flaccid cock poking out. Old Santa didn’t seem impressive, at least not at first, but Nadine went to work all the same.

“Ohhhh mmmmmyyy godddddd,” groaned Santa as his soft cock was engulfed in the hot streamer’s mouth. “What have you girls gotten me into?”

“The night of your life,” whispered Kelsey into Santa’s ear. She planted a kiss on his lips that deepened into a tongue-tangling, spit-swapping make out session with the bearded old man. She was glad he had bothered to use the mouthwash she left on the counter. While she was rubbing against him in the lip lock, Lydia started to undress for the cameras and Nadine continued to bob and moan around Santa’s cock.

“Oooooh, look at this,” moaned Nadine, popping her lips free of Santa’s cock. “Sehr groß!”

“It doesn’t look gross to me,” said Lydia, getting down on her knees beside Nadine to share Santa’s cock.

“I think she means big,” said Kelsey, giving Santa a last kiss before joining them on her knees. “He’s a grower and not a shower.”

It was true. Santa’s spit-wet cock, now swollen to full hardness, turned out to be impressive. With a thick nest of gray hair at its root, the fat, veiny cock must have been nearly as long as Kelsey’s forearm and the head of his cock, like some oozing, purple plum, was almost as big as Nadine’s fist.

“Oh, yeah, it is fucking big, Santa,” moaned Lydia, leaning in closer to join Nadine in licking all over Santa’s cock. The three girls joined forces for an incredible blowjob. Taking turns bobbing on Santa’s hard cock, tongues tangling over his tip, and slurping on his heavy, musty balls. Kelsey kept the action oriented for the cameras, occasionally motioning one of the girls to turn or move aside so the fans could watch on the after dark stream as Kelsey and her friends devoured Santa’s huge dick.

Kelsey found her two reluctant pals just as enthusiastic as she was when confronted with a big cock. Wet slurping sounds filled the room along with Santa’s surprised moans. The girls wiggled their asses for the camera, occasionally giving each other a squeeze or a smack or a quick, lusty kiss between pleasuring Santa. Before long, Father Christmas was wheezing and ready to burst.

“Ohhhh, yessss, Santa, are you going to cum?” cried Kelsey, tonguing his tip and looking up at the edging old geezer.

“Yesssss… I’m about to… going to… oh my god… I’m going to explode!”

“Cum all over our tits!” Lydia cried, hefting her breasts in her hands and leaning in close to Kelsey from the left.

“Ja! Spritzen unsere Titten!” Nadine cried, squeezing her tits beside Kelsey’s from the right.

“Yeahhhh, let loose all over us, Santa! Give us your Christmas cheer!” Kelsey jerked his spit-soaked cock until he reached his breaking point. Santa erupted in a great, gushing geyser of goo. His hot load splashed Kelsey’s face and drenched her breasts as she squealed with delight. She stroked and aimed Santa’s cock at Lydia and gave her a few heavy pumps across her big, soft tits. Kelsey then aimed the old man’s cock at Nadine and finished Santa off on the German beauty’s perky mounds.

Santa collapsed back onto his throne, panting and red in his pockmarked face, his cock slipping through Kelsey’s fingers. The girls turned their attention on each other, showing off their spunk glazed breasts for the stream and then playing with the dripping strands of slimy semen. Kelsey ended up with both her friends licking and slurping cum off her breasts. She gasped, cradling their heads and laughing for the camera, sharing the jizz in a hot kiss. They passed the salty load back and forth between them until Nadine, feeling greedy, gave it a gulp and swallowed it down.

Some Yuletide lesbian fun on the floor followed, with Kelsey 69ing with her bestie Lydia and Nadine dipping in to give Lydia a good ass licking. Some more making out, finger banging, and clit-sucking was enough to get Santa back in the game. The old man stood from his throne and loudly declared, “Santa has more presents to deliver!”

He stroked his hard cock and staggered over to them, his pants and boots now completely discarded and his balls swinging free. The Likes and Subscribes on the Triple Threat channel went wild as Santa brought a full bag of Christmas gifts for Kelsey and the girls.

He started out with Lydia, because her pink pussy and round ass were pointed right at him. He grabbed hold of her hips and fed his thick Santa cock into her tight folds. Lydia let out a wordless cry of ecstasy as she was stuff full of a good ten inches of Yule Log. A throbbing, thrusting, veiny old cock that hit her backwalls and sent her hanging titties swinging.

Kelsey knelt beside her, spreading Lydia’s cheeks so Santa could watch her pink pucker twitch with every thrust of his cock. Nadine got in on the action by presenting her pussy to Lydia as a second course. When Lydia proved to be too distracted by Santa’s cock, Nadine grabbed Lydia’s hair and yanked the brunette face-first into her hot German honeypot. That got the message across, and Lydia began moaning and licking Nadine as Santa pounded Lydia’s tight pussy.

This proved to be too much for Lydia. She cried, “Ohhhhh fuck… I’m… fucking… CUMMING!”

She threw her ass back to meet Santa’s fat fuckmeat and came all over his throbbing hard dick. Lydia drenched his balls until they were dripping with her nectar, then collapsed face down on Nadine’s cunny.

That gave Kelsey the opening she needed to push Santa back onto his throne and ride his lap for all she was worth. Kelsey straddled Santa’s lap and impaled her soaked slit onto his huge, twitching tool. She worked her ass for the camera and bounced her soft titties in Santa’s face. He grabbed them and squeezed them, tonguing her nipples as she rode him hard and fast.

“Cum for me. Ohhhh yeah. Cum for me, Santa! Fill my elf pussy up with your presents!”

Santa let out a choked cry of pleasure. A desperate, “Merrrrrry Christmas!” He bucked his hips upwards, nearly knocking Kelsey off his lap as he erupted into the depths of her cunt.

The feeling of Old Saint Nick’s hot jizz pumping into her pussy sent Kelsey over the edge. She cried out, riding hard on his big dick and draining his balls with the squeezing walls of her pussy. Her orgasm pulsating long after the old man had started to go soft.

Before the night was over, the Christmas stream was going to break all records not just for Triple Threat but for the streaming service. In the process, the girls became such legends that they broke the Internet for the next two days.

Santa, AKA Buster, a real homeless man, raised enough money from the incident to buy himself a house.
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Serious Gamers

Kelsey Sweetpeach was dressed in stiletto heels, dark stockings, a slate gray pencil skirt, and a matching jacket. She might have looked ready to work as a corporate secretary except she had dyed half her hair pink and the blouse she was wearing under the jacket was obscenely low cut. If she leaned forward more than ten degrees, her tits would fall out.

She was trying to put on her candy red lipstick while her Triple Threat partners continued to talk.

“What do we wear to this meeting?” asked Lydia, leaning out of her streaming room wearing nothing but her panties.

“It is eine Geschäftstreffen,” said Nadine, already buttoning up a tight blouse over her bust.

“I have no idea what that is,” said Lydia, frowning at Nadine, “but you’re not wearing a bra under that blouse so you might as well be topless.”

“Ja, topless in public,” said Nadine, shaking the hanging weight of her tits back and forth with the stiff buds of her nipples poking against the sheer blouse.

Kelsey decided she needed to settle matters.

“She said it’s a business meeting. Which it is, but it’s a business meeting with an adult game developer. We dress sexy but not like we’re going to do a porno shoot right there in the guy’s office.”

“How do you know it’s a guy?” asked Lydia.

“Ja, maybe it’s a sexy Fraulein and we lick her clit,” said Nadine, making an obscene gesture with her tongue.

Kelsey shook her head at her friends and went back to her mirror.

“I talked to him on the phone,” said Kelsey, finishing up her lipstick. She moved on to her diamond earrings that had been a gift from a fan. She gave the guy jerk off instructions one time in a personal cam show and he bought her five-thousand-dollar earrings. “His name is Pierce Deville and he founded DevilSoft.”

“Right, they made that game about that porn star last year, where she was in space,” said Lydia.

“Pamela Paddington, PAWGsmonaut,” laughed Nadine. “It was a good game. Good physics. Lots of jiggles.”

“Well, he said he has an offer of something like that for us, so we’re going to hear him out and see how much money he’s willing to offer.” Kelsey finished with her earrings and turned. She was dismayed to see Lydia, still almost naked, playing with Nadine’s nipples through her blouse. The two began to make out. Kelsey stomped her foot. “Will you two knock it off? We’re going to be late if you don’t get ready!”

“Mmmmmmm, sorry, these perfect tits are just making me so hot,” said Lydia, leaning down and sucking one of Nadine’s nipples through her blouse.

“Nein! Stop that!” Nadine giggled and pushed her away, but not in time. Lydia’s mouth had left a wet ring on the fabric around Nadine’s nipple. “Scheiße, now I have to change clothes again.”

“Oh, no, you’re going with a wet titty,” insisted Kesley, smacking them both on their bottoms. “Now finished getting dressed! Both of you! Don’t you want to be rich?”

The truth was the three girls were already rich beyond their wildest expectations. Their streaming careers continued to grow, and they were so Internet famous that they regularly ran into people that recognized them. They were inundated with sponsorships, promotional offers, and even companies giving them free things in the hopes they would mention the makeup, personal care products, vibrators, or computer equipment on their streams.

It was going to take more than money to interest Kelsey, Lydia, and Nadine. Pearce Deville was going to need to offer them the one thing unquestionably better than money: fun.

The ‘Meat’ in ‘Meeting’

Any disappointment Kelsey felt when the elevator doors to Devilsoft opened on a plain office space were forgotten the moment she saw Pearce Deville. The stunningly handsome middle-aged CEO had the look and style of a forty-something Patrick Bateman, complete with the slicked back hair, the perfect skin, and the chiseled cheekbones. Every part of his look was immaculate, from the silk tie to the cufflinks to the crisp white collar. He moved and shook hands with forceful, masculine style, moving from one girl to the next and flashing those blue eyes and those perfect, white teeth.

“I’m so glad Triple Threat could make it today,” said Pearce.

“We are too,” said Lydia, blatantly looking him over.

“Wunderbar,” agreed Nadine, staring down like she was ready to pull out calipers to measure the impressive size of Pearce’s bulge in his pants.

“We’re really, um, excited to hear your offer,” agreed Kelsey, getting a lot red in the face as she thought about those strong hands from the handshake grabbing her hips and bending her over one of the desks in the bustling office.

“Great,” said Pearce. “Why don’t we step into my office and we can talk things over. I can show you what Devilsoft has to offer you and talk about what I imagine the future of erotic gaming looks like with Triple Threat leading the way.”

They followed him through the mahogany double doors leading into his office and it was like walking out of a strip mall into a ski lodge. There was even a fire burning in a fireplace, although on second look it was a heater with a realistic digital image of fire. Pearce sat down at the head of a table that looked like it was imported from Norway and invited the girls to sit on couches to either side of the table.

“So what I am picturing,” he began, “is an interactive game where the player gets to play the luckiest guy in the world. A fan of Triple Threat who wins a contest and gets to spend a weekend getting to know you. But we want to tie in your games and go with the whole multiverse thing, so each of you will become trapped in a different style of game. Kelsey, you are the master of first-person shooters, Lydia is a pro at party games, and Nadine’s teamwork in hero shooters is unmatched.”

“Ja, I am a heal slut,” said Nadine.

“Your words, not mine,” said Pearce with a wink. “Obviously, a studio like Devilsoft specializes in an erotic experience, so we are not going to be making games in each of these genres. It’s about providing a believable world like these games, with parody characters and environments, for the real action we do best.”

“Hardcore fucking,” said Lydia.

“Right,” said Pearce. “And our partnership with LoveConnect interactive toys will allow us to roll out various scenarios that gamers can experience in more ways than one. They can feel like they’re fucking you.”

“I use those LoveConnect dildos sometimes on my stream,” said Lydia.

“We all do,” replied Kelsey. “It’s a great way to earn extra coins from big spenders who want to go private after the stream ends.”

“Awesome,” said Pearce. “So you’re veterans. I should have known. Maybe we could even do a launch party live with you three where you get to fuck some fans and they get to experience you with live LoveConnect rigs.”

“So you want us to prostitute ourselves for your game?” asked Lydia, looking insulted. She almost immediately broke into a grin at Pearce. “Because that is so fucking hot.”

“Let’s talk about compensation,” said Kelsey.

They dug into the nuts and bolts of the agreement with Devilsoft. Pearce brought in designers and accountants and talked about royalties and fees and all sorts of things that seemed to bore Nadine and Lydia. Kelsey stayed on Pearce’s level.

She knew he wasn’t trying to screw them over, but he was angling for the best deal possible. And so was she. Once he realized she wasn’t some pushover, she saw a sparkle of delight in his blue eyes. She sat closer to him, looking at the mockups of characters and environments, discussing royalties until they had reached a percentage that worked for Triple Threat.

“It’s a deal then,” said Pearce, offering Kelsey his hand. She hesitated.

She glanced over her shoulder at Lydia and Nadine. Lydia was trying to throw M&Ms into Nadine’s cleavage and Nadine was trying to throw gummy bears into Lydia’s open mouth. They both missed their last throw as they realized they were being watched.

“What?” asked Lydia.

Kelsey felt a rush of a desire, stoked by her heated negotiations with the handsome executive. She looked at her friends in their sexy outfits and she realized that what she had been fantasizing about had to include her two besties.

“Ladies, Pearce here wants us to sign a deal with his studio,” explained Kelsey. “But before we agree to anything, we need to give him the Triple Threat test.”

“The Triple Threat test?” Nadine gave Kelsey a confused look.

But Lydia understood.

“Oh, yeah, the Triple Threat test,” she said, scooting to the very end of the couch closest to Pearce. “What do you say, Pearce?”

“Mmmmm, yes, are you up for our test?” asked Kelsey, running her hand over Pearce’s muscular thigh and into his lap. She felt his bulge shift in his pants as he stiffened up in the chair.

“Ah… yes, well, I guess you ladies need to do your due diligence, right? Who am I to refuse?” He saw all three girls getting up and coming towards him and he quickly stabbed a finger at the intercom button. “No calls, Miss Holloway. I’m not available.”

Kelsey and her friends descended on him like a trio of succubi, rubbing their bodies against him as they immediately began to strip off their clothes. He didn’t know where to put his hands, but he tried to put them everywhere. Kelsey moaned, kissing him as she shed her jacket and he pulled open her blouse. His other hand was on Lydia, stroking her ass and slipping beneath her skirt to smack her cheeks.

He was a match for all three of them, dividing his attention three ways, but proving he was a capable lover. His fingers invaded Kelsey’s hot cunt, pumping into her pussy as she swapped pit with him in a passionate kiss. Lydia was down on her knees, sucking Pearce’s impressive cock as Nadine continued to undress.

“Gorgeous,” groaned Pearce, focusing on Kelsey’s now bare breasts even as he curled one hand onto Lydia’s head to guide her bobbing blowjob. “Even better in person than you three are on streams.”

“Yeah, you don’t get to touch us on stream,” said Nadine, dropping to her knees to share Pearce’s cock with Lydia. The two were soon taking turns sucking his dick, tongues fencing over his tip and their hands massaged his balls.

Lyida smothered Pearce in her cleavage, moaning and rubbing her tits against him as he kissed, sucked, and fondled her breasts. His fingers continued to pump into her pussy, making her hotter and hotter until she just had to join her friends on her knees.

Pearce Deville was treated to the patented Triple Threat three-way-suck. Kelsey enveloped his impressive cock in her mouth, looking up at him as she took him down her throat and licked his balls. She deepthroated him for as long as she could stand and then pulled off him, trailing saliva. Lydia was next, dropping her mouth down to the root of Pearce’s cock before he even had a chance to feel a cool breeze on his wet dick. Kelsey and Nadine shared a hot kiss and then went down to share his balls, licking and slurping on them while Lydia showed off her throat skills.

Pearce wasn’t idle either. The hunky exec guided them with his strong hands and moved his hips to gently thrust into Lydia’s throat.

Then it was Nadine’s turn to slurp on Pearce’s prick. She wrapped her tits around his spit-soaked shaft and sucked on his tip while she gave him a soft massage with her breasts. Her swirling tongue and moans of lust drove Pearce to the brink.

“Incredible, but I am going to cum if the three of you keep that up,” he warned them.

“Ja, go ahead,” said Nadine, popping her lips from his reddening tip. “You can spritzen in meine mouth all you want.”

“No, he can’t,” said Kelsey, rising higher on her knees beside Nadine. “We’re going to ride this big dick before he explodes.”

He tried to take over, but the three girls decided they were going to use Pearce as their latest sex toy. Kelsey went first, climbing astride his lap and gripping his cock in one hand as she lowered herself on his length. They moaned in unison as she eased herself onto that big, pulsating cock. It filled her up perfectly and she was nearly ready to cum with that first stroke. Pearce’s hands reached around to cradle her ass and he planted a scorching kiss on her lips.

She began to ride him with all the skill of a girl who rode her LoveConnect SaddlePro on cam almost every night of the week. She popped her hot young pussy on Pearce’s middle-aged cock and bounced her soft tits in his face. He thrust beneath her, making her bounce even more and driving her over the edge. She came hard all over his dick and was surprised that he managed to hold out. He plunged his cock upwards into her again and again until she slid bonelessly off his lap, moaning with pleasure.

Nadine was next, riding him reverse cowgirl, moaning as her soaking cunt sloshed on his big dick and he spanked and squeezed her ass. He played with her asshole with two fingers and finally pushed them inside her, driving Nadine over the edge and making her cum so hard she squirted onto his lap.

That just meant more lube for Lydia, who went absolutely wild on Pearce’s lap with one foot on the arm of the chair and her knee on his thigh. He groped her tits and licked her nipples as she rode hard atop his cock. It seemed to Kelsey like Lydia was trying to make him cum, but even she could not handle his cock. She let out a wail of ecstasy, arching her back and only remaining upright thanks to Pearce’s hands.

She finally slid off his lap and Pearce, triumphant at last, rose to his feet with his hard, red cock dripping with precum and pussy juice.

“On your knees,” he commanded. “Line up hip-to-hip and show me those pussies.”

“Oooooh, he likes to look at our butts,” giggled Lydia, dropping heavily onto her hand and knees and arching her back to present her cheeks to Pearce.

Kelsey fell in beside her, wiggling her juicy rear as Nadine dropped down to Kelsey’s left. She looked back over her shoulder and made eye contact with Pearce. He was already staring at her ass. She reached back with one hand and spread it.

“Fuck my ass,” she whispered to him.

“You sure?” he laughed.

“Yessss,” she moaned, spreading her cheeks wider and running two fingers down her crack to massage the tight knot of her asshole.

Pearce positioned himself behind her, rubbing his wet cock against her pussy before dragging the head down her crack and testing it against the soft divot of her anus. He took her with a slow, gentle stroke, stretching Kelsey’s tight ring and stuffing her ass full of his cock.

“Ohhhh yeah, he’s going balls deep in there, Kelsey,” giggled Lydia.

Nadine and Lydia both turned to watch, pressing their faces down to Kelsey’s back and caressing her round ass as Pearce pounded in and out of Kelsey’s stretched asshole. Pearce’s thrusts intensified, each stroke driving a gasp of pleasure from Kelsey and stuffing her ass full to the hilt. Nadine and Lydia moaned encouragement, and Lydia even began to rub Kelsey’s clit.

“Fuck her harder,” moaned Lydia. “She can take it.”

“Ja, pound her ass,” agreed Nadine.

“Fuuuuuck,” groaned Pearce. “Can’t hold out. Cum for me… cum with that big dick up your ass.”

“Ahhhhhh! Yessss!” cried Kelsey, throwing her plush ass back against him and impaling her backdoor on his battering ram. The pleasure broke through her, gripping his cock with the spasms of her tight hole. Her clit pulsating with ecstasy that fueled her anal contractions.

Pearce held out until the last possible moment, then unsheathed his full length from Kelsey’s gaping ass. She looked back just in time to see the first hot jet of spunk spurt out of his reddened cock and splatter her butt. Pump after pump drenched her cheeks, her crack, and then he turned his gushing gonads on Nadine and Lydia. They leaned in with their mouths open, tongues out, to receive the last spurts of his load.

They kissed around his cockhead, sucking him clean and then leaning down to start licking up the jizz from Kelsey’s cum-drenched back and butt.

“Well, Miss Sweetpeach,” gasped Pearce, wiping sweat from his brow. “Did I prove myself? Do we have a deal?”

“Oh, yes, Pearce,” she said, wiggling her hips as Nadine and Lydia continued to lick her clean. “It’s a deal.”
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Kelsey’s Very Special Valentine’s Day

Business was booming for Kelsey Sweetpeach and the girls of Triple Threat. She was so fixated on doing streams, including raunchy side streams with high rollers, that she managed to lose all track of the month and date. Valentine’s Day arrived with a flurry of saucy messages from her fans and steamy texts from one-night-stands and ex-boyfriends. This onslaught of horny well-wishes culminated in… nothing.

Well, there was a whipped cream stream that almost got her kicked off her streaming service and a one-on-one with a rich Arab guy who paid $3000 on SecretFans to have his penis insulted while he jerked off to Kelsey’s breasts. His penis wasn’t even small. Not exactly the romantic day that Kelsey had been hoping to enjoy. Lydia and Nadine had similar experiences, although Nadine also got a long call from her boyfriend in Germany who read a poem to her. The poor guy had no idea that Nadine had been fucking other people pretty much non-stop since coming to America.

By evening, all three girls were commiserating together, dressed in their sexy pajamas, getting ready to break out the pints of ice cream and the oversized blanket and cuddle up for something that would make them all cry. But instead of a tearjerker and Blue Bunny, they got a loud knock at their door.

“It’s almost nine? Who the hell is knocking on our door?” wondered Lydia.

“Probably that Drecksack stalker we caught jerking the Schwanz on our front steps,” said Nadine. She was already getting up from the couch and reaching for the oversized bottle of pepper spray reserved for chasing off stalkers.

Kelsey reached over and stopped her aggressive German friend.

“No, not the pepper spray. Last time it blew back into the house, and we were tearing up for hours.” Keley got up from her comfy spot on the couch and headed for the door. “I’ll just answer it and if that creep kills me, well, I’m sure you will avenge me.”

“An eye-for-an-eye, a bestie-for-a-bestie,” pledged Lydia.

“Was? You will kill his Freund? This does not make sense.”

Kelsey ignored her friends as they continued to bicker about the meaning of the Code of Hammurabi, and she made her way to the door. She was ready to scare off a stalker or pick up a package. She wasn’t ready for Roger Reynolds.

The well-built silver fox was looking as tanned and handsome as ever, with that devilish smile and those twinkling blue eyes that had won her over in the first place. She had almost forgotten about her hot fling with the old guy next door. Seeing the hunk standing there on her doorstep immediately reminded her of their steamy afternoons and nights together. She smiled and leaned against the doorframe, one spaghetti strap of her tank top dropping from her shoulder and nearly exposing her breasts.

“Rogerrrrr,” she purred. “What a surprise!”

“I see that. It looks like you’re having a sleepover.” He reached behind his back and revealed a lush bouquet of red roses. “Happy Valentine’s Day! I would have stopped by earlier, but my nephew and his wife were visiting.”

“Ohhhhh my god, they’re beautiful,” said Kelsey, pressing her face into the flowers and breathing their scent. “Thank you, Roger. You’re so sweet.”

She hugged him and planted a kiss on his cheek. After a moment’s hesitation, she planted another, longer kiss on his lips.

“So I was thinking, since you and you friends are always so busy, you might not have plans for tonight.”

“We totally don’t,” admitted Kelsey. “Why… do you have plans for us?”

Roger most certainly did have plans for the three girls of Triple Threat. An hour later, Kelsey and her friends were lounging on the red, string-lit deck of Roger Reynolds’ yacht. The lights from the city were blazing in the distance behind them. Kelsey was in a slinky one-piece that showed off her amazing ass and had a deep-V for her breasts. Lydia and Nadine were in matching bikinis, red and blue, to match their trademark colors in online games.

“More champagne?” asked Roger, wearing a bold red Speedo that left nothing to the imagination of three sexy young women who had seen what was hiding in that bulge.

“I can’t say no to that,” said Lydia, holding out her champagne flute. Roger topped it off.

“Another Schraubendreher,” said Nadine, holding her half-filled glass of orange juice and champagne. Roger filled her glass and continued to Kelsey, who was lounging under the lights like a supermodel.

“Mmmmmm, I’ll just have the waiter, thank you very much,” said Kelsey, reaching for Roger and hooking a finger into his speedos. They came down easily enough, sliding from his muscular hips and allowing his long, uncut cock to flop free. She grasped it one hand, still holding her empty champagne flute in the other as she stroked his cock and skinned back his fat tip.

“I’m happy to provide you with refreshments, Miss Sweetpeach,” chuckled Roger, stepping closer and grazing his cock against Kelsey’s cheek.

“Mmmmm, my favorite cock-tail,” moaned Kelsey, wrapping her eager lips around Roger’s cock and starting to suck. The enthusiastic blowjob she gave the older man had Lydia and Nadine cheering her on. They got so into it that they took off their bikini tops and started making out and sucking each other’s tits.

That provided Roger with some nice eye candy, the two girls lewdly kissing and rubbing their bodies together. The older man soon recovered from the giggling distraction thanks to the intense pleasure of Kelsey’s bobbing lips and flicking tongue.

“Ohhhh fuck yes,” groaned Roger, cradling the back of Kelsey head as she worked his cock with one hand and her wanton mouth. “Ohhhh fuck… you’re about to get that hot drink you ordered.”

“Mmmmmhmmmm!” moaned Kelsey, giving him all sorts of steamy eye contact as she throat-coated his tonsil tickler.

“Look at her go,” moaned Lydia, lifting her face from Nadine cleavage to watch Kelsey slurping down to the root of Roger’s impressive cock.

“Mmmmmmhmmm, ja, she is a slut,” agreed Nadine. “And you are Muschilecker.”

Nadine drew aside the front of her bikini to bare her hairless cunt. She wrapped a hand around Lydia’s head and guided her downward. Nadine got the message even if she couldn’t speak German and planted a Valentine’s Day kiss on Nadine’s hot, slippery cunt.

“Your friends are having some fun of their own,” groaned Roger, looking down at Kelsey as she bobbed on his cock with growing urgency.

“Mmmmmm, I have all the fun I need right here,” purred Melody before returning her mouth to Roger’s cock. As the yacht rocked gently at anchor, she lavished attention with her hot young mouth on her old neighbor’s thick cock. She reached between his tanned and muscular legs to massage his tightening balls. Sucking and moaning louder and louder as she felt his cock swelling and beginning to leak his salty precum against the back of her throat.

“Kelsey, my dear, you’re about to have that drink you wanted,” groaned Roger, stroking her hair with one hand as he watched her sucking his cock.

“Oh, Roger, mmmmmm, Happy Valentine’s Day! Mmmmmpphmm!” Kelsey relaxed her throat and engulfed his cock down to the root. Her eyes watered as she deepthroated Roger’s big dick. Her nose pressed into his short-trimmed gray pubes and her tongue working the underside of his cock and the hard stones of his balls. “Mmmnnngggkkkk mmmmnnggkkkk!”

“Ohhhhh fuck… you’re incredible,” he groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair.

Kelsey heard Nadine and Lydia moaning as if in unison with Roger’s pleasure. She swallowed around Roger’s cock, looking up at him through tears of effort and tonguing his throbbing balls. Her cheeks hollowed around his cock as she sucked him hard.

That last suck finally sent him plunging over the precipice of his pleasure. His cock began to jerk with rapid spasms against Kelsey’s lips and tongue. She felt the heat of his cum spurting down her throat. A hot rush that she had to swallow, or it would have gushed back up and into her mouth. She swallowed around him again and again, gulping down the hot flood of his cum. A thick, salty, belly warming load that she deftly drained form the handsome old man’s throbbing dick.

“She’s swallowing it all,” moaned Nadine, bucking against Lydia’s face and grinding her cunt against Lydia’s tongue.

Kelsey was, indeed, swallowing every drop of Roger’s load. Her bobbing lips slowing and her eyes crinkling with pleasure as her throat worked around his thick cock and drained the last pulsating pumps of his cum. She finally pulled back, trailing saliva and spunk from her lips to his drooping cock.

“Gorgeous,” he said.

“You’re pretty cute yourself, waiter,” she said, winking and giving his cock a kiss. She rose to her feet, and he embraced her and kissed her on the lips, squeezing her shapely body in that tight one-piece suit against his rugged frame. Their lips meeting and tongues tangling. His hands roamed all over her body.

“Let’s go back to your cabin,” she whispered.

“What about your friends?” asked Roger.

“One girl isn’t enough for you?” She glanced over her shoulder to find that Lydia had taken over and was riding Nadine’s face. The sexy German was cursing and moaning from beneath Lydia’s ass and, judging by Lydia’s reaction, Nadine was doing a good job of it.

“Oh, you’re more than enough for me, Kelsey,” said Roger, scooping her up and carrying her through the yacht and down to his cabin. There, Roger repaid Kelsey with interest. He spread her legs wide and went down on her with relish. His fingers plunged into her tight, gripping cunt. He sucked at her clit and battered it with his tongue.

Just as she was gasping and on the brink of an orgasm, he flipped her over, lifting her hips and spreading her soft ass. He buried his tongue between her cheeks, giving her a hot, slippery rimjob as he pumped his fingers into the snug depths of her cunt. Kelsey called his name loud enough that Lydia and Nadine probably heard it up on deck. She rode her ass back against his face, her pussy impaled on his long fingers, and she came for him. Her hot clench squeezing around his thrusting tongue. Her cunt gripping those fingers.

Panting, still shivering with pleasure, she embraced him, and they kissed again. The sweetness of her cunt on his lips as her hand found his cock.

“You’re still hard,” she gasped against his crushing kiss.

“It’s hard not to be around you,” he growled, squeezing her shapely tushy.

Kelsey needed more. She gave Roger the ride of his life. First cowgirl atop him and then reverse cowgirl, so he could see her big butt wobbling and her tight pink hole clenching with pleasure. Her tits slapping softly against her ribcage with her vigorous ride atop Roger’s stiff pole.

“Cum for me, Roger,” she moaned. “Ohhhh fuck your dick is so good. Cum inside me. Be mine. Be my Valentine. Ohhhhhh!”

His load pumped into her pussy. Squirt after scalding squirt gushing into her clutching depths as they came together. Her hips working and her ass bouncing as her pussy devoured his gushing cock. It was some of the best sex of her life and it took everything out of her. She collapsed into his arms, naked and damp with sweat, and he held her tightly as they drifted off to sleep together.

It wasn’t just a Valentine’s Day party. In the morning, waking and having fresh fruit and coffee, they sailed to Sandoval Island off the coast of Mexico. It was a high-end tourist destination, with shopping, fine dining, and fireworks after sunset. Roger spent lavishly on all three girls. They were used to be spoiled by their fans, but this was different. With fireworks popping over the Pacific, the foursome retired to a cabana with cold drinks and warm bodies. A pile up on Roger of squirming, moaning, caressing young women.

It was a drunken fuck to end all drunken fucks. With Roger cumming at least five times and the girls reduced to boneless heaps atop their older lover. They slept naked, half-exposed, with only the sun to serve as a wakeup call.

Kelsey was nudged gently awake by Roger. She lifted her head from one of Nadine’s ass cheeks and looked up at him, hungover and sore.

“Time to go?”

“Not yet,” said Roger, helping her to her feet. “It’s still early. The beach is deserted. The nude beach. Want to go for a walk with me?”

Kelsey would have refused him, being so tired and sore, but that twinkle in Roger’s eyes lured her to go along with him. While Nadine and Lydia continued to sleep off the partying from the night before, Kelsey and Roger walked out onto the golden sands of the beach as the first red tones of sunrise kissed the skies. Roger took Kelsey’s hand, walking alongside her and occasionally looking over at her and smiling.

It was so romantic it would have made Kelsey gag, except every time she glanced over at Roger that big cock of his was flopping around and she wanted to burst out laughing. She kept covering her mouth to suppress giggles.

“What’s so funny?” he finally demanded.

“Every time I look over,” she said, then burst into laughter and had to point at his big, floppy cock.

“Oh, you think it’s funny?” He gave her an exaggerated frown. “You’d think after what it has done to you that you would take it a bit more seriously.”

“I do! I do! It’s a big, scary cock, Roger,” she giggled. “It’s a monster. It’s just… looking a bit more like a jellyfish right now.”

“Oh, those are dangerous too! They sting!” He started to chase her down the beach, making jellyfish tentacles with his wiggling fingers and running in a way that seemed intended to bounce around his cock more than usual.

Kelsey ran, laughing, occasionally slowing down to tease Roger with her wiggling butt or groping her own breasts, not that he needed the enticement. He caught up to her in the mossy black rocks of a beachside cliff. His warm body pressed to hers in the cool shadows of the rocks. His strong hands held her. His lips devoured her.

“Oh, Roger,” she gasped, feeling that floppy cock not so floppy against her thigh. She parted her legs for him and he pressed between them. He looked into her eyes as he buried his length inside her.

“I know I’ll never be your only man, Kelsey,” he said, taking her with slow, intense, deliberate thrusts. “But I’d like to be your ‘always’ man.”

“What… what does that mean?” gasped Kelsey, her breasts heaving with each thrust of his thick, throbbing cock.

“I’m right next door to you,” he said. “So close. I want to be there for you on weekends like these. On Christmas. On your birthday. When your friends are there or when they aren’t.”

“You mean… ohhhhh… ohhhhh my god… so good… you mean… like a girlfriend thing?” she gasped, squeezing him with her legs around his hips.

“That’s it,” he said, kissing her shoulder. Her neck. Meeting her lips and devouring them again. His thrusts intensifying. His cock seeming huge inside her.

“Yes… I think… yes, Roger,” she gasped, kissing him back. Her pussy clutching around him as her orgasm overwhelmed all the petty reasons she could think of to refuse his offer of a serious but open relationship. Her climax gripped her body and Roger groaned deeply against her lips. His cock pulsing. His cum racing into her in hot gushes. “Ohhhhh yesssssss!”

She was still reverberating with ecstasy hours later. Her body gripped with aftershocks that made her look for Roger on the deck of his yacht and give him a knowing smile. He always smiled back.
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From Deutschland mit Love

Nadine loved Victor. He had begun as a fan of her workout streams who had written her a fan letter that had made her take a chance on a date with him. That had met for coffee in Berlin. He was shy, struggling to make eye contact and get out more than a word or two at a time, but he was cute with his choppy, short blond hair and soulful blue eyes, in good shape from running every day, and a real romantic in his messages or on the phone.

Nadine didn’t feel guilty about sleeping around on Victor while she was in America. She had never promised him she would be exclusive. But she still missed the goofy, bashful hunk. After a Valentine’s Day apart from him, she had spent more than two hours on the phone, talking about her new streaming from America, their past dates together, and how much she liked his long, slender, slightly curved cock. She had given him a treat of a private cam show with her using one of her LoveConnect dildos linked to a LoveConnect pocket pussy Victor was using on the other end. It was interesting and made her cum but was a far cry from being with him in person.

“Why don’t you come to America?” she suggested. “You could stay with me. The girls would love to meet you.”

“But… I don’t speak English,” warned Victor. “I get awkward around people. I don’t know, Nadine.”

His uncertainty had annoyed her enough that she gave him an ultimatum.

“Victor, I don’t know how long I am going to be staying in America. Maybe permanently. So if you want to be with me, you need to come to America and meet my friends. Lydia and Kelsey will love you and you will love them. I promise.”

“What if I can’t do it, Nadine?”

“Then I will know I’m not worth it to you and that I should give up on being your girlfriend,” said Nadine.

She didn’t like being so forceful with him, but sometimes Victor needed a push, and this was one of those times. Thankfully, he was so in love with Nadine that he immediately agreed. She booked his ticket and within 24 hours she was waiting at the airport to meet him as he stepped out of the terminal.

Victor walked towards her with a shy smile on his face and a scruff of blond hair on his chin that he didn’t have six months ago when she last saw him in person. He was even taller than she remembered. He was overdressed for the warm California weather, with an overcoat draped over his lanky frame and a scarf wrapped around his neck. Nadine didn’t care.

“Oh, my Liebchen! You look so handsome! Take off the sunglasses so I can see your eyes.”

“They are transition lenses,” said Victor in German. “I cannot see if I take them off.”

Nadine didn’t care. She pulled them off his face and gazed into his out-of-focus but very striking blue eyes. Then she planted a kiss on his lips there in the crowded concourse. Leaving passengers flooded around them as she pressed her shapely body against her boyfriend and deepened the kiss.

“Mmmmm, Nadine, mmmmm, this is, mmmmmm, maybe not, mmmmm the place for… MMM!”

He jerked against her as her hand found the bulge in his pants. A growing bulge, reacting to her hot, sloppy kisses and the soft smoosh of her perky tits against him.

“I see you have missed me, Victor,” she said in English.

“Please, in German,” he gasped as she gave his hard cock a good squeeze.

“Very well,” she replied in German, “but you will need to learn at least a little English to get by here in America. For a nation descended mostly from Germans they don’t speak the language.”

Nadine could hardly keep her hands off her boyfriend as they waited for his luggage at the carousel. She wanted to tell him everything, to blurt out dirty stories of all the naughty things she had done with her friends in America, but she held back. She knew she had to wait for just the right moment to tell him, or he would get his feelings hurt.

The right moment arrived in the back of the limousine that Kelsey had booked as a gift to Nadine. They were on their way back from the airport to Casa de Triple Threat. Nadine was passionately making out with her boyfriend, her hand already slipping down into his pants.

“I have something I must confess, Victor,” she whispered, her breath hot against his lips.

“What is it?” he asked, sucking in a breath as her hand wrapped around his hard shaft.

“I have not always been completely faithful here in America,” she kissed him as she finished the sentence. “My heart, yes, but my body no. There have been other men. Other women.”

“You… you have cheated on me?” gasped Victor, pushing her back by her shoulders.

Nadine bit her lip guiltily and nodded with sorrow in her eyes. “Yes, Victor, but only for pleasure. There was no love. Well… there is love. With the girls of Triple Threat.”

“Your streamer friends? You fuck them too?” He seemed more disbelieving than angry, which Nadine took to be a good sign.

“Yes, we have sex a lot,” confessed Nadine. “For pleasure and because we love each other. As special friends. But you… they want to meet you, Victor. All three of them.”

“Those girls… they want to meet me?”

“Oh, yes, Victor,” she said, freeing his cock from his pants and beginning to stroke it. “They can’t wait to get to know you as well as I do.”

Her head descended into Victor’s lap and she took his long, slender cock into her mouth. She deepthroated it with skill she had been honing on dildos in his absence. Her throat gurgled softly, and her tongue worked at Victor’s balls. Any anger he felt could not be communicated with his cock stuffed down her throat. She popped her lips wetly around him, hollowing her cheeks and sliding back to his tip. She looked up at him adoringly as her tongue swirled around and under his tip.

“Mmmmmmmmm, I promise all three of us will make it up to you,” moaned Nadine, before taking him back deep into her mouth. She began vigorously sucking him, making intense eye contact as her head bobbed in his lap. When her deft, gamer fingers began to fondle his tightening balls, Victor lost all control.

“Ohhhhhh, Nadine,” he gasped, thrusting his cock deep into her mouth and down her throat. “You… you are a very bad girl. But you make me so hot. You are so sexy. Yes… ohhhh my sweet gamer princess. I’m going to cum!”

“Mmmmhmnnnmmm,” she agreed, working her throat around him as she tongued his balls.

Nadine’s throat convulsed around him as the first hot, salty gush of cum hit the back of her tongue. She swallowed hard, feeling the thick liquid pour down her gullet and then taking him deep, until her nose was pressed into Victor’s trimmed pubes and his swollen cock was twitching deep in her throat. She continued to swallow around him, her tongue working against those throbbing balls as he emptied them into her stomach.

“Oh god… ohhhhhh fuck… Nadine… I have missed you so much!” cried Victor, his fingers tight in her hair.

When she finally pulled back, strands of spit-webbed cum still connected her swollen lips to his glistening glans. She licked her lips and his cockhead clean with deliberate slowness, savoring the way his thighs trembled, and he whimpered with release. His cock twitched and another pearly drop formed at its tip. She slowly stroked him empty as he winced with oversensitivity. She lewdly licked that final drop of cum away and kissed his straining cockhead.

“You’re going to have so much fun in America,” she promised.

At the Triple Threat house, Nadine introduced Lydia and Kelsey to Victor. It was cosplay day on the streams, and Kelsey was dressed up as the Invisible Woman from Rivals, with big, blonde hair and a hippy blue-and-white bodysuit that was practically professional quality. Lydia’s Psylocke costume was much more amateur, which hardly mattered to the fans with the amount of cheesecake (and cake in general) that Lydia was showing off.

Victor was starstruck.

“Ahhhh… pleasure is to meet you,” he said in broken English. “Nadine says ah gute Dinge.”

“Ja, gute Dinge,” giggled Nadine. “I told him the two of you want to get to know him real well.”

“Yeaaaaah, he’s a cutie,” said Lydia, sidling up to Victor and pressing against him.

“Hey, hold on, don’t I get him first?” asked Kelsey, pressing in against Victor’s other side and reaching down to measure the bulge in his pants. “Wow, he is impressive Nadine. You know how to pick ‘em.”

“Ohhhhh ho ho,” moaned Victor, his cheeks going red and an embarrassed smile on his face as he looked from Lydia to Kelsey and then to Nadine for help.

“Nein!” Nadine pushed her friends away. “You wait. He is mine tonight. I haven’t seen him in zu lang.”

Nadine yanked Victor through the house and back to her streamer room. Once the door was shut, she put on some very loud music, the colored lights, and began to give Victor a striptease. Her hips worked as she peeled off her jacket and tight top, baring pert breasts. She ran her hands over them and then pushed them into Victor’s face. His breath was hot, and his chin-whiskers tickled into her cleavage. His tongue dragged over one of her stiff nipples.

He reached up to cradle her tits, but she danced back, turning around and slowly, teasingly peeling off her tight pants to reveal her thong threading her perfect peachy butt.

“Oh my god,” said Victor in German. “So beautiful.”

She turned around again, one foot up on the couch beside Victor as she gyrated and thrust her barely covered mound in his face. The colored lights shifted from one shade to the next, coloring her bare skin as she peeled aside her panties and thrust her slick cunt into Victor’s face.

His response was immediate. He buried his tongue deep in her slick cunt and began to lick and suck her pussy. His hands steadied her legs and held her against his face as she began to fuck against his mouth. Her fingers combed his hair and held him tightly. Her pussy smeared against his lips and chin.

She was riding him to the brink of an orgasm when she heard the door softly open.

Kelsey and Lydia crept into the room behind Victor’s back. They had stripped out of their streamer costumes and were wearing only nipple tape and thongs. This had all been planned out beforehand and as Victor was feasting on Nadine’s hot cunt, they moved in beside their friend to give Victor the full, voluptuous Triple Threat experience.

“Ohhhh, Victor,” cried Nadine. “You’re so good at that. But my friends just barged in and they want some too.”

“Yeaaaahhhhh, what about our little pussies, Victor?” cried Lydia, one foot up on the couch as she thrust her bare cunt at Victor.

Kelsey pulled her thong aside and backed her creamy ass towards Victor’s face. “Oh, yeah, do me too, Victor! Do it from behind!”

Nadine could not help but smile at Victor’s goofy grin. He was surrounded by three beautiful girls with perfect pussies and incredible bodies. His shyness was overtaken by his lust. He reached out for Kelsey, burying his face in the soft roundness of her ass and lashing his tongue against her cunt. She squealed with pleasure, rocking back against his face and reaching behind her to hold him against her creamy cheeks.

Lydia grew jealous, pulling Victor away from Kelsey’s ass and feeding him a hot serving of her own cunt instead. Victor began eagerly licking Lydia as Kelsey pouted and turned to Nadine. The duo began to kiss, stealing some attention from Lydia’s slit-licking, not that Lydia was allowing Victor much choice in where his attention was focused.

“Keep licking, boytoy,” moaned Lydia. “Get that German tongue deep in my pussy.”

While Victor was slurping on Lydia’s nectar, Nadine and Kelsey dropped to their knees and freed his straining cock. They giggled and stroked and kissed him, coaxing him to dripping hardness as their tongues tangled over the head of his cock. Then they pressed their tits together around him, giving him an incredible double tittyfuck that left him moaning loudly into Lydia’s cunt.

Lydia, unwilling to relinquish the pleasure, practically climbed onto Victor’s face, pinning his head back onto the couch as she knelt astride him. Ever the kinky slut, she began fingering her own ass while Victor dined on her cunt.

“Oh, fuck, yesssss… ohhhh yeah, eat that pussy. Fuck, Nadine is so lucky, Victor. Your tongue is so good! Ahhhhh make me cum! Make me cum all over that little beard of yours while I finger fuck my asshole!”

“Look at her go,” laughed Kelsey, reaching up to give Lydia’s ass a smack as Kelsey and Nadine continued to stroke Victor with their tits.

“Unnnnnhhhhh!” moaned Lydia, her ass working faster as she began to cum all over Victor’s smothered face.

That sweet flood of girlcum seemed to be enough to send Victor over the edge. The lanky German let out a cry and thrust his cock between Kelsey and Nadine’s squeezing breasts. Ropes of spunk geysered from their pressed cleavage and decorated their faces and chests. They giggled and shared it in a hot, salty kiss before releasing him from between their breasts.

Lydia got the job of licking Nadine and Kelsey clean, and Victor watched as he recovered from his orgasm. He slowly stroked his cock as Nadine and Kelsey moaned and writhed while Lydia moved between them and slurped. By the time she finished, he was hard again.

That meant more fun was in store. This time Kelsey got to ride Victor’s face while Nadine rode his cock. Lydia joined in, crawling between Victor’s legs and alternating her attention between Victor’s balls and Nadine’s bouncing ass. Nadine let out a gasp as she felt Lydia’s hot tongue swipe down her crack and lick at her backdoor. She rode harder atop Victor, leaning across his body to kiss Kelsey who was bucking her hips atop his face.

“Ohh mmmmm… your boyfriend is so good with his tongue,” moaned Kelsey, kissing Nadine hungrily as both girls bounced atop Victor.

“Mmmm… ja…it was my plan all along. Make him addicted to my two besties in the Welt.”

Before long, Kelsey and Nadine were both cumming atop victor. Kelsey, drenching his face and sucking mouth in fresh waves of sweet girly nectar and Nadine, arching hard and riding harder, impaling herself on his long cock as her pussy clamped around him. He cried out, squeezing Kelsey’s ass tightly atop his face as he thrust upwards and pumped his cum into Nadine’s twitching twat.

Lydia, panting with effort, got her reward last of all. Riding reverse cowgirl style on Victor, his cock up her ass and her fingers rubbing furiously on her clit. She howled with ecstasy as Nadine and Kelsey watched Victor fill her ass with spunk. When she finally collapsed to her knees on the floor between his legs, her freshly-fucked ass in the air, Nadine and Kelsey crawled over to lick her clean. Her friends caressed her quivering body and giggled as their tongues fought over the creamed gape of her asshole.

Victor, exhausted at last, could only laugh and repeat, “Ja… ja… gut… ja…”
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Help with Her Workout

Kelsey Sweetpeach wrapped up her stream by shouting out everyone who had gifted subs or renewed their sub for more than a year. It was a long list thanks to the ongoing surge in popularity that the Triple Threat girls were continuing to enjoy.

“Thank you for all the fun, Sweetie Peaches! And thank you to ‘Love To Kiss Kelseys Feet’ for gifting 20 subs. Awwwww. Well, you’re welcome to kiss my virtual feet any time.” Kelsey lifted one black-stockinged foot onto cam and wiggled her toes, prompting several more last-minute donations. “Thank you to ‘Show Dem Titties’ for the 500 crystals. Not today, SDT. I’m still on probation from last week’s pool party flash. Thanks everyone! See you for tonight’s stream starting at four and be sure to catch my late-night stream on SteamyFans!”

