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Introduction

This is a big one!

This massive collection of erotica spans a wide variety of erotic interests and kinks, from the bubbly and humorous to the dark and filthy. It also spans genres from fantasy to science-fiction to contemporary erotica.

There are maidens, monsters, sweethearts, sluts, and slimy scumbags. There are spankings and tentacles and demons. Elves and orcs and goblins and aliens. There are adventures on the high seas, in desolate futures and demonic realms, and at college, where the real trouble happens. Pretty much all the stuff you were warned about.

This book, bursting at the seams with lust and perversion, represents almost two years of my writing life and countless hours spent collaborating with various patrons on commissioned projects.

I would like to thank my patrons and my readers for supporting me over the years and helping to make this collection possible. Writing erotica has always been difficult in some ways, but over the past few years there have been major upheavals, from shuttering platforms to new ways of producing books and headwinds of censorship. I have only managed to persevere thanks to the support of my readers and patrons.

For all the difficulties, this is also an incredible time to be a writer. There are new possibilities and new ideas and new ways to connect with readers. Most of the difficulties have come with opportunities and I hope in the coming years, with the support of my readers and patrons, there will be much more delightful smut.

XOXOXO,

Amanda Clover
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Book One: Willing Pleasure Slave of the Goblins
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By Amanda Clover


1.1

Fantasies and Freedom

Elenora Bardot waited until Severinn the White Haired had gone to sleep. The old wizard shuffled about his study late into the evening, but Elenora kept her patient vigil from her bed. When she finally heard his snoring, she crept out from under the duvet.

Her blue nightgown clung to her shapely body. She had grown into her womanhood, with an ample bosom, wide hips, and perhaps a few too many honey cakes gathering in her callipygous onion. Her blond hair was pulled back into a single tail that spilled pale gold down her back. Her blue-gray eyes were like a winter sea, her brow heavy and dark in contrast to the pale blond of the hair on her head.

She stepped softly through Severinn’s house. She had learned where each creaky floorboard might betray her movements and carefully avoided them. The old wizard could be quite a crank if awakened. Worse, if he caught her skulking about in her nightgown, her adventure would be over and he might decide she needed to help him keep his bed warm for the night. Elenora did not mind his bony body and his groping hands. Severinn never did more than touch and squeeze. He might have done even that in his sleep. She had been warned by the academy that master wizards would often take out their desires on their apprentices, but such had not been the case for Elenora.

She wondered why as she reached Severinn’s cluttered study and crawled under his desk. There, in a hidden compartment, was the key to Severinn’s secret library. That library, filled with strange things, was no bigger than a closet, with only room enough for a chair, a magic lamp, and a small table. She unlocked the door, stepped inside, pulled the door gently closed, lit the lamp with a snap of magic, and took a deep breath.

The smell of ancient books filled her lungs. It was forbidden and exciting, recalling history and desire in a way that stiffened her pink nipples beneath her gown and stoked the heat in her cove. It was like the scent of an older lover. She ran her fingers over the spines of books. Some she had been allowed to read, to learn the magic under Severinn’s supervision, but there was lore here he had not shared with her. Books of perversity. Blasphemy even.

Her fingertips settled on the spine of her very favorite of the books. She grasped it and slid it from the shelf.

Predatory Goblins of Kurandan by Hilde van Ostaan.

Elenora sat in the high-backed chair and spread the book upon her lap. She opened it to the dog-eared page she had left off the last time she had stolen into the room. Predatory Goblins of Kurandan was a detailed study of the behavior of the various tribes and breeds of goblins on the monster-inhabited island of Kurandan.

Elenora preferred Predatory Goblins of Kurandan to all the other books because Hilde van Ostaan was a woman – a rarity among such catalogers of monsters – and one with an eye for the perverse that excited and titillated the young sorceress. Hilda had brought her assistants, Sabrina and Jania, with her on her journey to Kurandan. She used her assistants as seemingly willing participants in her observations and in the foreword mentioned that both had decided to remain on Kurandan when she departed.

The very idea thrilled Elenora. The women had chosen to remain with the goblins. The sinful pleasures they had found there among the creatures had been greater than the lure of human civilization.

With the thought quickening her pulse, Elenora began to read where she had left off the last time she had stolen into her master’s secret library.

We encountered the Fire Skull Tribe on the inner slope of Mount Trembus, the great volcano that dominates Kurandan’s northernmost tip. The Fire Skulls make their homes in a series of empty magma chambers with smooth obsidian walls. When Trembus is silent, you can hear the goblins moving about through the tunnels, their chattering voices and scuffing feet echoing up from the tunnels. The Fire Skulls descend from Trembus to do their hunting in the humid jungle like atmosphere warmed by steam vents from deep within the earth.

It was our second day of observing them when Sabrina became caught in a cord trap laid by the Fire Skulls. I remained in hiding as a pair of goblin hunters emerged from their dugout. They were surprised to find a human female in their snare rather than one of the long-legged elk that inhabit the jungle. But these scrawny goblins, barely half the height of a grown man, knew exactly what to do with my pleading assistant.

I watched with great interest as they prodded her with their knives and then stripped her naked. Sabrina was subdued upon the ground, her hands bound above her head as the goblins stripped her lithe body and began to fondle and lick her naked flesh. They took great interest in Sabrina’s pert breasts, suckling at these until her nipples were swollen and red as if she might give them milk. One goblin tasted of her loins, licking her quim and making Sabrina cry out in pleasure. She was so smitten by this goblin’s tongue that she began to pleasure his comrade by sucking the finger-sized cock thrust near her face.

Elenora read this passage with great interest. Her imagination ran wild with images of Sabrina sprawled on the jungle floor, her wrists bound and her head turned to the side as she sucked the goblin’s cock. The other bald-headed Fire Skull Tribe goblin between her creamy thighs, licking and slurping at her steamy cunt. Elenora’s nipples throbbed with need and the young sorceress began to rub them through her nightgown.

As the book grew even more obscene, she pulled down her nightgown beneath the plush mounds of her tits. Her nipples were pale pink and thick. She played with them with fingers from both hands. Plucking. Pinching. Lifting the weight of her tits by her nipples. Pleasure and pain mingling and jolting like hot electricity to her clit.

It was not long before Sabrina was rutting willingly with both goblins. They were insatiable! I watched from my hiding place as she rode atop one goblin’s cock while the other plundered her bottom. Their cocks being smaller and slenderer than a man’s meant that Sabrina experienced no discomfort in this latter act.

In fact, she howled with pleasure, her song summoning more goblins to the location. Four. Six. I could hardly believe it! The goblins soon surrounded her and Sabrina was only too willing to pleasure them all. Their cocks disappeared into her mouth, her cunt, and her ass. At irregular intervals a goblin would chatter with pleasure and unleash its seed. Most often, inside Sabrina, as these miniature brutes seemed intent on stuffing my assistant full of their glistening yellowish seed.

Each word seemed to pour from the page and into Elenora’s core. Her body ached. Her cunt yearned. How easily she pictured herself in Sabrina’s position. Resisting the goblins, but only a little. Feeling their little cocks sliding into her hands. Into her mouth. Into her slick cunt.

She pulled up her nightgown over her knees and up her thighs. She bared her gold-thatched cunt to the hot air of the closet-sized library. The scent of lust was thick in that confined space. Spreading her legs wasn’t enough. She hooked her right leg over the arm of the chair and pushed her left as far as it would go without going over the arm in the other direction. Her fingers found her steamy mound. How big would a goblin’s cock be? One finger? Two? She teased against her aching bud. Thrust a finger into the hot folds of her pussy.

“OooooooooOOooh,” she crooned, beginning to fuck herself with her fingers. Her gaze returned to the page as she rocked the book against her tummy.

The goblins rutted with her three at a time. Sometimes four when she was able to get a hand on one of their cocks. Her face and hair were drenched in their spunk. Her breasts slicked and dripping with goblin seed. I could smell the strong aroma of it from my hiding place and understood well the arousal that Sabrina was feeling caught in such a flood of the heady muck.

They rutted and unloaded their sperm into her again and again until their seed began to froth around each goblin cock and spill in foamy gobs down her thighs. Was it enough to give her a goblin child? A litter? If the time was right for Sabrina, well, I did not doubt the potency of goblin seed. It could make a barren woman pregnant under the right circumstances.

The thought of being not just used and violated by a goblin but claimed by the seed of one of the creatures excited Elenora to the brink. Her fingers squelched into her soaking cunt. Her pleasure built to the trembling edge. She cried out with pleasure and arched atop the chair. She was almost there. She was almost Sabrina being rutted and seeded by half the goblins of the Fire Skull Tribe.

“Yesssss,” moaned Elenora, thrusting against her fingers. “Yes! Use me! Breed me! Fuck meeeee—”

Her cries of ecstasy were suddenly interrupted by the opening of the door to Severinn’s secret library. The white-haired wizard stood in the doorway, staring in wide-eyed fury at Elenora’s frantic finger fucking. She stiffened. Stopped. Her orgasm crashing through her as she tried to hide it. Squeezing her thighs together. Desperately pulling up her nightgown to cover her breasts.

It didn’t matter how quickly and desperately she covered herself. Severinn had already seen what she was doing and, judging by the book that dropped heavily from her lap onto the floor, he would have a fairly good guess why she was doing it.

“M-Master Severinn,” she said, her face a deep shade of red. “I was just, um, straightening up and, um, saw some marks that, ah, that…”

“Get out of that chair!” shouted Severinn. “Give me the key! Get to your bed! I will speak with you on this matter in the morning!”

Her cunt still trembling with pleasure, Elenora leaped to her feet and staggered past Severinn. She pressed the key to the forbidden library into his withered old hand and averted her gaze from his fury.

In bed, alone, stewing between her thighs, she cried and reckoned with the fact that a part of her wished Severinn had punished her there in the forbidden library. Spanked her over his knee or punished her with his cock. She’d seen it before, glimpsed through an open door. Long and veiny with a very red cap and huge, droopy, white-haired bollocks. She would have cum for him. She would have pleasured him like Sabrina pleasured the goblins.

No such luck. Severinn was a sexless old wizard. His thoughts in books and not the dirty entertaining sort of books either. Boring ritual casting treatises and spell books to transmute substances or accelerate crop growth.

He did not even chastise her in the morning, but sternly called her into his study and sat her down across from him at his desk. The key to the forbidden library sat on a red velvet cloth.

“Master, please, allow me to apologize. I didn’t…”

He held up a hand and her words trailed off.

“There is no point discussing what happened last night,” said Severinn. “However, it brings to a point something that has been on my mind for several months now. You have been with me for five years—”

“Six, master,” interjected Elenora.

“Yes, right, six years,” said Severinn. “You have learned conjuring, abjuring, enchanting, and divining to an acolyte’s skill level. I could teach you another school or perhaps instruct you in the mastery of one school in particular. Perhaps someday I will. But it has become clear to me that the time for that is not now, Elenora. You have grown into womanhood and should be out in the world. It is time for your Caster’s Journey.”

He lit his pipe and puffed out a cloud of purple smoke that formed into the shape of a dragon. She watched it rise above his desk and break apart into the air. She had known this conversation was coming. He had been hinting at it for the better part of a year.