Kelsey ended the stream and let out a sigh of relief. Although she enjoyed streaming and playing the games on cam, she found it physically and mentally (and sometimes emotionally) draining.

She wanted to crawl into bed and take a nap, but experience told her that doing that would ruin her entire day. She would wake up groggy just before her evening stream and need to over caffeinate which would lead to jittery performance in game. That, in turn, would inflame the trolls who sometimes came into her chat, and she would risk losing her temper over their behavior.

She stripped off the Crystal Witch costume she was wearing with the diamond cutout for her cleavage, the little flared skirt, and the stockings with the black cats. She popped off her bra and slid down her pumpkin themed panties. It wasn’t Halloween or anything, but her fans had voted on the Crystal Witch for cosplay Thursday, so she had obeyed. Standing nude in her bedroom, she looked from the beckoning pile of her pajamas to her neatly folded workout clothes.

“Heeeeyyyyy Kelsey, wanna go to a party at the Dungeon tonight?” called Lydia. “It’s spanking night!”

“No,” said Kelsey with another dramatic sigh as she picked up her compression top and workout pants. “I’m going to the gym.”

Flex Appeal was the tony downtown gym that Kelsey had joined as Triple Threat became such a successful endeavor. She was paying almost a thousand dollars a month for the privilege of showing her body off to all the gym hunks, influencers, and minor celebrities that congregated at that location. Behind the green glass, Flex Appeal had the most modern facilities and equipment, along with a level of cleanliness that did not make Kelsey feel like she was going to catch a fungus every time she walked through the bathroom.

She emerged from the locker room in her pink top and gray leggings, her hair pulled back in a tight, bouncy ponytail and her health tracker on her wrist. It was still a bit early for most of the college boys to be on the weight machines, which meant the business boys and a handful of yoga MILFs were in for a real eyeful. She could feel the men staring as she started her stretches.

Kelsey never let it bother her. She was used to being watched. She did her downward dog and her cobra pose knowing that half the guys on the treadmills and ellipticals were ogling her butt. The ogling gave her a dopamine hit like winning a battle royale. That’s what her whole career was about. She didn’t mind, but she never really respected the guys who drooled over her body.

She stood up and made her way to her preferred treadmill, set the incline and resistance, and started with a jog. A sweaty, older guy, wheezing along after a ten minute, relatively easy run, said, “You… should start slower… and work your way up on the resistance.”

“Thanks,” said Kelsey, ignoring his advice as her toned legs made the resistance easily bearable.

“My name’s Woody, by the way,” he said, almost dripping sweat on her. “W-would you like to get a smoothie after your workout?”

“I might,” said Kelsey, smiling sweetly and giving him a moment to bask in landing a date with her. Then she finished, “But not with you, Woody.”

He almost fell off his treadmill as he missed a step. Kelsey giggled and focused on her workout, upping the speed to a full run and drowning out any further attempts to be hit on.

Later, after working up a sweat on the treadmill and the stair climber, Kelsey was working her back and shoulders on the weight machine. She thought of it as her “tits workout” because every flex pushed out her breasts. Even in the compression top, her big breasts looked phenomenal, and she smiled every time she caught one of the guys watching her reps.

She was queen of the gym, soaking in the attention and rising above the rabble, until she saw Roger Reynolds doing an inclined bench workout. It was her turn to ogle the rugged silver fox, his lumberjack body even more chiseled and tanned than she remembered. He was stacking an impressive rack of plates, his abs and chest glistening with sweat.

And he wasn’t paying any attention to Kelsey. Did he not notice her? Or was he just playing hard to get?

She waited for him to move to another weight machine and then took the machine directly across from him. She carefully avoided eye contact to let him think she had not noticed him, then she started her hip thrusts and squats. Showing off her round, perfect ass in those clinging leggings. Giving him a great view of her camel toe practically begging for his attention.

As she finished her workout, she finally stole a glance and was dismayed to realize that another man had taken over the weight machine. He was grinning from ear to ear after watching her do squats so deep in her tight leggings that he could have counted the wrinkles in her asshole. He tried to hit on her as she brushed past him.

Disappointed, and with no sign of Roger, Kelsey was doing her cool downs when she heard someone move very close behind her. Their voice was a low, gravelly whisper, like sweet bourbon poured over chiseled ice.

“Meet me in steam room four when you finish your stretches,” said Roger Reynolds. She caught the twinkle in his eyes for an instant and then he was walking away. Heading into the sauna area.

The steam rooms at Flex Appeal were gender segregated, but there were four smaller steam rooms where you could have a group of mixed genders. There were strict rules about hanky-panky in the saunas. You could lose your membership if you were caught sucking or fucking in the steam. But rules were not applied evenly, and Kelsey knew firsthand that you could get away with a little fun in them.

She had once let an adorably awkward Japanese businessman visiting America watch while she fingerfucked herself in one of the saunas. Hiro. He’d pounded his little cock and let loose all over her tits while she was cumming on her fingers. He’d tried to take her to dinner afterwards, but that wasn’t going anywhere.

She thought about ignoring Roger’s invitation just to pay him back for playing hard to get. But the truth was, she had been missing the old man and was incredibly, almost uncontrollably turned on by his hot dadbod.

She decided to forego a shower and took her sweaty body straight back to the locker room. She undressed, aware that even some of the women were watching her strip off. A mom with a great ass, but saggy boobs and a bit of paunch, was practically sending up signal flares that she wanted to fuck. Kelsey bent over to give the woman a great view of her shaved pussy and pink asshole, even giving her hips a subtle wiggle before standing up again.

The woman was biting her lower lip and rubbing the front of her panties. Kelsey laughed and winked at her, then wrapped a towel around herself and headed for the steam room. The poor sex-starved mommy would probably be looking for her in the ladies’ steam room for the next twenty minutes. But Kelsey headed straight for steam room four.

It was locked, which forced her to knock. After a moment, the door swung open, and Roger Reynold admitted her to the hot, humid chamber of the steam room. He was wearing the tiniest of white towels around his hips.

“Come on in,” he said. “Hope it’s not too hot.”

“Oh, I like it hot,” said Kelsey, brushing past him and unwinding her towel as he closed the door. By the time he had it shut and turned around, she was perched naked on the lowest of the three tiers of the sauna benches, her back arched and her hands leaned back against the bench behind her. Her thighs were parted, her skin flushed and sweaty even before she was immersed in the sweltering heat of the sauna.

“Yes, you do,” said Roger, looking her over without shame.

He let his own towel drop. Kelsey couldn’t resist betraying a glance at that long, thick hose of cock hanging between Roger’s muscular thighs. It was barely hard at all and bigger than most guys she had fucked. She watched it rising even more as he took in the sight of her with her back arched and her perfect tits thrust towards him.

Kelsey parted her legs wider, practically begging him with her body language to saunter over and stuff that daddy dick into her tight young cunt.

Roger stood between her legs, his cock slowly twitching, gazing down at her with a knowing smile on his face. He caressed her cheek and ran his thumb across her lips. She moaned, opening her mouth to him. Tasting his callused thumb with the tip of her tongue.

“You’re hot as a frying pan, Kelsey,” murmured Roger. “And sweet enough to eat.”

His fingers trailed down from her lips to her chin and then fell to her breasts. He palmed one of her soft tits, squeezing it in his grasp as he leaned down and took her with a kiss that smothered any objection. His forceful tongue fenced into her mouth and Kelsey yielded to him immediately. She moaned against his lips. Against the ravishing strength of him. His manly maturity.

To her surprise, he kissed his way downward, over her breasts, tonguing one nipple as he toyed with the other between his fingers. Then lower still, between her parted thigh, inhaling the raw scent of her sweaty cunt. He nuzzled against her folds and she sucked in a breath and thrust against his chiseled face.

“Ohhhh Roger,” she moaned, “I didn’t shower.”

“Mmmmhmm,” he agreed as he began to tongue her sweaty cunt. He devoured her with the enthusiasm of a man who appreciated seasoning. His tongue parted her folds, squeezing inside her and out again. He sucked her clit and lapped at her delicate petals. He knew just how to pleasure her and when he added two thick fingers it was too much.

“Ahhhhhh! Fuuuuck! I’m cumming!” cried Kelsey, bucking against his digits, feeling them curve inside her as he sucked hard at her pulsing clit. He sucked her as her thighs shook with the spasms of her ecstasy. Then, lifting his cum-smeared face from between her legs, he turned her over roughly on the hot bench and he spanked her ass.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Kelsey,” he said, punctuating his words with another hard smack on her jiggling bottom. “Spending time with all those other guys when you should have been spending more time with me.”

“I never knew… ohhh… that you cared,” she moaned, taking two more hard swats across her round ass. She looked back at him over her shoulder, tears welling in her eyes from the sting of his spanking, but her cunt fairly drooling with her need. “Is that what you want, Roger? To have me all to yourself? What about my fans?”

“Mmmmm. I think you know I’m your number one fan, Kelsey,” he chuckled, smacking her ass twice more, then leaning down and dragging his tongue through her crack.

She moaned and lowered her head as he licked her hot rim. His sudden streak of dominance was giving her a hot thrill.

“Say it then,” moaned Kelsey, pressing her ass back against his face. He gave her pucker another lick and then lifted his face from her cheeks. He rose behind her, steadying her with one hand on her hip as his other hand took hold of his stiff cock.

“That I’m your number one fan,” he said, stroking his dick and smacking it against her reddened ass.

“No,” moaned Kelsey. “Tell me… you want me all to yourself.”

“Ha, that’s what you want? To be told? Well,” he reached out and grabbed her golden ponytail, yanking her head back and her soft tits off the second tier of benches, “I’ll be your old man then, Kelsey. This pussy, this sweet peach, belongs to me.”

He notched his cockhead at her entrance and pulled her head back more with her ponytail. Then he thrust forward, parting her cuntlips and stretching her around his fat cockhead.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss,” moaned Kelsey as he fed his cock deeper into the hot, silky sleeve of her cunt. “I’m all yours, Roger.”

He plunged deep into her cunt, hitting her backwalls with every stroke after the first. He gave her tight cunny a supreme workout, beating against her womb and smacking her clit with every swing of his balls. He kept one hand on her ponytail, yanking her back and controlling her as his other hand smacked her ass or reached around to grope and squeeze her swinging tits.

He plowed her and she loved every thrust. Even though his fingers had tongue had just made her cum, she was somehow first across the line with another orgasm. Her back arching, throwing her ass against his hips with loud smacks, her wet cunt gripping him with the throes of her climax. Roger groaned, finishing her off and then pulling his cock out of her pussy.

He teased it against her ass.

“Yessssss,” she moaned, reaching back with one hand to spread her cheeks and bare the pink knot of her pucker. “Yes, fuck my ass, Roger.”

“Say ‘please’,” he chuckled, pressing his tip to her little divot.

“PleaaaaAAAHH!” She didn’t even finish the word as he started to feed that fat, cunt-slicked cock into her asshole. Her tight clench surrendered to the pressure and his fat cock pushed into her backdoor. Anal sex usually wasn’t her favorite, but this was incredible. It felt so raw. So dirty and good.

“Ohhhhh fuuuck,” groaned Roger. “That sweet peach is taking every inch.”

He bottomed out in her perfect booty with every thrust. His balls, tightening up, still squelched wetly against her pussy. His cock throbbed and swelled in her ass. She could feel the pressure building. One hand on her clit, fingers working feverishly as Roger started to hammer hard into her ass.

“Yessss! Oh, fuck yes, give it to me,” she cried. “I can feel that cum boiling. Let it loose. Fill my ass!”

“Kelsey!” he bellowed, his roar muffled by the tiers of damp wooden benches. He hilted his cock in her tight ass, and she felt the throb of his release. A hot slickness poured into her ass, pump after gushing pump, as he emptied his balls into her tight little asshole.

The sensation of being filled by Roger’s load was enough to send her over the edge again. She furiously frigged her clit as her spasms of pleasure milked the last drops of Roger’s load. When he finally pulled out, he left her asshole with a soft pop, and she could feel his cum oozing out.

He sagged heavily on the bench, smiling at her and then laughing as she crawled over his leg and began to suck his spent cock clean. His salty, cum-slathered taste filled her mouth. She moaned and gently slurped.

“That,” he groaned, cradling her slowly bobbing head, “was one hell of a workout.”

“Mmmmm,” she agreed, hollowing her cheeks as her sucking mouth began to coax his cock back to life.


Book Sixteen: Sugar Island
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By Amanda Clover
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Cream in the Parlor

No one escaped Sugar Island. That was why Marquis de Rouge sent the most persistent and annoying prisoners caught in his lands to the island. Some might call such mercenaries “adventurers” or even “heroes.” To the marquis, they were the most meddlesome villains in all of Orleans. They became “convicts” and the marquis shipped them across the Gulf of Orleans to his penal colony on Sugar Island, to work at old Sweetacre Plantation under the baleful eye of Warden Hudson Sweetacre.

Sugar Island was a sweltering, oppressive place, sprawling over a thousand acres of swampland and sugar gourd fields. The convicts were kept in the bunkhouses and worked the fields, the mill, and tended the horses and oxen. Under strict supervision they were permitted to work the island’s coast for fish and crab. Some, mostly women, had the privilege of serving in the plantation house.

The warden kept the convicts in line with a handful of human and orc enforcers and a platoon of ancient golems. The stone golems wore natural cloaks of hanging most and moved so little that they could be mistaken for statues. But when they were commanded to intervene, they did so with unstoppable ferocity, crushing any prisoner uprising before it started. If a convict managed to escape the plantation, they might discover the strange creatures lurking in the swamps that hungered for flesh. If they survived these and still managed to reach the sea, they would likely become a meal for larger predators in the gulf.

For nine generations of the Sweetacre family, nobody had escaped from Sugar Island. Under the cruel management of the current patriarch of the family, Hudson Sweetacre, the plantation’s profits had only increased. His no-account son, Beauregard, would one day inherit the plantation, but Beauregard did not take after his father. He was a soft, intellectual man, more interested in insects and alchemy than disciplining adventurers or seeing to production quotas.

Beauregard had married young and, after more than a decade of reasonable happiness, lost his first wife to greenpox fever. His first and only son with his late wife, Montgomery, had grown to young adulthood and become a drunken libertine still living alongside his father on the plantation. It was only recently, at the urging of his father Hudson, that Beauregard had taken a new wife in hopes of continuing the family line with a proper son. 

So, with little charm and with a large satchel of gold, Beauregard had purchased the dowry of Augusta Pierce and made of her Augusta Sweetacre.

Augusta Pierce was an elf beauty raised in the region. A belle much admired and much desired in southern Orleans and most of the mainland’s coast. Every bachelor and a good many married men had pursued the young, blonde beauty. She was a beacon of delicate loveliness and poise with her cornsilk golden hair in thick curls that spilled down past her slender shoulders, her bust so remarkably ample for such a delicate young woman, and her sparkling blue eyes that could melt any man’s heart. Beauregard was looked upon with jealousy by just about everyone for scooping her up in marriage.

At nineteen, she was less than half her husband’s age and not even a third of her father-in-law’s age. Yet Beauregard’s father, Hudson Sweetacre, stocky and white-haired, the great patriarch of the plantation, had kept a close watch on his son’s new wife.

Wherever Augusta went, there was Hudson, watching from beneath a sunshade, drinking lemonade, or smoking a big cigar in one of his cream-colored suits. One hand on a belly padded with decades of easy living and stuffed pantries.

Lately, Augusta had been seeing more of her father-in-law than her own husband. Poor Beauregard had taken a fall from his favorite horse and was off at the healer’s temple in Grand Launch. Augusta had stayed behind at the plantation to help manage things and see to her husband’s troubled song Montgomery.

She had noticed that Hudson seemed to be circling her. Always about. Fanning himself or blowing cigar smoke. Watching her with those dark eyes under his big bushy eyebrows.

One hot summer afternoon, several days into Beauregard’s distant convalescence in Grand Launch, Hudson called Augusta into the parlor for a dish of ice cream. It was a rare treat available only to the wealthiest who could afford ice charms or had a chef that knew frost magic.

“Come here, little girl,” he said. “Come and sit your elf bottom in your daddy’s lap.”

She was scandalized that her father-in-law was being so forward, but it was hardly the first time. He was always eager to sneak a peek down her blouse or under her skirt and his hands tended to roam when he gave her a hug.

“Why, Hudson, I’m a grown woman,” she said, her cheeks glowing with embarrassment. “I can’t go sitting on a man’s lap.”

Hudson smiled, tilting his head as his gaze followed the curve of her hip down from her corset to her slender waist to the swell of her hips and her layers of skirt.

“Well, you have grown up nicely, I’ll admit that,” he chuckled. “But that ain’t a reason to refuse your daddy. Come here, darling.”

“Oh, please, Hudson,” she said darkening another shade of red and covering her giggle with a gloved hand.

“I’ll put a little dragon’s schnapps on your ice cream,” he said, pouring a little of the strong, sweet alcohol into the silver dish. “Now fluff up that skirt and come here, darlin’. Sit yourself right here. Let me give you a bite. I insist.”

“But Beau is at the healer’s,” objected Augusta. “He wouldn’t like me sitting on anybody’s lap but his.”

“Mmmmm, with my boy laid up, it’s a sad state. All the better for me to take care of his bride,” said Hudson, grabbing Augusta around the waist and pulling her into his lap. She felt the poke of something hard against her skirt and cried out. Before she could do much more, Hudson reached around with a spoonful of ice cream and bourbon and lifted it to her lips.

“I don’t really want… mmmm…”

Her soft lips were forced apart by the thrusting spoon. She could not object with the spoon in her mouth and the cold, sweet, shockingly alcoholic mix on her tongue.

“There you are, darling,” murmured Hudson. “Take your medicine. A sweet for an elf sweetie. Lick it off the spoon. That’s a good girl. Want another?”

“No, I hardly wanted the first,” she protested, turning to look at him over her shoulder. “One is more than… mmmmm…”

Hudson grinned as he stuffed her mouth with another cold, syrupy spoonful of sweet ice cream. The spoon pressed her tongue down and kept her from protesting. As she tried to swallow, she felt Hudson’s hand creeping up her bodice. She moaned in surprise, trying to stand up as his fingers reached the swell of one breast and he squeezed her soft mound and drew her bottom more firmly against his lap.

“Mmm!” she cried out around the spoon, feeling that distinct hardness again beneath her firm bottom.

“Now don’t run off on me,” said Hudson, his fingers kneading her breast as he kept the spoon in her mouth. “We’re just getting started. By the gods, so much woman packed into such a little dress. Beauregard married up when he put a ring on your finger. Mmmhmm. Never imagined we’d have an elf in this family.”

“Mmmmm!” she protested more urgently, her eyes widening as Hudson’s pudgy fingers curled into the lacy neckline of her bodice.

“Let me get a look at those sweet, sweet bosoms of yours,” he said, his eyes bulging and his face growing red with lust.

“Mmmm!” objected Augusta, her blush deepening as Hudson pulled her bodice open and freed her soft, heavy, youthfully perky breasts from their confinement. She struggled more urgently against him, her ruffled bottom grinding against his bulging lap as she tried to cover herself. She finally managed to push the spoon from her mouth and gasped, “Hudson! Anyone might walk in and see me exposed!”

“Oh, no, I sent the servants away,” laughed Hudson, using both hands to fondle and squeeze the plump globes of Augusta’s breasts. “Ain’t nobody gonna be interrupting my afternoon iced cream. Oh, let me get a good look at those sweet things. Can’t wait for my stupid, no good son to fill these things up with milk. Is elf milk sweeter than a woman’s?”

Augusta squealed with embarrassment as Hudson turned her struggling body around in his lap, forcing her to face him even though she desperately did not want to see the lustful look on his ruddy face. The old man was sweaty and bug-eyed in his frenzied state.

“Now there’s a sweet for me!” laughed Hudson, pressing his face to the heaving mounds of her breasts.

“Daddy! No!” cried Augusta, pushing on him as she felt his hot kiss and slick tongue roaming freely over her shuddering mounds.

“Oh, but they could be sweeter, darlin’,” cried Hudson, grabbing the silver dish of caramel and drizzling it generously over Augusta’s heaving tits. She cried out as the warm caramel spilled across the tops of her breasts and poured into the deep valley between them. Hot strands of caramel tickled across her stiff nipples and splashed against her dress.

“Daddy! You’ve made a mess of me!” she wailed, trying to climb out of his lap.

He pulled her back, his eyes twinkling with delight.

“Oh, but I’ll clean it up, sweet Augusta! I promise…. Hnnnnn… I’ll lick up every sticky smear!”

He tongued her stiff, pink nipples and her blushing cleavage. His slimy, warm tongue lapped at the caramel as Augusta squealed with displeasure. Old Hudson Sweetacre, warden and master of Sugar Island, was not to be dissuaded. He took one breast into his mouth, sucking wantonly as he palmed the other and played freely with her nipple.

“Stop sucking so hard, please, daddy,” she cried, pushing at his sweaty forehead.

Hudson popped his lips free of a reddened nipple and looked up from Augusta’s caramel-smeared bust.

“Oh, you just ain’t used to a real man handling these beauties,” chuckled Hudson, hefting her breasts in both his wrinkled old hands and slurping more caramel from her creamy skin.

“Oh, my, this is… oh…”

Augusta found it quite difficult to form much of a thought with her father-in-law ravishing her breasts and slurping up caramel from her creamy flesh. She had been educated to be respectful to a fault with her father-in-law and obedient to him as much as possible. Was this too much? Did humans truly indulge in such behavior even though she was married to Hudson’s son?

“Mmmmm, so delicious,” he groaned, groping her breasts roughly in both hands. His tongue roamed wherever he pleased, and his hands roughly shaped her pert young body to his liking. The more he tongued her tits, the more insistently he poked at Augusta’s shapely bottom.

“Oh, daddy,” she gasped, “something rude is poking at me!”

“You got me in a terrible state of agitation, my golden-haired elf angel,” groaned Hudson, pressing several more kisses to Augusta’s heaving breasts.

Augusta’s squirming in his lap only seemed to make his prick poke harder against her bottom. She whined with shameful pleasure, trying to push him away even as his sucking lips worked at her nipple and his hand pressed beneath her skirt. There was no time to think. No time to realize what was happening. With sudden force, Hudson yanked aside her bloomers beneath her skirt, and she felt the hot hardness of his cock against her velvety cunt.

“Daddy,” she gasped, lifting just enough from his lap in her effort to escape that he was able to direct the fat crown of his cock to her slick folds.

“Nothing to worry about, sweet girl,” he gasped as she settled back onto his hardness. “Just a little… mmmm… cream in the summer heat.”

His hands grasped the roundness of her bottom under her skirt and he drew her back down, directly onto his hard cock. His tip parted her delicate cuntlips. The stiffness of him was like a blunt stake driven into her core.

“OooooOOoooh,” moaned Augusta, struck first with surprise that her father-in-law would do such a thing, and second by the fact that his prick was so much longer and thicker than his son’s. “That’s so big, daddy! Oh! I’ve never… never felt something like that before.”

He held her hips and made her bounce upon his lap, thrusting into her with the thickness of his cock and making her soft tits heave and slap against her ribcage. Augusta, certain that this was not at all how humans regularly behaved, was horribly ashamed. Guilt wracked her even as pleasure took hold. A pleasure she had never felt before in her husband’s bed. A pleasure that made her cry out and push back against her father-in-law’s cock.

“The Sugar Island melon snake,” groaned Hudson, using his hands to make Augusta rock her hips and grind atop his lap. “Once it has a taste for you, oh, it can’t get enough! I do declare! You are sweeter than fresh honey! Mmmm!”

Hudson buried his face in Augusta’s bouncing breasts. His fingers tightened on her plush bottom. The young bride was trapped between heaven and hell. The sinful act making her hot with shame, but the pleasure as divine as any blessing from the goddess. She began to move atop Hudson of her own choosing. Riding her gripping cunt against the thick ridge of his cock and down again. Engulfing him in her slick young cunt and tightening around that pulsating shaft as her pleasure built.

“Ohhhhhh, daddy, but what will Beauregard say?”

“The boy doesn’t need to be wise to a thing,” laughed Hudson, tonguing one of Augusta’s sensitive nipples. “Don’t fib to me, girl. You have never had better than this. Certainly not from that lay-about son of mine.”

“Never,” admitted Augusta, riding even harder atop his lap. It was a shameful admission. The reality that her husband’s elder father had a better cock and knew how to employ it better than his own son.

Their forbidden rutting intensified. Hudson’s hands tight on Augusta’s hips and Augusta riding hard enough to make the chair shake beneath them both. Her warmth gripped around him as her tits slapped against the old patriarch’s crimson face.

“Ohhh!” Hudson suddenly rose from the chair, upsetting Augusta from his lap and onto her knees on the floor. His cock slid free of her slick cunny and she looked up at him as he brought his red pecker right up to her pretty young face.

“D-did I do something wrong?” she gasped, looking from his glistening cock up past his vested paunch and into his bulging eyes.

“Not a thing,” said Hudson, caressing Augusta’s cheek. “But I mean to spill my spunk, darling! Now put my pecker in your mouth and have some of your daddy’s cream!”

The very thought was bizarre to Augusta. A gentlewoman would never get down on her knees and put a man’s staff between her lips. And suck out the seed that spilled forth? That awful, slimy white liquid that her husband spilled after only a few thrusts?

Yet, with a surge of wanton desire, Augusta did exactly what seemed so depraved, grasping her father-in-law’s cock in her delicate hand and wrapping her soft lips around his tip. He groaned loudly, cradling the back of her head as he began to move her mouth upon him. She had never seen such a thing done, only read about it in a certain secret book she kept in her room.

The warmth was exciting. The way his cock throbbed and leaked out a salty oil against her tongue drove her to suckle upon him. Sliding her lips up and down his length again. She reached up to cradle his hairy pouch in her fingers and gazed up at him with her blue eyes heavy with need.

“Ohhhhhh, my sweet Augusta,” groaned Hudson, his head lolling back as he cradled her hair. “You’ll be tasting it soon. Suck me. Just like that. Like a good… good elf. Oh, yes, tell me how you want it.”

“Yes, daddy,” panted Augusta. “I want it. Right here in my mouth. Let me taste the cream.”

She had seen it before. Felt it pumping into her after a brief tangle with her husband. She had even seen it dripping from her folds and out into her hand afterwards in the lavatory. But the thought that Hudson might do it there in her mouth excited her unexpectedly. She moaned around his cock, sliding her lips down until his thick tip prodded her throat, then slurping back up to the crown again.

“Ohhhhh! Here it comes, darling! Ohhh, sweet… sweet Augusta! Take your daddy’s seed!”

“Mmmmmm!” she cried out around him, her brow knit with concentration as she felt his cock swell and pulsate against her tongue.

“Yessssss!” roared Hudson, burying his cock between Augusta’s soft lips and nearly gagging her as he pushed against her throat. “By god, take it, you little harlot!”

Tears sprung from her eyes as she fought the urge to be sick from his rampant thrusting. The moment passed, she suckled ever so urgently, and her father-in-law erupted into her mouth. The warm pump of his seed against the back of her throat caused her to reflexively swallow. The liquid was much saltier and thicker than she expected. It seemed to rush out of Hudson in an endless flood that required her to swallow again and again as he shook with the force of his pleasure.

“MmMmmmm,” she moaned, bobbing slowly on him as he began to relax. She sucked out the last dregs of his pleasure and swallowed those as well. His fingers slackened and he let her head pull from his grasp. His wilting cock left her mouth with a soft, wet popping sound.

“Good girl,” groaned Hudson, sinking back into his chair with the limp hose of his cock flopped across his thigh.

“Ohhhh, daddy,” moaned Augusta, rising slowly and pushing her breasts back into her bodice, “we have done something terrible.”

“Nothing can truly be bad that feels so good,” said Hudson, watching her rise and sparking up another cigar. “Now, you go on get cleaned up. And maybe, if you’re a good girl, I’ll take you for a carriage ride down to the boat house.”

“Y-yes, daddy,” she said, smiling weakly as she finished lacing up her bodice and retreated from the parlor. She thought of her husband, laid up with a broken leg, and the weight of her father-in-law’s copious seed churned in her stomach as though she had swallowed a potion of pure guilt.

Perhaps she had.
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Not Like His Father

Augusta Sweetacre was doing everything possible to avoid her father-in-law, Hudson. Not because she loathed the man, for the she found him in general amusing and in particular exciting, but the thought of what had transpired in the parlor the day before made her face as hot and red as a stewed tomato.

She couldn’t stop thinking about the way his aged hands had been all over her young body.

The way his tongue had gone thrusting into her mouth to lap up every bit of her innocence.

The way his cock, that old staff of his, so much bigger and thicker than Beauregard’s, had plunged into her clutching purse of pleasure.

And the way she had tasted him. That forbidden broth from his twitching sack. Spurting again and again in such terrific quantity. A real dose of his warm, oily medicine that had sat in her slender tummy all night like she had gulped down a stone.

The memory of her infidelity made her body feel hot all the way down to her toes. She wanted her father-in-law to do all sorts of things to her and with Beauregard laid up in Grand Launch mending from a riding injury. Those fantasies were heating her lust to a boil, and she was afraid she might lose control around the old man.

She couldn’t bear to face Hudson Sweetacre. She feigned illness at supper and slept in to avoid breakfast. When he came calling to her room, she could not be roused from bed. When he was having his bath, she put on a pair of breeches under her skirt and fled the plantation house. She went to the stable to fetch her horse, Champion, for a ride around the island.

She climbed onto the back of the white stallion and drove him hard around the property. The feel of the beast’s powerful muscles working beneath her bottom and between her gripping thighs sent pleasure bouncing up into her core. She clung to the saddle and suppressed a cry of pleasure as the steady thumping of hooves caused tremors of pleasure. Each fresh ripple through her body was another chance for her mind to summon lustful memories.

She tried to focus on Beauregard. On their wedding night. Holding his head against her breasts, feeling his kiss, and moving atop him with the urgency of her desire. She tried to recall that time out in the woods when they made love beside a stream.

She remembered the first time she took a man into her mouth… which had been Beauregard, but for some reason she pictured his father’s much larger cock. The way it had jerked so forcefully against her tongue and spilled out that thick, salty liquid in such a virile quantity.

“OooooooooOOooo,” cried Augusta, arching atop the saddle and bucking with the motion of Champion’s powerful body. Her orgasm surged through her, and she could not help but picture her father-in-law bending her over the table in the parlor and taking her like a great rutting bear of a man. His hands on her hips. His thick cock plowing her fertile furrow.

As she bounced in her saddle with pleasure, thighs locked to the surging flanks of her great white horse, she saw the prisoners laboring in the melon field stopping in their work and looking up with curiosity. Adventurers – convicts sent to the island by the marquis – witnessing her humiliating pleasure. Humans, orcs, goblins, even a few elves, seeing the daughter-in-law of the warden cumming atop the back of her horse.

She could not stop the deluge of ecstasy once it had started. Climaxes assaulted her body one after another. She closed her eyes in shame and dug her heels into Champion’s flanks to speed him away from the fields. She felt the convicts staring after her as she rode back to the barn. She practically collapsed from Champion’s sweaty flanks and cum-slicked saddle. She pushed away Korgath, the kindly old orc stable hand, when he tried to help her to her feet.

“Are you okay, miss?” grunted the old orc with worry furrowing his brow.

“Yes, fine. See to the horse, please, Korgath,” gasped Augusta.

He gave her a last glance and then turned to the mount. While Korgath tended to Champion, Augusta went into a dark paddock and stripped off her breeches beneath her skirt. Her sodden bloomers were entirely soaked through by her feminine release. A slick, faintly sweet-smelling liquid had poured shamefully out of her as she rode and succumbed to her fantasies.

She felt naked without her breeches or bloomers on beneath her skirt, but she could not wear such filthy garments. She had no choice but to walk back up to the plantation house in such a state. Her bottom and gusset were bare, and she wore only linen stockings fastened to a garter belt beneath her skirt. 

It would be a long walk to the house. A strong wind might lift her skirt and turn her embarrassment into a truly shameful incident. She lingered at the door of the stable, trying to work up the nerve to make the journey back to the big white house.

The stable was loud with the sound of horses impatiently stomping their hooves, neighing, and the thump of the workers using wooden hammers to mend wagon wheels. Despite the racket, she could also hear a faint snoring sound from above. Was one of the stable boys asleep in the hay loft? No, she recognized that snoring. It was Beauregard’s son, Montgomery, sleeping off another one of his drunks up in the hayloft.

Augusta felt such a flash of anger at the thought of that young man wasting his life away on Grayhammer’s mead that she forgot all about her predicament and went climbing up the nearest ladder to the hayloft. Augusta was, after all, technically the boy’s mother. She rarely spoke with Montgomery, and she was closer to his age than her husband’s age, but it was still her duty as a good elf wife to instill some sense in her stepson’s head.

A breeze ruffled Augusta’s skirt as she climbed the ladder and she was reminded that any of the stableboys or wagon menders might walk beneath her and see straight under her skirt. Such a scandalous glimpse being made much more so by her lack of underthings of any sort. Would they see her blonde tuft or something even more embarrassing?

Thankfully, she ascended to the dusty hayloft without being spotted and climbed to her feet beneath the pitched roof. The strong smell of hay filled the air, dust particles visible in the thick beam of afternoon light that shafted through the open door meant for loading a hay wagon.

She spotted her stepson at once. Montgomery Daniel Lee Sweetacre was sprawled upon a great pile of hay, his shirt untucked and unbuttoned from his slender chest, one boot off, and his tight pantaloons scuffed and dusty. He was a handsome boy, taking after his grandfather in his youth, with thick, dark curls upon his head, a prominent nose, and a strong chin.

“Montgomery,” said Augusta, stepping gingerly over the hay piles. She called his name again and he stirred slightly and waved his hand over his face like he was shooing away a fly.

Augusta carefully gathered her skirt and lifted it just enough to allow her to kneel beside Montgomery in the hay.

“Monty,” she said. “Monty, wake up. It’s me. It’s your mother.”

“M-mother?” His eyes fluttered open and a beatific smile spread across his face. Then he set his gaze upon Augusta and the smile retreated for a moment to grief. “Oh, it’s you, Augusta. I thought… well never you mind.”

“You thought I was… no, I’m not her, Monty,” she said, smiling sadly. “What are you doing up here in the hayloft? Do you have a fever? Are you sick?”

She leaned over him and put a hand against his forehead. It was slightly clammy with sweat.

Montgomery gazed up at Augusta’s plump breasts straining at her bodice.

“You sure are beautiful, Augusta,” he said, a dreamy smile returning to his face as he watched Augusta’s big, soft tits jiggly slightly as she wiped sweat from his brow. “I swear those melons get riper every summer.”

“Melons? What are you… oh my heavens, Monty!” she cried, realizing he was staring at her breasts. “You are as much a devil as your grandfather! I swear, if I hear one more word like that out of you, I am going to fetch up a cane and tan your bottom.”

“Sorry, Augusta,” said Montgomery, looking like he meant it sincerely. “Ever since my mother passed, I haven’t known how to speak with a lady. It’s just… I miss her terribly.”

Augusta could not help but notice tears forming in the corners of Montgomery’s eyes. She took out her lacy handkerchief and dabbed at his face.

“Ohhhh, my sweet boy, don’t cry,” she said. “Your mother wouldn’t want that. I certainly hate to see you sad. Let me get some of this grime off your face.”

Wiping his cheeks and forehead with her handkerchief set her breasts jiggling again, her perfumed mounds hanging scarcely more than an inch from the young man’s face. She knew he was looking, but there was no easy way to wipe off his face.

“I believe I’ve made some clean spots on you,” she said, wiping off more of his face. “Now I will have to wipe it all clean.”

“Be my guest,” he chuckled, his gaze fixed on her quivering mounds.

She soon felt something stir against her leg as she leaned against Montgomery. When she glanced down, she saw his enormous cock had grown even larger in his tight trousers.

“Oh, my heavens,” she whispered, seeing the fat cap visible outlined against his trousers and even what might have been one of the veins bulging along his length.

“Pretty big, huh?” chuckled Montgomery, smiling up at his stepmother.

“I had no idea… I mean… your father isn’t… his is not… oh my heavens,” she said, holding her hand to her face. She blushed deeply, looked away, and then looked back again as the whole length of Montgomery’s cock twitched in his trousers. “I really must be going. I was just worried about you snoring up here the hayloft. I know your father has warned you about getting into Grayhammer’s supply of mead. Please mind him while he is away.”

She rose to her feet and turned her back on Montgomery as he sat up against the hay pile.

“Can I call you ‘mother’?” he asked.

“Of course, Monty,” she said, her breasts heaving against her bodice as she fought to keep from looking back over her shoulder at his cock. But she lost the battle. She couldn’t resist stealing another glance. Staring at that big, pulsing cock stuffed down her stepson’s trousers. Even bigger than Hudson’s fat cock and twice the size of Beauregard’s.

“Mother,” said Beauregard, a naughty smile on his lips, “why don’t you come and sit down with me for a while? It’s nice here and there’s a good breeze. We can… talk.”

“I… I don’t think I should,” she said, her heart beating so hard it felt like it might leap from her bosom. Even as she refused his inappropriate advance, Augusta was already returning to her stepson’s side. She knelt back down in the hay with him and put her arm around his sweaty neck.

“Oh, mother,” he moaned, his gaze fixed on her heavy breasts. She squeezed them against his cheek and Montgomery turned and buried his face in her cleavage. Kissing her breasts. Moaning, “Oh, mother! Yes!”

“Shhhhhhh,” scolded Augusta. “They’ll hear you.”

“Mmmmnnn,” he replied, dragging down her bodice and freeing her breasts. He eagerly smothered himself in the soft weight of her tits. He reached up to squeeze them both in his hands and began to kiss wantonly at her breasts.

As her stepson explored her bare breasts, Augusta could not resist answering the call of her own curiosity. She reached down to Montgomery’s trousers and plucked at the laces until they were open enough for her to get her hand inside his pants. He moaned louder as her fingers found the thick hose of his cock and wrapped around him.

“Mmmmmnnnnn!” cried Montgomery, kissing against her soft breasts. He licked at one of Augusta’s nipples and sucked the stiff bud into his mouth as greedily as a tot.

“Oh, Monty,” she moaned. “I’ve no milk to give you… ohhhh… but if it… if it remedies your sadness… ohhh… you may suck as much as you like.”

“Ohhhh, mother, mmmmmphhhh, you smell so good, your breasts… so big and soft… ohhhhh… your hand…”

She experienced an illicit thrill each time Montgomery called her “mother” that was almost as intense as each suck of his warm mouth upon her aching nipples. She could not hold back any longer. She dragged his stiff cock from his trousers and marveled at the red length of it. The fat crown was oozing copious liquid that smeared and slicked her fingers as she pumped her hand on his length.

“Monty,” she cried, pumping her delicate hand along the rude length of his straining cock. Monty broke free of her smothering tits and leaned up to plant a kiss on Augusta’s lips. Their mouths seemed to melt together, their tongue’s twining as Monty’s cry of pleasure vibrated against Augusta’s lips.

He was cumming, just like that. Warm streams of his spunk launched from his pulsating cock, splashing Augusta’s arm and fingers and drenching the young man’s lap.

“Ohhhhhhh… mother… I didn’t mean to….”

She looked down at the mess on her hands and laughed softly. “That’s alright, Monty,” she purred. “You were just overly eager. Let me clean you up.”

She used her handkerchief and very gingerly grasped his cock and wiped away his copious spunk. The smell of it was strong and left her handkerchief damp as she folded it back into her pocket. Monty watched with disbelief as she tucked his softening cock back into his pants.

“But… I wanted to do it… with you,” he said, crestfallen at his premature eruption.

He reached for her breasts, but Augusta drew back and tucked them into her bodice.

“Now, now,” she said. “That was a foolish thing we did. You be a good boy and have a bath. It’s best we forget this ever happened.”

Monty stared after her in disbelief as he climbed down from the hayloft. But if Augusta had thought that was the end of it, she was deeply mistaken, for the smell of his pleasure lingered with her even after a bath of her own. And that night, after supper, Monty called upon her in her bedroom. She was out on her balcony reading a book when he knocked insistently. She called out for him to, “Come in!”

She put down her book as he marched confidently up to her and declared, “Now, mother, I do believe I am going to fuck you.”

“Montgomery!” she gasped, her cheeks coloring. “To say such a thing to me!”

“Mother, please,” he said, kneeling beside her chair and taking her hand. He kissed her fingers and looked at her with serious eyes. “I want you to be my first woman. You are the fairest woman in all of Orleans and we are not kin. You are an elf, so fair that I cannot stand it. There’s no law against such a thing.”

“The law of marriage,” she said. “To your father.”

“Yet that lies broken already,” he said. “In the barn today. And… in the parlor, with grandfather.”

Her cheeks darkened a deeper shade of crimson. She was scandalized. Her stepson knew about what had transpired with Hudson? The thought was almost as appalling as remembering what she had done with Monty in the hayloft. The feel of his thick cock pulsating in her hand and spurting out those long, milky ropes of cum.

“Alright, Monty,” she said, rising from her chair and adjusting her nightgown. “Come to the bed with me.”

The young Montgomery Sweetacre did not need to be told twice. He climbed onto Augusta’s fourposter bed she shared with her husband and rolled onto his back. Augusta climbed over him and knelt astride her stepson’s loins. He held her hips, looking up at her and marveling at her soft breasts and stiff nipples budding beneath her lavender nightgown.

She reached beneath her, lifting the gown and exposing her ruffled bloomers. She drew them aside and Monty let out a moan as he saw Augusta’s golden fleece and the pink lips of her honeysuckle. She drew his cock out of his trousers, directing the fat tip to her delicate folds.

“Oh, it’s so big,” she gasped, pressing down and feeling the heat of him throbbing beneath her entrance. “I shall have to take it slow.”

“Very slow indeed or I might burst at this very moment,” gasped Monty, watching with eyes wide with surging pleasure.

She rolled her hips, rubbing the velvety softness of her cunt atop Monty’s hard prick. His leaking pre mingled with her welling nectar and thoroughly smeared his fat tip. Monty seemed to be barely holding back the flood of his pleasure. His fingers tightened on Augusta’s hips and his face reddened.

“Are you ready?” gasped Augusta, rising just a few inches higher on her knees.

“No, not at all,” moaned Monty. “I’ll burst if you—AHHH!”

Augusta was too aroused to wait. She pushed down upon Monty’s huge cock, holding it tightly by its root as her soft, slippery lips parted and engulfed his straining manhood. So much bigger than Beauregard’s. Possibly even bigger than Hudson’s. She cried out, her inner muscles tightening around her stepson’s cock.

“Mother, please,” cried Monty, bucking his hips and bouncing her once atop his cock. “I’m so close!”

She rode up and down his throbbing length once. Twice. She felt him swelling. His fingers tightening. On the third rise she continued off his cock just as his cum exploded from the tip. It splashed terribly all over his shirt and splattered her night gown and her legs. She took him in her hand, finishing him and watching each length of milky rope drool from his pulsating cock.

“Oh, my, Monty,” she giggled softly. “You’ve made such a mess again. I fear I will have to teach you how to better control yourself.”

“Y-yes,” gasped Monty, looking up at her. “That would be… would be quite helpful. Mother.”
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Swift Across the Finish Line

Montgomery Sweetacre’s life had changed. No longer was he alone in his room, flogging his prick and drunk from mead. Not tonight, at least.

Augusta Sweetacre, his gorgeous young elf stepmother, knelt beside Montgomery on his bed and slowly untied the drawstrings of his pajamas. She wore only a white slip dress that clung to her lovely body. Her fingers trembled slightly, and she bit her lower lip. Augusta’s fair hair was pulled back from her delicate face to expose her long, pointed ears. Her blue eyes smoldered with intense desire, and her innocence was betrayed by her fingers as she opened Monty’s pajamas.

“Now you be very quiet,” she warned her stepson, “or I will not visit you in your room again. Understand, Monty?”

“Y-yes, Augusta,” he gasped, lifting his head from the pillow to watch as she took him into her hand. Her touch was so soft and warm around the rampant stiffness of his cock that he almost exploded. “Mmmmnnnnn.”

He held back the pleasure.

“We must practice,” she said, beginning to stroke him slowly. “We must be clever. I will teach you, Monty, to take a woman to ecstasy. And this starts with you holding back your—”

“I cannot hold back,” gasped Monty, feeling his bollocks tightening and his pleasure rising in an intense surge.

“You must,” hissed Augusta and she withdrew her hand immediately. Monty’s stiff, red prick bounced and twitched untouched. A trickle of clear, oily liquid spilled down his shaft. At the very brink of his climax, certain that he would burst, he was amazed to feel his pleasure retreat.

“Maybe there is something I can do to pleasure you,” suggested Monty, looking over at his stepmother’s soft breasts straining at her night dress, the curve of her hip, and that round peach of her bottom poised atop her heels. “I’ve heard of some things.”

Augusta seemed to consider his words, then shook her head. His disappointment evaporated as she gathered the hem of her night dress, rose high upon her knees, and lifted the dress up and over her head, exposing the delicate golden thatch of her quim, the luscious, creamy white of her ass and breasts, and the pink buds of her nipples. He reached for her. She pushed his hands away.

“A man must take a woman, Monty. He must show his strength and thrust inside her. With this.” She gave his cock another squeeze and he almost burst again at the feel of her soft hand upon his pre-slicked shaft. “Show me now. Hold back as long as you can and do not, under any circumstances, spill your seed within me. It wouldn’t do at all if I became afflicted with a child while your father was still in the hospital.”

“R-right, papa,” said Montgomery, nodding gravely and wincing with pain at the thought that they were both betraying his father, Beauregard. But why shouldn’t they? Augusta was much closer in age to Monty than to his middle-aged father. If only he could learn to satisfy her. Monty looked her in her sparkling blue eyes and pledged, “I won’t spill my seed inside you. I promise.”

That brought a smile back to Augusta’s face. She rolled onto her back beside Monty, looking over at him as she slowly parted her knees and ran one hand down her flat abdomen to the golden tuft of hair atop her cunny. She let go of Monty’s prick and said, “Show me now, Monty. Show me how you can be a man.”

“Yes, mother,” he said eagerly, kicking aside his pajama bottoms and climbing atop the fair beauty in his bed. Monty’s cock was quite large. He knew it and Augusta had told him as much when she had first seen it. He had the potential to be a legendary cocksman, if only he could learn to control his eagerness. He grasped his prick at its red root, fairly dripping at the sight of lovely Augusta with her heaving bosoms and the parted pink petals of her cunny.

“Be slow, but certain,” said Augusta, spreading her thighs a little more and used her fingers to open her pink to him.

“Y-yes, right,” said Monty, pressing the very tip of his cock to that steamy cove. Augusta’s blush was so lovely. He felt the sudden urge to kiss her on her pretty mouth and he leaned over her and planted his kiss upon her lips.

“Mmm!” she cried as he rocked forward and unwittingly thrust his straining prick into the slick depths of her cunny. All at once he was ensconced in her liquid warmth and there was not a thing Montgomery Sweetacre could do but cum. He raised his hips once and thrust in again and let loose with pulsating torrents of his seed. It gushed into Augusta’s depths and overflowed his twitching shaft. The heat of it, the toe-curling pleasure of it, quickly giving way to guilt.

He realized she was pushing on his shoulders and he fell back. His cock left her creamy cunny with a lewd slurp, and he watched in anguish as the unmistakable white trickle of evidence spilled from his stepmother’s beautiful pink pussy and trickled down to her clenching divot.

“Monty, you’ve really done it now,” she said, cross with him as she swung her legs off the bed and began to sit up.

“I’m so sorry, mother,” said Monty. “You were so beautiful and… and I don’t know what came over me! I couldn’t control myself!”

“Acting like a beast,” said Augusta, cradling her cunny with a handkerchief. “Go to sleep. I won’t be visiting you in your bed again. And let us both pray that nothing comes of this foolishness.”