“Every sorceress or sorcerer must embark on the Caster’s Journey not long after their eighteenth year. You are twenty as of last month. You are past due to embark.” He puffed on the pipe again and the smoke took the shape of a sailboat. “Have you given thought to where you would like to go? Perhaps to Whitebridge? It is a large settlement with many spellcasters. You will find others like you who might be able to impart knowledge. From there, you can explore the world.”

“Yes, that sounds… that sounds like a wise course of action, master,” said Elenora, her blush still hot in her cheeks.

“Very well then, child,” he said, smiling in his kindly way. “You will take your spell book and this gold that your parents left to you.”

He placed the velvet-wrapped book and a small leather pouch onto his desk.

“Travel south to Whitebridge. I will provide you with a map, a horse, a magic compass, and the name of a wizard I know in the city. I think it is best if you leave immediately after breakfast.”

Elenora’s excitement was too great to eat. She embraced Severinn the White Haired, thanked him for all he had done to teach her magic, and she bid him farewell. He watched from the door of his tower, leaning heavily against his staff as she rode south over the hills.

But Elenora had no intention of riding to Whitebridge. Her interests were far to the northwest. The spring thaw was upon the land and conditions would not be too harsh for a crossing. She could hire a fisherman to take her across the Stormwrack Sea. To the monster island of Kurandan.

To the goblins.


1.2

The Book and the Fisherman

It was most of a day’s ride west to the nearest fishing village. It was a tiny, ramshackle settlement called Johaak of less than a hundred houses, a tavern, and a small dockyard nestled in a shallow bay. The only trade in the town was for the fish. There were small silver fish called “white eyes” that were caught by the thousands in huge nets by trawlers and big, alligator snouted predators called “saw snouts” that were prized but difficult to hook or spear.

Elenora found Johaak easily enough in the late afternoon. The winter cold had gone and the sea was free of ice, but there was enough chill in the air that she was eager to get off her horse. She climbed down from her weary mare and paid for the horse to be fed and watered. While her mount was being tended, Elenora walked the docks in search of a fisherman in the village who was willing to brave crossing the Stormwrack all the way to Kurandan.

The gruff fishing folk met her questions about passage to Kurandan with stony gazes and grim shakes of their heads. When she pressed them about the matter, they either told her to leave them alone or offered to give her a warm spot in their beds. It was plain that these men coveted her body. The way her fur-lined cloaked parted just enough for them to glimpse her deep, soft cleavage and the mounds of her breasts straining at her bodice. She wore high riding boots and dusty breeches that clung to her hips and thighs.

They wanted her, so she showed herself to them. Leaned in such a way as to hold their attention. Spoke in a soft, sweet voice that made them lean closer. It wasn’t much longer before she finally had the answer she wanted.

“Aye, I can take ye to Kurandan,” said a potbellied blond giant with a nearly white beard. He called himself Yosef and was the owner of a roughly patched old sloop called Fair Fortune. His voice was loud and deep as he added, “I’ve fished waters near to there. Near enough to see the things what dwell on its shores. But it will cost you to make me return to that place.”

“I have gold,” said Elenora, holding up her inheritance.

Yosef snatched it from her hand. He hefted the sack and looked inside.

“Hmmm,” he said and took hold of her wrist. “A start. Come aboard. I’ll need something else in payment.”

“What do you mean? Something else?”

But she knew what he meant without him speaking an answer and Yosef was not shy about getting it. He led her belowdecks into the small cabin and his hands were everywhere. He kissed her then, in the dark cabin, stinking of the fish he’d been handling moments before they met. His touch was rough. His kiss was seasoned with brandy. His whiskers tickled against her lips as he pushed her cloak from her shoulders. His thick fingers fumbled with the laces of her bodice.

“Damned thing,” he muttered a moment before he pulled open the laces and freed Elenora’s plump breasts. His hands were on them in an instant, squeezing and shaping them as he pleased. He leaned his head down to her, his beard scratchy against her sensitive skin. His kiss hot against the swell of her breasts. Against her nipples. Kissing them. Licking them. Sucking them so hard that they ached and sent pleasure pulsing to her clit.

“Please,” gasped Elenora, pushing at Yosef’s broad shoulders. “We did not discuss this!”

“Part of the deal,” he growled, his big hands already working feverishly at her trousers. “You spend the night with me. Then I’ll take you across the Stormwrack.”

He said something else, but he spoke it with his scruffy face buried against her tits. Elenora could only moan and accept his terms.

She found, as Yosef stripped down her trousers and began to roughly caress her elsewhere, that it was easy to imagine herself already on the island of Kurandan. The brutish fisherman became one of the bog goblins that Hilda van Ostaan described as Moss Goblins. These were a larger, hardier breed that relied on stealth for hunting and covered their lanky bodies in bog moss to disguise themselves. Yosef’s rough hands with all their hair on the back became the mossy hands of a goblin.

When he kissed her again, she saw the long nose and thin lips of a goblin and she met his kiss, moaning, thrusting her tongue against his. He was not some randy fisherman having his way with her, he was a solitary bog hunter, draped in his stinking pelt of moss, her titflesh overflowing his hands and her cunt yielding to his probing fingers.

“That’s more like it,” he grunted against her lips as she spread her thighs to him.

“Shut up,” she said. “Shut up and fuck me.”

That, at least, Yosef could do obediently. He pressed her knees back with his big hands on the backs of her legs and used his hips to rub his cock against the soft tuft of blond hair on her cunt.

To Elenora, he was the potbellied Moss Goblin hunter. He had caught her in his net and pulled her to the ground. Stripped off her clothes and kissed her with his savage lips. Now his cock was poised to claim her cunt. She trembled with excitement, moaning as he pressed her knees back until her body was bent beneath him and her cunt was offered up like a prize. He was so big for a goblin! So strong! She stroked his mossy shoulders.

“I’ve waited so long for this,” she panted.

“Wait no longer,” he growled and thrust his fat goblin cock into her quivering quim.

The rocking of the boat faded. The musty, fish-stench of the fisherman receded. Elenora felt the soft moss of the goblin beneath her fingers. She wailed as his fat cock plundered her nearly virginal cunt. Hilting with each stroke. Filling her with his hot hardness. Like iron inside her. Bollocks slapping against the soft divot of her anus.

Her pleasure rose to meet his grunting lust. Her plush tits swayed and splashed against her ribcage with the force of his beastly strokes. Fucking her there in the bog. Claiming the pink human cunt he had so easily trapped.

Her inner walls tightened around his thrusting hardness. She felt the ridge of his cockhead rubbing inside her. Pushing against her cervix. He was getting bigger by the moment. His strokes becoming more ragged. She realized, with a hot thrill, that he was going to spill his seed.

“Breed me,” she gasped. “Oh, yes, breed me with your goblin cum!”

“Goblin?” The fisherman was back. His gruff, bearded face looming above her. His smile revealing a hint of gold on one tooth. “I’m a man, you barmy slut!”

He plunged his cock into her and she wailed with dismay, remembering the reality of her situation. Her orgasm was spoiled. Her pleasure rushing away like the tide before a storm surge. Yosef. The fisherman. Hairy shoulders straining. Face contorted in pleasure. He buried his cock in her tight folds and she felt it jerk inside her. The warm rush of his cum spurted against her slick walls. Coated his cock. Spurted again. Again. Overflowing her stretched cunt as he thrust to his exhausted finish and slumped atop her wheezing against her shoulder.

“Get off,” she moaned. “Get off me. Get off!”

She pushed him. Dug her knuckles into his side. Yosef forced a kiss on her before he would roll his smothering weight from her body. She felt his cock slip out and he fell beside her onto his sweat-stinking bed. The boat swayed around them and thumped against the dock.

“You’re a good lay,” he laughed.

“Take me there now,” she said.

“Low tide at night?” he chuckled. “I’ll take you in the morning. When the seas favor us. Or maybe you stay on with me for a while. Yeah?”

He stroked her hip. Looked at her in the light through the small cabin window. Smiled as he caressed her naked body.

She turned away from him. He chuckled again and spooned against her so that she felt his wet cock against the cleft of her ass. He began kissing her shoulder.

“I’ll make ya love me yet,” he whispered and reached around to roughly fondle her breasts.

He took her again in his cabin. From behind. On her knees and then face down in the filthy bedding. She hated every moment of it. Hated him. Knew, as he pulled out and spurted his disgusting human cum all over her ass that he would never fulfill his part of the bargain.

“Gonna go for a drink,” he said. “Come and see me over at the Tipping Turtles. I’ll buy you some ale. Somethin’ to eat.”

She feigned sleep and watched as he dressed. His shoes thumped out of the cabin and onto the deck. She moved quickly and decisively. She cleaned herself as best she could and dressed in the rippling moonlight in the cabin. Then she stole onto the deck and untied the sloop from the dock. She unfurled the mainsail and caught the night wind. The sloop accelerated into the bay. Away from the lantern lights of mankind and into the moonlight and stars reflected upon the endless black of the sea.

It would take every bit of her half-remembered sailing as a child and her magical ability to navigate the dangerous waters, but she was committed. She would reach Kurandan, where her true adventure awaited, or she would die trying.


1.3

The Shores of Kurandan

The storms tossed the sloop upon heaving mountains of water. The bow plunged into the waves. Sails tore loose. The mainmast snapped like a dry branch over a man’s knee. The northern sea was not called the Stormwrack without reason.

Elenora clung to the wheel of her stolen ship, holding the rudder steady through seas that would have tested the finest sailor. It was only her determination that saw her through the worst of it. Then, as if emerging from a tunnel, she was through the storm and beneath clear blue skies. The churning bruise of the tempest behind her.

The speed of Elenora’s stolen sloop was cut dramatically by the loss of the mainsail. She glided slowly along the placid seas. But she was not helpless.

“I did not spend years learning magic to surrender to circumstance!”

She lashed the wheel with a length of rope and moved as far astern as she could without dangling over the water. With her back braced against the gunnel, she extended her arm over the side and splayed her fingers in casting position. The spell was meant for conjuring a simple spirit. Taught to her to extinguish a dangerous fire. She spoke the words and felt the essence gather in her fingertips.

Water burst from the sea in a roughly humanoid shape. She invested her essence to give the elemental size and strength. It gathered mass with each moment of her conjuration. She continued until she began to feel woozy, then stopped. The elemental remained upright on the surface, slowly following behind the sloop, with two faintly glowing eyes in its featureless face. Fish and other bewildered sea creatures swirled and darted about inside the elemental’s watery body.

“Spirit of water!” shouted Elenora. “I call upon you to guide my ship upon the sea! Carry me to the island of Kurandan!”

The elemental melted back into the water. Elenora leaned over the side and she could still see its eyes glowing faintly beneath the surface of the Stormwrack Sea. A wave rose around the sloop, lifting it above the others and propelling it forward. Elenora doubted the elemental knew the name of the island she hoped to find. She had to be close. If the elemental could find land, it would find Kurandan.