“Please don’t leave me,” said Monty, falling to his knees beside her. “I can get you a pitcher and a washcloth. I’ll help you clean it up.”

“Fine then,” she said, waving him away. “Do that.”

He returned in a hurry with a washing basin, a pitcher of cold water, washcloths, and towels. Augusta put her feet up and spread herself wide and put the basin on the floor beside the bed. She hung her legs and part of her bottom over the side of the bed.

“Look away,” she commanded Monty. She sucked in a curse as she began to pour the water over her cunny. “It’s colllld.”

“I was in a hurry,” said Monty, listening to the gurgle of the water followed by the slosh of Augusta making her own water. This was followed by another pour of the pitcher and a wet, fleshy sound that he could only imagine was Augusta using her fingers to clean herself. Then he heard cloth, and he stole a glance over her shoulder to see that she was toweling off.

“It should be safe,” said Augusta. “The moon isn’t in the best of places, but far from the worst. And human seed does not take so easily in an elf compared to a human woman.”

“Yes, mother,” said Monty, not really understanding what she meant. She looked up at him with a slight smile and lifted the towel from her cunny. Her mound was very red from being rubbed and washed. Monty dared to ask, “Do you think I could try again?”

“Absolutely not,” chuckled Augusta. “But I do appreciate your courage to ask. Give it a day or two, Montgomery, and if you’re a good boy, perhaps we can try again.”

Second Place to Silver

Silvarius “Silver” Fontenot was a fancy boy by way of the most debauched quarters of Orleans. A handsome, dark-haired libertine who shared a dormitory with Montgomery when he went away to the Academy of Mercantilism in Grand Launch. Silver had, on more than one occasion, encouraged Monty to unparalleled acts of excess. Unlike Monty, who was awkward and shy, Silver was devilishly charming and had more than a country share of lady friends to call upon. He had no concern for honor or propriety and would sleep with a friend’s girl, seduce a married woman, or even bed a mother and daughter in the same evening.

To have him suddenly arrive on Sugar Island, the morning after Montgomery’s mistaken eruption, was perhaps the worst of all possible occurrences.

“Just thought I should check in on my favorite rummy from the dorms,” said Silver, his dark hair pulled back in a ribboned tail and his white coat and tails with white trousers making him look like a Valsheim officer. “How have you been, Monty? Have you managed to shed the cowl of virgin yet?”

“Well, actually, I did manage to…”

Montgomery stopped himself as he realized he would have to admit to bedding his stepmother. Silver raised an eyebrow and cocked his head, clearly waiting for Monty to finish his thought. Before he could stammer out a lie, Silver took notice of something over Monty’s shoulder.

“My, my, the heavens have opened up,” said Silver, pushing past Monty. “I declare, is that an angel fallen to earth or is that your new mother?”

Augusta’s timing for a ride could not have been worse. Monty’s beautiful stepmother approached with her fine bottom in breeches and her dark tan jacket failing to hide the ample swell of her bosom in her frilly blouse. Her blonde hair was back in a tight bun, accentuating her elf ears, and she was straddling the muscular body of her favorite horse as she trotted up.

“Well, hello there,” she said. “Monty, would you care for a ride? You can bring your friend. I could have Korgath tack some horses for you.”

“I can ride bareback,” said Silver, smiling devilishly. “In fact, I prefer it that way. It makes riding so much more thrilling and intimate.”

“Oh?” Augusta blushed a little. “Well, if you’d like to…”

“I would like to,” said Silver. “My name is Silver Fontenot. I attended the academy in Grand Launch with your son this semester. You must be Augusta Sweetacre. The young and beautiful bride of Montgomery’s father. My, I heard you were pretty, but that was clearly a lie. Pretty is for little girls and flowers. You are a woman more gorgeous than words could ever convey.”

“Oh, my, Monty, where did you find this boy?” giggled Augusta.

Montgomery muttered a response. Augusta was instantly taken by Silver as every girl seemed to be. Monty knew Silver was handsome, but he thought his charming way owed more to his brazen confidence than his looks or anything he said.

“I’ll get a saddle,” said Monty as Silver simply climbed onto one of the horses in the pasture and jumped it over the fence to join Augusta. They rode off while Monty was urging the old stable hand Korgath to hurry and put a saddle on Buster, one of the few horses tamed enough for Monty to ride.

It seemed to take hours but was probably only ten minutes before Buster was saddled up. Monty climbed atop the brown quarter horse and rode him hard in the direction he had seen Augusta leave with Silver. It took another ten minutes to locate their horses, standing next to the footpath into the woods grazing and riderless.

Monty climbed down from Buster and walked into the woods. He located Augusta and Silver by the sounds they were making.

“Ohhhhhh, it’s so good,” moaned Augusta. “You plow me like an experienced hand.”

“But your furrow is so sweet,” replied Silver. “Oh, to see those ripe melons bounce. Kiss me, Mrs. Sweetacre.”

“Mmmmm! Augusta… call me Augusta, please!”

Monty’s cock was straining in his trousers as he rounded the wide trunk of a willow and finally laid eyes upon Augusta and Monty’s supposed friend. Augusta’s breeches and boots lay in the grass and Augusta’s flimsy panties hung from one ankle. She had her back to the trunk of an oak, her jacket open and her blouse unbuttoned. Her soft tits bouncing and her bare legs wrapped around Silver’s waist. The cad’s trousers were down around his knees, and he was steadily pumping his thick length of cock deep into Augusta’s gold-trimmed cunny.

Monty, for all his anger, felt an overwhelming surge of lust. He could not stop himself from tearing open his trousers and gripping his big cock in hand. He wanted to bury it in Augusta’s pretty pink snatch, but it was full up with Silver’s throbbing length.

“Ohhhhh! Ohhhh, by the goddess,” moaned Augusta. “It’s even better… better than… OHHH! It’s happening!”

She was cumming. Monty was certain of it. Her head back against the tree trunk and her hips bucking against Silver as she took his mighty strokes.

“Your velvet cunny is grippin’ me like a vise,” groaned Silver, hilting his big cock with every stroke. “Tryin’ to make me burst?”

“Oh, heavens,” cried Augusta. “No… I just can’t stop… these spasms. These intense spasms. Ohhhhhh, I think I’ve gone mad! Kiss me! Kiss me, Silver!”

Silver fixed his mouth to Augusta’s in a passionate kiss, one hand roughly fondling her breast and his hips continuing to move. Montgomery could hardly believe it. Seeing his stepmother defiled in such a way. It filled him with such tormented anger and all he could do to soothe it was to pump his hand on his cock. He matched the rhythm of Silver’s strokes, imaging his cock thrusting into Augusta with such confidence and vigor.

“Ah! Enough of that!” cried Silver, suddenly drawing his cock from the slick folds of Augusta’s cunny. He eased her feet back down to the ground and said, “Turn around now and grip that tree. I’d have a look at that lovely bottom of yours while I finish what I started.”

“Oh, you are rude,” giggled Augusta, clearly enjoying his forceful behavior. She turned around, exactly as he had commanded her, and grasped the tree trunk. She pushed her lovely peachy bottom towards him, her back arched and her breasts hanging in such a way that Monty desperately wanted to crawl over and suckle those pink nipples.

“I’ll satisfy you again before I let go of my seed,” said Silver, rubbing his cock against her seem as he squeezed and spread her ass with his free hand.

“Oh, but not inside me,” moaned Augusta. “I cannot risk that.”

“Madam, I do not waste my seed on the ground,” laughed Silver, teasing open her pussy and easing his cock slowly into her. “But I am a gentleman. If you insist, I pull out before I spill my load, then I shall be forced to thrust it right back into your pretty little hole right here.”

He dragged his thumb into her crack and made Augusta yelp as he massaged her asshole.

“Ohh! Not there!” cried Augusta. “That’s not for… such a thing!”

“Then where?” asked Silver, grasping her hips and beginning to rut into her pussy. Augusta let out a moan of pleasure, but he warned her, “Think quickly! I’ll not be much longer!”

“Ohhhh, Silver,” cried Augusta, pushing back against him. “In… in my mouth then. I’ll take it there. Will that… that suffice?”

“Yes!” Silver laughed, spanking her bottom like she was an impertinent little girl. “Now cum for me! And I will give you something to quench your thirst!”

“Ahhhhhhh!” Augusta threw back her head and bucked hard. Her gorgeous tits swaying and jiggling. Her ass slapping against Silver’s muscular hips. She came for him and at her peak he drew his cock out from her cunt. She fell to her knees, turning and wantonly sucking.

“That’s it!” cried Silver. “Take it! Taste that spunk of a proper Orleans gentleman!”

The lusty moan Augusta gave as she drank his cum was enough to plunge Monty over the edge. With a despairing, stifled moan, he let loose his seed. Cumming at his feet into the dirt as his lovely stepmother drank Silver’s overflowing load.

Even after Augusta had sucked out Silver’s cum, she continued to moan and whimper and suckle at his cock. Silver finally pushed her away, laughing, “One is enough for you today, Mrs. Sweetacre. But I’ll stay overnight. Perhaps we can discuss the matter again.”

“Oh, Silver, please,” moaned Augusta, rising to her feet and embracing him. “I’ve never felt so good in my life. No man has pleased me so well.”

Ashamed, angry, his cock wilting in his hand, Montgomery Sweetacre could only slink away and retrace his steps to his horse. He hoped to escape before they emerged from the woods.
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Silver Plucks a Rosebud

Augusta Sweetacre could feel the eyes of every man at the supper table as they looked at her with hunger that a meal could not satisfy. She certainly did not discourage their attention with her ample bust corseted and framed by the frilly neck of her gown and her hand working a fan to cool the glistening sweat of her bosom. With her other hand, she picked at her supper, chasing peas with her fork as Hudson Sweetacre, Montgomery Sweetacre, and Silvarius Fontenot fairly drooled at the thought of how they might ravish her lovely elf body.

Their attention brought color to her cheeks. She sipped at the wine served with supper, wondering which of them might win her for the evening and finding her gaze drawn back to the handsome libertine nicknamed Silver. He raised his glass to her in a wordless toast and she raised hers in reply.

Old Hudson was mopping his head with a handkerchief and going on about new fumigation methods for melon worms. Monty was watching his stepmother in glowering silence. Augusta could feel his jealousy as she smiled and fanned her breasts for Silver’s benefit.

“My Lady Sweetacre,” said Silver, taking her gloved hand and kissing her fingers. “Would it be possible, after supper of course, if I might take you in the garden and have a nice walk beneath the moon?”

“The blood biters are awful this time of summer,” interjected Monty.

“I think that should be very nice,” said Augusta, ignoring her stepson. “A bit of fresh air would do me well. In fact, I hardly have an appetite at all. Would you like to go for that walk now?”

“I should indeed,” said Silver, flashing his devilish smile. “Monty, could you pass the dish of butter? There’s a good lad.”

Augusta raised a brow, not fully understanding why Silver had asked for the dish of butter even as he was standing up from the table. He tucked the dish under one arm and drew Augusta against his side as he stood. His arm was immediately around her back and his hand upon her hip as he pulled her close and walked her from the dining room.

Hudson’s words trailed off as he at last seemed to realize that Augusta was departing. He mumbled something to her and she called back, “I shall see you tomorrow, daddy. Just going for a walk.”

“I shall escort you as well,” said Monty, rising from his chair to join them.

“Perhaps not,” said Silver sharply. “I am well able to see your mother safely through the garden. No need for further chaperones.”

“Yes, you go to bed, Monty,” giggled Augusta. “You would only get in the way.”

She could see the jealous anger in her stepson’s face and thought for a moment he might speak out in front of his grandfather and his guest. He seemed to realize the audience for any outburst as his lips tightened into a frown.

“Yes, perhaps tomorrow, mother,” said Monty, trying to sound hopeful.

“You never know,” giggled Augusta and then she forgot all about Monty as she departed arm-in-arm with Silver from the dining room.

“I never thought we would escape,” murmured Silver, pressing a kiss to her neck just beside one long, sensitive ear. He was in full view of the servants as he reached a hand around her and cupped her breast through her bodice.

“Silver,” gasped Augusta. “Can you not wait until we are in the garden?”

“Yes, you’re right,” he said, squeezing her breasts twice more before releasing it. “No point making a scene here when I shall have you all to myself soon enough.”

He kissed her again and this time sucked lewdly at her earlobe. Augusta cried out in surprise, drawing glances from the human butler and two of the passing goblin housemaids. She blushed deeply, seeing the judgment in their faces before Silver could sweep her out through the French doors and into the flowering garden.

Augusta could hardly restrain the giddy feeling in her body. The excitement of having that handsome young man beside her, his breath hot against her neck, his hand so wantonly caressing her hip. The dark garden, protected by two silent golems, was thick with the scent of hibiscus and night flowers, the willows soft and swaying in the humid night air. They padded out beneath the stars, into the maze of hedges. Beside a marble statue of Monty’s namesake, old Montgomery Sweetacre.

Augusta cried out softly as Silver pushed her up against the statue, causing it to sway slightly with the force of their bodies. Silver’s hands pawed beneath her skirt, sliding up her stockinged thighs, past her garters, to squeeze the ruffled bottom of her knickers.

She attempted to protest, but his kiss devoured her words, and his tongue thrust into the sweet cove of her mouth. Her breasts heaved at her bodice. Her thighs parted to him as he pressed closer. Her back to the statue and her breath escaping through her nose as her tongue warred with Silver’s.

At last, he broke the kiss, leaving her panting and breathless. His eyes sparkled darkly in the moonlight as he hooked a finger into her bodice and pulled open its delicate buttons. Her soft tits settled loose, and he pulled her bodice open entirely and tore at her delicate blouse beneath.

“Careful,” gasped Augusta. “You’ll rip it, sir.”

“Sir?” Silver laughed. “Why, whatever gave you the idea I am a gentleman, Mrs. Sweetacre?”

HE tore her blouse and his kiss fell upon the soft creaminess of her breasts. His hands lifted and shaped them roughly. His fingers toyed with her nipples as his lips moved closer to one bud. He looked up at her, licking it devilishly. Sucking at her nipple. Popping his lips free and moving to the other.

Augusta was whimpering with desire. She was put into quite a state by Silver’s lust.

“You brute,” she moaned, but offered no other struggle.

“Yes, a beast, to be sure,” he said. “Now turn around, my dear, and show me that lovely derriere I so admired during our last encounter.”

“Oh, to say such a thing,” moaned the scandalized young Mrs. Sweetacre. And yet Augusta could not refuse Silver. She turned around to face that dour statue, holding her body against it as she pushed her bottom back towards Silver.

Her face blazed red with shame as he threw her skirt from her bottom and up her back, exposing her stockinged legs, her garters, and her frilly knickers. These last, he tore away without remorse. She felt them pull taut against her cunny and then rip free with a sound like torn linen. He sniffed them and then tossed them over his shoulder.

“Your quim makes a fine perfume,” he laughed, meeting her eyes with such burning desire that she had to look away. “But tonight, it is something else I shall claim, my dear.”

“What’s that?” gasped Augusta, looking back over her shoulder again.

She was surprised to see Silver had the butter dish from their supper in his hand. He dug two fingers through the soft mound of yellow butter, scooping up a plentiful plug.

“Have you had a cock up your ass before, my sweet Augusta?” asked Silver. She tensed as he spread her buttocks with one hand and slid the butter into her crack. She moaned as he massaged the greasy lump into the tender divot of her anus. “A fair bit of lubrication is necessary, mmmmm, especially with a virgin rump as tight and pink as yours.”

“Oh, no, you beast,” moaned Augusta, feeling his fingers press into her back passage. “This is… that is a filthy thing. A forbidden thing.”

“And it feels incredible,” laughed Silver, sliding his greased fingers deeper into her ass. “Tell me it does not and I shall stop.”

He fucked his buttery digits in and out of the tight clench of Augusta’s ass and she found that she could not refuse him. It did feel good in a strange, humiliating way. A taboo pleasure that caused her cunt to throb. She bit her lip to stifle a moan of pleasure and reached a gloved hand between her legs to caress the hot folds of her cunt.

“That’s it,” said Silver. “Touch yourself just like that, Mrs. Sweetacre, and I’ll give you a pleasure you won’t soon forget.”

“Ohhhh, Goddess, have mercy on me,” moaned Augusta, but she could not stop her stroking fingers. Massaging her clit desperately with one hand as she braced herself against plinth of old Montgomery’s statue. The dirty sensation of Silver’s fingers up her ass made her shudder with pleasure. He withdrew his digits before she could cum.

She looked back, almost disappointed for the pleasure to stop building. Then she saw Silver’s thick cock in his hand. He pressed it between her cheeks, against the buttery cleft of her asshole. He teased the stiff tip against her greasy clench, and she tensed. Tightened. His cock was so much bigger than his fingers.

“Oh, no, it’s too big,” she moaned, looking back at him as she massaged her clit.

“Don’t worry, Augusta,” chuckled Silver. “I won’t hurt you.”

The grinning libertine pushed his cock insistently at Augusta’s buttery backdoor. She gasped, clenched tighter, but her greased hole could not resist the pushing of Silver’s fat cock. His tip forced its way inside her and stretched the pink ring of Augusta’s dainty asshole. He took her with a slow first stroke, burying his cock in her ass by throbbing inches and letting his weight settle against her plush bottom.

“Ohhhhhhhh,” moaned Augusta, strumming her clit faster so that the pleasure matched the sensation of being stretched wide by his cock.

“Thaaat’s a good girl, Augusta,” grunted Silver, his lips close to her ear. “I can feel you squeezing me. Does that feel nice.”

“Oh, you brute,” she moaned. “It feels… ooooohhhh… feels terrible. It’s so strange and vile. Ohhhhhh. Take it out!”

Silver chuckled and held her slender waist as he eased his cock back until only the fat tip was still inside her buttery pucker. She twitched and squeezed and craved that cock up her ass again. She pushed back onto him, sliding her ring down his length, and he let out a drunken laugh.

“Your lips speak lies, but your body tells me the truth,” said Silver. “You want it deep inside you.”

“Ohhhh, it’s just that, I can’t stand… ooohhhh… to have it taken out… so soon,” moaned Augusta, bucking her hips and riding up and down Silver’s cock.

He leaned his shoulders back and watched the beautiful blonde bride of Beauregard Sweetacre skewer her own sweet asshole on his cock. Augusta couldn’t help it. Each stroke brought her closer and closer to the brink of an ecstasy she never imagined she would find from the sinful act of having a cock stuffed up her bottom. She rocked her hips and thrust back until her pale cheeks were smacking against Silver’s hips, and the coil of her pleasure was drawing tight in her tummy.

“Much more of that,” panted the libertine, “and you’ll have my seed pumping up that pink rosebud of yours.”

“Ohhhhh goddess, please, to say such lewd things,” moaned Augusta, but she could not stop just because of Silver’s comment. She fucked even more urgently back onto his twitching pillar. She could feel it swelling, growing bigger with each stroke, and an oily liquid was smearing his cock. Making it so warm inside her ass. “Aahhhhhh!”

She threw her head back and arched her body against the statue as her orgasm suddenly overtook all other thoughts. Her fingers flew against her clit and her ass seized rhythmically against Silver’s fat fuckpole. He let out a groan and took over, rutting hard and fast into Augusta’s trembling ass. His cock jerking and pulsating deep inside her tight backdoor. Warm cum pumping into her depths as he flooded her hole with his hot load.

It was a shameful climax for Augusta. More pleasurable than any she had yet experienced and yet the slimy sensation of Silver easing his cum-smeared cock from her ass left her feeling used and dirty. She sagged against the statue as his cum oozed out of her tender backdoor.

“Ohhhh, I can’t… can’t believe you did that to me,” she gasped.

“I’ll do so much more, my sweet Augusta,” said Silver, taking her into his arms and pressing a forceful kiss to her lips. She melted against him, unable to stay cross with the handsome young man. Even as she felt his seed oozing from her sore clench, she wanted more. Even if it meant more of being plundered in her bottom.

Then the rain came, interrupting their steamy encounter, or at least causing it to relocate. Augusta ran laughing through the garden, away from the main house and towards the rattling box of an old gardener’s shed. The musty smell of old earth and rust clung to the tools piled against one wall. The rain leaked through holes in the tin roof, but there was a dry patch with some sacks of sand and Augusta and Silver fell together there and began to passionately kiss.

His hands were everywhere, absorbing the fullness of her lovely young body as his tongue fenced into her mouth. He freed her soft breasts from her bodice. He kissed them and sucked them. Then, rising beside her, he took his stiff cock in his hand and simply commander her, “Suck me.”

Augusta’s face was very red in the scattered moonlight. Her eyes lidded with lust. She took hold of that thick cock and even though it had been in the most unmentionable of places, she began to suck him. Her mouth watering at the buttery taste salted with his spunk. She bobbed and slurped shamelessly, the drum of the rain concealing her whorish sucking.

“That’s it,” groaned Silver, cradling the back of her head with one hand. “Oh, you are a dirty girl deep down.”

“Mmmmm,” protested Augusta, enjoying what she was doing too much to actually take his cock out and reply. Her saliva dripped from his bollocks. Her soft breasts heaved with her excitement. She could feel the tension building in him, and she finally popped her lips free and pleaded, “Cum for me, Silver. Let me taste your seed.”

Such lewd words were unthinkable only an hour earlier but having been assfucked by Silver and now in the throes of her lust, she craved his pleasure. She moaned loudly around his cock, stroking the base with her gloved hand and gurgling wantonly on his tip. She felt a submissive thrill as his cock throbbed between her lips.

Here it comes, she thought, moaning around him, sucking harder, and gazing up into his eyes.

Her efforts were suddenly rewarded by a hot gush of liquid that spurted against the back of her throat. She winced at the sudden force of it and already it was spurting again. She swallowed Silver as he came, pumping his pungent seed into her mouth and causing her to gulp again and again with the effort.

“Now there’s a good woman,” groaned Silver as Augusta moaned and drank every drop of his cum. “Montgomery is lucky to have you… mmmmmm… as his mother.”

Augusta’s flush deepened as she slid Silver’s softening cock from her mouth and licked his salty residue from her lips.

“Do not speak of him,” she whispered. “Not now. Not after… what we have done.”

“Shall I speak of his father? His grandfather?” Silver chuckled. “Oh, dear, you grow redder by the moment, Mrs. Augusta Sweetacre. Just what have you been up to out here on this lonely island? Have you a guilty conscience?”

Augusta looked away, the moonlight blue against her flushed face and Silver’s cock still annoyingly close to her and glistening wet with her saliva.

“Leave me be, Silvarius,” she pouted.

“Oh, no,” he said, kneeling with her upon the sandy floor. “The rain hasn’t let up. We might be trapped together in this shed for a while.”

He drew her close and kissed the side of her neck.

“And I am to enjoy my visit,” he said, reaching around her to grope at her soft tits. Augusta’s anger melted into a trembling expression of pleasure as he began to pinch and toy with her stiff nipples.

No matter how furious his words made her, she could not resist the young man’s advances.
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Awakening Her Lust

Augusta Sweetacre was consumed by lust. Each new experience had her craving more. Her father-in-law had taken great liberties, she had found herself dallying with her stepson, and now, her stepson’s handsome, roguish friend had played the serpent and had lured her to sin in the garden. She found that nothing productive occupied her thoughts. She craved further carnal pleasures.

With her poor husband Beauregard lying in the hospital, it simply would not do to continue behaving in such a manner. She was the lady of the house. A proper elf. She had to put her mind to something more reasonable.

“I am going to see to the prisoners today,” Augusta told her father-in-law. “I will help Mordena with the lunches.”

“I don’t like you nosing around those adventurers,” protested Hudson in a gruff voice. “Or more exactly, them nosing around you. Stay in the house, fanning your daddy in the worst of this heat. I’ll be sure to give you a lick of iced cream to keep cool.”

He grabbed for her, drawing her against him and squeezing her breasts through her petticoat. Augusta whined and pushed against him, turning as she did and managing to free herself from his bearlike arms.

“Not today, daddy,” she said. “You can conjure up some iced cream for yourself. An elf girl like me needs her fresh air.”

Hudson muttered something about the hot sun and the workers, but Augusta was already out the door. She grabbed her parasol as she went and made straight for the provisioning shack off by the edge of the melon fields. There, she found the affable Mordena and her crew of three curvy goblin girls already plucking chickens and stoking the fires to cook them up for lunch.

“Why, missus,” said Mordena, smiling big and sweet, “what’re you doin’ out in the field?”

“I thought to help today, Mordena,” said Augusta. “Put me to work. I can quarter chickens or scoop melons or boil rock crabs. Whatever you need.”

“My, you are helpful today, missus, and I thank you for your kindness, but I have my girls already doing all the cooking.” Mordena wiped her hand on her apron and came out from behind her counter. The little, green-skinned goblin cook was pretty in the big-eyed, broad-faced way of a goblin. She was always bright and smiling and her plump breasts and wide hips jiggled when she walked. She looked down at Augusta’s feet and seemed satisfied with the riding boots that Augusta was wearing. “You can take water out to the convicts in the field. Tell Brinnog to drag the cart. He’s out back and you can ladle the water and pass out the cups.”

“Brinnog?” asked Augusta. She was unfamiliar with the worker.

“Oh, yes, he’s new. He is one of those orcs from the jungle tribes. He doesn’t speak any language I’ve heard before, no human, elf, or serpent tongue, but he mostly understands if you use your hands. Nice fella.”

“Alright, very well,” said Augusta.

The sun was blazing and so she opened her frilly yellow parasol as she walked around to the back of Mordena’s provisioning shack. Sure enough, broad-shouldered, imposing orc with grayish green flesh and hulking muscles was standing shirtless behind the shack. He was bald-headed and long-eared with skin as dark and green as a melon leaf. This was not a city orc or one of those pale swamp orcs. Augusta could picture him creeping among trees with a rock-bladed hunting spear or climbing up vines. He blinked and looked down at Augusta with a measure of surprise and fear.

“Hello,” said Augusta. “Brinnog, right?”

“Brinnog,” he repeated, pronouncing it bry-nok. He nodded his head and flashed a big, tusked smile.

“I aim to help with the water,” said Augusta, looking at the big steel pot already situated on a pushcart. “Can you push it out into the field for me?”

Brinnog’s brow knit with confusion. Augusta pointed to the cart and made walking gestures with her fingers, then pointed to the field. Brinnog didn’t seem to understand. He also seemed to be nervously looking at Augusta’s ample bosom pressed into her petticoat. She blushed and tugged at her décolletage to try to cover her heaving white breasts.

“What I mean is,” said Augusta, picking up the big ladle from the cart, “I’ll scoop out the water and you push. You…”

Her words trailed off as she realized Brinnog was cringing when she raised the ladle.

“Oh, no, I didn’t mean it like that,” she said. “I know daddy’s men can be rough with you adventurers sometimes. I would never do such a thing. Oh, Brinnog, I’m so sorry I have been misunderstood.”

She put a hand on him to comfort him and Brinnog reacted with a murmur of his foreign tongue. He looked at her with relief and threw his arms around her. Big, strong, sweat-damp limbs that wrapped and folded Augusta tightly against his powerful chest. She found herself squeezed to him and she looked up into his big, reddish eyes. His frayed shorts pressed against her skirt. Even through the layers of her petticoat she could feel the bulge of something.

Something very, very big.

“Oh, Brinnog,” she gasped, pushing away from his chest. She scolded him, “What do you have in here? What is this? You cannot take hold of a lady like that, Brinnog. I’m a married woman.”

He spoke quickly in his language, grasping her hands and pulling her fingers to his face. He kissed her digits and fell to one knee in the dirt. He threw his arms around her waist, hugging her tightly once more, but this time pressing his face to her abdomen and squeezing tight.

“Oh! It’s… it’s alright! That’s not necessary, I just do not want to become… excited… about…”

Brinnog’s hands were lifting her skirts before she realized what was happening. Then, with a cry of surprise, he was beneath them entirely, only his feet sticking out as he suddenly grabbed her hips and pressed his face between her thighs.

“Oh! Brinnog! You can’t dooooOOOOOoo that! I’m the missus of the house! You can’t hold onto me… hold on…”

Augusta found her words becoming all tangled up on her lips as Brinnog drew aside her frilly undershorts and his hot breath caressed the blonde-thatched mound of her cunny. She cried out, pressing at his shoulders through her own skirt, as his tongue swiped across the soft furrow of her cunt. It was incredible. A hot, thick slash straight to her core.

“Ohhhhh! Sir! Brinnog! That’s… oohhhh… your tongue… Ohhhhhhh!”

His tongue was like none other. So big and wide and long. Plunging into her like a warm, soft spade on the tip of a devil’s tail. Tickling against her inner walls. His lips sucking at her cunt. Drawing at her honey with relish. She cried out, bucking her hips involuntarily and pressing her pussy against that tongue.

Whatever language Brinnog spoke, his tongue certainly knew the language of pleasure. It slipped from Augusta’s sweet cove and reached further still to tease the delicate clench of her ass. She could hardly believe he was licking her there with such relish. His tongue seemingly just as eager to slip into her back passage as it had been to invade her quim.

“Now… Brinnog… that’s not fair,” gasped Augusta, pushing at his shoulders but unable to dislodge him from between her silky thighs.

Two convicts walked past pushing laden melon carts, their striped uniforms darkened with sweat from toiling in the fields. One was a potbellied human with a shock of red hair and the other was a rangy, gray-skinned dark elf with squinting eyes. They slowed in pushing their carts and looked at Augusta with confusion, perhaps wondering why she had a pair of ragged work shoes sticking out from under her misshapen skirt. She blushed deeply, lowering her parasol to hide her face from their curious glances. She heard them muttering to one another as they hurried past her.

Brinnog showed no signs of stopping. He was grunting and moaning, his tongue thrusting deep into her cunt as he held her ass tightly in his huge hands, squeezing and kneading her soft, round globes. She could hardly believe she was doing such a thing out where anyone could walk past, barely hidden by the shade of her parasol.

Worse than the shame, was the pleasure rising from deep inside her. This strange foreign orc was having such a terrible effect on her. She bit her palm to stop herself from crying out. Her hips jerked and she thrust against his face. Her pleasure swelling, rising, cresting and crashing into a foamy wave of ecstasy. Rippling spasms spilled her nectar into Brinnog’s eager mouth and squeezed against his thrusting tongue.

“Ahhhh! That’s enough!” She cried, battering his shoulders until she finally managed to dislodge him from beneath her skirt. She staggered back as he stood, a wild look in his eyes, grinning and wiping her juice from his lips.

She turned and ran, not because she was afraid of Brinnog but because she was afraid of how he made her feel. She ran for the house, her skirt swishing over the grass. She realized she was not going to make it, and she detoured into Hudson’s greenhouse. She hoped he would be there. That he might save her from herself.

But the greenhouse was empty, windows steamed with condensation, and Brinnog came running in after her.

“Now, sir, that’s enough of that,” she said, wagging a finger at him as she backed away into the ferns. “You’ve had your fun, but I am the lady of the house, and I must—MPPPHHHHH!”

Her words were smothered as he embraced her tightly and pressed a hungry kiss on Augusta’s soft lips. He knocked the parasol from her grasp and drew her tighter still. His tongue pressed into her yielding mouth so that Augusta tasted the sweetness on his lips.

My sweetness, she realized, as her tongue began to move against Brinnog’s.

Between heated, lustful kisses, he whispered words to her in his language. Hungry, devilish words. She could understand their general meaning. He pressed her back between rows of orchid flowers, and she let him bear her down to the ground. The reach smell of damp soil mingled with the scent of sweaty orc flesh. Their kisses intensified and Augusta’s hand groped for that ax handle she had felt in his trousers before.

There it is, she thought, fingers closing on the thick trunk of it. So big. Bigger than anything I’ve felt before. A hunting spear straight from the jungles.

She knew many stories of human women giving in to lust for orcs, particularly back in the bad days when the orc tribes regularly raided human settlements. Wives and daughters that surrendered to the desires of orcs and their huge cocks when menaced by the green skins. She had never given it much thought, but suddenly she very much wanted such taboo fantasies for herself.

“Oh, Brinnog,” she moaned against his lips, squeezing his cock again. “I want to see it. Show it to me.”

But the big, green-skinned adventurer had all his attention on Augusta’s bodice, which he finally managed to unlace. Her soft tits dropped free, and he filled his hands with their weight. He had big, callused hands that felt so strong as he squeezed her pale tits with amazement. He muttered in his language and leaned his face down to kiss her breasts. He tongued her pink nipples. He sucked them.

“Ahhhh, Brinnog,” she gasped, one hand cradling his bald head.

“Mmmmmm,” he moaned against her breast, lips popping wetly as he sucked quite hard.

His big hands moved lower and with forceful tugs he undressed Augusta. Bared her petticoat. Then her undershorts. She was naked for him but for stockings and garter. When he reached between her legs, she pushed his hands away and reached instead for his cock.

At last, Brinnog understood. With a smile, he untied the rope around his waist and lowered his ragged shorts.

Augusta’s eyes went as wide as tea saucers. She stared in awe of the massive green snake that Brinnog showed to her. As long as her forearm and as thick as her wrist, with a crown like a whole, ripe apple already oily with the liquid of his lust.

“Oh, Brinnog,” she gasped. “It’s… it’s magnificent.”

It was and there was nothing Augusta could do to resist her temptation once she had laid eyes upon the massive scepter of the orc. She cradled it tenderly in her hands and leaned down to breathe his scent. The raw smell of sweat clinging to him. Unwashed, but not unclean. She pressed a kiss to his cock. Another. Tasting the salty smear upon his crown. Her tongue darting out to caress beneath his tip.

“Ohhhhh, yes, I want to… I must… mmmmmm…”

She did. She parted her soft, pink lips for that green cock and slid it into her mouth. Her lips tightened beneath the crown of Brinnog’s massive meat. His fat, throbbing tip was enough to fill her mouth completely. She suckled it. Her cheeks hollowed as she moaned and tasted his leaking nectar. Her hands tightened around his veiny shaft and began to stroke him.

Brinnog murmured with satisfaction in his heathen tongue and cradled the back of Augusta’s head. She bobbed as much as she could upon him, sucking and dripping her saliva down his shaft. Her fingers slick with it. Her hands tight upon his glorious, throbbing spear. She moaned louder, her blonde hair shaking with the bobbing of her head. She popped her lips free and licked her way down his cock. She sucked at his heavy, cum-filled stones, imagining them tightening up to unleash his seed.

“Oh, goddess, forgive me,” she moaned, kissing her way back up. “It’s so wrong… but I can’t stop.”

She cradled his huge cock between her breasts and let his tip fill her mouth again. He thrust against her bosom, holding her shoulders, and spearing his tip into her mouth. She tongued him and tasted him. She looked up, her fair brow knitted together and her sparkling eyes watering a little from her effort. She pictured the fury of her father-in-law’s red face if he caught her in his greenhouse with Brinnog. He might cast a disintegration spell on the orc and lock Augusta up in a chastity belt.

She didn’t care about the danger. She moaned wantonly, squeezing her breasts tighter and sucking and licking the head of Brinnog’s cock with relish.

Brinnog said something and suddenly lifted Augusta into his arms. For a moment, she thought, even hoped, that he intended to throw her down and plunge his cock into her sopping cunny. She cried out as he instead fell back with her in his arms and pulled her atop him on the floor as his powerful hands turned her around.

She realized what he intended and she could not deny him. She straddled his head, her peachy bottom in his face, her cunt bare to his tongue as she faced that massive cock sticking up from his muscular loins.

“OooooOOooo if that’s what you want, Brinnog,” she crooned, arching atop him as his tongue lashed her cunt and dragged hotly between her dainty cheeks. The warm, wetness of that tongue was soon joined by fingers that probed both of Augusta’s holes.

It was a dirty feeling, having her bottom in the orc’s face like that. She consoled herself with the fact that he had put her bottom atop his face. He clearly wished to be smothered by it. And she could not deny the pleasure, nor the lure of that fat cock thrust into her face.

She grasped his mighty cock in both her hands and let her pleasure inflame her desire. She took him back into her mouth like a wild whore. She sucked him and nearly gagged herself upon him. As her mouth bobbed upon Brinnog’s cock, he vigorously slurped, tongued, and fingered her cunt and her back passage. He was shameless about it, smacking her wiggling bottom and squeezing her creamy cheeks.

“Ohhhhhh, just like that,” she cried, looking back and seeing his red handprints on her flesh. She pushed back against his face, smothering him with her ass and feeling his tongue lashing against her clit. Her pleasure was again rising to a peak, and she silenced her wanton cries upon Brinnog’s mighty green cock. She sucked him and stroked him and felt his bollocks at last tensing.

“Cum for me, Brinnog,” she gasped around his tip, not certain he could understand her words, but hoping he knew all the same.

Her body moved to obey the demands of her pleasure and Brinnog was no different. His hips jerked. He thrust against Augusta’s spit-wet hands and into her mouth. He tightened his grip on her ass, plunging his tongue deep into her hot, clenching asshole as she suddenly reached her peak. And he reached his.

Ecstasy burst forth from the depths of Augusta’s body. Quaking, quivering, squeezing pleasure that clenched against Brinnog’s fingers and tongue. At that same moment, his cock jerked between Augusta’s lips, and she was fed hot, pulsating pumps of his creamy spunk. It tasted so much stronger than Hudson’s or Silver’s spunk. And there was ever so much of it!

“Mmmmmmm!” she cried, slurping without pause. She sucked him eagerly, drinking down his cum like a harlot. Gulping again and again as his thick, hot cum burst into her throat. Cumming upon his tongue. Cumming and drenching him in her honey.

The shame only came after their pleasure. She lay spent atop Brinnog and he was muttering in his language, head lolling on the floor as his big, green hose slowly went limp in her hands. She could feel Brinnog’s cum thick in her tummy. She could feel it, like a shameful mark, and yet her body craved more.

She rolled off him and onto her back. He sat up beside her, gazing down at her blonde loveliness now flushed and marked with his seed. She smiled weakly.

“Now what?” she asked him.


6

Entangled with an Orc

Augusta stretched her naked body shamelessly atop the cool, tiled floor of the greenhouse. Her soft, creamy breasts were flushed with her climax, quivering foothills of feminine delight rising and falling with each breath. Capped with her delicate pink areolas and stiff nipples. Her body glistened faintly with sweat and the flush on her chest was matched with a red dampness from her freshly licked cunny. Her tuft of blonde hair dewy with her pleasure.

Brinnog sat beside her, like a green statue of some legendary colossus of myth, with long arms and big, strong hands. He smiled down at her, watching her recovering from their mutual pleasure.

“Oh, Brinnog,” she said, reaching out to stroke his green skin, “we shouldn’t’ve done that. You’d be put in shackles for being with the warden’s daughter and I would be sent away in ever so much trouble if word spread I was being intimate with a man like… an adventurer… especially an orc.”

She saw faraway lands in his reddish eyes. Warmth in his smile. Wisdom in his words that she could not comprehend as he spoke to her in his language. His voice was soft and deep, and the pale green of his palms caressed her hip.

Her eye was drawn to the thick serpent of his cock resting against his leg. Even sleeping, it was huge. Still damp from her mouth and oozing a bit of his salty oil from its fat crown. Augusta felt her heart beating faster again. Her mind imagining ways to wake up Brinnog’s green snake and how it would feel inside her sweet cove.

“Then again,” she began, stroking his bent knee and up his thigh until her fingers brushed his limp cock, “since we have already been a bit… indiscreet… there is nothing restraining us from… indulging in a complete indiscretion.”

Brinnog stopped talking and watched Augusta’s hand reach around his cock, her fingers encircling it as she began to gently stroke him.

That bright tusked smile returned to Brinnog’s face.

“Do you think you can go again so soon?” asked Augusta. “I can help a little.”

She leaned over and took him back into her mouth, closing her lips tightly around his tip, her blue eyes looking up at him as her tongue traced the ridge of his cockhead. Tasting his salty residue.

Brinnog muttered something that sounded almost like a prayer and his big hand cradled her head. This encouraged Augusta to take his cock a little deeper. Suck him a little more urgently. Before long, she was bobbing her head again and coaxing him back to hardness. Brinnog’s fingers tightened in her hair, and she thought for a moment he was encouraging her to suck more and harder. Instead, he pulled gently and lifted her head from his lap.

“What is it?” she asked, working her hand on his hard, spit-damp cock.

He answered her in his language and then rolled her over onto her back. His hands were everywhere on her naked body. His kiss overwhelmed her words. His huge weight was atop her, but not crushing her. He pressed between her parted thighs and she cried out against his lips as she felt his cock rubbing at her steamy slit.

“Oh, don’t be rough now,” gasped Augusta as she looked up at the much bigger orc and suddenly felt intimidated by his strength. But he couldn’t understand her words. He kissed her again. His lips hot against hers. His tongue tasting her mouth with complete abandon.

One large hand caressed and squeezed her breasts and the other moved lower. Stroked her hip. Pressed between her legs. He captured the stiff length of his mighty green spear and guided it to the aching furrow of her cunny.

“Ohhhhhh, Brinnog,” she gasped, parting her legs wider as he rose above her. His reddish eyes blazed with passion even as he disarmed her with his smile.

He worked his hand over his cock and spoke to her in a murmuring voice. It felt almost like he was casting a spell over her in his heathen tongue as he teased the fat head of his cock up and down her dewy cunt. Augusta was suddenly even more afraid, but too aroused to even think of stopping. In fact, she grasped the backs of her knees and pulled her legs wider. Holding them with her feet in the air and her blonde-thatched cunt shamelessly bared to the huge orc.

She needed to be fucked, and it could not wait for one of her other eager lovers to satisfy her. In fact, looking at that huge cock, feeling it rubbing at her clit and dragging over her swollen petals, she knew that no cock could satisfy her like Brinnog’s massive spear.

“Oh, please,” moaned Augusta, shuddering with need. “Don’t tease me, Brinnog. I need to feel it… I must… inside me.”

This, at last, seemed to get through to the orc. He hunched over her, his hand on the root of his cock, and he eased forward, parting Augusta’s snug cove open around his thickness. Just the head of his fat spear stole her breath. Her thighs quivered. She bit back a whine of discomfort as he drove deeper and deeper, until his cock was pressed to the very limit of her womanhood. Snug against her backwall. He pulled back then, whispering to her in his language, and drove in again. His heavy bollocks swinging against her ass.

She pulled her legs back further and his next stroke seemed to reach even deeper. The force of his thrusts stole her breath in a heated gasp. Her tits began to sway and then slap as he moved faster. Their hot bodies glistening with sweat and contrasted, dark green and pale white, but united in the sultry heat of the shed. His cock like a tinkerer’s steam piston, moving in and out of her faster and faster. Her tits bouncing with the rhythm of his thrusts. His bollocks squeezing to the divot of her asshole.

“Ohhhhhhhh Brinnog,” she cried. “It’s too much! It’s too good! Ahhhhh! Your huge cock… I can’t! AHHH! I’m cumming!”

His unknown words encouraged her. His kiss hot against her neck. At her ear. Whispering in his foreign words as her pleasure coiled inside her and burst forth with wracking spasms of ecstasy. Her honeypot tight around him. Squeezing him. Milking him. Begging him for his hot seed.

His strokes were growing ragged. He pushed up from her body, dripping with sweat, pleasure contorted like anguish upon his savage features. She could feel his cock growing larger inside her. Swelling. Bollocks drawing hard and tight against his root. His spear driving in and out of her with the urgent thrusts of an orc on the brink.

“Not… not inside me,” gasped Augusta, pushing at his chest. “No! You cannot!”

She knew well the consequences of an orc like Brinnog spilling his seed within her. Orcs were famously potent and countless half-orcs could be found throughout the mainland. Even in the heat of her lust, she could not stand the danger of being bred by a brute such as him. Her husband and stepson and father-in-law would cast her out of their family if she carried an orc’s baby. This was not simply a matter of prejudice, for it would be obvious proof of her infidelity. She had spread her legs for a man who was not even of the same race as her husband and his kin.

“No!” cried Augusta, pushing harder at Brinnog shoulders. “No! Take it out of me!”

He was a man clearly on the brink of ecstasy, but he could not deny the forceful refusal. He pulled back, muttering with confusion in his tongue and gripping the root of his cock. His mighty green spear glistened with the nectar of Augusta’s cunt. It stood up as huge as a club from his loins. His fuzzy hair damp with Augusta’s pleasure.

“I’m sorry,” she said, sitting up with her elbows. “You can’t do it inside me, Brinnog. Do you understand? I cannot have a half-orc baby. That would be the end of me.”

He shook his head and gestured to his twitching cock. His gaze fell upon the flushed mounds of her breasts. He gestured to them.

“These? You want to spill your seed on my bosom? Well, that would be just fine, Brinnog.” Augusta giggled and slid an arm beneath her plump, perky breasts. She squeezed them together and hefted them a little higher. “Go on then. You can squirt your cum on my tits.”

He leaned down, licking her pink nipples and sucking at her rosy buds as he began to pump his hand on his cock. Augusta giggled at the warm, tickling caress of his tongue. She moaned at the sucking of her sensitive buds. She wrapped a hand around his bald stroking his pointed ears and cradling him to her soft breasts. As he sucked and kissed and licked at them, his hand worked upon the mighty length of his cock. Faster and faster, at a rhythm that even outpaced his earlier thrusts.

He lifted his face and said something to her. Needful and almost out of breath.

“I’m sorry, Brinnog, I just don’t understand that language,” she said, shaking her head. “But you can—HEY!”

Brinnog was explaining with his hands what he could not with his tongue. He rolled Augusta over onto her hands and knees and raised her hips to bare her creamy ass. He brushed some dirt from her cheeks, then leaned in and ran his tongue the length of her crack. Augusta cried out, clawing at the dirt, shocked and incensed by what he was doing. She hadn’t liked it much when he had done it before, but this was different. He was really tonguing at her ass. Thrusting his tongue past her pink pucker and into her naughtiest of holes.

“Don’t… don’t put your tongue there! Ahhhh!”

She tried to escape him, but he smacked a big hand on her jiggling rump and held her in place. He hugged against her ass and drove his tongue deep inside her. She couldn’t imagine he liked that much, but he seemed to be enjoying himself. Despite her self-consciousness about where his tongue was exploring, Augusta began to thrill with the slippery, warm sensation of it. Moving in and out past her clench. Opening her up.

It was only as Brinnog withdrew his tongue and rose to his knees behind her that she understood what he had done. Her wet, relaxed ass was as ready as it would ever be for his massive green cock.

“Oh, no,” she gasped, realizing too late what he intended. She braced herself, fingers clawing at the tiles of the greenhouse floor. Face and breasts pressed to the cool ceramic and her hips raised high behind her.

Brinnog spoke in a soothing tone and pressed his huge cockhead to the delicate divot of Augusta’s asshole. He thrust slowly, but intently, easing apart her desperately clenching ring and invading Augusta’s ass with measure upon measure of his cock.

“Now… stop that… that’s deep enough,” gasped Augusta, looking back at him over her shoulder. He had a smile on his face as he stretched her pink ring around his cock. It was infuriating. And impossible. He was still going deeper. Deeper. An unending length of cock filling up Augusta’s ass until she felt his bollocks press to her cunny. “Oh my god, you’re all the way… all the way inside my ass. Oh, please… please be gentle.”

Whether he understood her words or not, he obeyed them. At least at first. Brinnog eased his mighty cock back until only the bulging head was still nestled inside her ass. Then he thrust forward again, spitting onto his cock to add to the lubrication and increase Augusta’s sinful humiliation. Her faced burned with the realization that she was being sodomized. A truly forbidden act by one of the most forbidden of men she might have found.

To her surprise, this thought only added to the pleasure she was feeling. Stroke by stroke, his pace increased, and her discomfort receded. First to a dull, throbbing ache and then to an ache that became pleasure. A heat that tightened inside her and urged Augusta to reach one hand between her thighs to stroke her clit.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “Ohhhhh… fuck me, Brinnog. Fuck… fuck my ass. It’s what… what I deserve. For all those mean things my husband and father-in-law say to you and the other adventurers. Especially you orcs. Ohhhhh. They are so cruel. Fuck me with that gorgeous… gorgeous green cock.”