Sure enough, a smudge became visible on the horizon. The elemental bore the sloop towards this destination. A flat-topped volcanic mountain became visible first, its shoulders clad in verdant green. Then the hills and caves. The jungles that became thick, snowy forests at lower elevations, and finally the harsh black rocks of the cliffs facing the sea. The water slammed and foamed against these ancient ramparts.

Elenora panicked as she realized the elemental was not slowing. It was driving the sloop straight for the cliffs!

“Spirit of the water!” cried Elenora. “Spirit, hear me! Do not dash my boat upon the rocks! Please! Stop! I will find my own way onto the island from here! Spirit!”

The elemental did not seem to hear her. If anything, it only moved faster as the water became shallower around the island. Suddenly, the sloop heaved out of the sea. Its keel lifted on a great column of frothing water. The bow climbed above the cliffs, propelled the last few lengths as if thrown by the sea. The keel crashed back down onto the stony cliff, breaking and slumping onto the rocks. Elenora was tossed violently inside the hull, knocked senseless by the impact.

She lay still but the world went on spinning in her head. No, not all of it just in her head. The ship was moving. Shifting.

Elenora managed to regain her wits and gather her bag. She climbed out of the wreckage of her ship just as the broken vessel shifted again. The hull creaked and splintered again and the back half of it began to teeter on the edge of a cliff more than a hundred feet above the sea. Carried there by the elemental as it expended its force in a single leap.

Her ship was destroyed. Snapped almost in half. But she was on dry land. The sea churned and foamed at the base of the cliff as if angry that she had escaped its wrath. But the ship had not. It creaked again and it went sliding over the cliff. Elenora cried out and danced away from the wreckage as it disappeared over the precipice and plunged into the surf.

Elenora was waterlogged and exhausted after surviving the storm and the unusual shipwreck. Worse, it was quite cold. Her breath steamed from her mouth. Frost began to collect in her hair. She shivered and realized she would never make it to the inner volcanic warmth of the island before cold took her. She had no choice. She had to warm herself first. She gathered smashed wood from the ship and expended some of her dwindling essence to create a bonfire.

She crowded what damp belongings had tumbled out of the ship – books, spare clothes, a few trinkets from her time with Severinn – and undressed to dry her clothes. The warmth of the flames heated her pale flesh as she leaned as close as she dared to the fire. When one side felt roasted, she would turn to the other, which had grown cold faced away from the fire.

Crouching naked beside the flames, Elenora wondered if there might be goblins in this cold and inhospitable part of the island. Would they see her? Would they think her vulnerable and creep close to capture her? The thought gave her a thrill that warmed her as much as the flames.

She grew more comfortable in the fire’s warmth and so began to pose herself sensually. On her hands and knees, back arched. On her side, fingers toying with her bare breasts. On her stomach, her bottom warmed by the flames.

Each time she repositioned herself, she searched the trees in the hopes a goblin hunter might have noticed her body. Surely if one did, he would not be able to resist her plush bottom or her heaving breasts. Her lips parted in moans. Her fire-warmed nudity growing ever hotter between her thighs. Her fingers caressing the pale golden thatch of hair. The delicate folds of her womanhood.

Elenora was as aroused as she was exhausted. Her hands stroked her naked body even as she began to slip into a deep, fire-warmed sleep filled with fantasies of goblins.


1.4

Nocturnal Visitors

Elenora’s fantasies were not far from true. For in the nearby forest lurked a trio of goblins. They were young runts of the Snow Tribe, spindly-limbed and small even for goblins. Their lives consisted of climbing down the cliffs to pry clams and gooseneck barnacles from the stones at low tide. The idea that a ship and a beautiful human might appear atop the frigid cliffs was inconceivable.

Their names were Uurt, Lerr, and Pongo. It was Pongo who led the trio out from the forest, cautiously across the black rocks, their fishing spears in their hands as they approached the woman dozing beside the fire. They could not believe the bounty before them. A prize if they were to cook her and eat her, but an even greater prize for that sweet golden nest between her creamy thighs. She moaned and turned over in her sleep and the three goblins danced back. She was big, this one. Not some sailor’s slave lost at sea. A shapely human woman.

“Do you think she is fertile?” asked Lerr in the goblin dialect of the Snow Tribe.

“She has fur on her cunt,” said Uurt. “Golden as the western sky at sunset.”

“Quiet,” said Pongo, creeping closer to the sleeping girl. He could smell her. A strange scent that did not belong to the island of monsters. She rolled onto her side, her plump breasts colliding in a soft pile. Her pale golden hair tossed across her face and threaded over her parted lips as she snored. The curve of her hip was most enticing to the goblin. He moved closer as the fire warmed Elenora’s sleeping backside. His beady eyes were focused on that small tuft of hair. That intoxicating human scent.

Oh, yes, thought Pongo, I will be the first to give this human my seed!

Uurt was poking through one of Elenora’s satchels with his fishing spear when he prodded a small bottle loose. It rolled out and broke open against the rocks. The green liquid within began to bubble, hiss, and let out a rush of flame. Uurt yipped and jumped back. Pongo and Lerr raised their spears defensively.

The sound of breaking glass and the burst of flames from the igniting petrolla bottle started Elenora awake. Her eyes shot open and she sat up. The three goblins were backlit by the flames of the burning petrolla.

“Goblins!” she cried, pulling her knees to her breasts and staring at them with a mixture of fear and excitement. So there had been goblins after all. Three of them. Gray green with a mossy mottling on the shoulders and down their chests. All three wore pelts as loincloths and necklaces of pearlescent shells that clattered as they danced fearfully back from the burning petrolla.

Elenora stood up and readied magic to defend herself. The petrolla flames were dying down. The three goblins finally realized she was awake. Uurt had one look at the standing human and he threw down his fishing spear and ran. Lerr at least had the dignity to back away and held onto his spear. He made it a few paces and then he turned and fled.

Only Pongo remained. The goblin was only half as tall as the human and scarcely a quarter of her weight, but Pongo judged that the human female was unarmed. She could not be much of a threat. Humans did not have claws or fangs.

Elenora was not very threatened by the goblin once she got over the shock of being awakened by him and his cowardly comrades. He was so small and his weapon seemed better suited to impaling fish than fending off a human. Her sleep had allowed her to regain some of her essence and she was perfectly able to cast a fire sprite spell that would have ignited the goblin from head to toe.

“Give up! Me catch you!” Pongo spoke in broken Heimsvakian he had learned from sailors and the rare bold trader that arrived on the island.

Elenora felt a thrill of desire as she realized she was being captured by the goblin. Her fantasy was coming true. Give up? Of course, she was going to play along with him!

“Oh, my, yes!” she cried, raising her hands and feigning fear. “Please, don’t hurt me! I don’t have any weapons!”

“No weapon! No weapon!” Pongo cackled and danced from foot-to-foot. “Me catch big human girl! Me tie up!”

He scurried forward, prodding her belly and thighs with the tip of his spear as he reached to his belt for a length of hemp twine. Elenora obediently offered him her hands, wrists together. Pongo took the gesture to be fearful submission and cackled again as he wrapped the twine around her wrists and knotted it tightly. With her hands tied, Pongo began to feel more comfortable with the situation. He circled her slowly, tapping her flanks and her round ass with his spear. He teased the shaft of it between her legs. Wood rubbing the crease of her cunt.

Elenora sucked in a breath. She trembled, not with fear, but with arousal. Pongo took it for fear.

“No be afraid, girl woman,” he said, running his hands over her hip. Touching the tuft of pale golden hair covering her cunt. “Me not hurt you. Me be nice. Me make feel good. With shank.”

“Sh-shank?” Elenora’s eyes widened.

The little goblin was rubbing her cunt with the fingers of one hand. He jabbed the head of his spear into the dirt and drew aside the front of his loincloth, revealing his erect penis. It was no bigger than a man’s thumb, gray green, but pink at its delicate tip. His bollocks were small and hairless.

It was everything she had fantasized about. She was eager to touch it but did not want to spoil the game with the goblin. Instead of crying out with desire and falling to her knees, she shrank away from him. Raised her bound hands as if to shield herself.

“Please! No! Stay back from me, you horrible creature!” She cried.

“Not horrible creature! Pongo! Me Pongo!” Pongo slapped a hand against his chest. “What you called, woman girl?”

“I am Elenora. B-b-but that is beside the point!” She held her arms against her breasts, covering her stiff nipples and squeezing her soft mounds. “You keep that thing away from me.”

Elenora. Pongo liked the sound of that. Humans had such strange sounding names to his notched, pointed ears. He crept closer to her again and Elenora trembled. Her arousal a fine approximation of terror.

Pongo savored his dominance over this much bigger creature. He savored her beauty even more. He stroked her hips and squeezed the plentiful flesh of her ass. So big! He could lose himself in that creamy flesh! Ah, but not as luscious as those huge hanging tits! He wondered how human females could have such big breasts? Elenora moaned as he reached up and cradled her mounds in his clawed hands. His fingers went straight to her stiff nipples. He plucked them and pinched them. He used them to pull her lower. Towards his face. Towards his eager mouth.

“Ahhhhh!” cried Elenora as the goblin’s tongue gleefully lashed her nipples. He kissed and slurped noisily at her breasts. His mouth was almost lipless and yet he still managed to fasten it to her left breast, suckling like a hungry tot as he squeezed both her mounds against his face. He pulled so eagerly at her breasts that Elenora toppled over, nearly crushing him beneath her weight and smothering Pongo’s moaning face under her breasts.

Far from being concerned, Pongo moaned and sucked and fondled her tits. Wallowing in the warm softness of her body. She smelled so sweet to him. But he wanted to smell more of her. His shank was hurting he wanted her so badly!

“Move! Off!” he demanded and prodded her ribcage painfully with his fingers. Elenora cried out and rolled off Pongo and onto her back.

The goblin scurried between her creamy thighs before she knew what was happening. He thrust his long nose to her cunt, sniffing at it and inhaling the scent of her arousal. He sniffed her ass as well, as if he enjoyed the scent of her naughtiest place.

“No, please, not there,” she cried with embarrassment.

“Everywhere!” laughed Pongo. “You slave now, Ella Nora!”

Mmmmmmmm, yesssss, thought Elenora. Make me your slave you little beast. I’ve waited for this moment for seemingly all my life. Conquer me with your goblin cock.

She did not have long to wait.

Pongo sampled Elenora’s cunt with a long lick. Her sweetness was as beguiling as her ampleness or her delicate features. She was a goddess, granted to him by the sea. His tongue crept lower and he licked the soft divot of her anus. That made the girl whine and shake with humiliation. He gave her a few more licks there to torture her, the girl’s hands bound above her head and her huge human tits heaving with her desire.

“You ready,” declared Pongo. He thought of the scrawny female goblins back at his village, with their sagging tits and their hard, beady eyes. This pale beauty was massive and quivering in fear at his strength. He laughed at the thought of Lerr and Uurt realizing what they had missed out on. Oh, yes, those two cowards would be jealous when he returned to the village pulling his new slave bride by her bound wrists.

“Please,” begged Elenora, lifting her head up as the goblin knelt between her parted thighs. “Please, no, not this! Anything but this! I’ll… I’ll wank you! I will use my mouth to pleasure you!”

“You do these things?” Pongo cackled with laughter, stroking his cock and imagining the human using her big, soft hands to pleasure him. Her huge mouth engulfing his entire cock and balls. “Yes, good. Not now, Ella Nora! Now I fuck with shank! Now I mate!”

“Noooo!” cried Elenora.

Yes, thought Elenora. Oh, yes! Mate me! Use my human cunt! Ravish me!

Pongo’s eyes narrowed and his long, slender tongue stuck out the corner of his mouth as he stared intently down at Elenora’s blushing vulva. Her delicate cuntlips swollen and parted. Her inner pink revealed to the horny goblin’s gaze. The pink knot of her asshole clenched tightly.

Pongo held his cock in his hand, moving slowly forward, his heart pounding in his scrawny chest. The greatest dream of a goblin was to mate with and breed a woman like this. To produce half-goblins for his tribe, that rarest and most celebrated of crossbreeds. The pink head of his cock brushed against her downy hair and soft cuntlips. The heat caressed him. The slickness spread against his tip.

With a yawp of lust, Pongo thrust forward, hilting the length of his cock in Elenora’s quivering cunt. She felt him thrust into her like one of her own fingers, but thicker and strangely bumpy along the shaft. His scrawny body pressed down. His smooth bollocks against her ass and his lean abdomen against her.

“Ooooohhh, nooooo,” she whimpered. “Please, not this! Ohhhh! It’s inside me!”

“Inside!” cried Pongo, thrusting furiously into her pussy with explosive need. His skinny hips worked and his cock rutted into her vigorously. Rubbing her. Overheating her quivering cunt. “So tight! You make good slave! So gooooood!”

Elenora had scarcely experienced more than her fingers in her bed, so this goblin’s thumb-sized cock was enough to satisfy her tight little cunt. Her clit throbbed with his thrusts. Her slick walls clenched against him. His thrusts making her breasts quivering and swing. His hands on her thighs, pushing her legs back, driving his cock faster and faster.

“Nooooo!” she cried.

“Yes! Seed cum!” Pongo gripped her legs so tightly it hurt as his thrusts became desperate for his pleasure.

Elenora was on the very edge of ecstasy when the goblin let out a shrill cry of pleasure and his cock began to pulsate inside her. A moment later, she felt the warm slickness all around his shaft. The flood of his cum pouring into her. Drenching her human womb. Overflowing her pussy to trickle down the crack of her ass. She whimpered as his thrusts slowed.

So close. So close and yet agonizingly unfulfilled.

Pongo collapsed atop her, face-down in her breasts, panting with exertion. His cock was still inside Elenora. Still hard.

“So good,” moaned the goblin. “You take so good. I make you… make you woman. Mate. Mmmmm.”

He drooled into her cleavage, seemingly barely conscious. Elenora, frustrated by his sudden ejaculation, aching for release, squeezed her inner muscles with practiced contractions. His cock was still hard. Still twitching. Pongo lifted his head. Looked at her curiously.

“Take me again,” she said breathlessly, meeting his gaze.

Pongo’s head jerked up. “You want? You want sex?”

“Yes, mate with me,” she moaned.

Pongo could not resist her willing submission to him. He had never imagined she would surrender so easily. A single rutting was all it took to tame her!

“Yes! Fuck! I fuck!” He pushed upright once more, his hands on her slender waist as he began to thrust inside her creamy cunt. His cock stirred the cum already filling her pussy. Churned it with each stroke as he built speed.

The musk of his seed was thick in the air. The heat of it almost boiling inside her steamy human cunt. Each thrust made a lewd, wet sound. Frothy spunk overflowing down her crack as he pumped faster and faster. Her tits shook. Her pleasure grew.

Elenora finally had what she wanted. Taken by the goblin, filthy and used, she cried out as ecstasy mingled with shame and submission. Her body arched on the ground. Her pussy seized the goblin’s thrusting cock. Pleasure rippled up from her core in powerful waves. Her toes curled. Her mouth hung open in a wordless cry of pleasure.

In the peak of Elenora’s ecstasy, she felt the goblin stiffen and spurt inside her a second time. She’d been with a few men in her time but had certainly never bedded one who could cum twice in such a short time. Her orgasmic contractions met his twitching eruption and milked his gushing load from his cock. They were united in pleasure and collapsed together panting as their pleasure receded.

“Oh, Pongo,” moaned Elenora. “It felt so good. It was… everything I wanted.”

She was in a daze of pleasure. Smiling up at the goblin. Smitten with him. But still she believed she was in control. Secure in the knowledge that her magic could free her whenever she desired.

“Ella Nora,” said Pongo, stroking her face. “You be good slave.”

He slid his cock from her pussy and hopped to his feet. He gave her hip a good smack.

“Ow!” she pouted, sitting up.

“Stand!” he commanded, retrieving his spear. “You slave girl now. I take prize back to tribe. Show you to others. Make jealous.”

Alright, thought Elenora as she rose to her feet. I will go along with this ruse for a little longer. Perhaps I can have more goblin fun with his tribe. Let them make me their sex slave for a while. Then I will free myself and continue my adventure.

Little did Elenora know that things would not be so easy.


1.5

The Goblin Chief and His Discovery

Pongo marched ahead of his prize with his head held high. Ella Nora he called her. He had already filled her magnificent cunt twice with his potent goblin seed. Was she fertile enough for his seed to take? He grinned, imagining her pale belly growing fat. Her tits swelling. The pups that would drop from her fat cunt.

Ella, for she had already begun to think of herself by that name, followed obediently behind Pongo. No matter how tired she became, she was elated to be living out her fantasy of being captured by goblins. It had not even taken a single night upon Kurandan and she had fallen into the lusty clutches of a wee goblin. She would serve him and his tribe if need be. Enjoying their plundering cocks and lecherous hands. Until she grew bored and wished to leave. Then, Ella was certain, her magic would allow her to escape.

“Village close,” said Pongo. “You be quiet, human. I do talking.”

“Yes, master,” said Ella and Pongo looked back at her and grinned. He liked to be called master by a human woman.

They trudged through the cold, Pongo occasionally giving a tug to the leather cord he had tied around Ella’s neck to prove his ownership of her. The air grew warmer and their steamy breath began to disappear. They reached the black slopes of a great volcano and ascended towards a group of small dugout huts.

Ella towered over these structures as goblins emerged from beneath the ground. Scrawny little goblins poured forth from every dugout and yapped and chattered in their strange tongue. Some called out to Pongo and he yapped back at them. A few, warrior types, dared to come closer and prodded at Ella with their fingers or the backs of their spears. She cried out as one poke goosed her thonged bottom particularly hard.

Huge warg wolves howled from their kennel. These beasts were as big as a man and some said as smart as a goblin. Perhaps smarter. They lived symbiotically with the much smaller goblins and were used as mounts. Ella could see their red eyes and black snouts sticking out from behind the fences surrounding the dugout kennels.

Pongo and Ella reached a bulbous structure much larger than the others. The entrance was festooned with skulls of beasts (and a few humans) stacked into crude totems. A curtain of hides covered the entrance to this prominent structure.

Pongo shouted and the crowd of goblins fell silent. The curtain was thrown back and an enormously fat goblin waddled into view. A necklace of teeth and dried ears hung upon his shoulders and chest. His head was broad and he seemed to have no neck at all under his multiple chins. A single tusk stuck up from one corner of his mouth. Though he was shorter than Ella, the top of his head only even with her shoulder, his imposing belly made him seem at least as large.

Ella knew he had to be the chief.

“I caught humie!” shouted Pongo, using the tongue of Heimsvak. “My seed inside her and she mine! I claim Ella Nora as mate!”

The fat goblin chief blinked and waddled slowly closer. He brushed past Pongo, barely looking at him, and approached Ella. The goblin sniffed her with his piggish nose. She cried out as he took hold of her breasts and hefted them in his hands.

“You pretty,” he said. “Big norks. Much milk for baby. For tribe.”

“This one mine!” interjected Pongo.

The chief continued to ignore Pongo and called out to another goblin lurking inside the larger structure. A wizened crone of a goblin shuffled into the evening light. She was one-eyed and had grotesque sagging breasts. She walked with the help of a staff crowned with the skull of a huge bird. Opalescent marbles had been placed into the eye sockets.

Ella felt the magical power radiating from the staff. Goblins were not very magical, their blood never produced full wizards or witches and their shamans manifested a crude sort of natural magic. They could, however, use magical items with great skill. Ella had read about their shamans using magic stones or crystals that they did not fully understand. This staff must be one such magical fetish.

The goblin crone stepped forward and the marbles began to glow in the eye sockets of the skull. The goblins chattered excitedly as the crone moved the staff around Ella and made it glow brighter and brighter. Pongo objected to what was happening and the fat goblin chief backhanded him and knocked him to the ground.

“No baby of Pongo,” laughed the goblin chief. “But fertile. And more. You have magic.” He hefted her breasts again and ran his thumbs over her sensitive nipples. He stared into her eyes, smiling and running his tongue over his wide mouth. Something about him reminded Ella of a frog.

He shouted in the goblin tongue and the crone reached into a pouch on her hip and took out a crude brass ring with a pearlescent stone affixed to it. The chief took the ring and fitted it onto Ella’s ring finger.

“What are you—”

The gem flashed and throbbed with magical energy. Ella gasped as she felt desire rising in her loins. The sensation was so intense it threatened to drive her to her knees. She wanted desperately to touch herself. The gathered goblins saw her reaction and began to hoot and cheer. Ella steadied herself, her breasts heaving. She looked at the goblin chief again and she felt a subservience to him welling from within.

A slave ring, realized Ella. They seek to enslave my mind as well as my flesh. But… I can fight it. I can resist such crude magic. I won’t reveal that to them yet.

“Human, you will be mate of me, chief Yorgo! I make babies with you and babies be strong warrior goblins!” He smacked her ass and Ella whimpered and felt a hot twinge in her clit. “You stink of Pongo. We go bathe in hot spring. Then we mate!”

He put his arm around Ella’s back and led her around the large structure and down into a cave. Only the crone accompanied them here and she shuffled along, lighting torches as they went down into the bowels of the earth. It was hot in the cave and humid when they arrived in a chamber containing a pool of steaming water. It had a strong mineral scent to it but was otherwise completely clear.

The fat chief handed his necklace to the crone and untied his loincloth. His cock was pitifully small. Even smaller than Pongo’s. Barely half the length of Ella’s pinkie and only a little thicker. Laughable and pathetic. Yet she felt a deep, humiliating desire for that cock and the fat goblin chief. The ring pulsed on her finger. She had to fight the urge to drop to her knees and offer herself to his… magnificent… superior goblin cock.

She shook off the impulses. Yorgo grunted and stepped into the steaming pool. He groaned as he flopped down into the water and settled back against the edge of the pool. His belly crested the surface. His red eyes drooped with contentment. He motioned for Ella to join him in the water.

She hastened to obey him. Feeling giddy as she slid into the extremely hot water. For a moment, she thought it was scalding her, but her body adjusted as she slid down to her chin. She made her way across the pool to the fat goblin chief. He embraced her and pulled her against his gluttonous belly. His chest soft. His arm flabby.