He laughed and grabbed her shapely hips in both his big hands. His own hips began to spank loudly against Augusta’s ass and he plundered her hole without relenting. Each thrust of his cock driving her sinful pleasure to greater and greater peaks. She had never felt so dirty, so used, and yet so alive. She could feel her orgasm tightening in her core. Clenching in her ass around his thrusting cock.

He felt it too. He said as much with words she couldn’t understand. He spanked her ass harder with his thrusting hips. He grabbed a handful of her delicate, sweaty blonde hair and wrapped it around his fist. He pounded her and the pain returned but seasoned with the ecstasy that was building undeniably in the pulsing of her clit and the twitching of her twat.

“Cum for me, Brinnog,” cried Augusta, being sure to pronounce his name (Abe-ra-heem) as he had said it to her.

He growled with pleasure at that pronunciation. He buried his full length in her ass and she felt the swollen might of it. His balls tight and twitching. His cock throbbing inside her ass.

“Ohhhh, god forgive me,” cried Augusta, her head jerked off the ground by her pulled hair. “Ohhhh cum in my ass! Fill it up with your cum, Brinnog!”

“Awe-gust-uh!” he cried, hunching over her back and kissing her neck. Sucking at her supple flesh as his cock spurted deep inside her ass. She felt the pumping pressure of his cum being forcefully spurted into her bowels. Each gush of his seed sent another sinful spasm through her body. Her orgasm clutching and milking at his cock. He drew back and thrust deep again, his cock slick with cum. Spurting still. Filling her until she thought she might burst.

He collapsed atop her, breathless and kissing her neck. His cock still twitching but beginning to soften.

“Oh, Brinnog,” she moaned. “That was… that was very naughty.”

“Augusta,” he said and kissed her passionately on the lips. Their breath hot between them. Their tongues melting into a tangle as he eased his hips back and slid his cock from her ass.

He rose to his feet and retrieved a washcloth that he dipped into the water pail. He cleaned her ass of his spunk with the cool washcloth, speaking to her in his language and then, when she was clean, turning her over and kissing her passionately. She let him hold her in his arms. She wanted more, but she knew she had spent too long in the shed with him already.

“Brinnog,” she whispered. “I will come back tonight. Can you meet me in the water shed?”

“In shed,” he agreed. “To-night.”

“You understand?”

He nodded and kissed her again. Her heart soared and she threw her arms around his muscular shoulders. This was more than just some filthy amusement.

It was something she needed. It was a form of escape from the sweltering prison of Sugar Island.
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Daddy’s Little Troublemaker

Augusta Sweetacre could not stop thinking about Brinnog and his cock. Making love with him in the heat of the greenhouse had been an eye-opening experience and not simply because he carried a mighty green scepter of throbbing flesh between his legs. He had been forceful and yet tender. He had listened, even though they had scarcely been able to communicate. And he had been more interested in her pleasure than the dangers of being caught rolling in the dirt with the lady of the house.

She could still feel that fat cock stretching her dainty little pucker wide. The pulsing, pumping sensation of his cum gushing into her ass. The dirty way it felt when he pulled his cock out of her back passage. She wanted more, desperately, and not just in her ass but buried in her cunt. Damn the risks, damn her marriage and her stepfather and her prejudiced upbringing, she wanted her sweet purse plundered by that handsome, mature jungle orc. She never wanted it to stop.

Augusta lay in her bed after taking a nap to recover from her daylight tryst in the greenhouse with Brinnog. Her ass still a bit sore and squirming and her face flushed with memories of what had transpired with him.

She had made plans for a late-night rendezvous with Brinnog in the water shed, to satisfy their steamy desires completely. She dozed away the afternoon and awoke to find the evening sky turning red outside. It would be suppertime soon. Then, after supper, after everyone was in bed, she would creep back out to the water shed and offer her pale curves to him without any inhibitions.

She imagined herself on her back, her feet in the air and Brinnog atop her and thrusting into her. His green, sweaty face like a coastal sentinel statue left uncovered by the receding tide. His cock like a spear plunging into her quaking depths. She was begging to cum with him. Begging him to let loose his pleasure and empty his throbbing green balls into her proper pink pussy. A lady defiled. A lady bred.

She was indulging in the fantasy, one hand fondling a nipple and the other reaching beneath the sheets to touch the soft, dewy mound of her cunt, when the door to her bedroom was suddenly flung open. Augusta squealed with surprise and pulled the sheets up to her chin as Hudson Sweetacre came limping into the room.

The white-haired old wizard of the plantation was red-faced with fury.

“Shidheling!” he shouted the slur against elves and waved his cane at her from the foot of her bed. “You are my daughter, my son’s wife, but you’ve been cavorting with the convicts! Oh, don’t try to deny it, Augusta. You think I ain’t got eyes and ears out there? You been showin’ off for damn near every man workin’ this property! Flouncin’ around in frills and showin’ those curves around! You don’t care the trouble it causes! Those men are dangerous! Get up! Go on! Outta bed!”

“Daddy! No!” she cried, drawing her legs up to her chest and backing against the headboard as Hudson beat his cane against the blankets. “Please! It’s a misunderstanding! I just went for a little walk this morning to take the air!”

“Take the air! Oh, I heard about you! Takin’ a whole lot more than the air down in the greenhouse! If I find out which of them convicts you was cavortin’ with last night it’ll be the end of him. I’ll dip him in a crab cage! You were so loud half the camp down there could hear the two of you! Hell, I’m surprised I couldn’t hear you from my balcony!”

He grabbed a handful of the sheets and yanked them away from Augusta’s body. Her position, backed against the headboard with her knees drawn up and hugged to her breasts, inadvertently exposed her flushed cunny to the old man. He stopped his raging for a moment as he caught sight of her pink folds and delicate golden fuzz.

“You ain’t… you ain’t even sleepin’ with no bloomers on?” he muttered, his eyes bulging as he stepped closer. “Oh, Augusta, you done my boy so wrong. Poor Beauregard, my ignorant boy. You brought shame to this whole family. I never wanted to do this, but you made me. I gotta punish you. I gotta teach you to behave.”

“No! Please!” cried Augusta, shrinking away from Hudson as he grabbed for her ankle. He was surprisingly strong for such an old man and with a yank he dragged her across the bed on her tummy. Her legs hung over the side of the bed and her bottom was left draped in her night shirt. He grabbed a silky handful of the back of her gown and roughly raised it from her cheeks.

“Good gracious,” he cried, looking at her luscious bottom marked with scratches from fooling around on the earthen floor of the water shed. “You look like you went through a briar patch bottom first. I can’t cane you in such a state.”

His rough fingers pressed on one buttock, spreading her crack wider and revealing her raw, well-fucked asshole.

“And what you been doing here? You been letting those convicts use your derriere? Is that what my sweet daughter been doing?”

“No, daddy,” cried Augusta, her face red with shame as she looked back at her father-in-law over her shoulders. “Please, stop lookin’ at me there. It’s embarrassing!”

“Embarrassing!?” He brought his hand down roughly on her bottom, smacking and stinging her with his rough hand. “Fine word for a girl with no shame! You’re the embarrassment! A shame on my family! A shame to the sanctity of marriage! I can’t cane you, but I sure as hellfire can punish you somehow!”

Hudson set aside his cane and grabbed Augusta’s shapely hips. His rough hands squeezed tightly, spreading her wide and making her whimper into the bedding.

“To think you let one of those… those convicts touch your beautiful body,” rasped Hudson, practically salivating over Augusta’s ass. “Which one was it? One of the goblins? A human? You find yourself an elf? No… look at that little pucker of yours. All raw. It was an orc. Filthy creatures. Only one thing will make it right. You need… you need to wash away your sins with some of… some of your daddy’s pure human cream.”

She heard the distinctive clink of Hudson opening his belt and the shuffle of his trousers dropping free of his waist. She looked back and saw the stocky old wizard gripping the ruddy root of his cock. It was bigger than Beauregard’s, but small compared to Brinnog. He began to stroke himself with one hand, keeping the other on Augusta’s ass, spreading her cheeks and baring her hot, well-used holes.

“Tell me you need it,” he commanded, giving her ass a smack. “Tell me you deserve your daddy’s hot cream.”

“Ohhhhh, please,” moaned Augusta, her heart beating with shame but her lustful hips working back and forth to tease her faither-in-law’s cock. “Please, daddy. I’m so dirty from… from being naughty. Make me clean again. Wash me with that hot cream. Please. Wash my… my little asshole.”

“Yes, that’s it,” grunted Hudson, his face reddening and his fist pumping faster on his cock. “Beg for it. Touch your pretty peach while daddy strokes his pecker for a… a bad girl.”

Her lustful ways allowed her to shed her shame. Augusta began to plunder her slick pussy with two fingers and then three, wiggling her hips enticingly for Hudson. His fingers tightened on her ass, holding her cheeks apart. He leaned his cock closer, his strokes beating at his purpling length. She felt the fat head nudge her tender ring. The slickness of his precum smearing her sore asshole.

“Yesssss, daddy,” she hissed, clawing at the bed and rocking back to rub herself against Hudson’s cock. “Oh, I need to be clean again. Please, I’m begging you, daddy. Coat my ass with your seed. Doesn’t it feel good rubbing against me? Don’t you want to… want to squirt out all that cum?”

“You… you naughty girl,” wheezed Hudson, pumping his hand on his cock and straining with effort. “You don’t deserve… deserve my son.”

“Oh, please, daddy,” cried Augusta, rubbing her clit faster and rocking back against Hudson’s cock. “Ohhhh! Cum for me, daddy! I know you think about me all the time! That you want to fuck me!”

“Yes!” cried Hudson, throwing back his head and pumping his cock through his fingers.

Augusta felt a tremor of pleasure, a throbbing quake of ecstasy that began at her clit and reached deep into her core. Her pre-smeared asshole clenched with each spasm of her sudden climax. She howled with ecstasy, shamelessly rocking her ass back against her father-in-law, her tender divot against the slimy head of his cock.

Hudson stiffened and began to cum. Augusta felt the hot surge of his spunk all over her twitching ass. Pouring and pumping into her crack. It drooled down over her cuntlips, smeared her fuzzy hair, and drenched her thrusting fingers. Hudson staggered back. He looked pained for a moment and then broke into a grin watching Augusta finger herself and wiggling her cum-drenched ass.

“I hope… hope you learned your lesson, young lady,” grunted Hudson, picking his trousers up from around his ankles and tucking his cock back inside. “You will stay in your room tonight. Only leave it to use the privy. I’ll have your supper sent here. And if I catch you with any of the convicts, I swear to the gods, I will summon a crocodemon and let it eat the man alive.”

“Y-yes, daddy,” whimpered Augusta, lifting her head to look back at him as she slowly eased her fingers out of her pussy. “Can I at least… at least take a bath?”

“Very well,” said Hudson. “A cold one. I don’t want your damned sinful elf blood getting heated up again.”

He gave her bottom a last smack, then went limping out of the bedroom. Augusta felt a mix of anger, excitement, fear, and even disappointment that Hudson had just stroked himself onto her ass rather than fucking her. At least that might have satisfied her more than her fingers.

Her thoughts drifted back to Brinnog as she slipped into a cool bath. It was a sultry night, with sucker bugs buzzing out past the curtains and songs out in the prison camp. She was so mad at her father-in-law. He didn’t care about Beauregard. In fact, Hudson had been the first to abuse her for his pleasure, stealing her faithfulness away from her in the parlor. He was just jealous she enjoyed a convict more than some wheezing old man of the house or his nitwitted son.

“Poor Beau,” she murmured, trying not to think ill of her husband even though she had cuckolded him several times over. “He doesn’t deserve all this, but I deserve to be happy. I deserve to have… Brinnog.”

She closed her eyes and slipped deeper into the soapy water. She pictured his green callused hands on her pale body. Caressing her and stroking her. The way he kissed her without any restraint. The feel of his tusks against her lips. She was not going to let Hudson win.

She toweled off and dressed in a fresh pink gown of flimsy linen that clung to her curves and a pair of house slippers. She waited, refusing her supper and wishing her father-in-law goodnight through her closed door. She turned off her lantern and waited. The house grew quieter. The sound of night insects and frogs grew louder. She even waited for the last songs from the work camp to die away.

Then she opened her window and climbed out into the night. She did not dare take a lantern with her, but she felt sure she could find her way back to the water shed. The rhythmic song of the insects covered the sound of her stumbling passage from the big house towards the dark camp.

She finally saw a boxy darkness against the night sky and realized she had arrived at the water shed. She opened the door and crept inside. She heard someone stirring.

“Brinnog?” she whispered.

She tripped over what felt like the leg of a chair and dropped to her knees with a soft cry. Her upper body landed atop the legs of a man lying on the floor. For a moment, Augusta thought it was Brinnog, but then she noticed the balding head and the graying hair.

“Osgood?” She knew this man well. He had been with the Sweetacre family for as long as she had known them and had a gentle, polite demeanor.

“Miss Augusta?” He sat up and looked at her uncertainly. “What… what are you doin’ in my cabin?”

He helped her off his legs and to sit up beside him as he sat on the straw mattress that served as his bed. He was very skinny and bronzed with a deep, freckled gold over years of working in the sun. His dark brown eyes peered out with concern from beneath his bushy gray eyebrows.

“Let’s get you back to the house, Miss Augusta,” he said, trying to get to his feet.

But Augusta threw her arms around Osgood and dragged him back down to the mattress. She squeezed tightly to him, nuzzling against his neck.

“Please, hold me, Osgood,” she moaned. “My daddy has been so mean. He punished me and I just had to get out of the house. I had to see… I went… I had to see somebody.”

“See somebody?” Osgood looked at her with confusion. “I ain’t nobody, Miss Augusta. Just old Bob. And your daddy… it’s best to listen to Mr. Sweetacre. He’s a… he’s a serious man. You… why you looking at me like that?”

“Please, Osgood,” she said, gazing needfully into his eyes. “Hold me tight. Touch… touch my body.”

He held her loosely and his expression turned from confusion to worry.

“Miss Augusta,” he said, his voice raspy and low. “I can’t do that. You’re the boss’s little girl. You’re married to Mister Beauregard. The warden’s son. You want me to get turned to stone or telly-ported to hell or something? Let me get you back up to the house and…”

“Please,” moaned Augusta, pressing more tightly against him. Her breasts squishing to his chest and her arms around him. “All those years of working for the Sweetacre family. Don’t you deserve something special, Osgood? Something like me?”

She saw his mind changing before her eyes. A smile quirking at his wrinkly face. His rheumy eyes brightening up in the moonlight. One big hand slowly dropping from Augusta’s arm and down to her hip.

“You mean it, Miss Augusta?” he asked.

“I mean it, Osgood,” she said and to prove it she slid out of his arms and lifted her flimsy night shirt up over her head. Osgood stared in awe at her firm young elf body. Her huge soft breasts at odds with her petite figure. Her face blushing. Her nipples stiff atop the caps of her areolas.

His gaze traveled all the way down her curves to her golden-tufted cunt. She parted her knees a little more to show him what he wanted to see. Delicate folds visible. Glistening.

“Make love to me, Osgood,” she moaned, holding out her open arms.

Osgood took her back into his embrace and he kissed her softly. Gently. His lips parting and his tongue slithering against Augusta’s. She could taste the heat of alcohol on his tongue. The sweetness of brandy maybe. She kissed him right back as his hands began to explore her body.

He was so gentle. So careful with each caress and kiss. But these were the hands of a man who had known many lovers in his day. Big, worn hands that engulfed her breasts as he dipped down and kissed her heaving mounds.

“Oh, Osgood,” she moaned, cradling his face against her chest. He tongued her nipples. He kissed them and sucked them, his hands teasing the curve of them as her excitement grew. His head moved lower and Augusta eased back onto his sweaty mattress. Her thighs apart as the old tanned man kissed between them. His fingers splayed her cunny and he looked up at her as he began to lick. He sucked her and thrust two fingers inside her. Each pulse of his lips against her clit matched by a thrust of his long fingers.

She began to cum for him, hard enough that she thrust cunt against his fingers and his face. Waves of pleasure reaching up from her depths to break against his tongue. It was a toe-curling ecstasy, but she needed more.

“Fuck me, Osgood,” she gasped, lifting her head to look up at him. “I need it so bad. Please… fuck me!”

Osgood lifted his face from between her thighs and smiled as he wiped his fingers across his glistening lips.

“Sure thing, Miss Augusta,” he said. “Truth be told, I been thinkin’ about doin’ this ever since you married poor Beauregard. I just never imagined I’d get to have a turn with a fine beauty like you.”

Osgood stood over the bed and worked open the drawstring on his pajama trousers. He slid them down from his skinny hips. Augusta could not help but gasp with delight as the enormous length of his cock bounced free of the drawstring of his pants. Twitching and thick with veins. A reddish pink, orc-worthy monster of a cock that twitched with his lust.

“This is going to be good,” she murmured, eyes locked on that throbbing meat pole.
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Punished and Loving It

“Yessss,” hissed Augusta, looking up at Osgood’s twitching cock grasped in the man’s weathered old hand. She parted her legs wider and ran her fingers over her blushing mound. “Please. My body burns for that mighty cock. Fuck me, Osgood.”

Osgood clearly knew when fortune had smiled upon him and did not hesitate to take what was offered to him. After the skillful tongue-lashing he had given to Augusta Sweetacre’s steamy honey pit, she was ripe and ready to be plundered by his raging red meatpole. He dropped his pajamas to his ankles, stepped out of them, and climbed between Augusta’s legs.

One hand guided his cock to her warm sugar pie. Augusta sucked in a breath as she felt that bulging tip rubbing at her pink folds. She cooed, propped up on her elbows, watching the way the tan color of him contrasted with her pale skin.

“Ohhhh, don’t tease me, sir,” she moaned. “Put it inside me. Let me feel it. OooooooOOooo!”

She sang with wordless pleasure as that mighty battering ram brushed aside her slick cuntlips and plunged into the hot passage of her lust. That first stroke reached all the way to her backwalls, pressing against her womb as Osgood’s heavy, dangling, cum-filled stones slapped against her ass. His fat cock stretched her wide and beat against her depths. The pleasure of it, the size of it, stole her breath away for a moment. Her soft tits quivered like gelatin as she shook with the rippling shocks of her pleasure.

“Oh, my goddess… so big,” moaned Augusta.

“You’re snug as can be, Miss Augusta,” groaned Osgood. “I’m tryin’ to take it slow, so as not to do any injury, but by the gods it feels so good. So tight and slick around me. I can’t help myself, miss. Forgive me. Ohhhhh, it’s good. Forgive me.”

“You’re forgiven!” cried Augsta, throwing her arms around his neck and wrapping her long, pale legs around his waist. She rocked her hips against him, encouraging him to plunge deeper and take her more urgently with each stroke. Her tits bounced to the rhythm of Bob’s desire. He shocked her cries with a kiss and she instantly surrendered to such inappropriate lust.

I am kissing one of daddy’s servants, she thought as her lips parted and his tongue tasted her mouth. What would Hudson say? What would he do if he caught us together? Kill him like he was a convict?

The thought of the way Hudson had punished her made the knot of her asshole clench tighter. She could feel the slick nectar running out of her pussy and down her crack. She could almost still feel the warm spurts of Hudson’s cum there. The hot spurts that had supposedly cleansed her of her orc-fucking sin but had only left her craving more.

“Osgood,” she gasped against the old worker’s kiss. “Oh, Ozzy, please, I want… I want you to put your cock somewhere else.”

He slowed his strokes. He looked at her uncertainly in the moonlight.

“Anywhere you want, miss,” he said, breaking into a smile. He eased the massive length of his cock from her pussy, leaving her tight pink folds agape. “You want to do it in a different way? Like a beast does it? Standing up like?”

She crawled away from Ozzy as he watched and slowly stroked his pussy-slicked cock. She turned over onto her hands and knees. A creamy flash in the moonlight. Her ass a little red from friction. She lifted her hips and looked back at him, her cheeks crimson with the embarrassment of what she was about to ask.

“I been teased, Ozzy,” she said. “My daddy – a man – was rubbin’ on me back there. Got me real excited. Would you put it in… here?”

She reached back and with one hand she spread her firm, round ass to him. She knew he could see everything. Ozzy was partly out of the moonlight and she could just see his eyes, his smile, and the wet length of his cock as he brushed it against her fingers and into the warm valley of her crack. Augusta’s breath hitched in her throat. Her little hole tensed and tightened and as Ozzy pressed his huge cock’s crown against her tight pucker, she found she could not let him inside.

“It ain’t fittin’,” he said, trying again and again.

Augusta whined with need.

“Butter,” she said. “Do you have a dish of butter?”

He had a dish of butter. She watched over her shoulder as he smeared the yellow butter liberally up and down his cock. Then, with the last hunk, he curled his fingers into it and reached his digits between her cheeks.

Augusta sucked in a breath as Ozzy’s two fingers massaged her crack and pressed to her tight ring. She moaned, low and needful, her head dropping and her hips lifting as he pushed those fingers into her greased hole. She felt them moving shamefully in and out of her ass and her muscles clenched around Ozzy’s thrusting fingers.

“Ohhhh, yesssss,” she moaned, her soft tits hanging to the floor as she pushed her ass back against Bob’s hand. “Put it in me now, Ozzy. Please. Before I have a change of heart.”

Ozzy wiped his greasy fingers on his discarded pajamas and rose behind her, tall and rangy with muscles, one hand steadying Augusta’s hips. She whined softly as she felt the huge head of his cock again press to the velvet divot of her asshole. How could a human cock be as big as an orc’s? Ozzy pushed harder and this time Augusta’s tight ring yielded to his cock. She gasped, shocked by the sensation of inch upon inch of thick, throbbing meat sliding up her dainty derriere.

“God bless you, miss,” groaned Ozzy, sliding deeper still, until his cock was buried up Augusta’s prim pink pucker and his dangling stones were flush against the wetness of her cunt.

Augusta felt like a sinner, but her body was in heaven. She couldn’t even get her hands all the way around Ozzy’s huge cock, but it somehow fit up her pert little bottom. She rocked forward with each thrust and his hips collided with her firm cheeks. He worked his cock in and out of her ass, both hands on her hips, burying her face to the floor as he groaned and gasped and plunged in and out of her tight, pink ring.

“Mmmmmm! Yesss!” cried Augusta. “Ohhhh, it’s so deep, Ozzy! It’s so good!”

“Yes, it’s good, Miss Augusta,” cried Ozzy and when she looked back she could see his face twisted up as if in pain. His hands tight on her hips. His cock working out and thrusting back in again. Her pleasure growing with each hot, throbbing plunge his massive member took into her ass. Each soft spank of his stones against her aching cunt.

She was on the brink of ecstasy, her body alive with pleasure and sweat beginning to trickle down her face, when she heard the door swing wide behind Ozzy. She lifted her head and looked back in shock.

“Daddy!?” She cried as Hudson stepped into the small shack and held a lantern up for a better look at what was happening. He wore his night robe and his spectacles.

“By God! It’s worse than I even thought!” cried Hudson. “You got good ol’ Osgood grabbin’ on you and with his big pecker stuffed up your rear end!”

“Don’t look, daddy!” cried Augusta, tears welling with shame.

“He ain’t even stoppin’,” said Hudson, his face red with fury as he walked around to the side for a better view of Ozzy plowing Augusta’s ass.

“Sorry sir, I can’t,” gasped Ozzy, his whole face wet with perspiration as he pounded Augusta’s pink hole with his massive cock. “I’m too close now, sir. You can throw me out. You can whoop on me. But I can’t… can’t stop.”

“No, no, you can’t,” agreed Hudson, furious but not moving from the spot. “You go on, give that nasty girl what she wants. Fill her up, Osgood. Like an animal ruttin’ into her!”

“Ohhhhhh, yessssss,” cried Augusta, lowering her head in shame as she pushed her ass back onto Bob’s huge cock. “Fill me up! Pleaassse!”

“Ahhhh! Miss Augusta! Gonna… gonna… AHHHHHH!”

Ozzy’s hands tightened painfully on Augusta’s firm hips. He hunched forward, sheathing the entire length of his cock up her ass. Augusta’s pleasure peaked and she cried out, pushing back against him, taking it all and cumming for him. Her pleasure thumping in her core and buzzing from her clit. Her ass gripping and squeezing around Ozzy’s cock with each spasm of ecstasy.

“I’m sorry, boss! I can’t hold it no more! I’m… I’m cummin’ all in your daughter’s ass!”

“Well go on then, Osgood,” said Hudson, his jaw tight with fury. “You done the sinning and you burned up the bridge. Finish what you started!”

Augusta wailed as she felt Ozzy’s massive cock jerking and pumping inside her. The hot flood of his cum stuffed her ass. It foamed around his shaft and smeared her pink ring. She could feel some of that raunchy filth dripping down her thighs. More came oozing out as Ozzy finally drew back and eased his cock out of Augusta’s gaping asshole.

“Now you go on, move out the way,” said Hudson, shoving Osgood out of his path as he moved towards Augusta. “A real gentleman don’t do it like no animal. We do it properly. And we do it as we please.”

Augusta cried out as Hudson wrenched her arms up off the floor and rolled her over onto her back. She could feel Ozzy’s cum drooling shamefully out of her ass. She squinted up at the lantern hung from the hook on the beam, and Hudson, backlit by it, bulky and unbuckling his belt. His red cock in his hand as he roughly parted Augusta’s creamy thighs.

“Please, daddy, what are you doing?” she gasped.

“What I shoulda done the day you arrived at Sweetacre,” he said, guiding his red cock to Augusta’s slick folds. “I aim to put my seed in that belly of yours.”

“Noo! Daddy! I’m married to Beauregard! Your son! AHHHH!” She cried out as Hudson pressed atop her and thrust his red prick into the steamy stewpot of her pussy. Her walls tightened around him and Hudson began to slowly work his hips. Each stroke was deep and intense and the stocky old wizard warden of Sugar Island pressed her down and kissed her. His lips dominated hers. His tongue ravished what he desired from her innocent mouth.

“Mmmmm, you as sweet as a sugar melon,” he chuckled, kissing her neck, her shoulder, and then down to her breasts. They bounced and heaved with each thrust of his cock, and the old brute tongued at her straining nipples.

Beside her, Osgood was stroking his huge cock and watching Hudson fuck her. She was surprised he hadn’t run off, but glad to see that massive red meatpole growing hard all over again. She whimpered with pleasure as Hudson roughly fondled her breasts. The old patriarch suckled one nipple and then the other before kissing her again. His tongue drove into her mouth as surely as his straining cock drove to the hilt into her tight young pussy.

“Oh, daddy,” she cried, stroking his shoulders. He kissed her again and this time her tongue moved against his. Her moan vibrated into his mouth.

She felt pleasure tightening in her depths and knew she couldn’t hold back. Her cum-slicked asshole squeezed tighter and her pussy gripped Hudson’s cock.

“That’s it,” he wheezed, slamming into her hard. “Cum for your paw. Do it. Cum on this good, proper, gentleman’s cock.”

“Ohhhhhh, yes, daddy!” cried Augusta. “Oh, I am…. I’m cumming!”

She threw back her head and arched her body beneath Hudson’s weight. Her pussy clutched at his every stroke and her pleasure was a white fire that burned through her core. Each gust of heat another spasm around her father-in-law’s ramming fuckmeat.

Hudson rose above her, pushing up on his knees and holding her legs to his shoulders. He slammed into her again and again, sweat trickling down his cheek and dripping onto his silk-robed belly. His balls tight. His cock seemingly huge inside her.

“Gonna… gonna cum in you now,” gasped Hudson. “You ready to get your pussy bred, girl?”

“Ohhhh, Daddy,” she cried, too hot to be rational. “Yes! Cum inside me! Plant your seed in my fertile field!”

The grunting old man she thought of as her father buried his cock to the hilt inside Augusta’s pussy. He leaned into her with all his weight and she felt his first throb of pleasure. He made a beastly sound as he began to cum, spurt after warm spurt flooding into Augusta’s cunny and drenching her fertile young womb.

There was no doubt her father-in-law was doing what he promised. She could feel it happening. That warmth spreading into her womb. That heat that tightened in her core until she was cumming with him. Her pussy squeezing and seeming to suck up every drop of his load. She drained his cum and collapsed beneath him, her sweaty tits flushed and shuddering. Her head lolling on the floor.

“It’s surely done,” wheezed Hudson, sliding his cock out of Augusta’s creamy pussy. “Ain’t no servant or convict or my no account son gonna knock you up now. I got you. If the gods favor me. My strong blood is in you now. And you can thank me for it when you feel up to it.”

“Daddy,” whimpered Augusta, looking up at him as her fingers played over the creamy mess of her pussy. “Thank… thank you for… for sorting it all out.”

“Haw! You’re welcome, darlin’!” He leaned down and planted a wet kiss on her lips. It lingered, even though he was still wheezing with effort, and he reached a hand to her breasts and roughly fondled her as his tongue slid and played in her mouth. He pulled back, panting, and glanced over at Osgood with irritation. “You go on, old man. You have your fun with her. Come mornin’, I’m seein’ you is run off my property. You’re lucky I don’t put the dogs on you. Or summon something worse up from the hells to chase you down.”

“Y-yes, sir,” said Ozzy, watching fearfully as Hudson clambered to his feet. The old patriarch of the plantation stuffed his cock back in his trousers, took the lantern down from the hook, and went staggering off in the direction of the house.

Augusta, guilty for all the trouble she had brought to Osgood, sat up and reached for his big, stiff cock. He grunted in surprise as her mouth engulfed his tip. She put both hands to work stroking him off as she sucked on the fat plum of his tip. Slurping and moaning and apologizing to him the best way she knew how. One hand working on that thick shaft and the other cradling his stones in their pouch. Sucking and sucking and moaning around him until Osgood gave out a pained groan and let loose with his seed into Augusta’s mouth.

She sucked out all the salty hot slime from Bob’s big stones, drinking it down as it flowed into her mouth and sucking on him as her only means of making good on what she had done. She figured she owed it to Ozzy for finding her way into his shack. Sucking him off real good was the least she could do.

But even as she concentrated on the old worker’s pleasure, she couldn’t keep herself from thinking about the slimy sensation of Hudson’s hot cream dripping out of her pussy. It should have made her feel ashamed or even afraid, but instead, it made her want more.

It made Augusta want to be fucked more.
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Defying Daddy

“Yessss,” hissed Augusta, looking up at Ozzy’s twitching cock grasped in the man’s weathered old hand. She parted her legs wider and ran her fingers over her blushing mound. “Please. My body burns for that mighty cock. Fuck me, Ozzy.”

The old human clearly knew when fortune had smiled upon him and did not hesitate to take what was offered to him. After the skillful tongue-lashing he had given to Augusta Sweetacre’s steamy honey pit, she was ripe and ready to be plundered by his massive pink meatpole. He dropped his trousers to his ankles, stepped out of them, and climbed between Augusta’s legs.

One hand guided his cock to her warm sugar pie. Augusta sucked in a breath as she felt that bulging tip rubbing at her pink folds. She cooed, propped up on her elbows, watching the way the weathered tan of him contrasted with her pale skin.

“Ohhhh, don’t tease me, sir,” she moaned. “Put it inside me. Let me feel it. OooooooOOooo!”

She sang with wordless pleasure as that mighty log brushed aside her slick cuntlips and plunged into the hot passage of her lust. That first stroke reached all the way to her backwalls, pressing against her womb as Ozzy’s heavy, dangling, cum-filled stones slapped against her ass. His fat cock stretched her wide and beat against her depths. The pleasure of it, the size of it, stole her breath away for a moment. Her soft tits quivered like gelatin as she shook with the rippling shocks of her pleasure.

“You’re snug as can be, Miss Augusta,” groaned Ozzy. “I’m tryin’ to take it slow, so as not to do any injury, but by god it feels so good. So tight and slick around me. I can’t help myself, miss. Forgive me. Ohhhhh, it’s good. Forgive me.”

“You’re forgiven!” cried Augsta, throwing her arms around his neck and wrapping her long, pale legs around his sun-darkened waist. She rocked her hips against him, encouraging him to plunge deeper and take her more urgently with each stroke. Her tits bounced to the rhythm of Ozzy’s desire. He shocked her cries with a kiss and she instantly surrendered to such inappropriate lust.

I am kissing an old man, she thought as her lips parted and his tongue tasted her mouth. A servant of the family. What would Hudson say? What would he do if he caught us together?

The thought of the way Hudson had punished her made the knot of her asshole clench tighter. She could feel the slick nectar running out of her pussy and down her crack. She could almost still feel the warm spurts of Hudson’s cum there.

“Osgood,” she gasped against the old worker’s kiss. “Ozzy, please, I want… I want you to put your cock somewhere else.”

He slowed his strokes. He looked at her uncertainly in the moonlight.

“Anywhere you want, miss,” he said, breaking into a smile. He eased the massive length of his cock from her pussy, leaving her tight pink folds gaping and slick with her lust. “You want to do it in a different way? Like a beast does it? Or maybe standing up like?”

She crawled away from Ozzy as he watched and slowly stroked his pussy-slicked cock. She turned over onto her hands and knees. A creamy flash in the moonlight. Her ass a little red from friction. She lifted her hips and looked back at him, her cheeks crimson with the embarrassment of what she was about to ask.

“I been teased, Ozzy,” she said. “My daddy – a man – was rubbin’ on me back there. Got me real excited. Would you put it in… here?”

She reached back and with one hand she spread her firm, round ass to him. She knew he could see everything. Ozzy was partly out of the moonlight and she could just make out his eyes, his smile, and the wet length of his cock as he brushed it against her fingers and into the warm valley of her crack. Augusta’s breath hitched in her throat. Her little hole tensed and tightened and as Ozzy pressed his huge cock’s crown against her tight pucker, she found she could not let him inside.

“It ain’t fittin’,” he said, trying again and again.

Augusta whined with need.

“Butter,” she said. “Do you have a dish of butter?”

He had a dish of butter. She watched over her shoulder as he smeared the yellow butter liberally up and down his cock. Then, with the last hunk, he curled his fingers into it and reached his digits between her cheeks. She sucked in a breath as two fingers massaged her crack and pressed to her tight ring. She moaned, low and needful, her head dropping and her hips lifting as he pushed those fingers up her greased hole. She felt them moving shamefully in and out of her ass and her muscles clenched around Ozzy’s thrusting fingers.

“Ohhhh, yesssss,” she moaned, her soft tits hanging to the floor as she pushed her ass back against Ozzy’s hand. “Put it in me now, Ozzy. Please. Before I have a change of heart.”

Ozzy rose behind her, tall and rangy with muscles, his fingers slipping out of her ass and one hand steadying Augusta’s hips. She whined softly as she felt the huge head of his cock again press to the velvet divot of her asshole. Ozzy pushed harder and this time Augusta’s tight ring yielded to his cock. She gasped, shocked by the sensation of inch upon inch of thick, throbbing cock sliding up her dainty derriere.

“Mardoch bless you, miss,” groaned Ozzy, sliding deeper still, until his cock was buried up Augusta’s prim pick pucker and his dangling stones were flush against the wetness of her cunt.

Augusta felt like a sinner, but her body was in heaven. She couldn’t even get her hands all the way around Bob’s huge cock, but it somehow fit up her pert little bottom. She rocked forward with each thrust and his hips collided with her firm cheeks. He worked his cock in and out of her ass, both hands on her hips. She pressed her face to the floor as he groaned and gasped and plunged in and out of her tight, pink ring.

“Mmmmmm! Yesss!” cried Augusta. “Ohhhh, it’s so deep, Ozzy! It’s so good!”

“Yes, it’s good, Miss Augusta,” cried Ozzy and when she looked back she could see his face twisted up as if in pain. His hands tight on her hips. His cock working out and thrusting back in again. Barely fitting, but that only made it feel better. Her pleasure growing with each hot, throbbing plunge his massive member took into her ass. Each soft spank of his stones against her aching cunt.

She was on the brink of ecstasy, her body alive with pleasure and sweat beginning to trickle down her face, when she heard the door swing wide behind Ozzy. She lifted her head and looked back in shock.

“Daddy!?” She cried as Hudson stepped into the small shack and held a lantern up for a better look at what was happening.

“By God! It’s worse than I even thought!” cried Hudson. “You got good ol’ Ozzy grabbin’ on you and with his big pink pecker stuffed up your rear end!”

“Don’t look, daddy!” wailed Augusta, crying with shame.

“He ain’t even stoppin’,” said Hudson, his face red with fury as he walked around to the side for a better view of Osgood plowing Augusta’s ass.

“Sorry sir, I can’t,” gasped Ozzy, his whole face wet with perspiration as he pounded Augusta’s pink hole with his massive cock. “I’m too close now, sir. You can throw me out. You can whoop on me. But I can’t… can’t stop.”

“No, no, you can’t,” agreed Hudson, furious but not moving from the spot. “You go on, give that nasty girl what she wants. Fill her up, Osgood. Like an animal ruttin’ into her!”

“Ohhhhhh, yessssss,” cried Augusta, lowering her head in shame as she pushed her ass back onto Ozzy’s huge cock. “Fill me up! Pleaassse!”

“Ahhhh! Miss Augusta! Gonna… gonna… AHHHHHH!”

Ozzy’s callused hands tightened painfully on Augusta’s firm hips. He hunched forward, sheathing the entire length of his cock up her ass. She could feel him throbbing deep in her bowels.

Augusta’s pleasure peaked and she cried out, pushing back against him, taking it all and cumming for him. She never imagined such a thing could make her cum so hard, yet it did. Her untouched cunny fluttering. Pleasure thumping in her core and buzzing from her clit. Her ass gripping and squeezing around Ozzy’s cock with each spasm of ecstasy.

“I’m sorry, boss! I can’t hold it no more! I’m… I’m cummin’ all in your daughter’s ass!”

“Well go on then,” said Hudson, his jaw tight with fury. “Lemme see you finish what you started!”

Augusta wailed as she felt Ozzy’s massive cock jerking and pumping inside her. The hot flood of his cum stuffed her ass. It foamed around his shaft and smeared her pink ring. She could feel some of that raunchy filth dripping down her thighs. More came oozing out as Ozzy finally drew back and eased his cock out of Augusta’s gaping asshole.

“Now you go on, move out the way,” said Hudson, shoving Ozzy out of his path as he moved towards Augusta. “A real gentleman don’t do it like no animal. We do it properly. And we do it as we please.”

Augusta cried out as Hudson wrenched her arms up off the floor and rolled her over onto her back. She could feel Ozzy’s cum drooling shamefully out of her ass. She squinted up at the lantern hung from the hook on the beam, and Hudson, backlit by it, bulky and unbuckling his belt. His red cock in his hand as he roughly parted Augusta’s creamy thighs.

“Please, daddy, what are you doing?” she gasped.

“What I shoulda done the day you arrived at Sweetacre,” he said, guiding his red cock to Augusta’s slick folds. “I aim to put my seed in that belly of yours.”

“Noo! Daddy! I’m married to Beauregard! AHHHH!” She cried out as Hudson pressed atop her and thrust his red prick into the steamy stewpot of her pussy. The weight of his body moving atop her forced out more of Ozzy’s cum from her ass. Her cunny walls tightened around Hudson’s cock and the stout old man began to slowly work his hips. Each stroke was deep and intense, and her stocky father-in-law pressed her down and kissed her. His lips dominated hers. His tongue ravished what he desired from her sinful mouth.

“Mmmmm, you as sweet as a peach,” he chuckled, kissing her neck, her shoulder, and then down to her breasts. They bounced and heaved with each thrust of his cock, and he tongued at her straining nipples.

Beside her, Ozzy was stroking his huge cock and watching Hudson fuck her. She was surprised he hadn’t run off, but glad to see that massive meatpole growing hard all over again. She whimpered with pleasure as Hudson roughly fondled her breasts, sucking one nipple and then the other before kissing her again. His tongue drove into her mouth as possessively as his straining cock drove to the hilt into her tight young pussy.

“Oh, daddy,” she cried, stroking his shoulders. He kissed her again and this time her tongue moved against his. Her needful moans vibrated into his mouth.

She felt her pleasure tightening in her depths and knew she couldn’t hold back. Her cum-slicked asshole squeezed tighter and her pussy gripped Hudson’s cock.

“That’s it,” he wheezed, slamming into her hard. “Cum for your paw. Do it. Cum on this good, proper, gentleman’s cock.”

“Ohhhhhh, yes, daddy!” cried Augusta. “Oh, I am…. I’m cumming!”

She threw back her head and arched her body beneath Hudson’s weight. Her pussy clutched at his every stroke and her pleasure was a white fire that burned through her core. Each gust of heat another spasm around her father-in-law’s ramming fuckmeat.

Hudson rose above her, pushing up on his knees and holding her legs to his shoulders. He slammed into her again and again, sweat trickling down his cheek and dripping onto his jacketed belly. His balls tight. His cock seemingly huge inside her.

“Gonna… gonna cum in you now,” gasped Hudson. “You ready to get your pussy bred, girl?”

“Ohhhh, Daddy,” she cried, too hot to be rational. “Yes! Cum inside me! Plant your seed in my fertile field!”

The grunting old man she thought of as her father buried his cock to the hilt inside Augusta’s pussy. He leaned into her with all his weight, and she felt the first powerful throb of his pleasure. He made a beastly sound as he began to cum, spurt after warm spurt flooding into Augusta’s cunny and drenching her fertile young womb.

There was little doubt her father-in-law was doing what he promised. She could feel it happening. That warmth spreading into her womb. That heat that tightened in her core until she was cumming with him. Her pussy squeezing and seeming to suck up every drop of his load. She drained his cum and collapsed beneath him, her sweaty tits flushed and shuddering. Her head lolling on the floor.

“It’s done,” wheezed Hudson, sliding his cock out of Augusta’s creamy pussy. “Ain’t no worker or my no account son gonna knock you up now. I got you. My strong blood is in you now. And you can thank me for it when you feel up to it.”

“Daddy,” whimpered Augusta, looking up at him as her fingers played over the creamy mess of her pussy. “Thank… thank you for… for sorting it all out.”

“Haw! You’re welcome, darlin’!” He leaned down and planted a wet kiss on her lips. It lingered, even though he was still wheezing with effort, and he reached a hand to her breasts and roughly fondled her as his tongue slid and played in her mouth. He pulled back, panting, and glanced over at Ozzy with irritation. “You go on, old man. You have your fun with her. Come mornin’, I’m seein’ you is run off my property.”

“Y-yes, sir,” said Ozzy, watching fearfully as Hudson clambered to his feet. The old patriarch of the plantation stuffed his cock back in his trousers, took the lantern down from the hook, and went staggering off in the direction of the house.

Augusta, guilty for all the trouble she had brought to Ozzy, sat up and reached for his big, stiff cock. He grunted in surprise as her mouth engulfed his tip. She put both hands to work stroking him off as she sucked on the fat plum of his tip.

She slurped and moaned and apologized to old Osgood the best way she knew how. One hand working on that thick shaft and the other cradling his stones in their pouch. Sucking and sucking and moaning around him until Bob gave out a pained groan and let loose with his seed into Augusta’s mouth.

She sucked out all the salty hot slime from Ozzy’s big stones, drinking it down as it flowed into her mouth and sucking on him as her only means of making good on what she had done. She figured she owed it to Ozzy for sneaking into his shack. Sucking him off real good was the least she could do.

But even as she concentrated on the old worker’s pleasure, she couldn’t keep herself from thinking about the slimy sensation of Hudson’s hot cream dripping out of her pussy. It should have made her feel ashamed or even afraid, but instead, it made her want more.

It made Augusta want to be fucked more.
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A Daughter Rewarded

Things changed dramatically for Augusta Sweetacre in the days following her forbidden tryst with Ozzy and Hudson Sweetacre. The patriarch made good on his threat to send Ozzy away, though at Augusta’s urging he did give the old man a sizable sack of silver coins.

“Coins don’t mean much to me out here on the island,” said Hudson, counting out a hundred silvers and dropping the sack into Ozzy’s callused hands. “Now you go on. Get off my island. Ferry man will take you. And don’t you ever go wagging your chin about why I sent you off.”

“No, sir,” said Ozzy, doffing his broad-brimmed hat and bowing as he backed into the carriage.

Augusta waved to Ozzy when Hudson’s back was turned, but Ozzy was too afraid or disinclined to wave back. He climbed onto the mail wagon as it rolled down the willow-lined drive and kept his gaze upon the sack of coins in his hands. A fortune for a man like Ozzy, to be sure. Augusta only hoped it could buy the man a small measure of happiness after her one night of pleasure with him.

Hudson caught her longingly watching the wagon rumble away. She expected to be scolded by the elderly family patriarch, but instead, he favored her with a smile and rested a hand on her hip as he guided her back to the plantation house.

“A fair skinned girl like you shouldn’t dawdle in the sun, Augusta,” he said, his hand roaming downward to squeeze her plush bottom. “I know you’re sad to see him go, but you don’t worry a bit. I know the craving that has took hold of you and I know the cure. I hired a very special dressing maid to look after you when I can’t give you the attention you need.”

“Oh? A new dressing maid?” That brightened Augusta’s mood. It would be nice to have a woman of the house to talk to.

“Yes, her name is Veera and she comes from far away. She is very well educated,” said Hudson, lowering his face to Augusta’s as they walked into the parlor. He spoke in a hot whisper, “in matters of feminine pleasure.”

“Oh, daddy!” gasped Augusta. “Whatever do you mean by that?”

“We shall have to see,” chuckled the plump old Hudson as he settled into his favorite chair. He patted his broad thighs. “Now come here and have a sit. Let your daddy kiss on you until lunch time comes around.”

Augusta’s thoughts drifted to her new dressing maid and to “matters of feminine pleasure” as Hudson kissed and pawed at her wantonly. He went sweaty and red-faced kissing Augusta’s breasts. She had to fan him as he sucked at her tits and ran one fat hand under her skirt to fumble with her dainty drawers and run his fingers over the seam of her cunt.

“Well, you must like my attentions,” he wheezed, plunging two fingers into Augusta’s honey-sweet hole. “You’re slick as a fresh cut dew melon.”

“Ohhhh, daddy,” she gasped, dropping the fan and clinging to him as she smothered his face with her soft breasts. “I’m just so very grateful. I can’t wait to meet this new woman.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Hudson from beneath Augusta’s breasts. “Maybe you should show your gratitude to your daddy.”

She slipped off Hudson’s lap and to her knees in a most unladylike state, with her breasts hanging out from her bodice and her cheeks almost as flushed with desire as Hudson’s were from all his kissing and fondling. She rubbed the bulge in his trousers and worked open the buttons. He groaned with satisfaction as her small hands encircled his big, red cock and she began to kiss and lick on its tip.

“Thank you ever so much,” she moaned, running her tongue over his oozing salty oil. “Oh, daddy, I cannot wait to meet her.”

“Shhhhh,” he said, urging her head with a hand on her golden hair. “Quiet yourself now. I know you’re excited. Show me how grateful you are.”

“Mmmmmm!” she moaned, showing him an eager portion of her gratitude.

She pushed her breasts into his lap and cradled his cock against her soft mounds. She used her hands on either side to hold him tight between her tits and let her saliva soak and saturate his cock. Hudson groaned, leaning back in his chair as far as possible to watch her bouncing and stroking beneath his vested belly. His impressively swollen cock poked out from between his daughter-in-law’s spit-slicked cleavage. Augusta gasped, moving faster, stroking more urgently, and flicking her delicate pink tongue beneath his tip.

“That’s a good girl,” wheezed Hudson. “I hear… Veera… has a treasure of the deserts in her luggage. Something… something called a Disara that can become whatever a woman desires.”