“You prettiest human I see,” he murmured. “Be good mate?”

“Y-yes, master. Yes, Yorgo.” She said, smiling genuinely as the ring throbbed on her finger.

“Prove,” he said.

“What?” asked Ella.

“Prove you obey,” he said. “Prove you be good mate. Kiss Yorgo.”

Ella’s experience with Pongo had not prepared her for Yorgo. The goblin pulled her tightly against him, her plush tits mashing into his chest as he puckered up for a kiss with his wide, thin-lipped mouth. The ring pulsated on her finger. Her clit throbbed in response.

Yes, of course I will kiss Yorgo. He is my master. My supreme overlord.

“Oh, yes, master,” crooned the young witch as she leaned her lips down to Yorgo’s.

The chaste kiss almost instantly descended into passionate smooching. Ella writhed in his arms, lost in the smothering taste of his tongue as it thrust into her mouth. Much fatter than Pongo’s tongue. Warm and bitter. Lips sucking at her lips. Her tongue fencing with the goblin chief’s as she moaned in his embrace.

He pulled back, leaving her panting and flushed with desire.

“You want kiss too much,” said the goblin chief. “Tell me you want babies. Swear it.”

The ring throbbed again on her finger. Her eyes widened and she smiled crazily.

Yes, I must bear the seed of Yorgo in my womb. I must be his concubine and mother to many goblin sons. I crave the honor of his cum inside me!

“Yesssss,” hissed Ella, kissing the fat goblin chief again.

Yorgo was certain the ring was working, but the gloating brute wanted to savor her submission. He wanted to humiliate this human slut and assert his goblin superiority.

“Head back,” he growled, tugging on her hair.

Ella obeyed him, her cunt throbbing with need and her expression giddy. She titled her head back until she was looking up at the ceiling of the cavernous hot springs. Yorgo stood in the shallow pool and loomed above her. His big belly in her face. His cock almost close enough to suck. He leaned forward, pursed his lips, and released a long stream of spit that splashed onto her face.

Ella cried out in surprise and wiped it away. Yorgo growled and slapped her face.

“Again, head back,” he said, yanking her hair more roughly. “Open mouth, slut. Yes, open. Wide. Tongue out. Now…”

He spit again, the saliva gathering and elongating. It fell in a long, warm rope that splashed across her tongue and into her mouth. It nearly gagged her with its bitter flavor.

“Swallow!” he commanded.

She did. Her face burning with shame as she drank the goblin’s spit. The ring throbbed and the shame was gone. All she had to do was listen to that gentle pulsating lullaby.

“Goblin is better than human?” asked Yorgo.

“Yes, master,” she said. “Goblins are better. Especially you, master!”

Yorgo took hold of Ella’s throat and pulled her to the edge of the pool. He snapped his fingers and motioned to the crone standing nearby. The crone produced a small clay container stoppered with wax. Yorgo tore out the stopper and held the mouth of the container to Ella’s lips.

“Drink,” he commanded.

The ring throbbed. Ella opened her mouth and she drank. The strong, burning liquid poured down her throat. It had a hint of a milky taste and was definitely alcoholic. She drained the vessel and Yorgo handed it back to the crone. He smiled and stroked Ella’s face almost affectionately.

“What,” she stopped to cough a bit. Tried again. “What was that, master?”

“Oonjapenday,” he said and grinned revealing his many sharp teeth. “Potion of babies. Seed will take. You make baby with Yorgo.”

“Yes,” she cried, not even waiting for the ring to urge her. “Yes, master! Make a baby inside me!”

Something rebelled deep in her mind, but at that moment the ring pulsed and quieted her outcry of fear. Yorgo heaved his fat body up onto the shore of the steaming pool and waddled over to a pile of soft leaves that had been heaped up by servants. Ella emerged from the water behind him, her plush tits dripping with the water. Her thighs and ample bottom glistening. Her tufted cunt dewy with the hot spring’s moisture.

She watched Yorgo flop down atop the bed of leaves. He rolled onto his back, propping himself against the wall of the cave. Smiling toothily as Ella approached him.

“Pleasure first,” he demanded, reaching a clawed hand under his belly to fumbling with his little fingerling cock.

“Yes, master,” whimpered Ella, dropping heavily to her knees on the leaves. Yorgo spread his spindly legs wide and bared his fat bollocks dripping with water. The strong mineral scent of the pool filled Ella’s nostril’s as she moved between the goblin’s legs. She grasped his cock and began to stroke. The ring rewarded her for her subservience with a magical ripple of pleasure.

“Heeee heeee,” giggled Yorgo. “Good slut. Good hand. Feel tits now. Feel.”

He squeezed her tits, tugging on the nipples like he was milking a cow. Ella let the weight of her mounds swing and drape over Yorgo’s cock. His tip pressed between her breasts. His cock twitching and drooling his pre into her cleavage. She moaned and kissed him as she stroked his cock. Her tongue with his, spit sliding back and forth between their mouths as she squeezed and stroked his wee cock into her plentiful cleavage.

“Good, good,” he rasped against her lips. “Fuck now. I fuck now!!!”

She thought he wanted her to climb atop him, but before she could do that, Yorgo shoved Ella onto her back and rolled to his knobby knees. He pushed her creamy thighs apart and grasped the root of his wee goblin cock. Ella trembled with anticipation, watching the fat goblin ponderously guide his pink cockhead to her slick folds. Fully erect, Yorgo’s meager cock had grown to almost the full length of her pinkie.

She didn’t need the ring to want this. She craved goblin cock. She had since she read about the horny beasts in Severinn’s forbidden books. She wanted this pathetic creature to climb atop her and pound his green and pink prick into her trembling cunt. To claim her. To make her cum.

“Please, master,” she panted and spread her tight quim. “Fuck me! Breed me!”

The ring pulsed and rewarded her for her submission with another wave of pleasure that rippled through her body. It was nothing compared to the pleasure that shot through her as Yorgo rubbed the little fingertip of his cockhead against her tender folds. Brushing her clit. Sliding against her inner lips.

“Ooooooooh!” she cried, tossing her head as pleasure shuddered into her depths. “Yes! Fuck me! I’m your human fuckslave, Yorgo! Your juicy human breeding wife! Fuck meeee!”

Ella had never craved anything more than the fat goblin’s cock. She hummed with ecstasy as he drew back and thrust forward with all his substantial weight. He sheathed his cock in her snug pussy and pleasure shot through her straight to her core.

Yorgo grunted and savored her for a moment. He began to vigorously rut his cock into Ella’s tight quim. Short, rapid thrusts that beat his sweaty body down against her.

She was already cumming. Driven mad by the culmination of her fantasies and the pulsating pleasure of the ring. She was being taken by a goblin chief. His balls jiggling and slapping against her clenched asshole. His little finger of a cock pumping in and out of her tight cunt.

“So warm! So eager!” Yorgo wheezed, his belly wobbling and slapping against her. He could feel it. Feel the ecstasy of this horny wench. He grabbed her soft tits in his hands and leaned his weight down on her, stretching his tongue out to hers, licking each other as he fucked. Rutted. Pounded her quivering cunt.

“Yes! Yessss! Oh, I’m cumming!” cried Ella, a second orgasm already rippling up from her depths. Her body clutched at him. Each squeeze upon Yorgo’s cock drew the goblin closer to the brink. She could feel it. Sensed that he was getting near to bursting inside her. Pumping her full of his goblin cum. She stroked his flabby shoulders. Wrapped her legs around his bulk. “Plant your seed, master! Fill my aching human womb with your gushing goblin sperm!”

“Good slut! Take seed! Mighty goblin seeeeed!” Yorgo screeched with pleasure and humped furiously into Ella’s cunt. His wee cock felt huge inside her as she continued to cum against him, squeezing his twitching cock. Feeling the first hot rush of his seed spurting oily and thick into her aching cunt.

And Ella knew pleasure like she never had before. The potion worked! The moment Yorgo’s filthy sperm gushed against Ella’s womb, the potent goblin swimmers found Ella’s waiting human eggs. There were five in her womb, each awash in goblin cum and instantly fertilized.

But the ecstasy of that humiliating conception – a human being bred by a fat goblin - was not the most dramatic transformation in that moment. For as Yorgo was thrusting and pumping his bollocks into Ella’s quivering cunt, flames began to jet from his fingertips. The fire spurted out with each orgasmic contraction and Yorgo shouted with surprise, unable because of the pleasure to stop thrusting and cumming and shooting flames.

It was only as his orgasm dwindled and he unsheathed his cock that the flames died. He staggered to his feet and looked at his hand, his fingertips still steaming.

“I feel power,” he grunted, cum dripping from the tip of his wilting cock. He splayed out his fingers and pointed them at a nearby goblin servant. A stream of roaring flames burst from his hand and with a scream of pain the goblin servant was torched to a cinder. Yorgo roared triumphantly. “Magic! Witch give me magic!”

Ella sat up, looking at the pulsating ring on her finger. She was still in a daze, her womb throbbing with pleasure as the goblin embryos began to form inside her. She held up her hand and realized her magic had diminished. It was harder to resist the ring’s influence.

The crone shaman shuffled out of the shadows. She cackled and pointed at the ring on Ella’s finger.

“Yes! The ring gives Yorgo the slut’s magic! Ha ha ha!” He leaned down and kissed Ella. Thrust her tongue into her mouth. “You are more than a breeding slave! You give magic! You give fire!”

He blasted flames from his fingertips, painting the ceiling of the cave with roaring spurts of fire. But the flames died after a few more bursts and Yorgo felt the magical power drain from his body. The transfer from Ella was only temporary, a few uses before the magic needed to be restored.

Ella smiled at her master, kneeling beside him. He wrapped his fingers in her hair and grinned.

“You be my witch and give me lots of power,” he laughed. “You be my mate.”

She tried to reply, but he had already pulled her face against his fat gut and thrust his little cock against her lips. Ella answered him with her soft lips and eager tongue. She agreed to serve as she took the goblin chief’s cock into her sucking mouth.

Yorgo laughed as the human sucked his cock back to hardness. The future was bright for him and for his tribe. Soon, he would unite all the goblins on Kurandan. Then he would invade the human lands! He would claim a hundred mates to bear his seed!


1.6

Morning with the Goblin Chief

Ella Nora felt something pushing on her and slowly opened her eyes. She was sore and slightly queasy. What was that taste in her mouth? She ran her tongue over her lips and tasted salt. She saw faint gray light and her eyes opened wider to take in the large dugout hut around her.

Goblins, she realized. I’m with the goblins. I’m the slave to their fat chief. Yorgo.

“Get up,” growled the goblin chief and he nudged her again with his foot.

She sat up, stretched, and yawned, feeling a hot thrill run through her core as she remembered her predicament and the pleasures she had experienced with the goblin chief during the long night. The ring that pulsated on her finger. Dominating her willpower and somehow channeling her magical essence to the goblin chief during sex. She had found so many ways to serve him. She had experienced such pleasure from his fingers, his tongue, and his stunted cock.

“Master,” she said, rising to her knees and brushing hair from her face.

“Look at you, fat and pretty,” he grabbed one of her breasts and gave it a rough squeeze. She cried out as he twisted her nipple. “Even after I filled you with a dozen loads, my cock still aches to give you more.”

He rubbed at the wee bulge in the front of his furry loincloth.

“I will gladly relieve you of your urges, master,” she said, smiling sweetly and reaching for his cock.

Yorgo drew back.

“Not now,” he scolded. “Now have other plan. I talk Reekla.”

“Who is that?”

“Shaman. She say you magic. And when fuck your magic go into ring and then into goblin you fuck. Like water flow into bucket.” He prodded a finger against the softness of Ella’s left breast. “You fuck me. I get magic.”

“Yes, I saw,” she said with a grin. “It was amazing, master.”

“You fuck whole tribe. You give magic to whole tribe. More fuck, more magic.”

“Fuck… the whole tribe?” Her eyes widened as she realized what sort of orgy Yorgo was suggesting. “You want me to have sex with everyone?”

“No, no, too many,” he shook his head. “Want you to have sex with best warriors.”

“Um, if you wish it,” she said, smiling nervously. “How, um, how many warriors?”

“Not good with count,” said Yorgo, dismissing further questions with a shrug. “You stand now. Come with me.”

He brought her out of his yurt and into the harsh morning light. A mist was still in the surrounding hillside, but bonfires had cleared the area in the village. A large group of male goblins stood by the nearest fire. They were naked, their bodies daubed in tribal paints. Their little pricks jutted erect from their loins. Their beady eyes followed Ella as she approached them. The ring on her finger pulsating. Awakening desire in her core.

The crone shaman was there too. Hunched against her staff and observing with apparent amusement. Yorgo gave Ella a shove towards the crowd of goblin warriors. Her heart raced. Her body ached with unnatural need. Though she was exhausted from her long night of rutting with Yorgo, she craved more. She craved those goblins and their hard little cocks.

Yorgo stopped her short of the warriors and began to speak. His voice carried well when he raised it. She was impressed by that much about him. He knew how to speak to his people. The only problem was he was speaking in a language she could not understand. All growls and yips. But there was no mistaking what he was telling them as the crowd of warriors parted to reveal a stone slab covered in woven mats.

A bed. An altar. For her to be taken by the tribe.

Ella’s breasts heaved as her breathing grew faster and more excited. Her cunt throbbed. Her nipples stood out against the humid air. She was living her dream. Not simply to be fucked, but to be ravished by an entire tribe of goblins.

She did not wait for Yorgo to finish speaking. She pushed past him, striding among the goblin warriors as they looked on at her brazen nudity with hunger. Even Yorgo stopped speaking and watched as she was drawn to the altar. She crawled upon its surface, offering the gathered goblins a view of her dangling breasts and her plush bottom.

Feeling their eyes upon her only made Ella hotter. It was finally happening. Her deepest, filthiest fantasy was about to come true. She rolled onto her back, her breasts jiggling and swaying as they settled against her ribcage. Her thighs parted shamelessly. Her body arched upon the slab to present the most enticing view to the goblins.

When they did not immediately attack her, she lifted her head to see what they were doing. Watching. Stiff-cocked and wide-eyed. Staring at her. More than twenty goblin warriors.

“I’m ready,” she called out to Yorgo.

The crone surprised her by stepping towards her and pointing a bony finger at Ella. She spoke in a high-pitched version of the grunting, yipping goblin tongue. A murmur went through the crowd of goblin warriors.

“What? What is she saying?”

Yorgo waited for the crone to finish speaking and then offered his translation.

“Reekla say bones foretold chosen one. You are chosen one. Lead tribe to great victory.” He said something excitedly to the warriors in his language and they cheered. Then added, to Ella, “Be happy, my mate. You will help us conquer humans!”

It was in that moment that Ella realized that things had gone too far. She was happy to be living out her fantasy but she had no interest in being the answer to some goblin prophecy. She certainly did not want to help this tribe of randy goblins against humans.

The ring seemed to sense her thoughts becoming clouded with uncertainty. It began to glow and pulsate and sent hot lashes of pleasure through Ella’s body. She moaned and fell back onto the slab. Her hips jerked reflexively. Her thighs spread wide as she began to touch herself.

Her moans drew the attention of the goblin warriors. Whatever had been holding them back was suddenly overcome. It was as if a dam broke on ever side of Ella. A dam holding back a flood of horny goblins.

The warriors surged at the altar and Ella atop it from every side. Their hands reaching out to fondle her supple flesh. Squeeze her soft breasts. Fingers groping between her legs and stroking the hot seam of her cunt. Goblin bodies crowded around her. Their cocks rubbed at her and poked at her as they caressed and squeezed her with dozens of hands.

They jabbered at her and rubbed their cocks against her arms. Her hands. Her face. She turned her head and her mouth was stuffed full of a hard goblin cock. Another goblin climbed onto the altar and thrust into Ella without hesitation. One goblin was smacking his cock against her right breast and rubbing her nipple with his cock while another goblin was hungrily sucking at her left breast like he might get a mouthful of milk.

“Mmmmmmm!” she moaned around the cock in her mouth. She did not have to do much of anything for the goblin. It began to feverishly pump its little fingerling prick between her lips. Rubbing her tongue and just managing to tickle her tonsils. One goblin began to cum almost immediately, spattering her abdomen with warm spurts as another shoved it aside.

The goblin in Ella’s pussy began to cum deep inside her and there was a flash of flame and shrieks of surprise and delight. The goblin was spurting out torrents of fire from his fingertips into the sky above the orgy as he continued to pump his load into Ella’s pussy. As the flames dwindled, so did the flow of his seed. He pulled out, staggered back, and another goblin took his place.

Soon they were pumping Ella’s mouth and pussy full of cum in almost constant spurts of seed. One goblin would have her and then another would take that goblin’s place. Cumming quickly. Some blasted flames immediately. Others managed to stagger back and controlled their magical flames for minutes afterward.

Before long, Ella was rolled onto her stomach, sticking with cum and feeling queasy from sucking so much out of the goblin cocks. One goblin climbed atop her ass and squatted atop her to enter her pink pucker. Another grabbed her hips and rammed her dripping cunt from behind. Still more reached for her head and guided her mouth back to goblin cock.

It was a raunchy, filthy, disgusting, and glorious celebration of carnal lust and magical power. Ella was left with no choice but to give herself over to the desires of so many goblins. Satisfying those that she could and drinking their cum until she could feel her stomach sloshing full of their salty spunk. It decorated her entire body, including her face, and poured in bubbling spills from her frothy cunt and stretched asshole.

She found ecstasy more than once. Driven to peaks of pleasure that seemed to enhance the magical transfers and rendered half-mad by the constant onslaught of stimulation. Her tongue lolled between mouth-fuckings. Her eyes were nearly crossed. Her mouth hung open as her chin dripped with goblin spunk.

It was evening when the celebration was finally halted. Yorgo bellowed for it to stop and the exhausted goblin warriors stepped back from the cum-smothered Ella. The ring on her finger pulsated a bright shade of pink. She could feel the magic it contained. Like a static charge but far more potent.

Yorgo stepped forward and smile down at Ella. He stroked her head as she smiled back weakly.

“You do good,” he rasped.

Then he took the ring from Ella’s finger and placed it onto his own. The village fell silent. Ella watched her master hold the ring aloft. She whimpered and Yorgo shouted as long tongues of flame burst from his fingers. He roared triumphantly, shooting fire again and again. He opened his hands and summoned a flame spirit that danced in the air, growing to the size of a dragon, soaring high, and exploding like a festival bomb. Goblin warriors who had taken on some of Ella’s magic began to fire blasts of flame into the air as if saluting Yorgo’s power.

The goblins crowded around Ella. They cheered at their chief.

“We conquer tribes!” shouted Yorgo. “We use magic and go to human lands! Take more witches! More power! We raid them and become most powerful tribe of goblins ever!”

The goblins cheered and yipped. Ella, freed however briefly of the ring, smiled slightly. Her mind almost broken by the day’s long fucking.

“All hail Yorgo!” cheered the goblins.

“All hail Yorgo,” murmured Ella.


1.7

Escape from the Goblins

Many days had passed since that orgy in the goblin village. Great battles and victories won. Another celebration for Yorgo’s triumph. At last, the goblin village was quiet. It had taken many hours of celebration, with drinking, singing, and gruesome public executions of prisoners.

Ella had learned that she could stand the sight of goblin blood being spilled no better than if it were human blood. Watching her master, Chief Yorgo, exact vengeance on the various chieftains of the rival goblin tribes of Kurandan had been disturbing. The fact that he had used her magic in most of these brutal executions only made the matter worse.

It had been that last defeated goblin chief, earlier in the day, that had finally made up her mind. Scaboor was small for a chief and soft spoken. Unlike the others, this chief of the swamp goblins had not spit curses at Yorgo nor begged for his life, but Scaboor had pleaded with Yorgo to be merciful to the rest of his tribe. Altruism was not a common trait with goblins. Yorgo had laughed and incinerated Scaboor with a blast of magical flame, the poor scrawny swamp chief finally screaming in agony as he was burned to ashes.

Ella had decided it was past time for her game of pleasure to come to an end. She would wait until the goblins were drunk and exhausted from their celebration and she would escape. She had watched Yorgo use her power to unite the various goblin tribes of Kurandan to form a massive goblin army. They had begun building boats and rafts to cross the sea and attack the human lands. She could not allow Yorgo’s cruelty to extend to mankind. She could not abide his plan to find witches and enslave them like she had been enslaved. To use their rings and curses to feed magic to Yorgo and his lieutenants.

No, thought Ella. She had wallowed in her fantasies of being a plaything to goblins for too long. They had tattooed her and branded her. She had even, she suspected, been impregnated by the fat goblin chief. But most human women would not enjoy such treatment. For the sake of all those women, she had to escape.

Yorgo snored beside her in the dugout, one fat arm draped across her with the ring still on his pudgy fingers. His huge green belly rose and fell as he snored. His cock was barely more than an acorn, retreated into his foreskin, shriveled in his sleep and crusty with his dried cum. He had been insatiable after the celebration of his great victory. His cock had seemed huge. Ella could still feel his cum gurgling in her belly and slimy inside her cunt and ass. The stink of him coating her like the spray of a skunk. It was humiliating. It made her ache for more mistreatment at his touch. She looked away from his cock, lest she be overcome with her usual desires.

She slid out from under Yorgo’s meaty arm and rolled off the mound of pelts they shared as their bed. She tied on her loincloth and crawled out from the hut. The fires had burned low and all around her goblins were sleeping or passed out with drink under the stars. She waited to be sure none was awake and then got to her feet. There were no goblins standing watch. Why should there be? All rivals had been defeated and incorporated into the single massive tribe under Yorgo.

That made escaping much easier than she had expected. She crept barefoot past the sleeping goblins. In one case, stepping over their snoring, mumbling bodies and dancing lightly on her feet as she escaped the maze of huts, tents, and yurts. The moonlight was bright and silvery on her nearly naked body. She had one stop to make before she intended to go to the beach and steal one of the boats the goblins had been building.

The journey seemed so much shorter than the first time she had made it.