“Ohhhhhh! Really, daddy?” cried Augusta, working her breasts around Hudson’s throbbing shaft with even greater fervor and letting her pouty lips catch his tip. She moaned and then released him again with a wet pop. “Mmmmm! Does she… mmm… know magic?”

“Magic? Well… a bit of that old witchcraft maybe… ohhhh deeper my dear,” wheezed Hudson. “You’re about to make your daddy lose himself.”

“Oh, yes, daddy,” gasped Augusta. “Thank you! Thank you for hiring a new girl! Thank you for looking after MMPHHHH!”

Her grateful words were interrupted by Hudson pushing her head down onto his cock. He wheezed and shuddered as his cock began to twitch between Augusta’s lips.

“Go on now,” he groaned. “You drink up… drink up daddy’s medicine.”

Augusta was soon rewarded with a gushing fountain of Hudson Sweetacre’s salty seed. It flowed to the back of her throat and she whimpered softly as she drank down his spurting cum. The oily warmth of it coated her throat and drenched her breakfast in his lust. Her eyes lifting only as she sucked the last from his cock. Hudson, shuddering and wheezing, smiled and stroked her cheek.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now you go on and get cleaned up. Your new maid will be here before you know it.”

She popped her lips free of Hudson’s cock and murmured a “Thank you, daddy,” as she got to her feet. She could hardly contain her excitement. Not just a new dressing maid, but one from faraway. Maybe even a witch!

Veera and the Disara

Veera Ismara was a strange and delicate beauty. She wore her long, dark hair with a fringe that covered her brows. She was small, even smaller than Augusta, and with her pale, delicate features, and big, dark eyes she might have been mistaken for a young girl if not for her very large breasts. Her bust swelled at her dark bodice. Her mounds were so white that her skin seemed like fresh cream.

She dressed in purple and black, like a woman at a funeral, which put her at odds with Augusta in her pastels and whites. Despite her strangeness, she was also very alluring. Augusta found it very hard not to stare into the woman’s big eyes.

“It is my great pleasure to attend you, Lady Sweetacre,” said Veera, curtsying politely. “I will be happy to take your measurements or to dress you in—”

“The Disara,” blurted Augusta.

“Hmmm? Oh, so you have been well informed!” Veera smiled, seemingly unbothered by Augusta’s excited interruption. “Yes, I spoke with your father about some of my charms from the distant deserts. When I showed him the Disara he seemed certain that you would enjoy it.”

“What is it exactly?” asked Augusta.

Veera turned back to her luggage which was still piled up in the foyer of the plantation. She opened a valise and took out a box of dark wood about the length and width of Augusta’s forearm.

“I could demonstrate for you,” said Veera, beginning to hold the box out to Augusta.

“Oh, yes, please,” said Augusta. She reached for the box, but Veera drew it away from her.

“I think it would be better if I show you first, Lady Sweetacre,” said Veera.

“Just ‘Augusta’, please.”

“Very well, Augusta,” said Veera, her smile mouth forming into a smile. “Shall we go to your quarters? I can demonstrate the Disara for you.”

Augusta fairly ran up the staircase to her bedroom on the second floor of the plantation. She led Veera into the large room, with its ruffled four-poster and elegant vanity with its oval-framed mirror. Veera placed the box on the night table beside Augusta’s bed.

Veera then undressed without any warning. Augusta was shocked at the efficiency with which the woman shed her shoes, skirt, corset, and shift dress. She stripped naked save for her silk stockings, her body slender and petite except for the impressive hang of her breasts. Her nipples small and tan and her cunt unexpectedly shorn of hair.

She smiled at Augusta and Augusta smiled back, uncertain of what to say or do.

“I will help you undress,” said Veera and Augusta did not resist. The handmaid’s expert fingers seemed to know the location of every lace and clasp of Augusta’s elegant dress. She slipped it from Augusta’s shoulders and bared Augusta’s breasts. The petite dressing maid caressed Augusta with talented fingers, exciting the young blonde but not lingering too long in any one spot. She revealed Augusta’s plush bottom and the golden thatch of her womanly hair. Veera murmured softly, “Oh, my, you are beautiful. I can see why your father takes such good care of you.”

“Ahhhhhh,” cried Augusta as Veera’s fingers pinched and toyed with Augusta’s pink nipples. Veera’s warm mouth suddenly engulfed one, the dark-haired maid’s tongue flicking and circling at the sensitive bud. One of Veera’s hands slid lower, stroking the furrow of Augusta’s delicate quim. Tracing the entrance to Augusta’s pussy and caressing the throbbing center of Augusta’s pleasure.

“Mmmmmm, you are aroused already? Good.” Veera’s pleasuring stopped just as Augusta had begun to hope that the dark-haired beauty might make her cum. “Let us make ourselves comfortable on the bed, miss. That’s it. Just sit down there. I will show you the Disara now. I warn you: do not be afraid. The Disara is not what it at first seems.”

Augusta perched on the edge of the bed with her heart pounding with anticipation. Veera placed the box of the Disara on Augusta’s lap. The dressing maid slowly opened the latches and swung open the case.

It took every speck of Augusta’s restraint not to shove the box from her lap and scream at the top of her lungs, for within the padded wooden box was a huge loathsome white maggot. The rippling, wriggling thing had a phallic shape and a hard, chitinous head that almost resembled the crown of a penis. But the base of this object, which continued to squirm within the box in a most upsetting manner, was metallic.

“Oh, heavens,” gasped Augusta. “It’s… it’s horrible.”

“It is rather disturbing in this state,” chuckled Veera. “You are tempted to throw it away, yes? But I implore you, my lady, to put your hand upon the Disara, close your eyes, and picture the member of the man who has satisfied you the most. Or even the beast that you desire. The Disara does not judge.”

“The member… of a beast?”

“If that is what you desire,” giggled Veera, pressing her breasts against Augusta’s shoulder. The dressing maid took hold of Augusta’s hand and guided it to the box.

Augusta was revolted by the soft, fleshy warmth of the creature. Horrified by the way it moved beneath her fingers. Yet, fascinated by Veera’s suggestion. She reluctantly closed her grasp around the Disara and lifted it from the box. She looked away from the twitching wormlike length of it and closed her eyes.

“Good, now picture the cock you most desire,” whispered Veera.

It took Augusta several seconds for her to settle on just one man’s appendage. She began with her faither-in-law, for he had most recently enjoyed her attention. Then she pictured the cock of old Osgood, and then Brinnog, Silver, and even her husband.

But her mind wandered to something else. Something she had seen in the yard a few days earlier. Redtooth, one of her father-in-law’s warg hounds tended by the goblins, had been sitting outside the barn and Augusta had noticed a most obscene thing protruding from the hound’s sheath. A red and pink and glistening thing that had almost made her cry out and run from the sight. She had been terribly embarrassed to even be in that beastly presence.

She felt the Disara shifting in her grasp. Veera whispered in Augusta’s ear, “It’s working. Concentrate and your desire will take shape.”

Augusta focused on that lewd memory. The flared tip, the strange bulge just before the sheath, the furry pouch beneath it. The way it seemed oiled and eager to be employed. At the time of seeing such a thing, she had momentarily been struck by the most taboo and disgusting thoughts and these thoughts reformed again in her mind. She felt the Disara changing. Its fleshy length becoming warmer, smoother, and slightly moist.

“Yessss! Oh, there it is,” gasped Veera. “My goodness, Augusta, what a dirty girl, you are! Open your eyes and see what the Disara has become.”

Augusta opened her eyes and saw that she held in her hand a perfect, seemingly living copy of the fleshy member of her stepfather’s hunting warg. It was even larger than the real thing. A cock to put any human man to shame. Red and pink and covered in a darker scrawl of strange capillaries. It even smelled faintly of her father-in-law’s dark-furred beast.

“I don’t… I didn’t…”

“There is no judgment,” said Veera, taking the seemingly living cock from Augusta’s hands. “Now take the position you would most enjoy, and I will help you. Do not worry, my lady, I will speak nothing of your desires to your father nor anyone else. Let me help you enjoy yourself.”

Augusta wanted to argue. She wanted to cry out that this magic was foul and obscene. But as she stared at the beastly cock clutched in Veera’s hand, she realized her curiosity was greater than her sense of morality. She nodded once, unable to give voice to her lust. She reclined upon her bed and parted her creamy thighs. She lifted her head from the pillows to watch as Veera knelt between her knees and held the perverse toy in her hands.

Veera smiled devilishly as she teased the flattened tip at Augusta’s prim pussy. The blonde debutante gasped at the warmth of the strange cock. It felt real! She spread her legs wider as she felt the slippery secretions of the red member oozing against her folds.

“Ohhh, that’s a good girl,” laughed Veera. “Now take a deep breath. Good. Are you ready?”

“Y-yes,” said Augusta softly, her eyes wide as she watched Veera rubbing the red cock up and down against her slit.

“Good girl,” chuckled Veera and she thrust the beastly thing into the snug cove of Augusta’s cunt. It was big, nearly as big as Ozzy’s member, but so warm and slippery it pushed rather easily into Augusta’s tight cunt.

Augusta shuddered at the strange sensation of it. At the taboo shape and beastly throb. It pressed all the way to her womb and Veera gently pushed the fat bulge near the cock’s root into Augusta’s pussy. The sensation of being knotted by the Disara was too much for Augusta to bear. She cried out, arching on the bed and causing her soft breasts to jiggle and shift atop her ribcage. Her inner walls clutched around the strange cock again and again. A guilty pleasure. A humiliating, shameful ecstasy.

“Ohhhh, Mardoch, forgive me,” cried Augusta.

“Don’t look to him for forgiveness,” giggled Veera, slowly but insistently working the false cock in and out of Augusta’s trembling twat. “Just enjoy your sins.”

Augusta cried out again as another wave of pleasure took hold. It was ecstasy greater than any she had ever experienced before. Even two men at the same time had not satisfied her so well. Yet still more pleasure was to come, for as Veera continued to thrust the throbbing cock in and out of Augusta’s pussy, keeping the knot always wedged inside Augusta, something strange began to happen. The Disara began to pulsate and jerk.

“What… what’s happening!?” cried Augusta, shocked by the pleasurable sensation.

“Oh, I think you’ve excited it,” giggled Veera. “Are you ready… to take your first load of beastly cum?”

“What!? I… no… I don’t want… AHHHHHH!” Augusta could no longer object as the first hot spurt of the Disara’s cum flooded against her womb. Pump after gushing pump drowned her resistance and filled her twitching cunt. It was an orgasm like no other as the Disara filled Augusta’s tight cunt and trapped the cum within her beneath the knot.

Augusta was wracked with ecstasy. She bucked and moaned and trembled as the cock released inside her again and again. A pleasure that she never wanted to end. A pleasure that she knew should have filled her with shame, but instead, only made her crave more.

“More,” she gasped.

“Oh, I might have something else that you’ll enjoy,” giggled Veera. “But that will have to wait for a full moon.”

Then Veera leaned down and pressed her lips to Augusta’s. The kiss surprised the young elf and she moaned into the kiss, her tongue fencing with Veera’s as the strange, lusty handmaid resumed thrusting the Disara in and out of Augusta’s pussy.

“More,” repeated Augusta, her hips beginning to move again as she embrace the handmaid.
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Augusta and the Secret Pleasure

Augusta was too naively innocent to feel guilty about the pleasures she found with the Disara, but it had become an addiction. Whenever she had a free moment, she would bolt the door to her bedroom, draw the curtains on even the hottest of days, and open the lid to the box. She was not always sure which cock she would find resting in the velvet-lined compartment. Sometimes it was Hudson’s old red cock, sometimes it was the mighty pillar of Osgood, but most often of all it seemed to be the strange, beastly red cock of her father-in-law’s warg.

“Is this really what I crave?” gasped Augusta, reaching into the box and lifting the throbbing warmth of the slimy red cock from its compartment.

She knew it was, for plunging the warm length of that cock into her pussy, including the bulging knot at its root, was more pleasurable than being taken by any man she had ever lied down with.

The cock felt hotter than a man’s cock and somehow, once the knot was inside her, it was able to cum again and again, filling her with hot, slimy spunk that made her pleasure more intense. Of course, she always needed a bath afterwards, for the smell was very strong, but over several days of pleasuring herself with the Disara she became addicted to even that odd scent.

Once, curious, she even wrapped her lips around it, bobbing and sucking until the strange thing pulsated in her hands and released a massive quantity of spunk into her mouth. It was saltier and warmer than the eruption of a man and seemed to pour out endlessly. She wondered where so much liquid came from as she gurgled softly around the cum gushing into her mouth. She gave herself such a bellyache gulping down too much of the beastly goop that at supper she could have nothing but tea.

Unbeknownst to Augusta, her new maid, Veera, was observing Augusta’s frequent pleasures. The beautiful, strange witch woman was always lurking about, whether listening through a door or watching from a nearby balcony as Augusta writhed with pleasure. Augusta’s preferences did not escape the witch’s notice. Veera did not think that Augusta could ever be brought low enough to offer herself to a beast, but there were other ways of luring the innocent Augusta to beastly ecstasy.

Veera set her plan in motion, sequestering herself in the plantation’s storage cellar and gathering the ingredients she needed for a forbidden ritual. She stole sea salt and drew a ritual circle upon the cellar floor, prepared red candles, siphoned blood from a sickly goat to slowly congeal in a silver dish and used twine to fashion a doll. 

A doll in the shape of a mastiff.

The next morning, Augusta arose well-rested despite her late night of pleasures with the Disara. She refreshed herself with a cool bath, went for a sunny walk, and enjoyed frozen custard with her supper. She noticed that the convicts in the fields and around the house seemed to be avoiding her. The housemaids served her, but they were quiet and left the moment they were dismissed.

She finally asked her housemaid Bella why everyone was behaving in such away.

The young woman fidgeted with her apron and lowered her gaze, but after she was pushed, she answered.

“After your daddy sent away Osgood and put a warning to Brinnog, there was worry. Then that new maid came and, well, miss, she isn’t right. Some say she put a curse on you, miss.”

“A curse?” Augusta looked at Bella in surprise. “You mean they think Veera put a spell on me?”

Bella nodded gravely and said, “Bad magic. Witchcraft. She isn’t…”

Bella was suddenly stricken with fear looking at something over Augusta’s shoulder. She muttered an apology and backed quickly out of the room. Augusta felt a cold chill up the back of her neck and turned slowly to find Veera standing in the doorway behind her. The pale, petite, but very busty dark-haired young maid was smiling sweetly.

“Hello, Miss Augusta,” said Veera, curtsying in her frilly maid’s uniform. “Did you call for me? I swore I heard my name.”

“Oh, uh, no, Veera,” said Augusta, blushing deeply at her recent memories of the naughty things she had done with Veera. “I was just talking to one of my maids and…”

Veera gently took Augusta’s hand and led her from the parlor.

“Where are you taking me, Veera?” asked Augusta, slightly worried, but not inclined to resist Veera despite the warning about her being evil.

“I’ve been thinking about you with the Disara,” said Veera. “About how you keep coming back to one specific cock and it’s one you’ve never experienced in the real world.”

That gave Augusta pause. “Veera. The warg… how did you know I always pick that one?”

“That’s not important,” said Veera, with a sweet smile, “but I am your faithful servant, Augusta. I know you could never lower yourself to such beastly pleasures, but I have found a solution for your problem. Something that is neither man nor beast.”

“What? What are you talking about?” Augusta suddenly felt very warm. She fanned her face and cleavage with her folding fan.

“Come down to the cellar with me and I will show you,” said Veera.

Augusta did not like going down into the cellar, especially not the canning cellar which was what Veera meant. But she had to know what Veera was talking about. The strange young maid had, after all, introduced her to the exquisite pleasures of the Disara. What other secrets of pleasure might Veera know?

“Oh, alright,” sighed Augusta and she followed Veera down the stars into the dark of the cellar. Veera lit a lantern, leading the way ahead of Augusta to a corner in the darkest recesses of the cellar.

“I have prepared the circle,” said Veera, standing before a strange circular symbol drawn onto the cellar floor with salt. Candles flickered on the points of a pentagram and lit the room in an eerie, flickering glow. In the center of the pentagram sat a small, crude doll fashioned in the shape of a black dog. There was a faint smell of blood in the air and something red in a silver dish. “The only remaining ingredient, Augusta, is your pleasure. I must use it to call out across the veil to the spirit of a Wraak.”

“Witchcraft?” Augusta felt a cold prickle of fear creeping up her back. “You mean to call to a creature from the Realm of Sin? A demon?”

“A demon to serve you, mistress,” whispered Veera, setting down her lantern and taking Augusta’s hands. “The Wraak will obey you completely and he will come to you in a form that will please you.”

“A demon… dog?” gasped Augusta, looking past Veera at the crude doll in the center of the pentagram.

“This is no mere dog,” said Veera, taking Augusta’s hands and leading her into the circle. “A servant. A faithful demon as clever as any man. A… hellhound.”

“Oh,” gasped Augusta, both terrified and intrigued by the thought. She allowed Veera to bring her into the circle and sank down to her knees atop the design of the pentagram. Veera untied the laces of Augusta’s bodice and slipped her delicate dress from her shoulders. Augusta trembled as Veera helped her out of her slip and her underclothes, leaving her naked in the pentagram.

Veera stood over Augusta and undressed as well, shedding layers of her uniform and lingerie in teasing motions. Veera was beautiful, pale, petite, and yet so very busty. Augusta admired the woman’s bare cunt with surprising curiosity. She wondered what it might taste like if she were to lick it.

“Pleasure must call out to pleasure,” explained Veera, kneeling along with Augusta in the pentacle. Veera embraced Augusta then, kissing her with such force that it stole Augusta’s breath away. After only a moment, Augusta’s mouth yielded to Veera’s dominating kiss and the mysterious maid slipped her tongue into Augusta’s mouth. That tongue was like a serpent, teasing and arousing Augusta as Veera pressed closer.

Veera’s soft breasts squeezed against Augusta’s pert tits, pressing tighter as Veera leaned in and planted a hot, wet kiss on Augusta’s lips. Augusta did not have time to object to being so pleasured by a woman, nor could she resist Veera’s finger slipping deftly between Augusta’s slender thighs. She whimpered against Veera’s lips as pleasure rippled into her abdomen. Veera’s touch was well-practiced and relentless, first pleasuring Augusta’s throbbing bud and teasing open her folds, then plunging into the honey slicked depths of Augusta’s pussy.

“I’m not sure… sure this is such a good idea,” gasped Augusta. “Summoning… mixing with the Sinborne is forbidden.”

“Yes, and we are all so very sinful,” purred Veera, kissing Augusta again and guiding the fair lady to lie back on the salty floor. Veera parted Augusta’s creamy thighs, and nuzzled between them, kissing Augusta’s heated mound and flicking her tongue against Augusta’s soft folds.

“Ohhhhhh, this… this is sinful too,” cried Augusta, and yet though she knew the book of Mardoch forbid anything such as this, she curled her hand in Veera’s dark hair and encouraged her maid to continue licking, sucking, and fingering her.

Veera was ravenous for Augusta’s young body. The maid’s tongue thrust deep into Augusta’s quivering cunt and Veera sucked deftly at her clit. Just when Augusta felt herself fluttering on the brink of a climax, Veera pushed the innocent blonde’s legs back and began to furiously tongue Augusta’s dainty pink asshole.

Having her ass licked proved to be too much for Augusta and she cried out, grabbing at the floor and writhing in ecstasy. To feel that slithering serpent of a tongue thrusting up her ass and those deft fingers stroking her clit was more than she could withstand.

“Veeraaaaa! Ohhhhh! Veera, yesssss!” Augusta’s pink pucker clenched to the rhythm of her ecstasy, squeezing around Veera’s slithering tongue. As Augusta reached an impossible peak of sinful pleasure, the lines of the pentagram began to feel warm beneath her. A pressure, like a thunderstorm, gathered in the room. A distant rumble was issued from within the earth.

“Mmmmmnnnnn,” moaned Veera, holding Augusta’s legs in place and tongue-fucking Augusta’s tensing asshole.

“What… what is happening?” cried Augusta, still quivering with ecstasy as she lifted her head with fear.

One-by-one, the candles at the points of the star blew out and even the light of the lantern nearly died, plunging the cellar into darkness.

Suddenly, two red lights appeared above Augusta. Red eyes glowing in the darkness as they stared at Augusta’s naked body. An inhuman voice growled a single word, “Mistress.”

The lantern and candles flickered back to life and Veera crawled aside to make way for the hulking black beast that padded towards Augusta. It was a huge mastiff hound with dark, strangely leathery skin and small leathery wings. It moved like a beast, but its front paws were more like clawed hands. A huge, red, beastly cock jutted beneath the mastiff’s muscular body. It had the same flared head and the same knot as the Disara of her private fantasies, but this one was more swollen and grotesque.

And real. Thrillingly, horrifyingly real.

“Mistress,” the beast growled again, and it stood over her naked, trembling body. It was so close that she could feel the demonic heat wafting from its body and particularly its aroused cock.

“Do not be afraid,” said Veera, kneeling beside the hellhound and caressing its leathery head. “He will not hurt you. He is here to permit you the pleasure that you deny yourself because of your pitiful morality.”

“But I am a faithful servant of Mardoch,” protested Augusta.

And yet already her hand was reaching up towards the underside of the huge hellhound standing over her. Fingers stroking the tough, leathery skin. Sliding her touch closer and closer to that throbbing red appendage. The beast growled as her fingers brushed his tip. Feeling the warmth of it. The heat of it. She knew she had to have it, but she could not bear to look.

“That’s right,” said Veera, eyes dancing with sinful delight as she watched Augusta stroking the beast’s cock. “Turn over now, Miss Augusta. Turn over and offer your body to him.”

“Will he… will he be gentle?” whimpered Augusta, slowly turning onto her stomach on the floor of the cellar.

“No, he will not be gentle,” giggled Veera. “But if you wanted gentle you could go to the hospital and see your husband Beauregard. That is not what you want. You never visit him at all anymore.”

“Ohhhhhh,” moaned Augusta, lashed by Veera’s words, but unable to stop herself from lifting her hips and the creamy, heart-shaped roundness of her bottom towards the beast’s throbbing red cock. She felt the underside of it against the cleft of her buttocks. She rolled her hips slightly, rubbing her ass upwards against the huge beast and enticing it to claim her.

“Mistress,” growled the hellhound and it mounted her with sudden, demonic ferocity. Its clawed forelimbs curled around her hips, gripping her tightly. Sharp nails bit at her flesh, raising prickling drops of blood where it tightened its hold. It hunched its black body over her, pink tongue lolling and dripping from its savage jaws. And its cock, huge, blunt, and feeling as hot as a buttered skillet, pressed to the slick folds of Augusta’s cunt.

“Ohhhhhhhh goddddddd,” moaned Augusta, clawing at the floor as the hellhound thrust forward into her cunt with sudden, bestial force. Its huge, throbbing, demon-heated cock plundered her tight pussy, sliding all the way to her womb and bulling against it with the flattened head of its monstrous cock. Augusta clawed at the floor desperately, her pussy stretched around the beast, but she could not escape its hold on her as it began to vigorously rut into her cunt.

“That’s it!” laughed Veera, sloshing fingers in her own cunt as she watched Augusta being mounted. “Take it, my sweet Miss Augusta! I think he really likes you!”

Augusta howled with ecstasy, her pussy quaking around the hellhounds thrusting cock. She felt the bulge of its knot pressing at her folds and she cried out with alarm.

“No! That’s too big! No, not that! AHHHHH!” Her head jerked back as her pussy was knotted by the throbbing bulge of the hellhound’s root. The fist-sized knot sealing up her cunt as the beastly cock inside her began to pulse and spurt warm, oily demon seed. As it pumped against Augusta’s womb, she cried out with ecstasy, cumming on it. Feeling its leathery hide rutting and beating against her ass and its cock twitching inside her.

It came again and again, not like a man, but an almost endless series of orgasms spurting into and filling her dainty cunt to overflowing. Frothy cream worked out around the seal of the beast’s knot as it rutted into her and panted above her. Spasm after spam of ecstasy gripped her body and Augusta surrendered to the beastly pleasure.

As she did, panting and whimpering under the rutting hellhound, Veera fingering herself beside them, the sound of footsteps descended the stairs shocked Augusta out of her trance of pleasure.

She looked back over her shoulder, past the huge black shape of the hellhound knotted behind her, and she saw a figure descending the staircase. It was too dark to make out who it was, but she could see the shape of them and two glowing red eyes.

“Augusta,” growled a familiar voice, somehow slightly changed, “just what is my little beauty doin’ down here?”

It was Hudson Sweetacre and he had just caught his daughter-in-law being mounted by a hellhound.
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Sinful Secrets Revealed

“Oh! Daddy!” cried Augusta, realizing she had just been caught in a most sinful act by her father-in-law. “It’s not what it looks like, daddy!”

But it was even worse than it seemed. She was not just being mounted by a beast, she was being mounted by a demon!

She tried to pull away from the huge hellhound atop her. Trying to pull away only tugged at the throbbing knot wedged into her cunt and made the demonic beast growl. She felt the cock inside her pulsate and spurt more cum into her creamy pussy. The beast was panting and looking at Hudson Sweetacre as he descended the stairs.

“It looks like you done gone and got yourself knotted up to a beast like a regular pervert,” said Hudson, his white suit seeming almost to glow in the dimly lit cellar. His eyes flashed red and the hellhound seemed to calm down somewhat.

“Ask… ask Veera,” gasped Augusta, feeling another pulse of the hellhound’s cum spurting into her stuffed cunt. “She can explain everything. It was… it was devil magic, daddy. I had no idea what was going to happen.”

“Oh, is that it? Devil magic brought you down to the cellar? Devil magic brought this big black dog with the red eyes down here? Devil magic put your ass up in the air? Get your coochie stuffed up with red demon dog cock?” Hudson stood over her, stretching his suspenders with his thumbs.

“Veera will—”

“Veera ain’t here!” snarled Hudson and his eyes flared with demonic light.

Augusta could only lower her head shamefully to the floor, her asshole twitching and her cunt aching as the hellhound spurted another gush of its oily cum deep into her pussy. She could feel the devil dog’s spunk leaking out around the edges of its knot and slowly dripping from her greasy folds. She whimpered, humiliated and disgusted in herself for her own depravity.

“You’re lucky my no-account son don’t take after me,” said Hudson, walking slowly around to Augusta’s front. “Or he’d whip you hard enough to leave scars on that pretty back of yours. He’d cane your hide until you learned to obey. But Beauregard isn’t like me. He took after his mother. He don’t have… that devil in him.”

Hudson’s last words sounded like an unearthly growl and Augusta jerked her head up to look at Hudson. He seemed like the same man as always, a bit more red-faced maybe, but there was a demonic intensity in his eyes.

“Please, daddy,” moaned Augusta, averting her eyes from Hudson’s cruel gaze. “Please, don’t look at me like that! I’m so ashamed!”

“You should be,” chuckled Hudson, waddling closer. “My slutty little girl. Tryin’ to get bred by a hellhound. You lucky that demon doggy goo ain’t catchin’ in a woman like you. Least not without the proper ritual and I don’t think Veera done them.”

“What?” cried Augusta, looking back at her father-in-law in shock. Hudson loomed over her, smiling down at her, and rubbing at a disturbingly large bulge in his trousers. It seemed much bigger than she remembered.

“Of course, nothin’ stoppin’ you from gettin’ knocked up by another demon. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you, Augusta? Finally havin’ a baby in that belly?”

Hudson suddenly yanked open his pants and out flopped the biggest, thickest, strangest cock that Augusta had ever seen. It was thick and reddish with black spots, bulging all over like the gnarled root of some tree. It throbbed with Hudson’s unholy heartbeat and dripped with thick, yellowish slime. The smell was horrible, eye-watering, and yet Augusta could not look away.

“What… what is this?” gasped Augusta.

“Haven’t you figured it out yet, darlin’? Your daddy is a demon. Has been this whole time. Beauregard is technically a demon too, but he isn’t much of one. Always took after his human mother more than me.” Hudson stepped closer, hanging his grotesque, smelly cock right in Augusta’s face. She felt a tug of the hellhound’s knot trying to pull out of her pussy, but it was still swollen and demon and woman both whined with the sensation. Hudson chuckled and stroked Augusta’s sweat-damp hair. “Awww don’t you worry, I ain’t in no hurry. The moon is right for hours.”

“The moon?” Augusta looked up at her father-in-law’s face to avoid staring at his monstrous cock.

“Well sure,” said Hudson. “How else am I gonna guarantee I put a baby in you when I fuck you with this?”

“Oh, Mardoch, please forgive me,” moaned Augusta.

“You askin’ for forgiveness from Him while you’re all knotted up to that demon dog? You got a lot of nerve.” Hudson chuckled and guided her face towards his cock. “Now you get to suckin’ on my demon dick. Go on now, Augusta. Don’t be shy about it. You love to suck on a cock, don’t you?”

She had come to enjoy pleasuring men with her mouth, even her father-in-law, but this was something else entirely. She looked at that foul, greasy demon cock and she stuck out her tongue. She tasted the oozing head of it. To her surprise, the slimy discharge tasted sweet. Almost like honey. She licked it again. Then she kissed it and smeared her lips with the honey-sweet slime. Then her lips parted and she moaned as she engulfed Hudson’s demon cock in her eager mouth.

“There’s a good girl,” wheezed Hudson as Augusta began to slurp on his vile fuckmeat. “Suck on that cock for your daddy. Ohhhhh… I like that, sweetie. Your mouth is so good. Suck it real nice. Go on, kiss on my balls too. They’re full up with cum for that sweet honeypot of yours. Mmmmmmmm. Gonna breed you good tonight, darlin’.”

“Mmmmmmm!” replied Augusta, her fair brow furrowed, and her mouth stuffed full of the glazed ham of Hudson’s slimy cock.

“Oooohhh, yeah,” groaned Hudson, beginning to thrust his cock in and out of Augusta’s mouth, swinging his big balls against her dainty chin. The vigorous sloshing of his cock into her stretched lips finally seemed to dislodge the hellhound, which pulled free of Augusta’s pussy with a wet pop.

“MMmmnnnnnn,” moaned Augusta with relief as she felt a huge amount of cum pouring shamefully out of her freshly fucked cunt.

“Go on, get outta here, boy,” shouted Hudson, waving his hand at the hound with glowing eyes. The beast whimpered and retreated to the center of the summoning circle where it dissipated into smoke and sparks.

“Now we got the room all to ourselves,” said Hudson, gathering up Augusta’s curly blonde hair and using it as a handle as he fucked her gurgling mouth. “Call me selfish if you want. I hate sharin’.”

“Mmmmmmmhhgggnnnn,” moaned Augusta, her eyes rolling and her mouth stretched wide around Hudson’s monstrous cock.

She swallowed the sweet trickle of slime at the back of her throat. Each gulp spurred excitement through her well-used flesh. Her nipples grew more sensitive as they dragged and rubbed against the floor. Her pussy twitched with need. Even her lips seemed to pulse with pleasure as the slimy, bugling length of Hudson’s cock slid in and out of her mouth.

“That’s right,” wheezed Hudson, his balls starting to tighten against the twisted root of his demonic cock. “I’m going to pump that pretty face full. You ready to swallow down your daddy’s spunk?”

“Mmmhmmhm,” agreed Augusta, looking up at her red-faced father-in-law as he intensified his thrusts into her mouth. The truth was that she was craving her daddy’s hot load of cum. The more she tasted of his oozing precum, the more she wanted to gulp down his seed.

Hudson was all too happy to oblige her. He let out a savage snarl of pleasure, hilting his cock in her mouth and pressing his throbbing balls against her chin. She felt the powerful pulsating of his cock followed by the first hot spurt of his cum straight down her throat.

“Ohhhhh! That’s right! You drink up, girl. You gonna need your strength for the fuckin’ I’m going to put on you! Ahhhhh!” He threw back his head, drawing back and slamming his cock back down her throat again, still spurting and pulsating with his climax. “Suck it all down! Oohhh that’s it! That’s a good girl! Let me feel you swallow on that dick!”

Her throat worked vigorously to keep up with the spasms of Hudson’s climax. She managed to drink down every pumping drop of his seed until her belly felt overstuffed with all the cum she had been swallowing. Hudson savored the moment before easing his cock from her lips, trailing cum and mucus, to wipe it across her face. Augusta looked up at him through teary eyes and held her mouth open and tongue out, letting him make even more of a mess of her face.

“You ready for a fuckin’?” he asked, chuckling at her whorish behavior.

“You’re… you’re still hard?” she gasped, looking at his dripping demonic dickmeat.

“Mmmmhmmmm, this thing can go for hours,” he laughed, stroking it slowly as he slapped the heavy length of it against her lips and chin. “That mouthful I gave you was just priming my pump. Lay back, Augusta, and let your daddy put a baby in that pretty pink pussy.”

“Y-yes, daddy,” she moaned, terrified of being impregnated by her demonic father-in-law, yet craving that misshapen cock in her tight pussy.

Augusta rolled onto her back, looking up at Hudson and his maniacal expression as he tossed aside his shirt and stepped entirely out of his trousers. His downy white hair was still in place on his chest and at the root of his cock, but his skin had taken on a bloated, scabrous quality that looked unpleasant. Was this his demonic side? She had always known about his magic, but was this demonic aspect the source of his magic?

Augusta didn’t want to think about it. She spread her legs wider for her father-in-law, revealing her creamy, sex-flushed cunny to him.

“Oh, there it is,” said Hudson, getting down on his knees between her legs. “There’s my little girl. You dripping with that hellhound cum, darlin’, but that’s alright. That’ll just make my cock slide in there easier.”

He rubbed his foul cock at her well-used entrance and Augusta moaned with depraved lust. She was repulsed by the sight of Hudson and yet she wanted his cock inside her desperately.

“Fuck me, daddy,” she moaned.

“There’s my sweet girl,” laughed Hudson and he rammed home the length of his grotesque cock. It stretched Augusta wide with a foul slurp and she let out a cry. It was even thicker than the hound’s knot had been. He hit her backwalls with such force that he seemed to be rearranging her inside. He drew back and thrust in again with a juicy squelch, his dangling balls slapping against her ass.

“Ohhhhh! Daddy!” she cried, her feet in the air as he hilted in her pussy.

He took her with slow strokes, at least at first. He leaned over her and smiled like a lunatic, his eyes seeming to glow in the candlelight that bathed their bodies in a reddish gold color. Augusta was stunned by the size of his swollen cock. It beat inside her with every thrust and those thrusts were beginning to intensify. Augusta’s pert young breasts bounced against her ribcage. Her pussy clutched around Hudson’s thrusting cock.

The cellar filled with the obscene smells and sounds of their sinful fucking. Augusta gasped and cried out with pleasure, her body at the mercy of Hudson’s demonic desires. Her pussy stuffed tight with every thrust. His huge balls throbbing ominously with the promise of fertilizing her cunt.

“Oh, daddy,” moaned Augusta. “It’s so big… but maybe… maybe you should pull out. Maybe Beauregard should give me a baby. Once he’s out of the hospital—”

“Ha! I put him there to get him out of the way! You think it was an accident? I gave my son time to breed your sweet cunt, Augusta, and he failed. He wasn’t worthy of giving me a grandchild. So I’ll make a new son instead… with you.”

Hudson laughed and pressed a kiss to Augusta’s lips, stifling her outcry. His long tongue slithered into her mouth like an eel. It had a strange, sweet taste like his cum that made her kiss him back. She moaned against his lips and moved beneath him. Forgetting her objections as Hudson pounded his cock in and out of her fluttering walls.

She could feel the pleasure coiling in her core. The ecstasy of an orgasm threatening to explode through her. She somehow knew that he would cum with her. When he felt her walls seize his cock, he would pour his seed into her cunt and he would claim her womb.

“Oh, daddy,” she moaned against his lips, her tongue slipping and sliding sloppily against Hudson’s. “Ohhhhh, please… don’t… don’t stop. Fuck me. I’m so close. I want… want to give you the baby that Beauregard couldn’t.”

“That’s my girl,” growled Hudson, pushing Augusta’s legs back further and slamming his cock hard and deep into her trembling twat.

Augusta kissed him one last time as her pleasure peaked. She cried out against the lips of the old, demonic patriarch of the Sweetacre family and she began to cum. Her pleasure gripping his cock and squeezing it with the urgent, rapid spasms of her climax.

Hudson roared hotly against her lips, driving through her clutching cunt and letting loose with a massive surge of his hot seed. It pumped and gushed and washed away the remnants of the hellhound’s load. She felt it pouring into her and knew instantly that she was being bred.

“Ohhhhh, yessss!” cried Augusta. “Mark me with your seed, daddy! Breed me! My womb is yours!”

“Ha ha ha!” laughed Hudson, his eyes blazing with demonic light as his huge balls twitched and pulsated and his grotesque cock pumped his seed deep into his daughter-in-law’s cunt. He poured out every drop of his potent load until Augusta’s thighs were awash in Hudson’s thick, greasy slime. She lay there panting as he eased his cock out of her pussy. “My, my, you took every drop I gave you.”

“Th-thank you, daddy,” gasped Augusta, drenched in sweat and filthy with Hudson’s spunk. “Oh… I think… think I need to lie down.”

She swooned back onto the floor. Hudson grunted and picked her up in his arms. His face and his cock returned to his normal human proportions. His skin lost its scaly quality. Hudson carried his sweaty, cum-stuffed daughter-in-law up the stairs from the cellar, wheezing and naked as he went. The servants who were still awake at that ungodly hour stared in wide-eyed terror at the sight of Hudson carrying Augusta up to his bed.

He put her on the oversized four-poster and tucked her beneath the blankets. She was just awake enough to smile up at him as he leaned down and pressed a tender kiss to her forehead.

“Thank you, daddy,” said Augusta, smiling sweetly.

“Get some rest, my sweet little peach,” said Hudson. “Tomorrow I’ll be givin’ you twice the fuckin’ I gave you tonight.”

“Ohhhhh,” moaned Augusta, her pussy contracting reflexively and squeezing out a trickle of Hudson’s cum. She rested a hand on the flat of her abdomen, knowing with uncanny certainty that a son was already growing in her belly.
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Morning Glory

Hudson Sweetacre grunted as he hilted his bulging demonic cock deep in the snug channel of his daughter-in-law’s delicate pussy. Augusta whimpered with pleasure, her cuntlips slick with Hudson’s churning spunk. The bed beneath them drenched in sweat and cum and drool.

“Ohhhhhh, daddy,” moaned Augusta, face down and flat on the bed, her words half-muffled by the pillows. “You’ve been at this all night. The sun’s come up and you’re still having your way with me. Ohhhhh! Couldn’t I… couldn’t I have a little rest?”

Her pert bottom jiggled slightly as Hudson drew back his hips and slammed forward to bury his length inside her again.

“Hunnnnnnnn,” growled Hudson, his swollen cock throbbing deep in Augusta’s pussy and pumping out another gush of his demon-tainted cum. He sloshed his cock in and out of her again and his pulsating release was almost immediately churned into filthy froth. It spilled out around his next thrust and dripped from Augusta’s sore, cream-stuffed cunny.

He slowed his strokes and stopped, his weight heavily against her bottom. His hairy belly against her lower back.

“You done good, darlin’,” he rasped, kissing her shoulder and the back of her neck. “Ain’t no way that little cunny of yours hasn’t been bred. And when Beauregard finally comes back, he can raise up my baby with you. And maybe… hnnnnn… maybe after one is born, I’ll put another one in ya. And another after that.”

“Ohhhhhh, it sounds wonderful,” moaned Augusta, her body trembling as Hudson slid his deflating demon cock from her flushed, cum-drenched, gaping cunt. “But won’t… won’t Beauregard know the children aren’t his?”

“That fool boy would know exactly what I tell him to know,” said Hudson, flopping onto the bed beside Augusta.

She crawled against him, nuzzling into the crook of his arm. Seeing his demonic virility aglow in eyes set deep beneath bushy white eyebrows. She draped one leg over his thigh and one arm across Hudson’s hairy chest.

“Oh, daddy,” she murmured. “Thank you. For showin’ me the way. I was so confused.”

“Heh,” he chuckled. “Getting’ knotted up by hellhounds? I’ll say you were. But all you need to do now is stay close to your daddy. That’s right.” He grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard. “I’ll make a good girl out of you yet. Oh… and I got a surprise for you.”

Augusta saw Hudson’s devilish smirk. She lifted her head from his shoulder and looked at him with growing excitement.

“A surprise? What is it?”

There was a knock at the door as if in an answer to her question. Hudson pointed at the door.

“Yes!” Augusta called, sitting up in the bed and feeling more of Hudson’s cum dripping out of her pussy. “What is it?”

“Uh, missus,” came the voice of one of the servants. “A ferry just arrived. It’s your cousin, Missus Faylana Stonehands. And her husband, Mr. Stonehands.”

“Faylana!” Augusta leapt from the bed with excitement. “She came after all! She said she couldn’t make it!”

“I might’ve enticed that poor husband of hers with a promise of investment in his stupid bakery business.” Hudson grunted as he propped himself up on the pillows. “Said I’d pay for him to retire from adventuring with your cousin and open up a shop in Zeegendorf.”

“Ohhhh, daddy!” cried Augusta. “Thank you! But I’m a mess! We both are!”

Hudson grunted as he ran a hand over his big, flaccid, demonic dick.

“I expect you’d better be givin’ us both a bath then. Unless you want to keep your cousin and her blockhead husband waitin’ all mornin’.”

A Fine Evening in the Parlor

Augusta wore a white summer dress with a billowy skirt and a slender bodice that framed her pert breasts. Hudson was dressed in his usual suit of white linen he wore on hot days. His head shaded by a broad-brimmed straw cap as they made their way about the property.

“And there, we are going to put up a water tower,” said Hudson, gesturing with his can at a cleared patch of the plantation. “Too many people and livestock getting’ sick from the stagnant water. Get it up high like they do in the cities.”

“Yes, I hear that’s what they do now in some places,” said Caldric Stonehands, looking the big, muscular adventurer nearly bursting from the suit he was wearing. “It seems strange to take water that we want down in the ground and put it up on a tower, but I guess if so many places are aiming to try it then it must have a reason.”

“For a man who wants to open a bakery with an elf, you haven’t got much imagination,” chuckled Hudson.

Augusta was mostly ignoring the back and forth between Hudson and Caldric. She was clinging to her buxom, blonde elf cousin beneath Faylana’s parasol.

“It’s ever so hot,” said Faylana, her cheeks flushed, though her blue eyes were undimmed. “Do you think we could go back to the house soon?”

“Of course, Faylana,” giggled Augusta. “Daddy is just boasting to your husband.”

“Yes, I was hoping to see Beauregard. I’ve never met him, except at your wedding, and I heard he had an accident. Is he well?”

“Oh, well enough I suppose,” said Augusta. “He should be coming home soon. But I’ve been so very happy here with daddy.”

Faylana raised an eyebrow. Augusta blushed at her cousin’s keen understanding of what she meant.

“Have you now?” Faylana giggled. “Has he… taken good care of you?”

“He has,” said Augusta. “He was taking care of me when you and Caldric arrived.”

“Oh my!” cried Faylana and the beautiful cousins, resembling each other very much, began to laugh uncontrollably. Faylana managed to say, “I wondered why it took so long for you to greet us!”

The hot summer evening drew upon them as the tour completed and they returned to the house for a light meal of cucumber salad, roasted chicken, and mint tea. Hudson talked with Caldric more about his business and Augusta gossiped with her cousin about some of the other elves they knew.

Iced cream was served in small silver dishes and afterwards Hudson stretched, patting his paunch, and declared, “Let us all retire to the parlor. I’ll have Veera bring us one of her cocktails.”

“Sounds divine,” said Faylana.

Hudson winked at Augusta and the young bride felt a hot thrill reach through her body. Hudson had discussed what he wanted to happen that evening and Augusta had readily agreed. After all, Faylana deserved better than a mostly failed adventurer like Caldric.

She deserved Hudson Sweetacre.

The parlor was lit with oil lamps and aural crystal contraption was playing a tune to set the mood. Some of that music the orcs liked with a woman singing and drums pounding with a sinister, intense, almost demonic rhythm. Faylana and Caldric sat in the middle of a very long couch, while Hudson and Augusta sat in chairs facing them.

Veera entered with a tray bearing small brandy glasses filled with violet colored liquid. It had an odd, sparkling sheen to it.

“What is this?” asked Caldric, taking one of the offered glasses.

“Just a little sip to get us relaxed,” said Hudson. He drank his glass and let out a grunt of satisfaction. Augusta drank her own and the alcohol seemed to spread warmth through her entire body. Faylana and Caldric exchanged glances and drank their cocktails as well.

“Anything else, sir?” asked Veera, her very plump breasts straining at her bodice in a way that drew Caldric’s gaze.

“No, no, that will be all,” said Hudson with a wave of his hand. “And shut the door on your way out.”

“It’s… it’s a very strong drink.” Caldric said, his face growing red as he mopped at his brow with a handkerchief. “What… what did you say it was?”

Faylana laughed suddenly, her huge breasts heaving at her bodice. “It feels so wonderful. Like my body is tingling all over in the best of ways.”

“Ah, my dear,” said Hudson, rising from his chair and going to sit beside Faylana. “There are even better ways your body might tingle. Let me show you.”

Caldric’s eyes went wide as Hudson planted a kiss on Faylana’s lips. Faylana, seeming completely unsurprised by the kiss, parted her lips to him and welcomed his thrusting tongue into her mouth. They kissed passionately as Hudson’s fat fingers began to untie the laces of Faylana’s bodice.

“My god, sir! Faylana! What are you… what is this?” Caldric leaned forward. “How dare you, sir! My wife is not…”

Caldric’s words trailed off as Augusta sauntered towards him. She unlaced her bodice, freeing her soft breasts from the tightness and baring her creamy mounds and stiff pink nipples to Caldric.

“Shhhhh, this is just a bit of fun,” said Augusta. “I will have fun with you and Faylana will have fun with daddy.”

“But… but my wife?” Caldric looked over at Faylana who was lost in Hudson’s overpowering embrace. The big southern gentleman had shed his linen jacket and freed the soft mounds of Faylana’s breasts from her blouse. He was kissing them and sucking them as she gasped with delight. One hand beneath her skirt and no doubt finding its way to her hot cunny.

“Hudson won’t hurt her,” purred Augusta, settling in beside Caldric on the couch. Beside him, Hudson lifted Faylana’s skirt and thrust his head beneath it. Faylana howled with delight as the Sweetacre patriarch began to noisily lick and slurp at her cunt.

“Faylana,” moaned Caldric, looking almost as if he might burst into tears as his wife moaned with rapturous pleasure.

“Shhhhh. Don’t look if it makes you cross, Caldric.” Augusta cradled Caldric’s cheek and turned him to face her. When he began to question her, she pressed a kiss to his lips. Her mouth devoured his objections. Her tongue demanded his full attention.

Beside them, Hudson was rooting beneath the layers of Faylana’s skirt and making the slender blonde sing with pleasure, his fingers and tongue doing things that Faylana had likely never experienced before with Caldric or any other man. Her stockinged legs were in the air, toes curling, face flushed as she gasped again and again, “Yes! Yessss!”

Augusta kept Caldric fully occupied. Kissing him, guiding his hands to her breasts, and reaching to his trousers to unlace them and feel for his cock. It was rather disappointing. Hardly bigger than even Beauregard’s unimpressive prick. All the same, Augusta climbed atop his lap, settling her skirt over him and squishing her plump breasts into Caldric’s face. She eased her cunny down onto his stiff cock and began to ride him.

“Ohhhh! Oh, yes, Caldric! Fuck me! Fuck your wife’s cousin!”

“Mmmmm!” he cried, his hands going to Augusta’s plush bottom and squeezing it through her skirt as he bucked and thrust in an awkward manner up into the clutching heat of her cunt.

Augusta was distracted from Caldric by what was happening beside her on the couch. Faylana had cum for the fifth or sixth time and Hudson had at last emerged from beneath her skirt. Flushed and wiping his glistening lips on the back of his hand. He took out his demonically swollen cock and before Faylana could object, he was having her with deep, intense strokes. Faylana wailed with ecstasy. Her body arched atop the couch and her slender abdomen bulged in her tight bodice as Hudson’s huge cock invaded her.

“Mmmmmm!” cried Caldric, his grasp suddenly tightening on Augusta’s bottom.

“What’s that? Oh! You’re cumming!” Augusta laughed as Caldric released his seed inside her. Pumping his spunk into her as she rode atop him and squeezed out every drop.

“There’s a good boy, that’s it,” she laughed, sliding up and down on his spurting prick. “Let it all out. Give me your seed.”

Caldric was spent and flaccid after his release. He slumped back on the couch, delirious in the aftermath of his pleasure. Augusta dismounted from his lap and giggled softly as she and Hudson took Faylana by her hands and led her away from the couch. On the carpet, they resumed their pleasures in a new and more intense configuration.

“Ohhhhh, Augusta,” moaned Faylana, on her hands and knees with her firm little rump in the air. “I’ve never felt such pleasure! I’ve never done it this way before!”

“Never!” Augusta giggled, stroking her cousin’s firm rear. “Well then, daddy will give you a fine treat. Better than any iced cream!”

She spanked Faylana’s rear and then turned to Hudson, kissing him passionately as she reached down to grip his bloated cock.

“Put it in her,” growled Hudson against her lips.

Augusta obeyed, pressing Hudson’s cock to Faylana’s entrance and parting her cousin’s delicate pink folds. Hudson growled savagely, thrusting deep and burying every inch of his swollen cock in Faylana’s tight cunt. His fat balls slapped against the gold-tufted mound of Faylana’s cunt. Beating pleasure into her clit as she rocked forward on her hands and knees.

Hudson grasped Faylana’s slender waist and took her with the savage lust of a beast. Augusta moved behind him. Watching over his shoulder for a moment as his flabby belly and bare hips collided with Faylana again and again.

“Yesssss! Ohhhh! It’s so big! It’s going to make me… make me… AHHHHH!” Faylana threw back her head and howled with ecstasy. Her hips bucked. Her slick cunny devoured each thrust of Hudson’s massive member.

With a savage roar, Hudson unleashed his own demonic pleasure deep in Faylana’s pussy. He came with such force that the lamplight flickered and went out and the aural crystal player began to repeat in a most disturbing refrain.

Hudson, eyes aglow, chest heaving, had just bred Faylana Stonehands. Augusta knew it in an instant. Faylana collapsed flat on the floor, cum drooling from her stretched cunt. Shuddering and whimpering, tits jiggling, with aftershocks of her climax.

Hudson turned to Augusta, his cock still dripping with his spunk, but just as hard as a spear. He pushed Augusta onto her back, kissing her passionately, thrusting his seemingly too-long tongue halfway down her throat. His cock invaded her. Pushed aside Caldric’s pitiful load. Took her with the force of a conquering demon.

“Ohhhhhh! Ohhhh! Daddy!” Augusta cried, pinned beneath Hudson as he pounded his cock into her. Faylana still whimpering beside them. Clawing at the carpet. Lifting her head just enough to watch as Hudson rutted Augusta’s slick cunt.

“Take it, my sweet! Take the seed that mingled with your cousin’s nectar! Take the seed that flows from hell!” He roared, his eyes flaring again as his cock erupted inside Augusta. The first hot spurt of his cum drove Augusta over the brink. She wailed with ecstasy, bucking beneath him, feeding his pumping cock in and out of her pussy until she had drained every drop of Hudson’s cursed load.

For a moment, she saw Hudson as a true demon. Red-skinned and black-eyed, with wide wings and huge, muscular shoulders. His tongue was a serpent thrusting into her mouth and his cock, as big as her arm, plundered her womb with pumps of his seed.

Then Hudson was himself again, wheezing, gasping, finishing deep inside Augusta. He slumped against her wordlessly, clinging to her and pinning her to the floor as his cock finally softened inside her.

Faylana embraced Hudson, crawling over to join them. He kissed her between gasps of breath. Faylana leaned lower and kissed her cousin. Not as lustily as she had kissed Hudson, but it was not a chaste kiss between cousins either. It was the kiss of two women, both married to different men, that belonged to the same demonic patriarch.
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Beauregard’s Homecoming

Beauregard Sweetacre was on the mend. Although he was not quite fit as a fiddle, he was at least as limber as a lute, and able to hobble about the healing temple’s hallways on just one crutch. Beauregard was a goofy and somewhat handsome man without a serious bone in his body, including the one that he had broken. He was well-liked by the nurses, though even their boldest offers of satisfaction were declined by the young man who insisted on remaining faithful to his beautiful bride Augusta.

Having recovered well enough from his injury, he at last was bundled into a carriage and set off for his family’s plantation on Sugar Island. He did wonder why his young wife had not visited him for some time. When he was first injured, she came every day. He told her that was too much and so she came thrice a week. Then, without fewer visits being suggested, she began to come only once a week.

His last month of recuperation had come and gone without a single visit from his beautiful elf wife. He worried he had done something to offend her.

“I shall find out what has gone amiss between us, my love, and I will make it right,” he pledged to the empty carriage.

He was ferried across the gulf to the island and arrived at the plantation. Even a simple fellow like Beauregard could tell immediately that something was amiss. A guest’s carriage was parked outside the enormous plantation house and no one emerged to greet him. He paid the hired carriage driver and climbed down with the man’s help.

“Shall I take your bags in, sir?” offered the man.

“No, leave them here,” said Beauregard. “I’m sure one of the servants will come along to collect them.”

“As you say, sir,” said the driver, saluting Beauregard and riding away.

The limping scion of the Sweetacre family made his way into the house and found no servants in the foyer and none waiting in the kitchen. He heard some sort of music coming from outside and he went limping out into the back garden.

Torches burned in sconces along the garden path to the statue of his great grandfather. He could hear singing and drumming, the sort of music the orcs and goblins seemed to enjoy. He didn’t mind this music, but his father always seemed to be disgusted by it, and he was surprised stern old Hudson Sweetacre would permit such festivities.

Beauregard limped around the hedgerows and stopped short as he saw the unbelievable orgy taking place around the fountain. All the servants and convicts, men and women, orcs, goblins, humans, even elves, were naked and writhing in a torchlit jubilee. Some were dancing and grinding their bodies together to the music. Many were draped over the fountain and fucking, licking, and sucking one another. It was mostly men with women, but he could see some women with other women and even a few men being fucked by other men.

“What in god’s name is going on here?”

“Mister Sweetacre! You’re back!” Hanna, one of the most beautiful housemaids, now naked and drenched in sweat, threw her arms around Beauregard and planted a kiss on his lips. Her kiss tasted of wine and surprised Beauregard so much that he returned it for a moment. The music seemed to flow through him, and he felt the urge to shed his jacket and toss away his crutch and join in the fun.

Then he remembered his beautiful wife.

“Mmmmm!” He pushed Hanna back with both hands on her slender shoulders. He found it hard not to stare down at the pert mounds of her breasts. “Hanna, what is going on here? Where is my daddy? Where is my wife?”

“Oh, Mister Sweetacre, they are out in the barn just yonder.” She pointed and Beauregard looked past her at the glow of strange red light from the door and hayloft of the old barn.

“Daddy allowed all this?” Demanded Beauregard, looking at the drunken orgy of sin taking place around the fountain.

“Allowed? Mister Sweetacre, the senior one I mean, he told us to drink all the wine and have this here party. He said it was a special night.”

“What… what special night?” Beauregard looked past her again at the unearthly red glow coming from the barn.

“It’s the night of his wedding,” said Hanna. “To Augusta and Faylana.”

Beauregard felt suddenly very dizzy. He stumbled away from Hanna and she shrugged and returned to the orgy with the nearest man she could find. Beauregard crashed through the rose bushes, thorns pricking at his legs. He staggered towards the barn, his crutch forgotten and pain shooting through his leg with each step he took.

The rhythm of the music faded but did not recede entirely as he approached the barn. He could hear strange, beastly sounds from within. A deep voice was speaking in a tongue that reminded him of an old Heimsvak friend he had made at college. Steeling himself, Beauregard threw open the door and stepped into the barn.

Nothing, not even the wild orgy, could have prepared Beauregard for what he found within. His eyes were first drawn to Caldric, Faylana’s husband, who was naked and hanging upside down from the rafters. His body was decorated with strange symbols that glowed and pulsated to the rhythm of the chanting. The chanting was coming from a creature that was straight from the most terrifying passage of a forbidden text. A red-skinned giant with curving black horns and massive leathery wings. A creature of pure evil with glowing red eyes and a potbelly. An enormous hose of cockflesh, as big as a donkey’s cock, dangled between the legs of this demonic creature.

But there was more shock still as Beauregard realized that his wife and her beautiful cousin Faylana were both kneeling before this blasphemous figure. They were wearing veils and dressed in white lingerie. Their panties drawn aside and their stockings torn. Their bottoms mounted by huge, muscular black beasts.

“Hellhounds,” muttered Beauregard, remembering something he had once seen in one of his daddy’s forbidden books.

The panting beasts were like huge black mastiffs with glowing red eyes. These beasts were hunched over Augusta and Faylana, rutting into them, knotting their tight cunts with demonic warg cocks. Trickles of frothy, yellowish spunk decorated the thighs of both women. Their bodies rocked forward with each vigorous stroke of the beasts, tits swinging and faces gasping with pleasure.

Beauregard stood in the doorway, watching this carnal scene for several seconds before he could even think of moving. The atmosphere in the barn was thick with the stench of sex. A bestial musk that suggested this scene might have been going on for hours. There was certainly enough frothing hellhound spunk decorating his wife and her cousin and what he glimpsed of their cunnies looked raw and well-used.

Beauregard knew he had to put a stop to this. He knew his daddy dabbled in this sort of devilry, that he claimed some unspeakable birthright, but Beauregard had never believed in any of it. He’d just thought it was the ramblings of an old wizard trying to make sense of a new world. But this blasphemy made even less sense.

With fresh determination, Beauregard grabbed a pitchfork and stepped into the barn. He stared up at the demon, looking into its cruel red eyes as he shouted.

“Stop this! Now!”

The hellhounds stopped rutting but did not pull their knotted cocks out of the mewling brides. The huge demon stopped his chanting and gazed down at Beauregard, first with anger and then with amusement.

“You!” The huge demon laughed, the taut bulge of his belly jiggling. “I had forgotten about you, my foolish son. But I am glad you are here to witness the moment of my triumph.”

“Your evil has gone too far, daddy!” Beauregard brandished the pitchfork and started towards his demonic father.

Hudson laughed and with a wave of his hand sent a demonic wave of energy washing over Beauregard. The pitchfork was ripped from Beauregard’s hands and the young man was sent tumbling backwards into a pile of hay. Hudson roared with amusement, stepping between Augusta and Faylana and guiding their faces to his dangling hose of cock. They began moaning and nuzzling against him. Stroking his bollocks and thick cock as they ran their tongues from his tip up to where his root met his pudgy loins.

Hudson cradled their heads closer, groaning with amusement as he resumed his chanting. Demonic magic swirled around him. The obscene rutting of the demon dogs only intensified as the giant black hounds panted and thrust their knotted cocks into the creamy human cunts.

Beauregard sat up again from the haystack. There were no weapons nearby, no way to stop his demonic father from completing whatever foul ritual he was performing. Beauregard stood weakly, his leg aching as he limped towards the wall of the barn.

No weapon, save for one. He plucked the lucky horseshoe from the wall and hurled it as his father’s horned head. There was no chance such a weapon could defeat such a foul demon. And yet, as he watched, the horseshoe began to glow and seemed to accelerate. The swirling flames of hell filled the barn with their unearthly light as the glowing white horseshoe shot towards Hudson’s horned head. The demonic patriarch of the Sweetacre family looked up just in time as the horseshoe struck him in the center of his forehead.

And stuck.

Hudson Sweetacre stared, cross eyed, at the horseshoe lodged in the center of his forehead. Then fractures split open around the wound and white light spilled out from these fissures. He screamed, staggering back, denying Augusta and Faylana his cock. They whimpered. The hellhounds howled.

Hudson exploded in a blast of white light that washed over the room and incinerated the hellhounds. The workers outside were freed from the demonic influence. Hudson, naked and human again, collapsed to the hay. He gasped, looking around in confusion.

Beauregard ran to his wife, catching her and holding her tightly as she seemed to break free of the demon’s influence.

“Beau? Is that you?” She smiled up at him as he held her close. “What happened?”

“Shhhh,” said Beauregard, stroking his wife’s sweat-damp hair. “It will be alright. Everything will be fine.”

Six Months Later

The door to Hudson Sweetacre’s bedroom opened and Augusta entered. She was very pregnant, her belly swollen beneath her pink summer dress and her blonde hair spilling down to tickle the tops of her laden breasts. She made her way over to her faither-in-law’s bedside. The old man stirred, smiling faintly, his dark eyes blank and simple since the explosion in the barn.

“How are you doing today, daddy?” asked Beauregard, following his wife into the room.

“Yes,” replied Hudson. It was the only thing the old man said anymore.

“That’s good, daddy,” said Beauregard, sitting down beside his father. “Augusta is here too. She wanted to show you how the baby is coming. You want to feel it?”

“Yes,” said Hudson.

Augusta took the old man’s hand and pressed it to her abdomen. He chuckled softly and watched as her breasts heaved and the baby squirmed inside her.

“He’s really kickin’ in there,” chuckled Beauregard. “Well, we best be going.”

“Honey, I am going to stay a minute longer and feed Hudson his breakfast,” said Augusta, indicating a tray with a fresh bowl of grits and fruit.

“Aw, Lulabelle can handle that,” said Beauregard. “I wanted to go riding with you in the carriage down to the river.”

“We can do that after,” said Augusta. “Hudson likes it when I feed him.”

She could see that Beauregard didn’t like her being alone with her father after what had happened, but seeing the feeble old man’s simple smile seemed to allay his fears.

“Alright, darlin’, but don’t make me want too long,” said Beauregard. “I suppose daddy’s hex casting days are over. He’s as simple as lamb. But don’t be long now, Augusta. I had Bessie back us up a special picnic.”

“Alright, my love,” said Augusta.

He left the sunny bedroom and shut the door behind him. Once Augusta was sure that her husband was gone, she walked back over to the bed, pushed the tray of breakfast grits out of the way, and began unbuttoning her dress. A twinkle appeared in Hudson’s glassy eyes as she revealed her swollen tits and milk-thickened nipples to him. She cradled his head and leaned her breasts to his face.

“Go on, Hudson,” she said. “I know you like it.”

She pressed her thick pink nipple to his mouth and groaned as she felt the old patriarch’s tongue reach out to taste her fat bud. She gasped as he latched to her breast and began to suckle the sweet mother’s milk from her bosom. The sucking grew urgent and hungry and old Hudson began to moan, milk trickling down one side of his face.

“Mmmmm… mmmmmmm… mmmmhmmm,” he moaned, reaching up to paw at her other breast and causing milk to gush out of her straining nipple.

“Oh, daddy, you’re so rough,” she moaned softly.

“Mmmmm, good,” he grunted, moving to her other nipple and sucking. The more he drank, the more he seemed to crave. Augusta could not help but notice a distinctive bulge growing beneath the sheets covering the old man’s body. She had seen it happen before when she had let Hudson suck her milk. There was something about that sight that sent warmth pulsing through her core.

This time, unlike the other times, she peeled back the blanket and got a look at Hudson’s thick old cock and gray pubic hair. Augusta couldn’t remember a thing about what had happened at the house while her husband was away. She knew it involved her father-in-law doing something terrible, something that ended with the old man in his current state. She felt sorry for Hudson and also strangely drawn to him.

Augusta knew it was wrong to do it, but she reached out and wrapped her hand around the old man’s cock. It sent a hot thrill from her body and Hudson moaned excitedly against her breast. After a few seconds of stroking him, she pulled her breasts from his face and leaned over his lap. Her mouth descended and engulfed his cock. Her tongue tasted the hint of salty liquid gathering at his tip. Her lips tightening around him as she began to suck.

“Mmmmmmm, daddy,” she gasped between sinful slurps. “We both like to suck. Are you… going to give me some of your milk?”

“Yes,” said the old man, smiling simply. He groaned and stroked her head as she resumed sucking on his cock. As she pleasured him, she closed her eyes, shutting off the guilty voice of her conscience and savoring the act of sucking the old man’s cock.

As she did, her memories began to flood back. Impossible memories of pleasures with Hudson and so many others. Memories of sinful deeds far worse than just cheating on her husband. Taboo acts with beasts. Inhuman things pleasuring her.

“Mmmmmmm!” she moaned, flooded with lust as those memories returned.

“Yes,” groaned Hudson. “Yesssss!”

His cum began to spurt into her mouth, pouring in a hot river that Augusta did not hesitate to swallow. As she drank her father-in-law’s warm, slimy load of cum, she found herself renewing her bond to the old man. By the time she was done swallowing, she lifted her mouth from his cock a changed woman.

She smiled at him, panting and out of breath.

“Daddy?”

“Yes,” replied Hudson and his eyes began to glow red.


Alternate Endings Collection

1

Hudson

In this ending, Augusta never discovered her father-in-law’s demonic nature. Instead, she became seduced by him and secretly gave up her marriage to Beauregard to become Hudson’s true lover. 

Augusta heard Beauregard calling for her over the garden hedge. She sunk down lower against the hedgerow, covering her mouth with a white laced glove to keep from giggling or making some other sound.

“Auuuugusta!? Where in the hells have you got to?” Beauregard clomped past the hedge, just a little too short to see over the tall bush.

If he had, Augusta’s sham of a marriage would have immediately ended, for Augusta was sprawled upon the stone garden bench with her lacy white skirt hiked up to her waist and her gartered and stockinged legs spread wide.

She hung her long legs over the hunched shoulders of none other than Beauregard’s father, Hudson Sweetacre. The portly old, snow-haired patriarch of the family was red-faced and slurping away at Augusta’s slick cunny. He gazed up at her, his nose buried in the golden tuft of her hair as his tongue relentlessly thrust and twirled within her slick walls. Augusta fought to stifle another gasp of ecstasy as Hudson gave her clit a deft suck. Pleasure quivered through her body, bouncing from clit to nipples, and back to her very core.

“Mmmmm!” She moaned into her hand and furrowed her delicate brow with the force of her spasms.

“Auuuuugusta!” shouted Beauregard, at last receding into the distance as he called out for his missing wife.

“Mmmmhmmmm,” murmured Hudson, sucking harder and riding out Augusta’s orgasm with his mouth latched to her cunt. As the last, trembling spasms of ecstasy shuddered through Augusta, Hudson leaned up from her cunt, running his hands over her heaving breasts in her lacy bodice and pressing a hot, sloppy kiss to her mouth.

Hudson always kissed her so possessively. His tongue thrusting and sliding into her mouth and his lips making loud, wet sounds. She liked that it did not at all resemble the soft kisses Beauregard gave her. These were the kisses of a man that was hungry for her and her luscious elf body. A man who wanted more.

“Turn ‘round, my golden flower,” growled Hudson, a wicked grin on his face. “Show me that sweet elf peach.”

“Ohhhh, daddy, you’re so bad,” she giggled, but obeyed, sliding off the bench to her knees on the grass and turning around to bend over the bench.

She looked back at Hudson as he flipped her skirt back up from her creamy bottom. He stroked the back of her panties. Squeezed the firm roundness of her ass. Then drew the panties aside as he had in the front and exposed the tight knot of her punk pucker and her plush, spit-soaked cunt.

She watched as he unbuttoned his pinstriped white trousers and took out the fat, red hose of his cock. So much bigger than Beauregard’s. Throbbing in Hudson’s hand as he grasped the root and began to rub the bulbous, lust-wet tip against the swollen folds of Augusta’s cunny.

“Ohhhhhhh, daddy,” she moaned, tossing her head as he teased her soft opening. “Don’t make me wait. I want it so baaaaAAAHH!”

She bleated, heedless of being heard, as Hudson plunged his fat cock into the snug depths of Augusta’s cunt. She felt every measure of that big dick. So much larger and more satisfying than Beauregard’s. She had sex with her husband so infrequently now that she had forgotten what his cock even felt like. He certainly did not make an impression with his manhood like his father.

Hudson took a rough hold of Augusta’s shapely hips and plowed his cock into her pussy with deep, relentless strokes. His balls smacked against her clit and his fat cockhead plunged against her womb. Faster and faster, hammering into her as her pleasure built towards another orgasm.

“We been doing this so much,” wheezed the old warden of the prison, “that one of these days my seed is bound to stick in that sweet little pussy of yours. You know what I mean, darlin’? Tell daddy you know. And you want it. You want me to knock you up right.”

“Daddy!” She cried, bucking back against him, throwing her ass back against his hips and impaling her twitching cunt. “Ohhhhhhh! You’re so naughty! Yes! Yessss fill me with your seed! Give me the baby your son can’t!”

“That’s right! I got the real juice in this house and we’re gonna make a good baby in that tight… hnnnnnn… tight elf cunt of yours. Oh yes. Much better than my no-account son. Ahhhh!”

He hilted in her and spurted again and again, the hot flood of his cum bathing her womb in his liquid lust. She came with him, her spasms of pleasure griping his cock with each spurt, driving her to a new plateau of ecstasy. Their bodies shaded from the sun beneath a tree. Moving with a singular purpose: for her father-in-law to make a baby in her.

They would keep trying until it worked.


2

Monty

Augusta fell for her stepson’s big dick, secretly carrying on an affair with him until Monty, smitten with his stepmother, staged an accident to kill his own father. 

An investigation by the duke’s guards found that nails had come loose in one of the carriage’s wheels, causing it to overturn when the carriage rolled over the log that had fallen in the road. The carriage had gone tumbling off the road and down a steep embankment as it broke loose from the horses. The driver, a young half-elf named Corridan, was cleared of any wrongdoing as he recovered from two broken legs and a broken shoulder. Beauregard Sweetacre, the sole passenger of the carriage, had died that very night from his injuries.

“Accidental death,” the judge had ruled, and no further investigation would be undertaken.

Augusta had wept, but she had always suspected the truth: that her smitten stepson Montgomery Sweetacre had arranged his own father’s death to have Augusta all to himself. He admitted as much the day the investigation was closed.

“For us, mommy,” he said, taking Augusta’s hands and kissing her fingers. “I did it for us. So you could be free.”

“You mean so that you could have me,” she said, pulling her hands from Monty’s grasp. “This is madness, Monty. This is wicked. You killed your own father to be with me.”

“But I love you, mommy,” said Monty, falling to his knees and grabbing at her skirt as she tried to turn away. “Oh, please, I need you. I need that special thing you do for me. Please. I feel so sad about daddy, but I need my mommy.”

It was sick. Vile and perverted. Augusta’s face burned with shame. Her heart ached with the tragedy she had helped to inspire.

And her cunt throbbed with need. She held her breath as Monty pawed at her hips and pressed his face to the roundness of her ass through her black mourning skirt.

“Please mommy,” he whispered, his kisses and tears dampening the back of her skirt.

“Alright,” she hissed. “Go to your room. I will be in after I have a chance to change.”

“Thank you, mommy,” he cried, shooting to his feet and pressing an inappropriate kiss to her lips that any of the servants might have seen. She glanced around as he departed and was relieved that no one seemed to have witnessed Monty’s bad behavior.

Later, in Monty’s bedroom, she wore only the red lace bra and red panties that she had delivered from the elf enclave. Her soft tits heaved in the naughty bra as she knelt in Monty’s bed beside her handsome stepson.

“You’ve already been thinking of mommy?” Her voice was a whisper as she ran her fingers over the bulge beneath his sheet. He nodded, his dark curls bouncing slightly with the motion.

“You’re all I think about,” he confessed.

“Well, let’s take care of that pressure that vexes you so often, Monty,” she said, drawing back the blanket to reveal her timid stepson’s impressively large cock. It stood upright like a great, reddening pillar. Precum already glistening at his fat tip.

“Ohhhhh, mommy,” moaned Monty, watching as Augusta slowly reached out and wrapped her hand around the shaft of his straining cock.

She could feel his hardness throb in her grasp and knew he came very close to exploding before she even gave him a stroke. She let him recover from this first impulse of pleasure and then began to very delicately work her hand up and down his cock. Her soft tits heaved in her red bra and Monty’s attention was divided between Augusta’s heaving breasts and her hand working the length of his cock.

“That’s a good boy,” purred Augusta. “You know what you did was very bad. But what’s done is done… there’s no reason that we can’t continue our nightly… mmmmm… health visitations.”

“Oh, yes, I want to be healthy and strong for you, mommy,” gasped Monty, thrusting through her stroking fingers. “Please… let me… let me suck at your nipples?”

“What a silly boy,” she said, but reached back and unhooked the clasp for her bra.

She continued to stroke his cock, faster and faster, as she shrugged out of her bra and leaned the dangling weight of her breasts down to Monty’s face. He moaned desperately, kissing her smothering mounds and seeking out a nipple with his hot, eager mouth.

“Mmmmmm oh so soft,” he moaned, rubbing his face into her breasts and suckling at her nipple.

Augusta moaned as the pleasure of having her breasts sucked went straight to her clit. “That’s a good boy, Monty. Suck mommy’s tits. That’s it. You want to cum for your elf mommy too?”

“Mmmmmhmmmmmhmm!” he moaned, thrusting his cock through her stroking fingers.

“Go on then, Monty! Do it! Let it all out for your mother! No more of that bothersome seed churning away in your balls! Cum for mommy!”

“Mmmmmmmm!” Monty strained off the bed, rutting desperately through Augusta’s pumping grasp and erupting in great torrents of spunk. Augusta cried out with delight as his cum jetted all the way to Monty’s feet and dwindled to cover her fingers in his hot slime.

“Good boy,” she said, lifting her hand from his cock. She looked at the cum dangling from her fingers. “You made quite a mess, Monty. Now then… clean it up for mommy.”

She knelt upright, lifting her breasts from his face, and lowered her cum-slathered hand to Monty. He looked up at her, red-faced and spent by his orgasm, and he dutifully began to lick his own cum from her fingers.

“There’s a good boy, Monty,” she said, soothing him by stroking his head with her other hand as he licked up the mess he had made. “If you do a good job, mommy will let you put your prick inside me tomorrow night.”

“Mmmmmm,” he moaned with joy, knowing their perverse games would continue uninterrupted by his father’s murder.


3

Silver

Augusta was entirely seduced by Silvarius Fontenot, running away with him and becoming a prostitute in Orleans. She soon became addicted to opium. 

Augusta never looked back on her marriage to Beauregard or her life on Sugar Island. She had far too much to occupy her time in the exciting city of Orleans. There were cargo ships arriving daily from faraway lands, pleasure parlors on every street of the Elf Quarter, pirates, travelers, and wealthy men prowling for women, and, some even said, ghosts and zombies haunting the graveyards.

And of course there was Silvarius “Silver” Fontenot. The dashing libertine was her lover, her guide through the torrid underworld of Orleans, and on some nights, her pimp. She didn’t mind so much when Silver introduced her to his friends. There were college boys from Tulane, gamblers he owed money from a game of cards, and wealthy northerners looking to open a business. Some of the men were rough with Augusta. Some were tender. Some lavished her with gifts and others claimed they wanted to rescue her from her life of sin.

But Augusta didn’t want rescue. With her lilting laugh and shaking fanny, she charmed them all and made Silver a rich man in the process. Whether she earned him money on her knees or on her back, she always knew he’d be waiting to give her that glorious cock of his. If she did a really good job, she might get something a little extra.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned, exhaling a cloud of heaven dust smoke and reclining on the canopy bed. It was dark outside, but lanterns still glowed in the streets of the Elf Quarter. Music and laughter and the occasional angry shout drifted through the curtains that swayed slowly in the sultry Orleans night.

Augusta felt giddy. She always did after she smoked that accursed powder. Her whole body seeming to float above the bed and all her troubles seeming so far away.

There was a knock at the door and Augusta quickly stashed the carved pipe beneath the bed.

“Yes, who is it?” She called out, sitting up and rearranging her corseted dress.

“It’s Bucephalus, ma’am,” came the call.

Augusta groaned. The bloated guard captain of Orleans was hardly the man she wanted to be seeing while floating on heaven dust.

“Come… come in, Bucky,” she called, fanning herself and hoping to dispel the sweat she could feel trickling down her cheeks and into her corset-bound cleavage.

The double doors to her bedroom swung open and Bucephalus Renault, a great, red-faced pig of a man, came waddling into the room. He was carrying a wilted bouquet of flowers that he thrust at Augusta with childlike shyness.

“Why, they’re lovely, Bucky,” she said, sniffing at them. “Let me just get them into a va-AHHH!”

Bucephalus couldn’t wait. He got his hands on Augusta and ripped open her bodice. The big, grunting fat man climbed atop her on the bed and tore apart her skirt and corset and all her silky underthings from the elf dressmaker. She swore Bucky was part orc, but that was an insult to orcs. He slobbered his kisses on her mouth and to her breasts and down between her legs. She made all the right sounds, but he was being so rough he was starting to hurt her.

“Ohhhhhh, been so long since I’ve seen you, Augusta,” he gasped between heated lashes of his tongue against her cunt. “I just want to eat you up!”

“You want to eat everything up, Bucky,” she giggled.

“You’re not wrong!” he snorted. “Silver said you’d be amenable to me giving you some loving in that special place tonight. Is that right? I brought you something special too.”

He passed her a paper packet and she felt the yielding hardness of heaven dust inside.

“Y-yes,” she said, excitedly. “Just let me smoke a little more and you can do what you want to do with my derriere.”

“Oh, I knew you’d see it right!” He snorted, turning her over onto her hands and knees. The fat pig of a sheriff grabbed her round ass and began to vigorously tongue her back passage. Augusta moaned and pushed back against his red face as she fumbled under the bed for her pipe. She packed in as much heaven dust as she dared, lit it with the long-stemmed pipe shaking with Bucky’s vigorous licking, and inhaled deeply.

All of her worries slipped away in a warm fog of smoke. Bucky’s tongue danced on her asshole and she giggled and fell forward into the bed. She was still laughing as he climbed behind her, spread her cheeks wide, and angled the fat stub of his cock to her spit-shined divot. She was thinking of the sea. How Silver once took her out in the sea and let her catch a fish. That was beautiful. Her body moved. Her breasts swung. Bucky grunted behind her, his cock throbbing inside her stretched ass.

But Augusta was out on a boat, seeing the lights of Orleans across the inky blackness of the sea. Forgetting the sweaty, fat guard captain plowing into her ass. Distantly hearing him groan like a foghorn as his cum pumped into her again and again. Forgetting all about him as he collapsed into the bed beside her, and she fell forward among her pillows. Dreaming. Dreaming of bliss as long as there was money for the dust.


4

Brinnog

Augusta and Brinnog the orc, caught in the act, were exiled from Sugar Island by Hudson. Augusta has been forced to beg for money in the town of Red Cliff and shares a hovel with Brinnog who works as a horse tender. Though destitute, they have a great passion and surprising happiness together. 

Three coppers. It was all Augusta could beg from the shoppers in the Red Cliff market before the guards ran her off. The town guards were especially cruel to her. They knew she lived with Brinnog and so they mocked her, called her all sorts of nasty things, and even spit on her sometimes. Augusta endured their cruelty and managed to cling to those three copper bits as they ran her out of the market.

She made her way back through the streets, out past the old smithy and the foundries, to the shanties and shacks where the orcs and goblins that worked in the foundries lived. They weren’t much friendlier to her than the guards. Having a young, pretty, elf girl living in their midst invited danger. More than once the guards had come looking for her to run her out and the others had borne the brunt of their fury as she hid in a storm drain.

Whatever she lacked in community, friends, and coin, she still had Brinnog. Old Brinnog had taken up working at the St. George horse stables. He always came back to their little shack smelling of hay and sweat and Augusta had come to like that smell. She made beans and a little cheap salt pork for supper, and it was ready for him when he came through the door.

Brinnog smiled at her, weary from his day’s work, but bright as a sunny morning when he saw his Augusta.

“Bless the gods, I swear you get more beautiful with each passing day,” he said, crossing the tiny shack to embrace her.

His green skin contrasted with Augusta’s pale arms and freckled face. She hugged him tightly and then sought his lips in a kiss. Brinnog gladly intensified that kiss, his tongue tasting her mouth. Getting a hint of the cheap wine she had sipped in the afternoon.

“Mmmmm, have you been waiting for me, my love?” He asked, running his hands from her hips around to squeeze her ass in her ragpicker’s dress.

“I have, Brinn,” she purred, leaning into his embrace and planting another hot kiss on his lips. There were no windows and only one door into their hot little shack. Just old wood and a tin roof and a rusty potbelly stove. But they had a bed. A straw one.

Brinnog sat her down in the bed and he ran his strong hand over her body as he revealed her pale beauty bit by bit. The sweat-stained blouse, the ragged skirt, her panties that she washed in the creek nearby. None of that dirtiness and sweatiness mattered. They were both dirty and sweaty and their bodies, a contrast in tones, pressed together.

“Ohhhh Brinn, I do love you so much,” she moaned, kissing him passionately and spreading her legs to him as he climbed atop her.

“You are my whole sunshine, Augusta,” he whispered, kissing her neck, rasping as his old hands stroked her supple young flesh.

She reached between them and guided the thick, pulsating pillar of his cock to her glistening pink entrance. He thrust slowly into her, so they could both savor the meeting of their flesh. She gasped as that rugged old cock filled her tight cove. Her past life of leisure and privilege was forgotten. Her new life with Brinnog was so much different, but not worse. Not at all.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss, fuck me, Brinn,” she moaned, her feet in the air as he began to forcefully take her. He loved it when she talked sweet to him, but he loved it even more when she talked dirty. “Pound that sweet, pink pussy. Give me that big cock of yours. Ohhhhhh fuuck! Yes! That’s going to curl my toes up!”

It was true, her pleasure was already tightening around him. Her toes curling as the first tremors of an orgasm rippled up through her core. The neighbors could hear them carrying on, but she didn’t care. She howled her pleasure. She sang it. Cumming all over Brinn’s big cock as it plundered her all the way to her backwalls. But he wasn’t hardly done just because she’d cum.

Brinn pulled out, turned her around, and took her from behind. He held her shoulder and her hip and he thrust in and out of her, making her tits swing and her pleasure come out in soft cries. How could this old orc, tired after a long day of working in the hot barn, come home and fuck her so well? She came again, all over his cock, throwing her ass back and cumming hard as her cunny seized at his mighty cockflesh.

He slipped his big cock out of her again and Augusta was quick to turn around and suck on it a little bit. Looking up at him and moaning as she worked him with both hands and bobbed on that fat, dark plum tip.

“No, sweet Augusta,” he groaned. “I want you on top. I want you to ride me like those fine ladies ride all the horses coming and going.”

“Oh, proper lady? Well, yes,” she teased, affecting her old self, “saddle up that stallion for me. I’d like to take it out for a gallop.”

Brinnog stretched out on the bed, his smile white in the gloom of their tiny shack. Augusta climbed atop him, straddling his rangy hips and guided his huge cock to her entrance.

“Proper… elven… dressage,” she moaned, sliding down onto his upright pillar. Her cunny made a lewd slurp as it engulfed his hardness. She rode him slow at first, but as he grabbed her ass and began to thrust up to meet her, neither of them could hold back. The bed shook and smashed beneath them. Their whole shack seemed to disappear in the sweaty glory of the moment. Riding him, her forbidden husband, so handsome and different. So sweet and true.

“Cum for me,” she cried, on the brink of cumming again herself. “Cum for me, Brinnog! My love!”

Her breasts bounced with liquid motion as she rode him hard across the last steeple jump. His cock erupting in her with the force of a holy spring spurting and pumping his hot seed into her clutching cunt. She fell atop him, kissing him as she rode out the last spasms of their mutual ecstasy. Their love shared in hot breaths and pressing lips.

Neither knew it then, but it was a momentous encounter for them both. Augusta would soon learn that Brinnog had at last given her the child that Beauregard never had.
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Osgood

Fearing the punishment of her father-in-law, Augusta turns to the comforting embrace (and very big cock) of Osgood to help her escape Sugar Island and start a new life. Osgood and Augusta have made their way to the city of Zeegendorf, but prejudices remain even there. 

Ozzy came home from the butcher’s yard stinking of blood and dead flesh. It was a horrible stink that no amount of bathing could completely do away with. But the yard paid well and kept Osgood in one place instead of riding all over creation like a job with a caravan. He was able to come home every night to his little apartment in one of the tenements of within the walls of Zeegendorf.

And Augusta was there waiting for him with a nice dinner made for him. The savory aroma almost enough to overwhelm the stink of the slaughterhouse. He’d come out of the bath wrapped up in a towel and sit down at the table with his fork and his knife. He liked for Augusta to say a prayer in her elf language, because she always said it in such a pretty way.

Augusta did not have any friends in Zeegendorf. It had been hard because nobody much liked a pretty, blonde, elf with an old orc as her husband. The orcs didn’t tolerate it much and the humans and elves were even worse about it. So she mostly stayed in the apartment and did her shopping alone in the poorer neighborhood not far away. But when Osgood came home, Augusta bloomed like a morning rose.

“No matter how late I work, no matter how tired I get, it always makes me feel like I won the prize coming home to you, Augusta,” said Ozzy, smiling across the table at his beautiful wife.

“Oh, Ozzy, sometimes I think I was the one imprisoned on that island. You set me free. I know you work hard and it’s hard for us here, but as long as we have each other, I know we’ll make it just fine.” Augusta lifted his big, callused hands to her face and kissed his fingers. Tears glistened in her blue eyes.

“Aw, Gussie,” he said, smiling his big, tusked smile at her. “You’re gonna make me tear up too.”

She quickly let go of his hands before she became too emotional and wiped away the first tears from the corners of her eyes.

“You just eat up, and I’ve got a piece of my cousin’s special cake for dessert,” she said. “And after that, well, I might have some more dessert for you.”

“Oh, you know I always have an appetite for that second dessert of yours,” chuckled Ozzy, a naughty twinkle in his eyes as he began spooning his dinner into his mouth.

He ate like a starved orc and polished off three thick slices of Faylana’s elf cakes. The Augusta called him into the bedroom, and she was sitting on the bed with her blonde hair up and wearing nothing but a robe.

“Ozzy, are you still hungry?” she asked, slowly untying the robe and baring her creamy naked body to him.

“Oh, Gussie, you know it,” he chuckled, dropping off his tunic and trousers and climbing onto the bed. He pulled her shapely legs over his muscular old shoulders and dived on the hot, blonde-thatched mound of her cunt.

Ozzy noisily and enthusiastically licked at her slit and dipped his tongue lower to taste the rosebud of her anus. This drove Augusta wild. She clung to Ozzy’s bald head, bucking and writhing as his fingers probed her slick holes and his tongue dragged over her straining clit. She squeezed her breasts and played with her plump nipples.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss, your tongue feels so good,” she moaned, slowly turning over to offer the plush roundness of her bottom to her hungry husband. He ate her asshole until he was tongue-fucking her backdoor. Then he took his thick green cock in hand and fed it into her tight clench.

“Ohhhhhh, by the gods, Gussie, that little pink hole just opens up nicer every time,” he groaned, sinking his huge cock deep into her ass.

He took her with forceful, intense strokes, reaching around her to rub her clit as he pistoned his thick cock in and out of her ass. It drove Augusta wild. Ozzy rarely had sex with her steamy cunt for fear of knocking her up, but he fucked her ass just about every day and she had come to love it. She moaned and howled with pleasure, bucking back against him, her round cheeks smacking against his muscular hips. Her tight clench squeezing around his thrusting cock.

“Hnnnnnnnn! Gussie!” He cried, gripping her hips with his big hands and hunching forward. He buried his full length inside her and let loose with a throbbing, spurting, hot release deep into Augusta’s ass. Hard to believe that she had once been a prim and proper elf debutante and now was fucked in her ass almost every night by her strapping orc husband.

But she wouldn’t have it any other way.
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Veera 

Augusta succumbs to the seductive pleasures of the Disara and the faithful ministrations of her creepy housemaid Veera. Unfortunately for Augusta, the strange, beautiful witch woman is after more than just a lesbian romance. 

Augusta followed the flickering candles, half-seen through the sycamore trees, deep into the woods. She was surprised when Veera was not alone. They had rendezvoused there several times before, making love as only two women could under the moonlight. Employing that tantalizing toy that drove Augusta wild and allowed her to experience such forbidden pleasures that any preacher would condemn her sinful ways.

But tonight was different. Augusta slowed with surprise as she stepped into the clearing where she usually met up with Veera. The petite, but very busty and pale maid was waiting in the clearing and holding a large red candle. She stood at the center of a strange, circular symbol drawn upon the grass in what looked like salt. Surrounding this drawing were five robed and hooded people. Augusta could not be sure, but they seemed to be three men and two women, all human.

They were chanting softly in an unknown language. The sound of their voices, rising and falling with the rhythm of the chant, sent a cold chill up Augusta’s back. She pulled her shawl tighter over her nightgown.

“What… what is this, Veera? I thought you were meeting me like usual.”

“Something special, tonight, Augusta,” purred Veera, gliding to the edge of the circle and pulling Augusta across the threshold.

She led her to the center of the circle where a small cloth had been spread upon the grass and the Disara, that diabolically delightful device, sat waiting in its box.

“I’m afraid,” whispered Augusta, casting a glance at the chanting figures.

“They’re just here to support us,” said Veera, kneeling on the cloth beside Augusta. “Think of it sort of like a wedding party. Only we’re not getting married, we’re just having an extra, special amount of fun.”

Veera opened the lid of the Disara and the wormlike toy within began to squirm and slither like a serpent. Augusta’s heart began to beat faster as the chanting grew louder. The Disara seemed to respond to the words, unfolding and sprouting more serpents from its body. Augusta gasped as the tangled mass of gray and pink tentacles overflowed the box of the Disara. The slimy, writhing creatures spilled out onto the cloth and reached for Auguta’s knees.

“No… this isn’t… what is this?”

“This is the dark mother,” cried Veera, her eyes wide and her smile bright and terrifying. “This is the dawning of a new age!”

“No, wait,” cried Augusta, crawling backwards away from the ever-growing mass of tentacles pouring faster and faster out of the Disara’s box. “This isn’t what I… what… NOOOO! MMMMMPHHHH!”

Her words were lost in a flood of warm, slippery tentacles the crashed over Augusta’s body. The squirming tentacles tore away her nightgown in seconds and tossed her shawl aside. They wrapped around her limbs and spread them wide and plunged into her holes. Augusta’s eyes rolled as a dozen tentacles fought their way into her pussy, ass, and mouth. Plunging in and out with rampant lust. Spurting slime into the depths of her cove, pouring their demonic goo into her bowels, and forcing her to gulp down mouthful after mouthful of foul demonic spunk until her belly way swelling.

Still the tentacles came for her, pouring out and over her naked, writhing body until she was completely covered in tentacles. Lost in the flood as Veera and her cult called forth the demon that lurked beyond the threshold.

Augusta was lost for hours within that writhing mass of tentacles. Violated in way that no woman had been violated for over a thousand years. She forgot her name. Her past life. Strange suckers engulfed her swollen nipples and she felt milk gushing from her breasts. Tentacles plundered her again and again and those that could not find a hole to violate began fucking between her breasts, her thighs, even under her arms. She felt spurts of demonic cum drenching her and coating the tentacles until she felt as though she were drowning.

But she didn’t drown. She was subjected to hour upon hour of ecstasy. Cumming again and again and losing all track of time as she mindless, reflexively responded to the torment of pleasure. As dawn approached, the tentacles retreated to their box, and Augusta lay trembling and covered in demonic slime at the center of the circle. She flopped over onto her back and stared up at the first fiery red of morning light across the clouds. Her soft breasts, now laden with milk, jiggled with each shuddering breath.

Her belly swollen as if months pregnant with the child of an unthinkable horror.

“You did it, Augusta,” said Veera, proudly standing over Augusta. “Through you, the new age has begun.”

Augusta rolled over and retched, spewing out a puddle of milky demonic spunk as Veera laughed triumphantly.
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The Hellhound 

Augusta surrenders to the twisted pleasures of the beastly hellish mastiff, allowing her soul to be dragged to hell where she will be doomed to an eternity as the hellhound’s bitch. 

Augusta no longer needed Vera or her father-in-law to call forth the red-eyed mastiff with the leathery skin. She had learned the words and how to draw a summoning circle upon the floor. She could go down into the cellar at any time she pleased and summon the demonic beast. It padded out of the hellfire and sniffed at her familiar scent. She sat back, legs parted, waiting for the monstrous mastiff to claim her.

Day after day, night after night, she summoned the demonic hound. Sometimes three times in a single day. Rutting with the beast in the cellar until it became sweltering hot with their exertions. The floor stained with countless loads of beastly spunk that had dripped from her well-used holes. She barely even ate supper anymore because she drank so greedily of the hellhound’s seed. It was a thick, forbidden brew that she gulped down as the leathery black beast rutted into her mouth.

She saw the hellhound so frequently that she had even taken to giving it a name. “Brutus” she called it, for it could be brutal and rough with her, though it never really hurt her. The great black beast dominated her and knotted her as it pleased. It had come to arrogantly expect her to serve it, and she obeyed without a word passing between them. Master and beast, inverted. She had been tamed.

Conquered.

After thirty days and nights of offering her body to Brutus, the great, smoldering hellhound decided it wanted more. It was ready to claim her soul.

For a succubus it might have been as easy as sucking Augusta’s soul out through the act of pleasure. For an Erinyes, the winged demon woman might have netted Augusta and dragged her to the pit over her shoulder. But a hellhound rarely had the opportunity to claim the soul of a living mortal and it was even rarer that one would offer herself so willingly to the demonic beast.

But Brutus was clever. He was not some heeling dog. He was a demon with the intellect to equal a man or woman. And he knew that Augusta would be at her weakest at the peak of her pleasure. When she was knotted to his beastly cock.

So he came as bidden, as usual, and he lapped at her sweet cunt and at the cleft of her ass with his hot tongue. He drove her wild and she lifted her hips and presented herself to him. So he hooked his handlike claws over her hips and drove his red cock into the depths of her sweltering cunt.

“Ohhhhh, yes, Brutus,” moaned Augusta, taking his cock with obvious relish. “Ohhhhh, that pussy is yours! You fuck it so well! You make me feel like a real woman!”

His huge head hung over her shoulder as he plunged in and out of her cunt. His massive tongue lolling so that Augusta turned towards it and slurped it into her mouth, kissing and sucking at his tongue as he fucked her. His rutting intensified and he let out a savage growl as his knot pushed into her tight cunt. The knotting was incredible. It was as if Augusta had discovered her purpose as she was wedded to that beastly body.

Brutus’ growl deepened as he felt her begin to cum. He spurted his seed into her, but he did not lose track of his plan. A hellhound could not open a gate like many other types of demons, but he could transport himself back to the pit. So long as Augusta was knotted to him, she was a part of him.

With a howl of triumph, he cast his body back into the depths of the pit and dragged with him the bucking body of his human bride. The knot pulling at her cuntlips, trapping her to her beastly lover. She howled in shock and ecstasy as the dark cellar was replaced with the fire-streaked sky of the abyss. She could do nothing to escape Brutus as he dragged her back to his lair.

There, Augusta would remain for all of eternity, her body and soul willingly sacrificed to the hellhound. Not to be devoured or tortured, but to be mounted, again and again, and to swell with the demonic pups of Brutus. For her breasts to grow heavy with milk to nourish her half-blooded demons. And for her body to always stay young and eager for her new, demonic master.