The lagoon. Steaming in the night air. She remembered how it had refreshed her and cleaned away Yorgo’s filth on several occasions. She untied her loincloth and dipped a toe into the water. She suppressed a groan as she stepped deeper. The water was so hot and wonderful. Her many days of corruption and submission were washed away. She felt her essence being restored. Her magic growing stronger.

“He’ll never put that ring on me again,” she murmured, a smile spreading on her face as she ran her hands over her breasts. “Never dominate me. Never spit on me or make me lick his piss clean. Never smother me under that belly and pump me full of… full of…”

Ella felt something moving beneath the dark waters of the lagoon. Slithering over one foot and then between her legs. Slimy and slippery, but with a roughness as though its body was covered in delicate bristles. She resisted the urge to scream or bolt from the water. She held her breath and felt the creature move between her legs again. This time its back pressed against her cunt and she fought to suppress a horrified moan as that slippery, yet raspy sensation dragged beneath her tender cuntlips and the bud of her clit.

Worse than that sensation was what it told her. As it moved between her thighs, she had a better sense of the creature’s scale. It touched both of her thighs at the same time and her feet were planted wide apart in the mud at the bottom of the lagoon. It was as wide as a man and who knew how long. A serpent? No, it would be scaly. An eel? No, that would not have that bristly feel to its flesh.

She shook with terror as she realized it could be only one thing: a voralok worm. Huge and ugly, she had never seen one of the creatures but she had heard them described numerous times by the goblins. They feared them and would check bodies of water with long poles to make sure none were about. Voralok worms could grow to be five or six times the length of a human and could swallow multiple goblins whole when feeding. They were also very tough, with only a few small weak places around their heads.

She could sense the worm moving in the water. Circling her. Perhaps scenting her. But the worm was blind and struggled to find its prey.

Trying to remain calm, Ella crept towards the edge of the lagoon. The water became shallower with each step. The mud sucked at her toes. Her heart beat a terrified rhythm in her chest.

She stepped one foot out of the lagoon and the water rippled around her feet. She stayed like that for a moment, naked and dripping, trying to be sure the voralok had not felt the ripples. Then she took another step out of the water and let out the breath she had been holding.

She never saw the voralok before it attacked. It had moved behind her, reaching up out of the water, scenting her in the air as its pale red body emerged like some phallus from the lagoon. Its mouth opened and it descended upon her.

She managed one cry before the voralok’s mouth had engulfed her head. Slimy and foul smelling in the dark prison of its gullet. She reached out desperately, trying to push it from her even as it slid lower. Its wet mouth stretching over her shoulders. Gravity carrying it down over her body as it swallowed her into the tight, soft passage of its throat.

She toppled back into the lagoon, the mouth of the voralok already work its way down over her breasts and towards her waist. Trapping her and drawing her deeper as she kicked and fought against it. It dragged her into the lagoon. She could feel the water splashing around her legs. The voralok slithering deeper into the water.

Horror struck her as it passed her hips and began to draw her deeper into its body. She could hear the gurgling of its stomach. Knew she would suffocate long before she digested. But that was little comfort.

She tried to splay her fingers into a casting posture, but one arm was pinned behind her back and the other was squeezed against her face. Worse still, the throat of the voralok was secreting some sort of venomous mucus that coated her naked body and began to numb and relax her. She stopped fighting as the worm slurped her legs into its mouth and descended into the waters of the lagoon.

Death was certain. She could only smile faintly at what a dumb way she had found to die. There in the darkness. Sliding deeper and deeper into the worm, towards the warm pool of its digestion.

Her eyes fluttered closed as she surrendered herself to the death that she knew was inevitable. She could feel the air dwindling with her breaths. The tingling of the acid as she began to digest.

Then, against all odds, her doom became less certain. The worm began to thrash and fight, its muscles constricting around her. Its body growing tense. She could hear grunting through the walls of its disgusting hide.

“Help me!” she cried. “Help me! Get me out of here!”

The worm suddenly stiffened around her. Ella jerked and pushed on the lining of its stomach, shouting as loud as she could, “Hellllp meeeee!”

A knife blade pierced the flesh of the voralok. It split open the thick hide and sliced into the stomach and Ella, along with the contents of its guts, poured out into the lagoon. She plunged into the water and resurfaced, gasping, to see a scrawny goblin covered in red voralok blood.

“Pongo? Is that you Pongo?” she gasped, swimming closer to the goblin as the voralok’s corpse slid beneath the surface of the water.

“I watch you,” he said, helping her to the edge of the lagoon. “All the time. You with Yorgo but you with Pongo first. I not tough warrior but I like Ella. I help her.”

“You saved me,” she said, wrapping her arms around his scrawny shoulders. She hugged him tightly, drawing his face against her wet breasts.

The horror of being swallowed by the voralok had suddenly become relief bordering on elation. She felt giddy, like she could fly, and without thinking about it she pressed a kiss to Pongo’s thin lips.

“Oh, Pongo,” she moaned, the ring pulsing on her finger to reward her submission to her desire. The goblin seemed taken aback by her kiss, almost offended, but only for a moment. She knelt in the lagoon as he sat upon the mossy bank. She pulled aside his loincloth and took his cock in her hand. Small, certainly, but seeming so much bigger than Yorgo’s meager prick.

“This bad,” he growled. “I get killed if caught.”

“Then we must be quick about it,” she said. “Let me… let me thank you, Pongo.”

Her breasts were glistening as they emerged from the waters of the lagoon. She let Pongo’s green cock fall between them and then cupped her mounds in her hands and pressed in around his little goblin prick.

Pongo sighed with pleasure and began to thrust his hips and fuck his cock between her bouncing breasts. She moved faster to try to match the pace of his feverish thrusts. She couldn’t keep up with him. Soon he was doing most of the work, rutting into her cleavage and smacking his hips against the soft underside of her squeezed tits. His cock began to ooze with pre and his breathing grew heavier by the moment.

“Ella,” he panted. “Try to be near you. Try to watch you always. Ohhhh. Would take care of Ella. Would make feel good. Not use you like Yorgo. For power. Only for pleasure. OooOHHHHHHH!”

“Yes? Oh, yes, Pongo,” panted Ella, pressing her breasts together tightly and offering his slippery green prick a luscious valley to plunder. “I feel the same way. I want to… want to get away from Yorgo. Will you take me away from him?”

“Yes,” panted Pongo, his mouth opening and closing as his hips worked desperately.

“Will you take me back to the mainland and away from this island?”

“Yesssss!” cried Pongo, slamming his cock between her damp breasts. “Yes! I take you! We go togetherrrrr! AHhhhhhh! Cumming!”

For the first time in many days, Ella felt relief. She caught Pongo’s stiff prick between her lips and sucked harder as it began to spurt out his strong, salty goblin cum. She had been gulping goblin spunk down since her arrival on the island, it hardly bothered her at all anymore. This time, she savored it. She sucked and squeezed with her breasts, taking each spurt into her mouth, enjoying the surprising sweetness of it, and swallowing it down. She felt full with his seed by the time he was done cumming.

“Ohhhhhh, Ella,” he moaned, sinking back onto the mossy shore as his cock slipped from between her breasts.

“You must go now,” she said, sinking back into the warm lagoon. “Go, Pongo. I can hear the warg hounds now. There must be a search party looking for me.”

“I will find Ella,” squeaked Pongo, scrambling back from the water’s edge.

“Toss me your knife,” said Ella. “The one you used to free me from the voralok. I have an idea.”

Pongo handed over the knife with its blade of chipped obsidian, still smeared with the blood of the voracious worm. The baying of the warg wolves grew louder.

“Go now, Pongo,” whispered Ella. “Find me tonight. Here. After the brute is asleep.”

“Yes,” said Pongo. “Yes, my love.”

He dipped his head and pressed a kiss to his lips. Fleeting but intense. Then he was gone, fled into the dark woods.

When the hunting party burst from the trees with their brace of warg wolves, they found Ella writhing amid the filthy innards of the voralok. She was covered in mud and blood and gasped with apparent relief as two strong goblins hauled her out still clutching the knife.

The goblins jabbered excitedly in their tongue. Too fast for Ella to make out what they were saying. Finally, one addressed her in a language she could comprehend.

“Chief Yorgo thought you run away,” said the goblin. “He big angry. We tell him we save you from voralok. He give us reward.”

“Y-yes, thank you for saving me,” said Ella, acting appropriately overwhelmed with the horror of being swallowed by the creature. It was no hard to feign such horror after truly experiencing the nightmare of being eaten alive.

She was taken back to the village, bathed again, and brought before Yorgo as he sat atop his throne.

“I must punish you,” said Yorgo. “Already branded. Already my breeding slut. Now I give you collar.”

She knelt before him, tears dropping from her eyes as the crone came forward and secured the iron collar around her neck. As it locked into place, Ella felt an oppressive magical force buzzing against her mind. She resisted it for a moment, grunting softly, until her defenses crumbled and the obedience collar completely dominated her mind. Her will was gone. Her urge to escape evaporated. She stopped crying and knelt before her master.

“Good,” grunted Yorgo. “I not want to do to Ella. You make me do. Being bad slut.”

He motioned with his fat fingers and the other goblins left his presence. Yorgo looked almost sadly down at her from his crude throne.

“Why you try escape? Dumb human. You belong to goblin now.”

“I belong to goblin now,” repeated Ella, her eyes glass and her mind almost blank.

“Good, good,” laughed Yorgo. “Come sit in master’s lap.”

“Yes, master,” replied Ella, dimly climbing onto the throne and settling her firm bottom atop his lap. She was bigger than him, so might have squashed the goblin, but he seemed to relish her sitting in his lap as he reached around her and began to fondle her breasts.

Ella felt it dully. Like it was happening in a distant dream. She moaned softly as he began to roughly play with and pinch her nipples.

Soon, Ella was riding atop Yorgo’s cock and whimpering with pleasure. The thought of escaping to her rendezvous with Pongo by the lagoon never entered her mind. She belonged completely to the goblin chief.


1.8

The Raid on the Mainland

The mists were heavy on the northern shores as the first of the goblin boats crunched into the sand. The war party scrambled over the bow and onto the land. They were lucky to be ashore. A dozen boats had been lost to the merciless Stormwrack. Yorgo’s boat had been under the witch’s magical protection. Others, like a small dugout canoe belong to a hunter named Pongo, had made it through sheer determination.

One after another, twenty-three more boats crunched into the coast and goblins piled out. Bowmen and spearmen climbed the nearby cliffs. Hunters and trackers moved inland. Yorgo came ashore last with Ella collared beside him. Two weeks had passed since that humiliating day by the lagoon. Her belly had already begun to show with the chief’s pups. Her submission had been absolute since being fitted with the collar.

“Find witches,” said Yorgo, shoving Ella. “Use magic.”

It was a simple scrying spell. The sort used by the guild recruiters and the witch trainers. It allowed Ella to see the light of witch power in the hearts of young women like candles burning in the night.

“There,” she said, pointing southeast. “And there. Another. In a small village.”

Yorgo barked orders and the goblins set out. They would not leave until they had at least three more witches and hopefully many more human slaves for their pleasure. Then they would retreat to Kurandan one last time to prepare for what would come next. The real invasion of Heimsvak. The conquest of the northlands that the humans thought they owned.