To many, it would have been a fate far worse than death. But to Augusta, it was the chance to live out an eternity with the man – or beast – that she loved.
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Faylana and Hudson 

Faylana and Augusta have both succumbed to Hudson’s diabolical domination. The demonic patriarch of the Sweetacre family has sent his worthless son abroad on a long voyage to recuperate and has turned Faylana and Augusta into his faithful pleasure thralls. Now pregnant with his evil seed, the cousins serve Hudson’s every whim. 

Augusta wore nothing but a lace collar around her slender neck. The choker at her throat was studded with an ivory cameo of her insatiable master and lover Hudson Sweetacre. The innocent elf beauty had changed so much over the months since her husband had been sent away to Europe to recuperate. She had devoted her life to her father-in-law, the man she adoringly called “daddy” or even “master”.

Anyone visiting the house would have noticed the physical change that had come over Augusta. Her breasts had swollen and were now fully engorged with milk and her once slender body had thickened out with the plumpness of motherhood. Her belly was a taut cannonball and when she was still, she could feel the baby kicking inside her.

She walked shamelessly nude, save for the lace choker, through the halls of the plantation house. Some of the convicts gawked at her, but the house servants knew to avert their gaze and keep their head down. Augusta was always friendly to them. They feared Hudson, who jealously guarded Augusta from the lust of the convicts yet insisted on parading her naked body through the house.

She arrived at the parlor and opened the door to find Hudson seated at the table and being served a cup of coffee by a terrified-looking halfling maid named Nina. She averted her gaze from what was happening in Hudson’s lap.

“Ah, Augusta, just in time,” called Hudson, beckoning Augusta towards the table. “Your sweet cousin has been tending to me. Hope you don’t mind, my lovely, but there is enough of me to share.”

Augusta rounded the table and found her cousin from the city, Faylana, kneeling between Hudson’s bare legs. Faylana had changed almost as much as Augusta, her body burgeoning with Hudson’s child and her desires attuned to Hudson’s insatiable lust. She looked up from Hudson’s lap, smiling around Hudson’s thick, red cock as she bobbed and suckled upon him.

“Mmmphmmphmm,” said Faylana, her mouth stuffed full of Hudson’s prick as she greeted her cousin with a sparkle in her blue eyes.

“Oh, hello, Faylana,” giggled Augusta. She looked back at Hudson who draped a hand over Faylana’s head and guided her bobbing mouth. “What was it you needed, daddy?”

“I’m having my coffee,” he said with a smile. “You know how I like my sweet Augusta’s delicious cream.”

“Oh, yes, of course, daddy,” said Augusta. “Nina, would you mind?”

“Yes, miss,” said Nina, averting her gaze as she held up the cup of dark, black coffee to just beneath Augusta’s laden breasts.

Augusta leaned closer, cradling her right breast in her hands as she aimed the plump pink nozzle of her nipple at the cup. She squeezed and let out a satisfied moan as her cream gushed out into the dark coffee and the pressure in her milky breast lessened. She squeezed twice more, sending creamy swirls into the coffee cup. Some of the spraying milk decorated Nina’s hand and the sleeve of her uniform.

“Apologies, Nina,” giggled Augusta. “Sometimes it squirts out further than I expected.”

“It’s nothing, miss,” said Nina.

The maid served Hudson his coffee with two lumps of sugar and the pleasured patriarch of Sugar Island leaned back, sighing contentedly as he sipped the coffee and enjoyed Faylana’s urgent slurping. Nina departed and Augusta sat down beside her father-in-law.

“My dear, it is a fine day,” he said, stroking Augusta’s golden hair. “I thought some fresh air would be nice. What would you say to a carriage ride, the three of us, out to the duck pond. Wouldn’t it be nice to have a picnic?”

“Oh, yes, daddy,” cried Augusta, stroking Hudson’s head and leaning over to kiss him as Faylana continued to pleasure him. “Maybe… do you think you could stick your cock up my bottom? I liked that ever so much when you did it last week.”

“Of course, of course,” he said, kissing her back. “I’ll give you and your cousin each a nice ass fucking. Mmmmm.”

He began to hungrily kiss Augusta. Tongue to tongue with his daughter-in-law as he reached over to cradle and squeeze her milky breasts. Augusta’s cream spurted out onto his jacket and vest, but it was white, so the milk was almost invisible. More sprayed against Faylana’s bare shoulder and into her hair, but she was preoccupied with pleasuring Hudson and hardly seemed to notice.

Hudson moaned against Augusta’s lips and Augusta knew by the way he stiffened that he was filling up Faylana’s mouth with his seed. Augusta let her cousin suck out every drop of Hudson’s cum before breaking her kiss with Hudson and leaning down to share the old man’s spunk with Faylana in a kiss. They traded it back and forth, giggling softly and warmly, as cousins should when they shared the delicious seed of the man that they both loved.

Augusta was so happy. It was going to be a lovely picnic later with just the three of them.
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Redtooth 

Beauregard has returned to normal at Sweetacre Plantation. Even Hudson has been on his best behavior. But the truth is that the only thing keeping Augusta under control are her nightly visits with the demonically possessed warg hound Redtooth. Augusta seeks out every opportunity for a secret rendezvous with the lusty giant beast and poor Beauregard is none the wiser. 

Augusta sat beside her husband and listened to him discuss melon and berry and tea prices with her father-in-law. Whatever had passed between Augusta and Hudson was a thing of the past now that her husband was living at on the island again. Her days were filled with boring social functions and business luncheons. Visits with the wives of Beauregard’s associates. Croquet and cotillions and horseback riding when she was lucky.

It was a perfectly pleasant life that made Augusta want to put a rope around her slender neck and hang herself. Fortunately, there were better outlets than ropes to relieve her misery. Some of the wives indulged in secret affairs with young gentlemen or dulled their pain with haze weed, heaven dust, or drink. Augusta had something better. Something secret and wicked.

He was waiting for her in the old barn.

After the business lunch and a walk around the garden with the wives of their guests, Augusta excused herself with complaints about the heat. She pretended to walk back to the house but doubled back and crept to the old barn.

“Red? Are you there?” she called.

Something stirred in the gloomy afternoon heat of the barn. Red eyes stared down from the hayloft at Augusta. She felt a thrill run through her body as she began to climb the ladder up to the loft. The scent of a beast mingling with the strong smells of hay and grain that filled the air.

Redtooth was waiting for her at the top of the ladder. Panting, his tongue lolling lazily from his huge lupine muzzle. He leaned down to her face and licked it. A licking that became a kiss, tongue lapping at hers and invading her mouth. She moaned, pushing past his excited greeting to climb all the way into the loft.

There was a bed there for them. They had used it many times before during these secret meetings, although usually it was night. She was lucky the old, possessed beast had not been out running around the fields.

He panted excitedly, resuming his licking as she struggled to get out of her layers of clothing. By the time she was naked, Redtooth’s bulging red cock was visible beneath his furry black belly. She reached for it, taking its hot length in her hand and stroking its slimy shape with her fingers. From the furry pouch of his balls, over his thickening knot, and up to the tip which steadily leaked the slimy ooze of his lust.

Redtooth panted and humped at her hand, his tongue flopping out of his mouth as he hunched shamelessly against her fingers.

“Oh, you’re eager today, aren’t you?” she giggled, watching him rut against her fingers. “You like that, Red? You want me to keep going like that… or maybe you’d rather I do this…”

She ducked her head under his furry abdomen and wrapped her lips around the hot head of his cock. Redtooth growled with pleasure and rutted into her mouth. It was always a risk, sucking on him like this. He wrapped his huge paws on her shoulders and scratched her back and shoulder blades with his front paws. He fucked her mouth furiously, pushing his knot past her lips in his beastly lust. She moaned and tongued him, breathing his strong beastly scent and feeling the throbbing heat of her lust as she swallowed his salty pre again and again.

“AWwowooooooooo!” howled Redtooth, hilting in Augusta’s delicate mouth, his cock knotted against her tongue and his cum pumping down her throat. She took his beastly cum and swallowed again and again. Sucking him until he began to relax and then lifting her head from beneath his abdomen. The strong taste of him lingered on her tongue as she turned over onto her hands and knees.

Redtooth needed no other encouragement. He never did. And he was always ready for more. He mounted her from behind and Augusta bit her lip to stifle her cry of pleasure as his sunk his cock and knot into her pussy. He rutted her vigorously, panting and drooling on her back as he began to pump his load into her depths. She came with him, crying out into the straw beneath her, tears of pleasure falling from her eyes as her squeezing cunt milked every drop Redtooth’s beastly load.

The huge warg fucked her again. And again. Five more times in total. He painted her inner walls with his seed and left her scratched up and feeling like his bitch. After he was done, he licked her clean. He always did that, and she stroked his head and thanked him for the good time.

His eyes flashed a demonic red, and she moaned with lust, hugging him tight and knowing it might be days before she would dare to enjoy such pleasures again.

But she would always come back to Redtooth.
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Beauregard

Against all odds, Beauregard has prevailed and won back the love of his beautiful bride. Of course, this involved forsaking his inheritance and his property and fleeing the country with Augusta. But some things are worth giving up to be with the woman you love. 

“It’s called a fjord,” said Beauregard Sweetacre, standing at the railing as the steamship passed through the narrow lake with rocky cliffs on either side. “They are very deep, which allows these large boats to pass through them.”

“The northlands are such a strange place,” said Augusta, pressing against Beauregard’s side. The cold wind stirred her golden hair, and she shivered beneath her shawl. “I’m not certain the climate agrees with a southern girl like me.”

He turned to her and smiled, his hand steadying her in the small of her back.

“We can go back to the cabin and have some hot tea,” he suggested.

“Or something else?” She asked, running her hand down his abdomen to the front of his trousers and giving him a squeeze.

“Ah!” Beauregard stiffened and glanced around. The other passengers, though often fixated on his beautiful elf wife, had not noticed the inappropriate caress from his wife’s delicate hand. “Yes, well, ah, this is our second honeymoon, my love. I suppose, ah… please… don’t touch me like that here.”

Beauregard had returned from the hospital to find his wife profoundly changed. He could tell this his father and others in the house had influenced her in strange ways and turned her into a sort of maniac. He had used magic to communicate with a fortune teller in Heimsvak. The man replied that Augusta was suffering from a sort of induced hysteria called “nymphomania” and the only way to protect her from misbehaving was to take her out of the environment.

Leaving for faraway lands on a “second honeymoon” with Augusta had enraged Beauregard’s father and caused conflicts with several others at the house. Beauregard had been forced to relinquish his claim on the land and house as well as his substantial inheritance. But he had enough money to get by and Augusta was worth protecting.

Even though she was still groping at the bulge in his trousers. He managed to coax her away from the chilly views of the fjord and back to their cabin on the steamship.

“Mmmmmmm,” he moaned as she pushed aside the tea cart and climbed astride his lap. His wife was nothing like she had been before his injury, yet he did enjoy certain aspects of the new Augusta. He could not help but smile as she unbuttoned his trousers and slid down to her knees. His lovely innocent bride, now an incurable harlot, began to stuff Beauregard straining prick into her eager mouth. She looked up at him shamelessly as she bobbed upon his length. Her tongue curling beneath the head of his cock and one hand massaging the heaving pouch of his stones as though she knew exactly how to please a man in such a way.

Her expert mouth seemed bound to coax forth Beauregard’s seed, but she stopped short of making him explode and popped her lips free of his cock. She smiled wickedly, panting as she said, “Fuck me, Beauregard. Bend me over that writing desk and… and… fuck my brains out!”

The fortune teller from Heimsvak had warned Beauregard that he either tie Augusta down during moments such as this or give in to her desires, lest she find another man (or worse) to satisfy her maniacal urges.

“You are an unwell woman, my beloved,” he said, rising to his feet and lifting Augusta to hers. “But for your sake, I must do this.”

He looked at the canvas bag beside the bed which contained a silk rope and a gag. No. He couldn’t tie Augusta up.

Instead, he bent her over the writing desk, just as she asked. He flipped her skirt up and over her bottom and she quickly yanked down her knickers to bare the creamy peach of her buttocks and the blushing mound of her cunt visible beneath the gold thatch of her hair.

Beauregard took a steadying breath, grasped the root of his cock, and fed his stiff length into his wife’s glistening cunny. She moaned as he began to fuck her. He had learned, mostly thanks to Augusta, how to fuck her hard and hold back his pleasure to drive her wild. He hammered his hips against her plush bottom until she was gasping and begging for his spunk.

“Yes, of course, my love,” he groaned, hilting within her slick depths and unloading the rushing pleasure of his seed. Pump after pump filled her up and when he staggered back she stayed bent over the desk, moaning softly as his cum dripped from her folds.

He had done this so many times that surely she was pregnant by now. Or perhaps, he thought, sitting back and staring at her still shamelessly bent over, she was pregnant already when he returned to the plantation.

Who was the father of the child surely growing in her belly? He might never know.

Or the child’s parentage might be apparent at a glance.
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Augusta’s Special Friend

Despite being surrounded by lovers, Augusta finds herself feeling unsatisfied and turns to the visiting goblin vegetable seller for assistance. His groceries can’t fulfill her needs until he offers her a certain pygmy roper from a faraway land. 

Augusta found that she could not stand her bumbling husband, nor his creepy father. She could not feel fulfilled with any of the men she fell into bed with among the convicts on Sugar Island. Not even Veera and her wicked Disara could bring Augusta lasting pleasure, for that was only the false embodiment of fantasy.

Unsatisfied and alone despite being surrounded by potential lovers, Augusta turned to the unlikeliest of sources to cure her loneliness. Skordak, the elderly goblin vegetable seller, arrived on the island once every week and imported various cucumbers and squashes to offer to Augusta. She tried them all, plunging them into her cunny and stretching herself to the limits on the lonely sultry nights.

“You are so good to me, but none of these gourds truly satisfy me, Skordak,” she told the vegetable seller as she ran her fingers over the ridges of a long yellow squash. “They just lie there and leave all the work to me. Don’t you have something a bit more… active?”

“There might be something from a faraway land,” said Skrodark. “A very rare gourd that hungers for the flesh of women. Perhaps… perhaps if I could feel your breasts and suckle them, I might be able to remember.”

Augusta was by then used to the vegetable seller’s requests and often indulged him a chance to kiss her neck or grope her bottom. That afternoon, she cast a furtive glance to be sure her husband and father-in-law were not around, then unbuttoned her corset and leaned her heaving breasts into the face of the little old goblin. His clawed hands roughly squeezed her dangling tits and he began moaning and kissing them.

“Ahh! Mmm!” He caught one of Augusta’s nipples in his mouth and sucked greedily. Popping his lips free, he moved to the other and ravished it with his tongue. “Yes! Mmmm! Something occurs to me! A roper! I heard of a pygmy roper for sale in a marketplace of Tarol. Perhaps… mmmmm… I could get it for you. But it won’t come cheap.”

He lifted his head from beneath her breasts and gave her a pointed stare.

Augusta sighed and raised her skirt, offering her sweetest of elf fruits for Skordak to sample. A bit of fingering and a lot of slurping later, and the randy little goblin agreed to bring her the pygmy roper the next time he visited the island.

The next time Skordak arrived on Sugar Island, he brought a large basket containing something large covered in a picnic blanket. The bulging object wriggled and grunted and gave off a strong vegetable smell.

“Twenty gold,” demanded the goblin. “His name is Pumpkin.”

“His!?”

Augusta paid the exorbitant ransom in gold and took the basket back to the plantation house. It was heavy beneath her arm and kept making grunting and snuffling sounds. She avoided her husband and father and sequestered herself in her bedroom. She placed the basket on the canopy bed and gingerly lifted the blanket.

The creature that stirred beneath the blanket knocked her off the bed and onto the floor with fright. She covered her mouth to suppress a scream as the basket tipped over and the pygmy roper came tumbling out to plop heavily onto the floor between Augusta’s legs.

The creature’s body was mostly an oversized, wet mouth and a giant yellow eye set into damp green flesh. This boneless body was covered in a thicket of large, prehensile green penises, each capped with a fleshy pinkish crown. They wriggled like serpents and the roper sat up on the wide stump of its base.

“GRrrrrraaaaaa,” hissed Pumpkin, focusing his single huge eye on Augusta’s parted legs and clinging skirt.

Though the pygmy roper could barely move his body, his tentacles could reach much greater distances than Augusta expected. She found her legs being spread wide, her panties torn asunder, and her body at the mercy of a bouquet of slimy tendrils.

“Ohhhhhh goddess! What are you… ohhh… both holes at once… ohhhhh goddddssss!” She arched and thrust herself against the blunt mushroom caps of the invading tentacles. One slipped rather easily into her soaking slit. The other gathered strength and popped into the tight ring of her asshole. The one-eyed face of the little monster looked to be in the throes of smug pleasure as it began to vigorously thrust its cocks into Augusta’s pussy and ass.

The bedroom filled with the growling of the little beast and the frightful, eager slosh of his numerous tentacles. Two plunged into Augusta’s cunny and stretched it tight and another continued to work in and out of her ass. It was a humiliating display, with the great gooey broccoli bunch of a creature defiling Augusta eagerly and growling like a little beast. But the shame was quickly overtaken by the pleasure.

“Ohhh… that’s good… ohhh Pumpkin… you know just where to put those things. So good. Going to make me… make me… AHHH!” Augusta threw her head back and bucked furiously against the body of the creature, allowing it to feed a third cock tentacle into her pussy. She was filled to bursting, but it was so good as her inner muscles clutched with the rhythmic spasms of her climax.

It was only he first of several orgasms that the beautiful blonde elf experienced at the tentacles of Pumpkin. He growled and grunted and after her third climax the little creature let loose with his own eruption. Waves of oily spunk gushed from nearly every tentacle. His seed pumped into her overstuffed pussy, drenching her womb and overflowing her with the first spurts. Her ass was pumped full with torrents of hot, greasy roper roux. But it was her body, her thighs, abdomen, and breasts in particular, that became the canvas for the howling little roper’s gleeful eruption.

His tentacles deflated and slithered form Augusta’s cum-drenched holes. But Augusta was thrilled by her first encounter with the creature and soon set upon it with pent up lust. She rubbed her breasts against it until it latched its mouth to one of her dangling tits and began to gently bite and suck at it. The huge eye of the roper rolled and she took hold of its limp tentacle cocks and began to stroke and lick and suck them.

Before long, Pumpkin was ready for another road and it would be late into the night before Augusta tired of him.

At last, the lonely elf had found someone who could satisfy her, and he just happened to live in a basket that she kept covered beside her bed. 


Bonus Secret Smut

An Erotic Apocrypha

By Amanda Clover


Bonus One

The Half-Orc’s Prize

The existence of Bertran Dayne was a result of the unlikely collision of happenstance and forbidden desire.

His mother, a winsome and fair elf named Ethena Dayne, and his father, a brutal orc warrior called Haddon the Red, met in war on the opposing sides. Ethena was a fire caster for the elf armies of the White Stag and Haddon served beneath the skull-topped banners of the orc warlord Grimspite. When Ethena and Haddon met, they were intent upon killing one another. Their battle was terrible. Their comrades slain or fled.

Yet somehow, against all odds, their deadly combat ended with an embrace. Wild and unexpected by either. The unlikely couple rutted to exhaustion in the ruins of the battlefield and in the aftermath, they fell in love.

When war had ended, the two retired to the country, escaping prejudice to start a family together. Bertran Dayne was their first and only son. Educated by his mother and trained by his father, he was a simple, but wise warrior of the countryside. When he came of age, it was only natural that he sought employment among the wealthy houses of Lykomar.

Many rejected him for his savage appearance. Though handsome by any standards, with a chiseled physique, long black hair, and brooding brown eyes, his green skin and the square-jawed orc aspect of his face intimidated many who might have otherwise employed him. An orc was not a thing to be trusted, particularly by a merchant with a pretty wife or daughter, and so he was rejected again and again. Until he found the Myrmidons. Lord and Lady Myrmidon hired Bertran as a bodyguard and sponsored him in the arena where he soon earned a reputation as a fierce and skilled gladiator.

Lord and Lady Myrmidon were gnomes, among the only of any renown in the great city of Lykomar. They hardly stood as high as Bertran’s knees, and yet he obeyed them as though they were twice his size. Whether they asked him to carry paving stones, serve drinks at a party, or play the bardolin, he did his duty. In addition to menial tasks, he protected them from rivals and cutthroats on more than one occasion and brought glory to their house in the arena many times over.

After four years in their service, his body was covered in dozens of scars from his many battles on their behalf. Bertran regretted none of these wounds suffered in the service of the Myrmidons. He was their loyal warrior. He would give his life for them.

One rainy summer afternoon along the wharf, he almost had his chance. The corsairs were lying in wait and they were well aware of the fearsome reputation of Lord Myrmidon’s bodyguard. Whoever had hired the killers had bought the services of a dozen men, all from the same black ship. Pirates, wielding cutlasses, billhooks, daggers, and powder pistols. The first pistol shot clipped Bertran in his shoulder and spun him halfway around. He threw himself between Lord Myrmidon and the corsairs, readying his leather buckler and drawing his double-edged gladius.

“Kill them both!” snarled the pirate leader.

“For House Myrmidon!” shouted Bertran, charging into a dozen men and knocking them back with his fury.

His blade flashed again and again, spilling red across the pier and sending three men to their deaths. Another pistol shot snapped out, but the gunner missed in his panic and lost his head a moment later for his mistake. That was the last shot the corsairs managed.

The corsairs were broken in moments, but they had blocked Lord Mymidon’s escape up the pier and towards the city and were forced to fight to the death by their own design. In close quarters, it was hopeless for them. Bertran smashed one man in the head and ran another through. A blade slashed at his side and he ignored the pain, cutting through two more corsairs before finally running down the last of them as they attempted to break and run. Their blood poured through the planks of the pier and sent the sharks into a frenzy under the docks.

“By the gods, Bertran, you are hurt badly,” cried Lord Mymidon, scampering over the dead and rush to Bertran’s side. “Quickly, we must get you to a healer.”

Bertran survived the ambush and, thanks to his skill and bravery, so too did Lord Myrmidon. The Lord and Lady ensured that Bertran was fully healed before presenting him with a gift. They took him in their carriage across Lykomar to the Sinful Coast. This part of the city looked out upon the sun-warmed seas and offered beaches of white sand, tawny bodies in dancing veils, and the finest brothels in the city.  

The finest of the finest brothels was the Marble Gardens. The courtesans were so beautiful and skilled in the art of pleasure that they sometimes became the concubines and wives of noblemen. Unlike most of the brothels, the Marble Gardens was not based in some large hotel but instead consisted of a statue garden and numerous small “pleasure groves” along the coastline. A guest would mingle with the courtesans in the garden and choose the woman or man of his desires to take them to a private grove.

Bertran had never imagined that he would be permitted into such a place. He walked between Lord and Lady Myrmidon and entered the shaded garden. He sipped from a cup of sweet Arastin wine and admired the many beauties that smiled back at him.

“You may choose any woman that pleases you, Bertran,” said Lady Myrmidon. “For saving my husband, she will be yours for the night.”

“Two women, if you wish,” said Lord Myrmidon. His wife gave him a scolding glance and he quickly added, “Any warrior who can best a dozen men in close combat can handle two women in his bed.”

“One will suffice, Lord Myrmidon,” chuckled Bertran, taking another sip of wine as he looked over the courtesans. “I thank you for your generosity.”

They were joined by the buxom, red-skinned, middle-aged tiefling Matron Lenora in her long white dress of shimmering silks. Her tiny horns spoke to her tiefling heritage, her gold-brocaded corset spoke to her wealth, and her more than ample bust and thick makeup spoke to her sedentary lifestyle and vanity.

“Helloooo warrior,” she said, offering her hand to Bertran. “Such a strapping young man. I’ve heard tell of your deeds in the arena. A true champion for your house.”

“Thank you, matron,” said Betran kissing her hand. “I only do what is asked of me.”

“Not tonight you don’t,” chuckled the matron. “Tonight you do as you please. Now then, come with me. I have some lovely girls for you to meet.”

She took Bertran by his muscular arm and led him away from the Myrmidons and over to the moonlit gazebo that looked out upon the shaded pleasure gardens. There, by candlelight and through gauzy curtains, Bertran could make out couples and more engaged in the many and varied acts of pleasure. The night was alive with the sound of the ocean surf and the sweet melody of pleasure from the occupied pleasure gardens.

Matron Lenora drew Bertran’s attention to a fountain with a statue at its center depicting Suna, the voluptuous goddess of love, pouring out an endless pitcher into the waters of the fountain. Several beautiful women, lounging around the statue on couches and wicker chairs, rose to their feet and presented themselves to Bertran.

He was served tea by a beautiful blonde nymph as delicate and fair as a porcelain doll with a voice as soft as summer breeze. He met a fire-haired woman from the north countries who was taller than Bertran and broad-shouldered but did not lack the softness of a woman. Matron Lenora even introduced him to a woman who was party succubus and so intimidating with her loveliness that he thought he might cum just from the way she stroked his shoulders and whispered to him.

“There is also Maia,” said Matron Lenora, stepping aside to reveal a fourth woman.

When Bertran saw Maia, he knew the woman he wanted to have for the evening. Though of average height and with short, wavy black hair, she was of a beauty without compare. Her emerald green eyes stood out in sharp contrast to the deep darkness of her ebony skin. She was beyond luscious in her curves, with huge breasts that ended in thick, dark nipples faintly visible through her white gown, wide hips that promised a plump bottom, and thick thighs which trapped her long, trailing skirt so that it pulled taut against her mound.

“Maia,” he said, taking the beauty’s hand.

“Master Dayne,” she said, bowing her head. “It would be my honor to serve you on this night.”

Bertran felt bewitched as the beautiful woman led him among the pleasure gardens until they reached one in sight of the beach that was vacant. She drew the curtains around them, leaving only the curtain facing the sea open so that he could observe night falling over the waves.

“Let me help you undress, Master Dayne, and I will massage you,” she said, and began untying the laces of his tunic. He watched her small dark fingers work, his lust growing by the moment as she revealed his chiseled, scared body. She gasped softly, tracing those scars with her fingertips as her hands moved lower. To his belt, his trousers, and finally to the silk underclothes given to him by the Myrmidons. She revealed his long, thick cock, beginning to rise to attention with her gentle caresses.

“Shall we make love now?” he asked as her fingers lightly teased over the head of his cock.

“Not yet, Master Dayne,” she said, smiling up at him and letting him feel the softness of her body with her white gown pressed between them. “Lied down upon the table and I will massage your tired muscles. You are so handsome and I am forever made to pleasure old nobles and fat merchants with perverse desires. Not handsome, brave warriors like you.”

“So you are popular with the clients here?” asked Bertran, lying down on the table. He was surprised when she casually took hold of his cock and guided it to a recess in the table as he stretched out on his stomach. His hardness slid through the hole in the table and, judging by the cool air he felt on his glans, emerged on the other side.

“Mmmmm, yes, I am in high demand, Master Dayne,” she said, stepping around to his front so he could watch as she slipped her gown from her shoulders. The white fabric parted and fell from her like a dropped banner, revealing the full and ripe extent of her luscious body. Her nipples stiff, her cunt bare, each practiced movement of her hands over her body revealing the inviting softness of her dark curves. “All I do is see these old, ugly men in this place. Tell me of your life, Master Dayne. Tell me of your heroics.”

So he did, describing his many battles in the arena and his deadly combats to protect his charges. All the while, Maia’s hands massaged his naked body. Fingers pressing deep into his muscles and finding knots and pains that he had all but forgotten. He was growing looser and looser, so relaxed he was almost ready to fall asleep in the telling of his tale, when she climbed atop him. Her entire oiled body began to slide and slither up and down his back. It was a strange feeling, being caressed from behind by a beautiful woman. Her breasts squeezing to his back. Her lips close to his ear.

“Tell me more,” she said, and reached beneath the slender bench of grasp his stiff cock.

He continued his tale, but found it hard to find all the words as she rubbed against him and used her hand to massage his cock.

“Oh, Maia, you are making it hard to think,” he chuckled, resisting the urge to thrust against the table.

“Mmmmm, am I?” Her fingers teased his hardness. Squeezed it and stroked it. “Why don’t you sit over on the bed and let me continued this massage. I will give you even better things to think about.”

She helped him maneuver off the table with his large cock straining hard and very sensitive. She guided him over to the bed and fluffed up the pillows. He kissed her and caressed her, but after a moment she pulled away from him with a wicked smile on her face. She moved between his muscular legs and grasped his cock.

Her hot mouth engulfed him first, taking half his length until Bertran felt the silky warmth of her throat around his tip. She brought the softness of her oiled breasts up against his shaft. Engulfing him. Squeezing around him. Her skill was incomparable to any woman he had ever known. She moved with hypnotic rhythm, bobbing her lips on his cock and massaging him with the soft warmth of her breasts.

“Oh, godddddds,” groaned Bertran, watching Maia as his pleasure began to build towards the inevitable explosion. “Ohhhhh… I’m so close. You had better stop if…”

“Mmmmmhmmm,” she moaned around him, only redoubling her efforts at his warning. His pleasure erupted in a hot geyser that painted the beautiful courtesan’s throat. She moaned at hist first spurt and took each pump of his cum without struggle. At last, as his cock began to slowly soften, she popped her lips free and smiled up at him. “How was that, Master Dayne?”

“I think you know, my beauty,” he laughed, and leaned down to kiss her despite the salty taste lingering on her lips.

It was Bertran’s turn to show the beautiful woman what he could do, even without his cock being involved. He kissed her repeatedly, moving down her oiled body and tasting the ebony curves of her flesh. His tongue danced over her nipples as he moved lower. Between those thick thighs. Parting them wide to tongue the peeking pink of her cunny. Licking her there. Tasting her sweetness.

He sucked at the pronounced bud of her clit and looked up at her as her eyes lidded with pleasure and she cradled the back of his head. His fingers thrust into tight cunt. Two at first, then three as she began to buck against his mouth and moan with her growing pleasure.

“Yesss! Ohhhhh Master Dayne! You’re going to make me… make me… ahhHHHH!” She threw back her head and arched against him, her cunt’s sweet nectar flowing into his mouth as her inner walls gripped his thrusting fingers. Her ecstasy caused her powerful thighs to tighten around Bertran, which only made him finger her and suck her clit harder.

At last, she relaxed onto the bed, shuddering with aftershocks. He climbed atop her oiled body, kissing her way back up and pressing his hard cock between her legs.

“Oh, just a moment, mmmm, let me, mmmmm, catch my breath,” she moaned between kisses. He hardly gave her a chance for that, so passionate were his kisses. Sharing her taste with her on his thrusting tongue. Melting her lips and tongue against his.

Their kissing grew hotter and Maia finally pushed him away, but only to turn over onto her hands and knees and offer up her luscious, dark ass to him. He stroked it, smacked it lightly, and leaned down to kiss it. Then he moved behind her and eased his thick cock into her hot, slick cove.

Their pleasure joined the chorus of voices singing out into the moonlit night. He took her with forceful, but not rough strokes, making her soft tits swing and spanking her bottom on his hips. He drove her to the brink and then pulled her atop him. She rode the hot pillar of his half-orc cock, tits heaving, face contorted with pleasure. Faster and faster, drawing him towards a climax of his own with the incredible skill of a top courtesan.

But they ended their pleasures in the most intimate of ways. Maia, on her back, legs wide and feet up in the air. Betran, between those glorious thighs, one hand beneath Maia to squeeze and hold her soft ass. Hilting inside her again and again as he gazed down into her green eyes.

“You’re close,” she gasped, her cunt rippling around him. “I can feel it. Cum for me. Cum inside me, please.”

“Yess… ohhhhh… Maia… you are like no woman I have met before! I am going to… AHHHHH!” He hilted hard in her cunt, his tight bollocks against the divot of her anus. Pulsating, pumping, and unleashed a great torrent of cum in her quivering depths.

Maia cried out in unison and there was no faking the way her body gripped him, muscles tightening and squeezing around him. Her beautiful face contorted with her mutual climax. Her cunt thirsty for his seed. Her body shuddering beneath him.

A pleasure he had never imagined that day he drew his blade to protect Lord Myrmidon. A happiness he had never imagined at all for himself in the arms of a woman. His cum trickling out as his pleasure receded. At last, at home inside her squeezing cunt, embraced by her in every way as the moonlight bathed their bodies.


Bonus Two

Possession of the Red Witch Part 1

Julyana Stavlov had become the Red Witch, but she wanted more. The ancient book thrummed with power beneath her fingertips. Vengeance required that she tap into that power. That she reached out with magic and call forth a creature that would give her the strength she needed to pay back the cruelty she had endured.

The only problem was that Julyana, for all her magical experimentation, could scarcely read the spells in the book. Enough to cast them, yes, but she did not really know what she was calling forth or how to control. That did not matter. She felt that power again beneath her fingertips, pulsating from the runes and blasphemous writing. A scrawl that seemed to penetrate her flesh and curl up like a serpent in her mind.

“This one,” she said, choosing the ritual from the book. She told herself it was a random choice, but deep down she could feel some other hand guiding her decision.

She followed the ritual exactly as depicted in the crude, red-tinted sketches. A summoning circle with nine points. Nine symbols of power. Drops of her own blood, her saliva, and a glistening smear of the nectar of her loins. She made protective rings of runes around the summoning circle. Those should hold whatever appeared within the circle’s confines until she could be sure that the creature wasn’t dangerous.

She began to speak the words for the summoning spell. The chant meant nothing to her. She pronounced the words phonetically from the ancient tongue.

Truthfully, Julyana was not even sure how she knew to pronounce them, but they seemed to leap from her lips without hesitation. The magic built as a hum in the air with each syllable she uttered. The candles were snuffed. The last flame guttered out.

Firelight bloomed from the central circle. A hot roar that gusted into the small cabin and warmed Julyana’s face with its reddish glow. A small, ink-black figure rose from the flames and crawled into the circle. Its motions were reptilian, its body low and hairless, with long, spindly limbs and a long tail. Its eyes were as yellow as pure sulfur and its mouth was wide and full of sharp, white teeth. It tasted the air with a forked tongue and looked at Julyan through the fading smoke of its conjuration.

“Mistress? You call me forth?”

“An imp,” said Julyana with relief. Not a powerful demon, but one who could be controlled into helping her. “Yes, I summoned you, creature. What is your name.”

“I am Kakoraadon,” said the little demon, pressing its fingers to the shimmering magic walls of the protective circle. “I cannot serve you from within this circle, mistress.”

Julyana hesitated. She knew enough about demons to know they were not always to be trusted. She leaned closer, inspecting the black imp. He seemed small enough that she could control him or even destroy him with some of the simple magic she had taught herself. She resolved to be wary, but to give the imp a chance.

“Very well, Kakoraadon,” said Julyana. “I will let you out. But you serve me, remember? Swear it!”

“I serve you, mistress,” said Kakoraadon, smiling a fanged smile and ducking his head obsequiously.

Julyana brushed aside the runes of power for the warding circle and opened the summoning circle. The demon’s form became liquid and seemed to spill out like black ink. Julyana recoiled, but the fluid shape of the demon poured up her fingers and her arm, coating her entire limb in oily black.

“What are you doing!? Kakoraadon! Stop that!” She shook her arm to try to dislodge the oily substance.

“Just partnering up with you, my lovely Red Witch,” purred the demon, his voice now dripping with arrogance.

His leering face floated up the slimy black as it reached her shoulder and her neck. She cried out in horror, trying to summon magic that could attack the demon without hurting herself.

“Nooooo! Get off me! NOOOO!” Julyana wailed as the black substance of the demon poured into her nose and mouth and down her throat. She felt as though she were drowning. She couldn’t breathe as the inky black poured into her body.

She fell to the floor and her consciousness was swallowed up by darkness. But it was not the cold darkness of death. It was a warm, pulsating darkness of arousal and terror.

“I am the demon lord Kakoraadon,” whispered the voice of the demon she had summoned, seemingly shut into a dark room with her. “You are a prisoner in your body, locked up into the recesses of your mind, and your flesh is now mind. I, the master of suffering and pleasure. I Kakoraadon, now made flesh in this soft, voluptuous body.”

“I will cast you out,” gasped Julyana, writhing in the darkness. “I will send you back to hell!”

“How will you be able to do that… when you feel every pain and pleasure I want you to feel.”

She gasped as her sensation flooded back. She was trapped within her body as it writhed upon the floor. Her own hands tore open her bodice, freeing her big, soft, creamy white breasts. Shaping and squeezing them roughly. Pinching and playing with her pale pink nipples. Each pinch and twist sending sharp pain and hot pleasure pulsating through her core and down to her clit.

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned her voice. “I haven’t had a woman’s body in a thousand years. But I can renovate this flesh as I see fit. Soon, you will bend your shape to mine. But for now… mmmmmm… why not enjoy this dark blessing I have been given?”

Julyana’s own traitorous hands tore away her robe and exposed her bare, scarlet-tufted cunt to the humid air of the cabin. Her fingers – stolen from her – stroked and spread and smacked against her cunt. Two and then three curled into her tight channel. Julyana screamed within the hollow cell of her mind. Her voice echoed impotently as her flesh and blood voice moaned with pleasure.

Kakoraadon forced Julyana to bear witness to his self-defiling pleasure. She experienced her fingers pumping into her pussy. Her ecstasy rippling through her body and causing her pale curves to shudder. She could nothing as he used a thick candle to ravish her cunt. Lighting it and dripping her mound with hot wax as he pumped the thick waxy dildo in and out of her stretched hole. He used a dagger handle to fuck her ass. Lubricating it with saliva and the juice of her cunt. Moaning and writhing and making her body cum again and again. Smacking and pinching and slapping it whenever pleasure threatened to overwhelm the pain.

It was the beginning of a long nightmare. Julyana, a prisoner within her own body, could do nothing but watch as Kakoraadon set about making her life – her very flesh – his own. He taunted her when they were alone, but it was not so often that they were alone. He soon set out from the remote swamp cabin in search of victims for his dark rituals.

That first night, he found a lone young woman riding home from the library in a nearby village. He ensnared her horse and fed the unlucky animal to a writhing carnivorous bramble. He took hold of the girl and dragged her away from the horror, murmuring comforting words to her in Julyana’s voice as he began to fondle and grope her through her bodice and beneath her skirt.

By the time the poor woman knew what was happening, it was too late for her. Julyana felt the kiss that followed. A probing tongue kiss into the shocked young woman’s mouth as Julyana’s fingers slid between the girl’s thighs. Julyana pulled aside her knickers and began to squeeze and stroke the hot furrow of her cunt. The girl moaned and Julyana bit her lip, producing a warm, coppery gush of blood. The girl began to scream in fear, but there was no escaping.

Kakoraadon taunted the young woman as he used Julyana’s body to strip her naked and bind her to a tree. The girl’s pert breasts protruded between coils of rope. The demon possessing Julyana pinched and tugged at the girl’s nipples. He shoved fingers into her cunt and then gagged her with those same juice-smeared fingers. He used a switch to lash the girl’s thighs. Her breasts. And then, when she was whimpering and mewling, he fucked her with his fingers and made her cum.

He untied her from the tree and bound her to a circle drawn on the floor of the forest. He fucked her again and as he did he chanted. Kissing her, speaking the words into her mouth, and sucking the soul from the poor girl’s rapidly withering body. Her life force was devoured by the demon, sucked between Julyana’s lips and feeding the demon’s strength.

Kakoraadon laughed triumphantly in Julyana’s voice and Julyana howled impotently within her own head.

She could do nothing but watch and feel as she became the very monster she had sought to punish. A beautiful, but dangerous thing that stalked the night and preyed upon young women walking alone, carriages traveling at night, and even invading houses to inflict horrors upon entire families. Julyana could only watch as Kakoraadon summoned magic far beyond her own knowledge and used it to summon tentacles, fling living slime, and incinerate foes.

Time and again, the demon lord singled out beautiful young women for his dark amusement. Some he used in rituals, sacrificing them in orgies of pleasure and pain to increase his own dark power. Others he took merely for his amusement, not to kill them but to turn them into his mewling, pathetic slave girls.

Julyana’s body was transforming with each new horror Kakoraadon inflicted upon his prey. Her body grew larger. Her arms and shoulders more muscular. Her face, still beautiful, but with silvery eyes that betrayed her demonic possessor.

When Kakoraadon pleased, her feminine core became a masculine pillar. Julyana gasped, maddened by the strange lusty sensation of her body extruding a huge, throbbing demon cock. She howled with helpless pleasure as that impossible organ violated one woman after another. Claiming wombs and painting flesh with spurting ropes of seed. The women who were fucked by Kakoraadon became his willing slaves. They gathered at the cabin in the swamp and brought him gifts and served his desires. He tortured the women. He pierced their flesh with unholy needles, marked them with crude tattoos, and forced them to undertake humiliating acts or deeds. He summoned lesser demons for his amusement, ravishing his slaves with actual imps, hellhounds, and bloated ratches.

He clearly relished the misery he inflicted upon his willing slaves, perhaps even more than the pleasure he bestowed and took from them, but Kakoraadon reserved special cruelty for Julyana.

He taunted her with his deeds and spoke to her within her cell inside her mind. When she resisted him, when she managed to speak or behave in a defiant way, he unleashed demons from the dark labyrinth of her mind. Bull-headed creatures manifested within her cell and ravished her just as brutally as any demon Kakoraadon summon could ravish one of his slaves. Huge, demonic cocks violated Julyana’s inner flesh. Her soul filled with throbbing lust. Her mind pumped full of corrupting demonic seed.

The pleasures and pain she experienced were magnified by the unreal purgatory in which she dwelt. No torture was too perverse for her. From being fucked by a thousand humanoid amphibian demons to being swallowed by a giant, loathsome hell worm, digested alive, and reconstituted from the sludge that remained. Her very essence was a plaything for Kakoraadon’s cruelties.

Even through all of these tribulations, Julyana held out some small hope that she would regain control of her body and cast the demon back to hell. Her flesh was changing more with each passing day. Her beauty and her bust remained, but her physique otherwise increasingly resembled that of a huge demon, with sharp, angular features and spiky protrusions of bone from her shoulders and forearms. Horns curled from her forehead and her tongue, so often violating some poor slave, was long and prehensile.

Kakoraadon increasingly taunted her with his aspirations. He had heard from his slaves of the Duke of Ashes, a conqueror and master of monsters who was threatening to conquer all of Istanov.

“I will join his horde,” mused Kakoraadon, fondling the soft breasts of one of his slaves as two more sucked at his throbbing demonic cock. “I will lead his armies to victory and claim this meddlesome empress he opposes for myself. Imagine the power that soul will grant me! An empress!”

He pumped his seed into the mouth and down the throat of his slave girl, roughly biting the breast of another, as Julyana wailed from within the smothering prison of her mind. Her outrage was answered with a swarm of buzzing insects that tore at her flesh and violated her dreamlike body with thrusting white cocks. She whimpered and gurgled in a jellylike mass of their spilled seed. Unable to oppose Kakoraadon as he took her twisted body out of the swamps and set forth into the world.

The journey to reach the Duke of Ashes was interrupted by shocked guards and wailing, fearful maidens. Kakoraadon used horrifying magic to slaughter those who stood in his path and defiled, pleasured, and tormented those maidens who could feed his growing power. He drank the sweet nectar of a woman’s cunt while her mother, already fucked senseless, was forced to watch. He usd Julyana’s twisted body to seduce, beguile, and violate.

And Julyana was forced to experience every moment of it. Every thrust and every gasping release. Her cum pumping from unholy bollocks and drenching the womb, the face, or the plush bottom of Kakoraadon’s latest victim. Some women he allowed to survive, their minds broken and their bodies stuffed with his cum. Others he harvested for their souls, devouring their life force and increasing his own power.

He was a demon lord made flesh by the time he reached the armies of the Duke of Ashes. Monsters parted before his towering body, a mixture of feminine beauty and demonic masculinity. A mighty orc warrior tried to stop him as he strode into the duke’s camp. Kakoraadon tossed the orc aside with a tempest of magical force, stripping the orc’s flesh to pieces and creating a whirlwind of blood that spattered the surrounding tents.

Some bowed before Kakoraadon and Julyana felt a strange surge of exultant pleasure. As if they were bowing to her. As if she were destine to be their queen.

The Duke of Ashes did not bow before Kakoraadon, but he was impressed. The gaunt human saw the advantage of letting Kakoraadon have the empress.

“So long as the territory is mine, you will have her flesh and soul,” said the duke.

Kakoraadon agreed to these terms, but whispered to Julyana, “I will reign in hell and on earth. This human will not limit my power.”

The war was already going in the duke’s favor. With Kakoraadon leading the battle, the situation was quickly made hopeless for the armies of Istanov. One battle after another was won by the demon and his minions. Slave women wielding sword and arrows, lizard men, and demons served as his personal units. He carved a path to the heart of the empire and claimed the very soul of the empress. She fought him to the last, but when his cock filled her clutching cunt, she stopped resisting.

Julyana exulted within her twisted body as she fucked the empress. Claiming her body and her soul. Feasting up in the life force of the most powerful human in all of Istanov and sending her soul down to hell.

“Mine!” roared the demon.

“Mine,” repeated Julyana, shuddering with pleasure within her mind.


Bonus Three

Possession of the Red Witch Part 2

Julyana Stavlov had watched the downfall of an empire from the prison of her mind. The demon lord Kakoraadon had claimed her flesh as his own and corrupted her lovely, voluptuous body into a towering, twisted monument to cruelty. Her luscious curves remained, they were enhanced even, but now her body bulged with unholy muscles. It had grown taller and wider at the hips and shoulders. She could crush a man’s skull with her bare hands or her bare thighs. Her cunt was gone, replaced with an enormous demonic cock and hairless bollocks that Kakoraadon used to defile his captive playthings.

And there were so many captive playthings. In the twenty years since surrendering her flesh to Kakoraadon, Julyana had witnessed and felt the way the demon lord amused himself with the women he captured. His tongue tasted their flesh, his huge cock violated them and ruined them for any human man, and his demonic powers were employed to inflict perverse horrors upon the women. Binding them into obscene positions, invading their bodies with tentacles, or conjuring other demons to rut with them for Kakoraadon’s amusement.

Those who pleaded mercy from Kakoraadon were shown none. The men were slaughtered or enslaved and the women were sent to pleasure camps, used as breeders for demons, or sucked dry of their souls to strengthen Kakoraadon’s domain in the pit. Even the monsters that had served under the demon lord found themselves beneath Kakoraadon’s whip. Orcs, goblins, lizardmen, trolls, giants, and many other creatures were forced to labor and serve by Kakoraadon’s demonic minions.

While the Duke of Ashes continued his conquest eastward into Heimsvak, Kakoraadon strengthened his own empire in the ruins of Istanov. His slaves toiled to build monuments and palaces in his honor. His seraglio was filled with the demented pleasures of his harem. Woman after woman, mothers, daughters, and sisters, succumbed to the demon lord’s cruel desires.

He was enjoying another night of horrors in his palace in the former capital of Istanov, now known as Kakoraak, surrounded by vile slaves that were feasting upon the pleasures of beautiful captives. Kakoraadon sat upon his brass throne, a crown of flames above the scarlet hair that once belonged to Julyana. Her beauty twisted, her towering, voluptuous body robed in a sheer crimson gown. Her enormous demonic cock hanging against her muscular thighs. She had no power over her own flesh, she could only watch from within her mind as Kakoraadon rose from his throne and waded into the orgy.

A wormlike demon curled around a busty woman, slurping upon her entire head as his body writhed and his loathsome demon cock violated her cunt. Kakoraadon paused as he passed the unholy coupling and reached down to fondle the heaving breasts of the woman. She whimpered from within the mouth of the worm and her breasts gushed with mother’s milk.

Julyana felt herself lean down and suckle from the woman’s breast. She tasted the sweet milk upon her tongue and felt it mingle with the tang of blood a moment later as the demon lord gave the woman a shallow bite upon her breast. Her nipple and areola encircled by red puncture wounds that welled with blood. She continued to moan from within the demon’s mouth as its wormlike body undulated and fucked her sopping cunt.

“Do not bite this one’s head off, Galgoros,” said Kakoraadon, stroking the woman’s hip and watching her cunt stretch around the worm demon’s cock. “She will make a good addition to the breeding pits.”

“GGrrrggglll,” gurgled the worm, its mouth stuffed with the woman’s head and drool spilling down her neck and shoulders.

Kakoraadon moved on, taking pleasure from other guests at his orgy. There was a cadre of apelike demons rutting into a bevvy of young beauties. The hairy simians howled and bared tusks as they plunged their red cocks into the cunts, asses, and down the helpless throats of the women. Some girls, exhausted, lay sprawling in pools of demonic spunk, their bodies marked from the rough handling by the demons. Other women, perhaps under spells of demonic lust, seemed to eagerly participate in the bestial fucking.

Julyana felt her demonic cock stirring at the sight of the ape demons ravishing the women. The sounds and smells permeated the air and reached Julyana even within the tortured depths of her mind.

“Enjoying yourself, witch?” purred the voice of Kakoraadon in Julyana’s mind. “Don’t worry, I’ve saved the best for last. I know how you do enjoy an innocent maiden. My special morsel for this evening.”

“No, please, no more of this,” moaned Julyana, but she knew her pleading would only amuse the demon lord. Like the women who suffered at his orgies, he never showed her any mercy.

He stalked through misty veils of spectral demons lifting women into the air and molesting them with invisible hands. The cunts and asses of the women seemed to dilate upon nothing as invisible cocks invaded their bodies. Only when the spectral demons exploded did they become visible as luminous networks of crimson capillaries in the rough shape of winged humanoids, pulsating with pleasure and drenching the women in loathsome spunk.

One specter began to glow brightly, almost as if its veins were burning, and the woman dropped from its embrace as a withered husk, her life force and soul devoured by the hungry demon. Kakoraadon chuckled cruelly and stepped over the shriveled corpse.

He arrived at his bedchamber, where his victim for the night had been prepared like a meal upon his bed. She was slender, but buxom, with narrow hips but very large breasts. Her dark hair spilled free about her shoulders and her pale skin contrasted with the crimson of the sheets beneath her. She had a thatch of dark hair upon her cunt and her legs were spread wide and shackled to the bedframe. Her arms were crossed above her head and shackled at the wrists. She moaned with fear as Kakoraadon stood over her.

“Look at her, sweet Julyana,” he purred, running his clawed fingers – her clawed fingers – over the trembling young maiden. “Virginal and sweet. A perfect way to end the celebration.”

“Don’t do this,” whispered Julyana. Her voice was lost in the demonic howl of Kakoraadon as he fell upon the helpless maiden. His clawed hands caressed and groped the naked body of the woman. She moaned and he captured her lips in a kiss, thrusting his tongue – Julyana’s tongue – into the innocent cove of her mouth.

His cock – Julyana’s demonic cock - violated the yielding heat of the maiden’s cunt, stretching her wide and snapping the wall of her innocence. He claimed her in countless positions, twisting and bending her body into whatever shape he desired. Her head breasts bounced and splashed with the rough rhythm of his rut. His massive demonic cock swelling until it burst in a hot torrent of seed and claimed the maiden’s innocent womb.

After such depravity, the maiden lapsed into a comatose state somewhere between catatonia and sleep. Kakoraadon sprawled upon the bed, filthy with the pleasures of the evening, his huge breasts rising and falling as he absently fondled the spent hose of his cock. He was in such a state of pleasure that he did not notice the bold heroes entering the bedroom until they attacked.

There were four of them in all. Two knights, a wizard, and a half-elf swordswoman with lavender hair and a flashing silver blade. They struck Kakoraadon with their spells first, startling him from his slumber. His eyes blazed with demonic fury, and he shot from the bed and unfurled his demonic wings.

“Who dares attack me in my bed!?” he bellowed, raking his claws across the chest plate of one of the knights. The man survived, but was sent sprawling. Kakoraadon turned to face the half-elf and was blasted by another spell. This one stunned him for a moment and allowed the half-elf to dart in past his guard and bury her blade to the hilt between Kakoraadon’s – Julyana’s – swollen breasts.

Julyana knew from many battles trapped within Kakoraadon that a blade would not kill her. But this blade was different. A soul prison blade. She could feel her essence, along with Kakoraadon, being sucked into the elven silver.

“Nooooo!” snarled Kakoraadon, reaching down and grabbing the blade with his hand. He pulled it from between his huge tits and broke the blade in his grasp. The half-elf cried out as magical energy exploded from the blade’s destruction. The half-elf, Julyana, and Kakoraadon were thrown from their physical bodies and into the sucking vortex of the Pit. There, trapped within his abyssal domain, Kakoraadon could not return to the mortal world, but his power was absolute.

Julyana was at last free of him, only to be captured and enslaved alongside the very woman that had freed her from her captivity. The half-elf was named Aliana and she was a stoic woman of great bravery. But such bravery only meant she would last a little longer before Kakoraadon and his torturers broke her down. Julyana arrived already broken. She whimpered helplessly and with no defiance as Kakoraadon, hideous and red-skinned and looming, grasped her breasts and pierced her nipples with a golden needle.

He collared her and chained her. His artisans of pain pierced Julyana’s nose and her clit. She was a slave for his amusement and for the amusement of the guests who visited his underworld lair. Julyana served abjectly while Aliana, similarly pierced and collared, was defiant.

Their damned existence was filled with endless degradation and humiliation, as they were passed from one monstrous creature to another. Demons of all shapes and sizes used their bodies for pleasure, their inhuman cocks ravaging the women’s holes without pity. Hellhounds mounted them like bitches in heat, their knotted members stretching and filling them beyond belief.  Wormlike demons wrapped them in slimy segments and pumped their cunts full of unholy seed until their bellies were swollen. Perhaps the most dreaded of their tormentors were the futanari erinyes - fallen angels with wings of black feathers and massive, throbbing cocks. These wicked beings delighted in subjecting the two women to relentless fucking, forcing them to service their enormous members with mouths, pussies, and asses alike.

There were others. Muck demons engulfed them whole, their gelatinous forms invading every orifice, violating them in ways they never thought possible. Gluttony demons, obese and grotesque, forced the women to gorge themselves on vile concoctions that left them bloated and sick. Hordes of ratches, bloated and spindly-limbed, swarmed over their bodies, sucking at their breasts, thrusting long, prehensile tongues into their holes, and fucking them with malformed cocks that spurted after only seconds but never seemed to go completely soft.

Kakoraadon gloated over the endless torments. He had spider demons whip them and forced them to work the glory holes of Golgotha, sucking the cum from one loathsome demon dick after another until they were retching with filth spewing from their noses and mouths.

He paraded them naked through his palace and allowed his female servants to sit upon their faces. The male souls imprisoned in his palace were not permitted to touch Julyana or Aliana, but they could masturbate and ejaculate upon the two women whenever they pleased. The tortured human souls did this often. It was hard for Julyana to walk down a corridor or clean a room without some servant hurrying over, cock in hand, and spurting his warm seed upon her naked flesh.

They spent much time performing for Kakoraadon upon the former Empress of Istanov. His prize soul, she was kept in a golden cage in his bedroom and only let out to experience the “pleasures” that Kakoraadon found amusing. Golden dildos, writhing, disembodied tentacles, hellhounds that rutted into her ass or mounted her face, and Julyana and Aliana, always there to restrain the empress or guide her to new pleasures. When Kakoraadon commanded it, they whipped her, fucked her, or even choked her. Aliana did so reluctantly, but Julyana obeyed with broken immediacy. Leaping to fulfill Kakoraadon’s every twisted desire.

The suffering and humiliation mounted over the years. Perhaps even centuries. Time was all but meaningless in Kakoraadon realm. They were sentenced to an eternity as his slaves.

At last, Kakoraadon decided to turn his favorite three slaves into decorations for his palace. He had them stripped and bound to the three pillars behind his throne. They writhed in their chains, their bodies eternally youthful and pert, jiggling with fear as the living chains squirmed against their naked flesh. Powerful visitors were permitted to touch his prizes. A few, very favored underlings or demons of higher rank that paid Kakoraadon a visit, were allowed to unchain one or more of the beauties from their pillars and take pleasure with them.

Julyana came to see it as an honor when she was picked by some demon king or some devious demonic warrior to serve as their plaything. She always enthusiastically rode the demon cocks and writhed with ecstasy when they filled her with their seed. She would suckle the bollocks of a filth demon and gulp down his rancid spunk for a chance to be free from the pillar. The empress was so broken that she never even reacted to being fucked to entertain visiting demonic dignitaries. Aliana, on the other hand, continued to scream and resist every visitor.

Something that the demons seemed to appreciate. It took a very long time for Kakoraadon to tame Aliana entirely, but when he had finally broken her he announced that the time had come for him to sire a few heirs.

“Who better to bear my progeny than my three favorite decorations?” he chuckled, stroking each woman with his clawed hand. “So who will it be first? Eager Julyana, the poor empress, or you, Aliana? Finally obedient.”

“Please, choose me, master,” gasped Aliana, her soft breasts heaving with excitement.

“Oh, but why choose?” Kakoraadon gestured and the magical chains that squirmed around their bodies dissipated like smoke. They fell at his feet, kissing his clawed toes and then slowly climbing their way up his body. He drew aside his grotesque codpiece and offered them the huge, dangling length of his cock. They pressed their eager bodies to it. Soft breasts surrounding him. Kisses and licks awakening his lust.

They climbed Kakoraadon’s giant, muscular body. He tasted their cunts and their asses with his long tongue. He kissed them and forced his tongue down their throats, each in turn, as his groping hands and thrusting fingers savored their ripe flesh. He took the empress first, throwing her onto her back upon the pelt of a demonic dragon and plunging his giant cock into her cunt. He drenched her womb with his seed. Next, he filled Aliana, bending her onto her hands and knees and taking her from behind as he used her long, lavender hair as a handle. Pumping her to overflowing with his seed.

He saved the best for last, taking Julyana in several positions before at last letting her ride atop his massive cock until her clutching cunt had drained the gushing geyser of cum from his twitching bollocks. It was only the start. For one hundred days and nights, Kakoraadon fucked the three women. Each time it seemed impossible to continue, he would fuck them again. Each time their souls were quivering with terror, he would fuck them again. When they were certain they would dissipate like smoke, he would fuck them again.

At last, his demonic magic confirmed that all three were pregnant with his progeny. But it was no bed rest or even the breeding pits for his three lovers. He chained their bodies to his demonic immensity, carrying them with him wherever he went. Decorating his giant form with the three beauties who carried his sons.

His power was absolute in this realm and Julyana, Aliana, and the empress were merely there to serve his needs.

And so, for eternity, they served.


Bonus Four

Vardak’s Harem

Kirsten Sungbaard spent several days recuperating with her Master Oriodamus after her ordeal in Madreg’s hellish dungeon. Those days spent with her sisters Jacinda, Camilla, and Heidi passed like a pleasant dream that followed a nightmare. She enjoyed herself, but she could not escape the darkness that afflicted her after her experience in that dungeon. She also wondered about the fate of her kingdom of Tarol and knew she could not stay with Oriodamus forever.

She brought this up to her sisters and all three agree that the time had come to return to their home.

“Whatever awaits us there, we will face it with you,” said Jacinda, taking Kirsten’s hand.

“We must take back what we have lost,” agreed Heidi.

“And show our people that the worst has passed,” agreed Camilla. “That the monster invasion is at an end.”

When Kirsten told Oriodamus of her plan to depart, her master was disappointed but understood. He offered to use his powerful teleportation magic to transport her to her castle along with her sisters.

“It is important that we are seen by the people of Tarol,” said Kirsten. “We will walk through the countryside and back to the castle and when we enter it they will know we have returned.”

“I understand, Kirsten,” said Oriodamus, placing an affectionate hand on her shoulder. “It is a long journey home. At least permit me to provide you with provisions and a mule cart.”

“We will take the provisions,” said Kirsten. “Keep your mule.”

The next morning, Kirsten bid her master farewell and set off for her family’s castle in Tarol. She had last seen it in the final hours of the siege, its walls fallen and overrun by Madreg’s army of monsters. It would be a journey of many days to reach the castle. She did not expect great danger, but in the fall of Madreg’s dungeon and the retreat of his armies, some monsters might have escaped to scour the lawless lands.

For three days they traveled east, finding nothing but ruin and death along the old trade road. Houses had been burned, watch towers toppled, and every village was an open grave. Each new atrocity eroded their spirits.

They made camps at night and relied on Kirsten’s magic and large campfires to protect them from wild animals or bandits. The fourth day on the road began with a rainy, gray sky and a chill in the air. As they were preparing to break camp and continue down the old trade road, Camilla called out to say that she had seen someone coming towards them.

“Over there, by those wooded hills,” said Kirsten’s fair sister. “A hunched figure walking with a stick. His chest was bare, and his skin was pale.”

“Was he human?” wondered Heidi with a quiver of fear in her tone.

“It might have been a ghoul,” suggested Jacinda.

“A ghoul would not be wandering about in daylight,” said Kirsten. “Stay back. I will investigate this man.”

She belted on her sword and set off to meet the figure as he emerged from the woods atop a distant hill. He stopped in place as Kirsten approached, leaning heavily on a gnarled wooden staff.

He was a gaunt, pale man with shaggy white hair and numerous tattoos decorating his body. He wore only a loincloth on his sickly frame. His eyes were wide and wild, staring at Kirsten as though she were an angel descended from the heavens.

“Vardak,” said Kirsten, remembering this withered old madman from the bone pile beneath Madreg’s dungeon depths. “I should have known you would make it out alive. Are you following us?”

“Ahhhh forgive Vardak,” said the old kook, bowing his head and shuffling closer. “Smells of sweet women bring me closer. Follow your footsteps. Help. Tired. So tired.”

“We have no cart or means to carry you,” said Kirsten. “Better you just continue on your own.”

“Discarded again. Forgotten. Left to molder.” Vardak grabbed a handful of his patchy hair and began to yank and twist. “So stupid and filthy. Disgusting man. No reason to have around. No good. Ah!”

He tore out a clump of hair and a few drops of blood trickled out from his scalp. Kirsten did not want Vardak anywhere near her and her sisters. She wasn’t even convinced he was human. But she could not just leave the pathetic old hunchback wandering alone.

“Alright, Vardak,” she said. “I will persuade my sisters. You can come with us. But the first town we reach that hasn’t been burned…”

“Yes, yes, goodbye. Goodbye to me. Grateful Vardak. Grateful I am.”

She returned to her sisters with Vardak shuffling a few paces behind her. It was fortunate that her sisters were not downwind from the stinking old lunatic. It made it possible to convince them to reluctantly let Vardak join their group.

“If you say he is safe, we’ll trust you,” said Camilla.

“Right, but if that tattooed old nut comes after us, you’d better be there to defend us,” said Heidi.

“I won’t let him touch a hair on your heads,” pledged Kirsten. “I’ll keep him away from all of us.”

It was a long journey along the road, with Vardak occasionally slowing them down or even stopping entirely to have a coughing fit. More than once, Kirsten had to double back to be sure that the pathetic old maniac did not get lost. He spoke in half-formed thoughts and his milky eyes seemed to peer through Kirsten’s skin and into her heart.

That night, just to be sure that Vardak did not creep around the camp, Kirsten sat up by the fire while her sisters slept. She was deep in her thoughts about the great loss that Tarol had suffered when she heard the dragging gait of Vardak approaching the fire. He emerged into the ruddy glow of the campfire like a freshly exhumed corpse somehow shuffling towards her. He balanced heavily against his staff as he limped over to her and sat down with an audible pop of old bones.

Kirsten felt a tension coil in her core at the old bone collector’s proximity. She shifted uncomfortably as he joined her on the log she had been using as her bench.

“Mmmmmm, long walk. Tired.” He rubbed his hands together and held them out to the fire to warm them. “Not too tired. You miss. My pretty girl misses.”

“No,” said Kirsten, not looking in the direction of the old man.

“Yes,” he replied and suddenly his fire-warmed hands were on her, untying her cloak and reaching into her bodice to cup the soft weight of one breast. His callused fingers tightened and squeezed. When she turned to him to object she found her words smothered by his bitter, rotten kiss. His tongue thrusting into her mouth. His scarred, tattooed body pressing her down beside the fire.

He was insistent and strong, but not supernaturally so. Kirsten might have fought him off with a few hits or kicks. She barely resisted him.

“Warm. Kirsten warm. You miss this? You miss it?” His hardness pressed against her through his filthy trousers. She felt him reach down and take it out. The slimy, discolored length of it bulging through his squeezing fist.

She couldn’t bear to look, but she didn’t want him to stop.

“Yesssss,” she confessed, letting him roll her onto her hands and knees.

Vardak chuckled as he yanked down the back of her trousers, baring the creamy roundness of her bottom. He bent his head down and tasted her from behind, his slimy tongue slithering down her crack, dancing over her tense pucker, and slipping across the dewy folds of her cunt. She gasped and clawed at the grass beside the fire, her body bent over her bedroll and her bottom raised towards the old maniac and his groping hands and lusty tongue.

She moaned softly and pushed back against his rabid licking, feeling the greasy length of his tongue probing, tasting, and invading her body.

“Yes. Mmmmphmmmm. So delicious. Mmmmphmm. So warm. Mmmm. Better than cold pretties.”

He rose behind her, grasping his deformed cock in one hand and feeing it into the sopping folds of Kirsten’s cunt. It was a shameful surrender, but one she could not deny. Her body clutching at his lumpy, scarred manhood as it began to furiously piston into her pussy. His scrawny hips spanked furiously against her bottom. His bollocks beat an intense rhythm against her clit.

“Pretty girl, pretty sisters,” rasped Vardak.

“Don’t… don’t even think about them,” gasped Kirsten, throwing her plush bottom back to meet the frenzied thrusts of the old bone collector. “They’re good girls. Don’t… don’t ever touch them.”

He laughed with gleeful pleasure, his hands like vises clamped upon her hips as he buried his foul cock in her depths and unleashed his seed. She cried out, her body reacting with helpless ecstasy, her inner walls clutching around him and wringing out every drop of his oily spunk. It frothed at her folds and came dripping down her thighs. The scent of it hung in the air as his thrusts slowed and his wheezing breath tickled hotly at her shoulder and neck.

“Good,” he rasped, easing his cock from inside her. “Good girl. Good. Pretty girl. We are friends now. Good friends. We travel together.”

He seemed dazed by his pleasure and he sat back, his cock flopping limp between his scar-darkened thigh as he stared into the fire. Kirsten, feeling disgusted and guilty, cleaned herself with a rag and a bit of brandy that burned her cunny. She crawled atop her bedroll and tried to sleep away the memories of what had just transpired.

But the next night, after another day of arduous travel, she found herself once again embraced by the crazed old man. This time, he pressed her back atop her bedroll, tugging and tearing at her clothing and freeing her breasts. His mouth descended to lick and suck her soft tits as his hands pried her from clothing.

She knew he was going to fuck her again, but she was ill-prepared for his rot-mouthed kiss that accompanied him climbing atop her. His cock hilted in her slick entrance and his tongue drove into her mouth. His rancid saliva nearly gagged her, and yet she began to kiss him back. Her feet in the air. His cock hammering into her slick cunt. Bollocks tight against the divot of her anus with each stroke.

“Mmmmmm,” she protested and he just thrust his tongue deeper into her mouth.

Her orgasm somehow arrived before his. Her cries smothered by his lips and foul tongue. Her body quaking beneath him as she wrapped her legs around his body and drew him deeper.

“Feel you! Making good pleasure! Ohhhhhh! You are my wife now! My wife! AHHHH!” He threw back his head, loudly shouting in the night as he emptied his bollocks into Kirsten’s cove. Her womb was drenched in the old bone picker’s hot seed and her shame was at last revealed to her waking sisters. They gathered around, anger and confusion on their faces, Kirsten covering her face with shame as Vardak cackled and continued to plunge his still-hard cock into Kirsten’s filthy cunny.

“Is he attacking you?”

“How could you do this?”

“That disgusting old man… it’s vile!”

“She likes it,” laughed Vardak. “She loves me. Is true, isn’t it, pretty one?”

“No… oh gods… forgive me… but it does feel good,” moaned Kirsten. “I met him in the dungeon before… and now… ohhhhh… Vardak… stop this, please.”

But he didn’t. In fact, the audience seemed to excite the old man and Kirsten’s three innocent sisters looked on as Vardak resumed his loathsome rutting. His pale body like some misshapen ghost. His cock squelching wetly into Kirsten’s creamed cunny. Her body, no matter the curse, now utterly claimed by the old maniac’s lust and his slimy filth.

He pulled out from Kirsten at the last moment, rising to his unsteady feet and stroking his spunk-smeared, discolored cock. Kirsten watched in fascinated horror as Vardak pumped one hand on his bloated cock and erupted in yellowish ropes of hot spunk. The cum rained down onto Kirsten, drenching her curves and coating her in a generous serving of the old maniac’s bollocks snot.

Thereafter, Kirsten was forced to live with the truth of her unholy lover. She ate with him, fucked him, and even pleasured him with her breasts, her hands, and her mouth. Kirsten’s sisters were as fascinated by her strange turn as they were disgusted by Vardak.

The mad old bone collector made no effort to be more presentable. He still shuffled about in rags, his unwashed body stinking with exertion and untold layers of sexual residue. The only baths he got were when Kirsten washed his cock in her sucking mouth. Eyes watering from the stink as she bobbed, slurped, and drank the hot, briny cocktail of his loins.

Whatever Vardak lacked in charms – and he lacked most every charm imaginable – he made up for with his persistence. He relentlessly fucked and flattered Kirsten and teased her three sisters. There was never a campsite that was not filled with the beastly sounds of Vardak rutting. Some nights, such lustful symphonies played into the wee hours of the morning.

Kirsten’s sisters listened as Kirsten cried out with ecstasy and called out Vardak’s name in the throes of her pleasure. As their journey through the darkness progressed, the desolation total, the three sisters began to find comfort in Vardak’s company.

Heidi broke first, covering her eyes with her hands the night she offered her ample body to the bone collector. The very next night it was Jacinda’s turn, surrendering on her hands and knees and receiving a thorough coating of Vardak’s spunk upon her upturned bottom.

Camilla held out a bit longer. Clutching her pillow to her chest each night and listening to Vardak move among her sisters. Kirsten felt sorry for Camilla, but she could not really explain the pleasures of the twisted old man to her. She had to experience them firsthand.

At last, Camilla surrendered to Vardak’s persistent flattery. She kissed him and swooned into his scarred embrace. Her slender thighs parting and her hot cunny yielding to his fingers, then his probing tongue, and finally the bulging loathsome length of his cock. He plundered Camilla while Kirsten and the others looked on. When it was done, they celebrated together, laughing and embracing. Vardak joined them and they combined their efforts to pleasure him like never before. Taking turns and working together with fingers, tongues, and hot, eager cunts.

Vardak had triumphed over Kirsten and her sisters. When they finally reached the castle of Tarol, abandoned and partially burned to cinders, Vardak declared himself the king.

Who was Kirsten to argue with him? She was, by then, certainly pregnant, as were two of her three sisters. But together, they would turn the ruins of her familial castle into a home for Vardak.

And for their growing family.


Bonus Five

Limeria’s Wild Ride

Limeria reached the entrance of the cave and struck a flint stick to light a torch. This was where Old Man Farnnek had told her to look for the Ruby Skull. If the object was real, and as priceless as he claimed, then she would have more than enough money to finance the rest of her quest to save her family’s legacy.

She tended to believe what a man told her when his cock was down her throat, and her tongue was dancing on his hairy old bollocks. She’d nursed out one of the biggest loads she had ever tasted from old Farnnek, swallowing again and again as he wheezed and gasped and clung to her pale blonde hair. His admission about the Ruby Skull had accompanied the belly ache he gave her with that spewing spunkload.

“You bring that back,” he had wheezed afterwards, his spent cock dangling over his thigh, “and I can fence it for ya. Sell it for more gold than you can even imagine and split it with you 50-50.”

“I’m taking all the risk, old man,” she had said to him. “You can have a ten percent finders fee. The rest is mine.”

“Alright, since you’re such a good cocksleeve, I’ll take it,” he said, guiding her head back down to his lap. “Now lick me clean, barbarian slut.”

That had been what set her on her quest for the Ruby Skull. With her torch in one hand and her sword in the other, Limeria ventured into the dark passages of the cave. Each of her footsteps echoed into the darkness beyond the torch, suggesting a vast hollowness and miles of winding tunnels.

The way was not free of peril. She faced overgrown, eyeless cave snakes and massive centipedes that climbed the walls and dropped onto her shoulders from above. The snakes she hacked to pieces with her sword. Most of the giant insects were small enough that she could bat them aside and stomp on them, but a few had to be tamed with her blade. They hissed at her and spit venom, but she was too quick and diced up the screeching invertebrates.

“Something in this cave is making these creatures gigantic,” whispered Limeria, wiping green gunk from her blade. “It seems the deeper I go, the bigger they are getting.”

Limeria soon learned the source of this unholy gigantism: the Ruby Skull itself. It was nestled into the crook of a rock formation, a crystalline red stone in the rough shape of a human skull. It pulsed with unnatural red light that illuminated a large and fetid grotto, the skull’s reflection rippling slightly on the ink black surface of a lagoon. Something stirred in the depths of this water. Limeria readied herself to face whatever emerged from the murky darkness of the subterranean pool.

The frog heaved itself onto the slimy rocks of the shore, a creature of such exaggerated size that it towered over Limeria and its width seemed to fill the cavern. It blinked and regarded her with cold amphibian eyes that glistened with the red glow of the skull.

“How am I going to kill this thing?” wondered Limeria, brandishing her sword.

The beast raised itself onto its flabby legs, its body lifting from the stones as it revealed the obscene pink length of its phallus emerging from its underbelly. This presented an alternative to combat for Limeria. If she dared to risk it.

“Oh, you want to mate? That’s more my speed.” She smiled at the creature, yanking the tie of her wrap and freeing her huge, soft tits with an impressive drop against her ribcage. The frog blinked at her as she ran her hands over her breasts and down to her loincloth. Another yank and a twist and it too dropped free, revealing the bare folds of her cunt and her ample bottom. “How do you want me, big boy? On my back or on my—AHH!”

Her teasing was interrupted by the frog’s mouth flapping open and its massive pink tongue shooting out almost too fast to see. The slimy tongue wrapped around Limeria, cinching tightly around her midsection just beneath her breasts as it dragged her off her feet. She had one moment to cry out in alarm before she was roughly flung face down onto the floor.

The giant frog climbed atop her, smothering her beneath its cool, blubbery body. She gasped, trying to push onto her hands and knees as she felt the slimy thrust of its monstrous cock between her legs.

“Ohh! Not like this, you fat frog! Ahhh!”

There was no room to negotiate with the huge creature. Its webbed hands gripped her shoulders with surprising gentleness, but there was no escaping the smothering weight of its body as it lined up the flared head of its cock with Limeria’s steamy cunt. There was no preparing her body for what followed as the frog thing hunched over her and plunged the arm’s length of slimy cock into Limeria’s tender cunt.

The weight and brutal thrusts of the giant frog stole Limeria’s breath from her. The monstrous beast pressed her down into the slimy stone floor, crushing her breasts and applying so much weight it felt like it might break her pelvis. But she endured and even began to enjoy the massive, cunt-stretching cock that plundered her with every relentless stroke. She managed to grip the stones beneath her, pleasure fluttering in her overstuffed core as the frog’s slimy body slapped against her.

“GRrrroooooaaaaaAAAARK!” cried the frog, its pace intensifying as its amphibian cock began to swell inside her. Its spongy length was releasing a steady stream of tingling pre that seemed to be heating her depths despite the frog’s coldblooded nature.

“Ohhhhh fuck… you’re really… getting into it,” moaned Limeria, feeling an intense climax surging within her core. She knew she was going to cum, she just hoped the damned frog was close too.

What she was not expecting was the way the frog’s blunt cockhead suddenly attached to her cervix. It seemed to suction to her tender womb and began to dilate her cervix with waves of tingling slime. She gasped in shock, pleasure and pain combining with fear at what the monstrous frog was attempting. She doubted it was consciously doing any of it, but whatever process was underway was terrifying.

“N-no… that’s not… don’t you dare… AHHHH!” Her orgasm overwhelmed her fear. Powerful spasms clenching down the thrusting length of the frog’s cock. Her womb convulsing as it was opened to the beastly cockhead.

“GRRRROOOOAK!” bellowed the frog, hilting inside Limeria and unleashing a great flood of slime into her womb. She felt something else along with the pulses of pleasure along the frog’s length and the pressure of its cum spurting into her womb. It was releasing small rubbery eggs into her fertile womb, plundering her and claiming her body. Spurt after spurt of overflowing cum accompanied by the gush of eggs collecting in her womb.

It emptied its mating glands and collapsed atop her, vibrating with soft croaks as its cock slowly retreated from her stretched, frothing fuck passage. She whimpered as its cock finally dropped free and she felt the creamy discharge and a few eggs dribble out of her stretched cunt.

The frog’s weight slowly lifted from Limeria’s back. The fallen princess still struggled to breathe as her abdomen was taut with the massive load of eggs and cum the frog had pumped into her. She rolled over, feeling more of its cum drain out of her gaping cunny. She looked up at the frog, wiping a sweating blonde lock from her face.

“Are you done?” she gasped. “Can… can I go now?”

The frog blinked once, looking down at her curiously as if it had forgotten she was even there. Then its tongue shot out again, wrapping around her side under one arm and over her shoulder on the other side of her body. The powerful muscle dragged her towards the frog’s yawning mouth.

“What? After you just bred me? What is this- AHHH!”

Whatever biological imperative the frog had to mate with her was immediately countered by its insatiable appetite. Limeria was slurped head first into the pitiless maw of the frog. Her face, arms, and bare breasts were crushed against its tongue as it pulled her deeper, legs kicking desperately outside of its mouth.

“Mmmmm! No! Not like this! MMMMMM!” It was hard to get words out as the tongue drew her to the back of the huge frog’s throat and the giant amphibian began to swallow. Silky slick walls engulfed her face and shoulders and struggling arms and she was dragged into the slick vise of its throat. Muscles squeezing around her as she worked down the frog’s gullet and through a huge sphincter. She dropped into the sloshing innards of the frog, just as the world shifted around her.

“Let me out of here you bastard!” she cried from within the stomach of the pitiless creature. She planted her feet on its stomach lining and pushed with all her strength. The frog croaked and shifted, and she fell back into the juices sloshing around her.

The frog was moving, relocating to a slab at the base of the rock formation. It was warmed by the unholy red light of the skull as it basked to enjoy its soft, warmblooded feast and prepared to digest its meal.

Limeria gasped as her body squirmed in the pool of digestive fluid. Almost immediately, this syrupy liquid began to tingle against her skin. This was followed moments later by a strangely pleasant warmth. It relaxed her and combined with the humid warmth of this churning chamber, she felt the urge to relax back into the slime and let herself melt away.

Muscular walls pulsed rhythmically, kneading her curves like dough while enzymes seeped into her pores, tingling with a strange, narcotic pleasure. She writhed, thighs clamping together as the sensation crept lower, making her clit throb despite the horror of her predicament.

The frog’s gut churned hungrily, eager to melt her into nothing but nutrients. A terrifying prospect, yet each acidic caress sent jolts of unwanted ecstasy up her spine. Her nails scraped uselessly against the spongy flesh as another wave of digestive fluid washed over her, stinging yet weirdly euphoric. The blonde barbarian gritted her teeth, fighting the creeping surrender threatening to unravel her resolve.

Why not? She was just a meal to a creature like this giant frog. How many others had it gulped down and digested? Maybe even other humans. Melting away, experiencing the profound and terrifying ecstasy of digestion.

Every squelching contraction massaged her breasts, her ass, coaxing moans from lips already glistening with drool. It would be so easy to let go… to allow herself to dissolve in this perverse bliss. But survival instincts flared—she arched violently, heels kicking at the greedy stomach lining even as it hugged her tighter, mocking her resistance.

“What are you thinking?” gasped Limeria, slapping herself on the cheek to wake herself from her desire.

She refused to be lulled into a final relaxing bath to die in the stomach of a frog. She fought off this oppressive lethargy and began to fumble and search within the stomach of the frog. There was another muscular valve beneath her, this no doubt leading to somewhere deeper in the frog’s digestive system. There was something hard wedged against it and she realized it was the corroded blade of a dagger that had caught in the flesh there.

“My one chance,” she gasped, reaching deeper and spitting to keep digestive fluids out of her mouth. She felt the blade beneath her fingers. Slippery. Lodged tight. But if she could just get her fingers around the handle…

Outside, the frog let out a gurgle and shifted slightly as it rested contentedly atop the stones. It had no idea of the drama playing out within its belly, only that the pretty human was already beginning to soften a little.

Limeria’s sweet taste lingered in his mouth.

Even as the enzymes continued to dull Limeria’s mind, she gripped the blade of the dagger tightly and began to twist. It would be so easy to stop fighting. To sink back into that churning broth and become one with it. Her fingers were already growing greasy as the outer layers of her skin began to loosen.

“No, dammit,” grunted Limeria, tightening her hold on the dagger’s hilt and twisting harder. With a spurt of blood, the blade ripped free. The frog shifted and croaked with indigestion. Limeria turned the blade and plunged it into the frog’s stomach lining. The blade caught in the layers of the frog’s abdomen and Limeria yanked it downward with all her strength. The frog thrashed and croaked in agony. Limeria pulled with all her might, splitting open a passage out of the frog’s belly. She slid through its muscular and fat layers on a gushing flume of digestive fluids.

The naked barbarian princess flopped onto the stones, glistening and reddened by the acids, the rusty dagger still clutched in her hands. The frog croaked in pain, falling backwards into the lagoon and kicking away from its most dangerous meal. Limeria stood, scooping water from the lagoon and diluting the acids that covered her body. She cleaned herself as best she could, retrieved the Red Skull, and wrapped her sore flesh in her top and loincloth.

The journey back to Old Man Farnnek was unpleasant. A rain developed, which rinsed away the lingering, sour smell of the frog, but pelted painfully against her tender skin. She reached the farmer’s remote shack and banged on the door.

“Open up! It’s Limeria!”

A candle flared and the door opened, the old man blinking against the rain.

“You actually came back? Hells, look at you! You’re as red as a radish! What happened to you?”

“The Red Skull,” she said, dropping the stone skull at the farmer’s feet, “had a guardian. And he was hungry.”

The farmer caught her as she sagged to her knees. She was unable to fight or even stay awake any longer. She was only fortunate that Farnnek was not greedy enough to murder her and take the Red Skull for himself.

She awoke the next morning, her body covered in a greasy tincture produced by the farmer from herbs, cooling aloe gelatin, and a sprinkling of honey. Her skin was still red, but the worst of the burning had gone away.

She turned over to find the farmer sitting back with a contented smile, rubbing his swollen belly.

“I sold the skull and bought a feast at the market,” he said, pointing to a pile of roasted meats, cheeses, fruits, and candies. “Ate a whole roasted chicken!”

“Ugh, don’t talk to me about eating a whole anything,” moaned Limeria, rolling upright and holding her head. “I think… think I’m going to be sick.”

“Oh, do it in the bucket,” chuckled Farnnek. “Please. You been puking all night and into morning. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you was knocked up. Just what did you get up to with that frog?”

Limeria’s memories came flooding back as she heaved into the bucket. As her inner muscles contracted with the painful spasms of sickness, she could feel the shifting of the gelatinous eggs inside her womb.

“I… I need to see an alchemist,” moaned Limeria. “Right away.”

A potion to cure her of monstrous pregnancy was not going to come cheap. She was likely to walk away from this quest barely richer than when she had agreed to retrieve the skull.

But after nearly being digested inside the treacherous frog, she was not about to carry his tadpoles to term.


Bonus Six

Penny’s Stop in the Storm

The eldritch horror of Zhibbareth was defeated, the demon returned to his unholy realm, and Penelope Helsdottir had proven herself a huntress. At the cost of her mother and her sister, she had freed the island of Ctharne and its strange inhabitants from Zhibbareth’s dark influence. With nothing left to drive her on, she began to explore Ctharne in the aftermath of the ancient demon’s downfall.

Some of the inhabitants she encountered were grateful for their freedom. Others seemed to resent being liberated from the magic shackles of their oppressor. Some even hid dark secrets of their own. Penny learned this the hard way as she explored the island.

The defeat of Zhibbareth revoked the elder god’s protection from the island. Ctharne was lashed by winds and intense rainstorms. The land grew unsettled by volcanic eruptions and the shifting of underground caves. Sinkholes opened and cursed terrain was swallowed up as if the land was attempting to heal itself of the infection of ancient evil.

The storms were pelting cold rain at Penny as she made her way through the countryside. She was chilled to the bone, her cloak and bodice waterlogged and clinging to her ample curves, and her brown hair plastered to her face by the rain.

She spotted light through the gray haze of the downpour. Lanterns burning in a window in an otherwise dark and dismal village.

The storm was intensifying, blowing loose shingles and bending the tree trunks.

“There,” muttered Penny, shivering against the cold and trudging towards the light.

The tavern was called The Mouth Inn and there was something warped and unpleasant about the large wooden sign carved to resemble a huge mouth with misaligned teeth. Nevertheless, all the other shops and houses in the town were shuttered, so it was the only refuge from the storm. She swung the door open and entered the musty, sooty hovel of a tavern. 

The interior of the Mouth Inn seemed more like a cave than an inn, with low ceilings crossed by rotting beams and lanterns that barely choked out their light through the smokey glass. There was a hearth at least to provide some warmth. The smell of old booze suggested there might be something to warm her belly.

Penny took note of the handful of bar patrons gathered at the warped wood of the bar. They were troglodytes befitting a cave. Men of deformities and untended injuries. Hunchbacked, all of them, with eyes hidden beneath heavy, overhanging brows.

The barkeep was the lone exception. Just as ugly as the others in his own way, with a harsh face and a smile that revealed rotten teeth. But he was skinny and upright, like some human stick insect, coming towards her with a foamy mug already in his hand.

“Look boys,” rasped the barkeep. “It’s the woman what killed the goat. Killed him and all the others. But we’re still here.”

“Still here,” muttered the men, glancing in Penny’s direction and turning back to their drinks.

“My name is Penny. I’ve been traveling for days. I haven’t any money, but might I shelter here?”

“The name is Slork,” said the barkeep. “Place is mine. You can stay. Yes. Stay Penny, goat killer. Stay with us. No coin though? You’ll need to earn your money.”

She didn’t like the way his beady little eyes were staring at her. The way he wet his thin lips and slid the mug of ale across the bar to her.

But she needed the drink. She needed the warmth and the rest. She’d done worse things during her quest across the island.

“Alright,” she said softly, downing the ale. “Do you happen to have any dry clothes?”

“Aye, clothes, something. Something to wear.” Slork motioned her to follow him behind the bar. He walked up the stairs with her and to a bedroom that looked as if it had belonged to a young woman. The flowers painted on the walls were spattered with black mold and the dress that Slork retrieved from a wardrobe was musty. As he handed it to Penny, his bony fingers lingered on her fingers.

“I’ll just… just get changed,” she said.

“Out of those wet clothes. Get changed.” He rasped, his smile never fading as he sat down on a creaking chair beside the room’s dusty four-poster bed.

Penny could see the lust in his beady eyes. She knew what he wanted her to do. Maybe it was the lingering magic from battling Zhibbareth or just the need to be out of her wet clothes, but she barely hesitated. She turned her back on him and shed her wet cloak, then her bodice, her skirt, and her underclothes, revealing her shapely, pale body to him in all her goose pimpled, shivering glory.

Slork was there to warm her up. He rose from the chair and his bony limbs seemed to fold around her as he pressed against his back. His gaunt face pressed against her cheek and a long, discolored tongue slithered down her face, over her earlobe and to her neck.

“Need to earn your money,” he said, bony fingers sinking into the softness of her bust. Playing over her stiff nipples. Pinching and plucking at them until Penny let out a whimper.

“Earn my money,” she agreed, feeling the bulge in his trousers.

He picked her up suddenly, carrying her with incredible ease over to the bed and tossing her down with a puff of dust from the mattress. She rolled over just in time to see him drop his trousers and reveal a reddened, lumpy, beastly cock with a thicket of hair at its root. He grasped it and stroked it, vile slime dripping from the head as he pushed Penny’s plump legs apart.

She saw him now in the moonlight through the shutters. Gaunt, but bulging with cysts and deformities, his shoulders misaligned, his chest sprayed with scales, and his cock something between a man and a goat. He was atop her then, feeding his hardness into her hot cove, stuffing her full of his beastly cock.

Penny had no choice but to embrace him, or perhaps she only told herself that to justify wrapping her arms around the rangy old barkeep and pressing a kiss to his lips. His tongue violated her mouth, thick with unholy slime as his cock plundered her cunt. Thrusting into her with growing ferocity as his heavy bollocks beat against her ass.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” she cried against his lips, tasting the rancid bitterness of his mouth.

“’Aven’t ‘ad good cunt in ‘ere for years,” snarled Slork, jabbing his tongue back into her mouth and rutting even harder into her cunt.

He bent her legs back, nearly to her head, plowing into her pussy with the unchained lust of a man possessed. Her soft tits bounced with liquid motion atop her ribcage. Swaying and slapping to the intense rhythm he set with his beastly cock. That cock was so long. So deep inside her. Plundering pleasure from Penny with every stroke.

She was at his mercy, and she reveled in it. She tossed her hair and moaned with each thrust. Each plunge of that big, throbbing spear into her core. Each twitch of his growing pleasure. Each tightening thump of his bollocks against the notch of her asshole.

“Gonna seed you now,” he growled, grabbing a rough handful of her hair and yanking her head back to lick and suck at her throat.

“Yesssssss,” gasped Penny, on the verge of her peak. “Cum for me. Cum… cum inside me!”

He snarled with savage pleasure, his eyes flashing with some demonic residue within his corrupted flesh. He hilted his cock within Penny and as her ecstasy tightened around him, she felt the sudden, hot rush of his seed. It gushed into her cunt in great curdled spurts, painting her inner walls with his rancid filth. Drenching her womb in his corrupted seed.

Seed that the lingering magic within her womb gave unnatural fertility. She cried out in heightened ecstasy as the barkeep’s cum seized her fertile prize and turned her body and her heart into his slave.

“Yessss! I feel it!” she wailed, experiencing ecstasy like none she had ever known. “Cum for me, Slork! My love! Breed me!”

“Ha! Got you now, slut! Yer mine!” He smashed a wet, sloppy, smothering kiss to her lips, tonguing deep into her mouth as he buried his cock inside her. A great river of his tainted spunk flooding into her cove and forging an indelible bond between them.

“Ohhhh, yessss, my love,” she moaned kissing him, panting his name. Her inner muscles milked him for every drop, feeling his furry root against her cuntlips.

Penny had defeated Zhibbareth and freed the island of the shackles of his evil only to allow herself to be shackled by the island’s residual magic to the lowly barkeep. She belonged to Slork as wife, worker, and willing pleasure slave.

Epilogue: The Barmaid at the Mouth Inn

Penny’s eyes were turning yellow. It wasn’t sickness, at least not of the sort that would harm her, but the sort of corruption that infested every man in the village. Her skin had grown paler over the months even as the pregnancy growing within her womb imparted her with the ruddy glow of motherhood. She’d grown more ample as well, eating whatever she liked in the tavern’s well-stocked larder between making stews and cooking up sausages for the patrons.

Cooking, cleaning, and delivering drinks to tables were not her only duties as Slork’s faithful barmaid. There were not many regular customers in the cursed village, but they all became known to Penny over the weeks and months she had spent working as a barmaid. They all suffered from a similar malaise. Hunchbacks, thinning hair, pallid faces, sunken, water eyes, and mouths full of rotting teeth that often hung open unless they were eating or drinking.

Their cocks were touched too. She learned that working in the bar. Some nights she’d let them press their ugly faces into her cleavage as she reached down and tugged them off under the table. Stroking their purple-black or beastly red cocks, pumping her fingers on them until they grunted and spurted out their yellowing slime onto the underside of the table. Warm and oily against her fingers.

If they gave her enough coin, she’d kneel beside their table and put her head in their lap and their cock in her mouth. She had gotten quite good at doing this and found she could suck off one of the hunchbacked men faster than she could pour a round of drinks to a table. She even came to like the strong, salty tastes of their spunk, gushing into her mouth and sliding down her throat to churn in her stomach.

But pleasuring the customers did not have the same appeal as pleasuring Slork. The curse of Ctharne had bonded her to him and so she was eager to ride atop his foul cock, wanking him off while sucked her tits, or even let him plunder the tight ring of her ass and clap his hips against her plush bottom.

Another storm assailed the village one night and the cold winds sent seemingly the entire town into the tavern. There must have been a dozen men there, including a couple that Penny hardly knew. Fishermen who rarely had enough to sell for coin.

“My sweet Penny’ll keep you all warm tonight,” boasted Slork. “Pay up. Pay up. Put your coins in the box and every lad’ll have a turn!”

Young or old, the inhabitants of the village were all ugly. They gathered round Penny, muttering and drooling, eyes wide with lust and fingers ragged as they tore at her lowcut blouse and ripped at her skirt. Slork only laughed as she gave him a panicked look. The men of the village undressed her roughly. Yanking down her panties and bending her over a table beside the glow of the hearth.

“Nooo, not like this,” moaned Penny. But the coins had been dropped into the box. Slork was serving up rum and the storm was howling outside. The fire was warm, but Penny’s body was warmer for the corrupted villagers.

They took turns the first time based on size. The biggest and strongest went first, shoving the others aside and stepping up behind Penny. She howled as the first cock plundered her cunt. The man grunted and wheezing as he plunged his cock in and out of her pussy. He pulled out just before cumming and painted his oily seed across her buttocks and lower back.

The next man was upon her before she could stand. Thrusting a smaller cock into her with rabid fury. His hardness twitching after only a twenty or so thrusts and pumping her full of his seed. It ran out of her cunt and dripped down her thighs and then a third man was atop her. Holding her hips. Plunging into her creamed cunt and churning the filth.

Penny cried a bit. Then she went numb. And then, by the time they’d all had a turn and were coming back for seconds, she began to moan.

She stopped enduring and started enjoying. Rolling onto her back and holding them in her arms as they fucked her filthy, frothy, spunk-drenched cunt. They plunged into her ass. They fucked her mouth like it was just another cunt.

Their lust drove hers and by the third round she was serving them. On her knees as they lounged by the fire and sucking their cocks one after another. Sometimes spitting out their cum and sometimes swallowing it. Washing it down with a gulp of wine or brandy. Wanking them with her tits and letting them sputter and spurt onto her face. Her chest. In her mouth again. The salty burn at the back of her throat. The weight of ten loads in her stomach.

Slork kept pouring and Penny kept sucking, stroking, and fucking them. More coins changes hands. Slork squeezing them for every bit of gold he could find. Glardo took Penny upstairs and he fucked her and kissed her and came inside her. Fortu took her upstairs and fucked her ass. His stubby cock like a plug pushing and pulling at her sore ring until he groaned and drenched her bowels in his hot seed.

Late into the night, when Penny was exhausted, a goblin traveler happened into the tavern. Normally he would have been run out, but Slork took his coin and sent him upstairs to climb atop Penny and warm his cock in the musky gutter of her cunt. He squealed with delight, rutting into her frothy depths and overflowing her as he pumped his fetid seed into her pussy.

In the morning, Slork woke Penny with a splash from a bucket of water. She moaned as he wiped her down with a washcloth and cleaned her chapped cunny with a towel. Then, without a word of gratitude or appreciation, he turned her over, fucked her ass, and pulled out to thrust his cock into her mouth.

Penny looked up at him adoringly, moaning around his hardness as she drank the hot eruption of his seed. A faithful barmaid, wife, and soon-to-be-mother to Slork’s child.

Her adventure was most certainly at an end.
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