The farmhouse where the goblins found the first witch was horrifying for Ella. The goblins had brutally killed the menfolk. A middle-aged woman was on her hands and knees, her big tits swinging as she was fucked from behind by goblin hunters. She whimpered in despair when she saw Ella with her tribal paint and slave collar.

The witch was a pretty young woman with cornsilk blond hair even lighter than Ella’s and pert breasts that were exposed by her torn bodice. The goblins had refrained from fucking her but had clearly molested her in other ways. She looked at Ella with wide, tear-stained eyes.

“Please,” she whimpered. “Help me.”

Ella looked away. Yorgo approached her and ran his pudgy hands over her pale flesh. Under her torn bodice. He squeezed her pert breasts and thrust a hand into her torn skirt. He sniffed at his glistening fingertips.

“Fresh cunt,” he said. “Bring the old one. She be good slave. This one is mine.”

“No!” cried the young woman.

Ella stepped forward and slipped a ring on her finger. The woman’s eyelids fluttered. Her expression of fear fell slack.

“It will be alright,” said Ella, a dreamy smile on her face as she stroked the woman’s slender shoulders. “The goblins will take care of you now. They will teach you the ways of pleasure.”

The girl nodded slightly as the ring’s dominating power began to take hold. Her name was Keela and she was trained only in simple peasant magic. But Ella was confident she could teach the girl more than the handful of tricks she knew.

Yorgo was less concerned with her skills. He enjoyed it when they pleasured him with their mouths. He savored Keela on her knees beside Ella, the two girls bent over the countertop of a bakery as the other goblins looted the burning human village. Their cunts trembling as Yorgo moved back and forth between them with his glistening cock.

“Yes, my slaves,” he laughed, pumping his seed into Keela’s cunt as the ring on her finger began to glow. “You will power triumph! I be like god and I fill your bellies with sons! Ahhhh!”

He hammered his hips against Keela’s ass, his fat belly wobbling as it overhung her bottom. His cock twitching and spewing his potent sperm against her fertile human womb. Ella laughed as she kissed Keela’s moaning mouth. She had abandoned all guilt. All fear. Her will completely under the power of the goblin chief.

But it was in that moment of surrender that freedom came to her. Pongo, watching all this time, struck just as Yorgo finished fucking the young witch. The chief staggered back, grabbing a pastry from the ransacked shelf and stuffing it into his fat face.

Pongo slipped out of the shadows, a newly chiseled knife in hand. He buried the black blade in Yorgo’s throat. The fat goblin fell to his knees and gave Pongo an accusing look.

“No more,” said Pongo. “Human free. She not yours.”

He shoved the dying chief over and stepped past him to Ella. He had stolen the key from the shaman before leaving the island and he used this to unlock the collar from her slender neck. Her skin was ringed with red from the tightly fit metal. She gasped and fell against bakery’s countertop as her thoughts and will returned to her.

“Gods! Forgive me!” she cried, tearing the ring from her finger and tossing it to the ground.

Pongo held her in his arms for a moment, but she pushed him away, too angry to be comforted. She turned her wrath and her magic on the other goblins. She strode out of the bakery and into the street. The goblins were chasing human women about for sport. Groping them and cackling with glee.

Anger fueled Ella’s magic. Flames burst from her fingertips and one after another she incinerated every goblin she found rampaging through the village. They died with disbelieving screams, charred to cinders in seconds.

She could not bring back the humans who had perished because of her foolish desires, but she could make the goblins pay for their own greed and bloodlust. The surviving humans rallied to her and helped her stomp out the last of the goblin invasion. The remaining goblins were hunted down, their boats burned on the shores, until only Pongo survived.

He had betrayed his own kind and freed the witch, but he was not rewarded for this by the humans. They caged him and jeered at him. After all, he was one of the goblin invaders that had dared to come ashore.

Ella was seen as a victim who had turned on her captors and saved the north from the goblin threat. Keela, her new friend, even testified on her behalf during a tribunal in Johaak. Severinn attended this tribunal and weighed in on Ella’s behalf. Ella’s pregnant belly earned her additional sympathy.

She was spared any punishment for her involvement and she retreated into the frozen woods near Johaak. There, along with Keela, she built a cabin to raise her goblin pups. Once they both had given birth to Chief Yorgo’s half-goblin children, Ella set off to free Pongo.

He was being kept as part of a collection of animals in Tivondale. An amusement for children. Come and see the goblin. He wore trousers so as not to frighten the women. So defeated by his experience as a captive that he stared dully out from his cage when Ella came to visit him.

“Pongo,” she said. “Pongo, can you hear me?”

She had to ask him several times before he finally blinked and looked at her.

“Ella… Nora?” He blinked again. He saw her with her hair braided and worn up, her shapely body grown shapelier by pregnancy, wrapped in a rough woolen cloak. “You come to see?”

“No, Pongo,” she said. “I’ve bought you from the owner. You are free. You will come and stay with me and with Keela in the woods.”

“Stay with you,” he said and for the first time in many weeks, Pongo smiled.


1.9

Strangely Ever After

Pongo had made the crib for the goblings with his own hands and human tools that Keela had brought him from the nearest village. Now it was packed with mewling tots. Nine in all. Each with the fat face of Yorgo combined with Ella or Keela. The babies were huge compared to a pureblooded goblin and tiny for human babies. They grew slowly too. The youngest, Keela’s brood, were already three weeks old and should have been walking. But the human blood slowed down their development and made them fat and lazy.

And so very needy. Another one of the goblings began crying with hunger and reaching its pale green arms up towards Pongo.

“Now, now,” whispered the goblin. “You go sleep now, Yingo. Go sleep like good boy. Thaaat’s it. Mamas will feed you soon.”

The gobling calmed and his eyes drooped closed. Finally, all nine were asleep, and Pongo stepped carefully away from the crib. The nursery had been added to the cabin during the summer months. It had its own little potbellied stove and remained cozy and warm even though winter had come.

Pongo stepped out and closed the door all but a crack. He had expected to find Keela and Ella knitting or making supper, but there was no sign of them in the kitchen or by the hearth. There was only one other room in the cabin.

The bedroom. He approached and slowly pushed the door open.

And his jaw nearly hit the floor.

Ella and Keela, both young and beautiful, a bit plump from birthing their goblings, were arranged seductively on the bed. They were on their sides, both facing the door, but with their heads at opposite ends of the bed. Swathed from head-to-toe in what looked to be expensive lingerie. Ella wore pale purple, sheer and revealing, while Keela wore virginal white, even though her innocence had been taken by Yorgo. Her pert breasts had grown heavy with milk, though not nearly so heavy as Ella’s. The two women arranged in such a way and in such revealing costumes nearly made Pongo fall over with desire. His cock strained in his trousers.

“What… what this?” asked Pongo, staring in amazement.

“We’ve been watching you tend to the children,” said Keela.

“Listening to you sing them lullabies,” added Ella.

“We wanted to show our appreciation,” purred Keela, pressing against Ella.

“For being such a good stepfather to those goblings,” continued Ella, turning and pressing a kiss to Keela’s lips.

The two women embraced, their soft bodies pressing tightly. Their lips parting and tongues twining. Pongo’s cock throbbed in his loincloth and he began to rub the hardness.

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Keela, finally breaking the kiss. “Come on, Pongo. Our goblin hero. Come and let us show you some appreciation.”

Delight spread across Pongo’s face. A delight that only seemed to grow as the two women crawled to the edge of the bed and worked together to get the scrawny goblin’s pants off.

He had suffered so long in captivity and had worked so hard to build a home with these two human beauties since being freed. They had rewarded him before, particularly Ella, who had a fondness for him that went back to their time together on the island. Keela was curious but also still suffering from her first encounter with the goblins. She had been to bed with him, but those times had been halting and cautious. Tonight was different. There was a blush of wine in her cheeks and she shucked his trousers off enthusiastically.

“Oh, Pongo,” moaned Keela. “You are a fine mate for us.”

“Yessss,” agreed Ella, taking his cock in her skilled hands. “We could not have endured this without you. Oh, my handsome goblin… mmmmmm!”

Her mouth engulfed his cock down to its root. As she began to suck, drawing on his prick with warmth and wetness, Keela moved lower and began to lick and nuzzle against the dangling weight of his stones. Pongo was in heaven. He cradled the heads of both women as they took turns sucking and licking him. Ella slurping like a slut and Keela softly moaning around his cock. Ella sucking his bollocks and Keela gently tonguing them.

“So good,” he moaned, his head lolling as two warm mouths pleasured his cock. Saliva dripping from his balls. Tongues twirling around his straining tip. He grunted and shuddered and felt a tremor of ecstasy build into a surging, pumping eruption. Hot cum jetting into their open mouths. Onto their faces. And, finally, shared between their tongues in a slow and raunchy kiss. Strands of his seed connecting their lips.

The sight of them sharing his cum was enough to stiffen his little green prick once more. But first, he intended to sample the delicacies offered to him. He urged them both back onto the bed as they continued kissing and he fell upon them, tugging panties side, bras down, and running his hands up their toned legs and to their fuzzy cunts. His stiff fingers stroked them. His tongue tasted them. They giggled and swooned as he pleasured them with all his goblin eagerness. He buried his tongue in Keela’s sweet cunt as his fingers plundered Ella’s pussy.

He made the slender blonde cum hard with his tongue, then turned his full attention on Ella. He rolled her onto her hands and knees and began licking her plump arse from behind. She crooned and thrust back against his face. His long goblin nose stuffed into her crack and his tongue flicking between her clenching hole and her sweet pussy.

“Ohhhhh, yes, you naughty goblin,” moaned Ella. “Lick me! Make me cum, you little green devil!”

Although Keela’s cunny was sweeter, he could not deny he preferred Ella. Her wiggling ass smothering his face. Her tight cunt squeezing at his tongue. This was a woman born to fuck and be fucked by goblins.

“Yessss! I’m cumming!” she cried, bucking her hips and grinding her ass into his face. Smearing her cunt against his tongue and chin and even up to his nose. Riding him as he licked and gushing her nectar into his eager mouth.

Finally, she eased forward onto the bed, her face down and her plush bottom raised.

“So good,” rasped Pongo, licking his lips. “Now I fuck. You both want shank?”

“Yes, we both want shank, Pongo,” giggled Keela, shifting closer to Ella so that the two women were hip-to-hip, their faces down and their asses raised.

Ella reached a hand between her thighs and parted her pink pussy with her fingers.

“Put that green cock right there, Pongo,” she moaned.

“Ooooh, no, do me first,” sang Keela, wiggling her hips to entice him.

Pongo’s beady-eyed gaze fixated on Keela’s tight little cunny with its pale blond tuft of hair. He was enchanted by those delicate petals and her juicy pink cove.

“Forgive me, Ella,” croaked the goblin, grabbing Keela’s firm little bottom with one hand and using his other to grasp his cock and guide it to Keela’s pussy. He whimpered as he felt the warm slickness of her. He let out a triumphant squawk as he thrust home and buried his fingerling cock in Keela’s exquisitely tight cove.

“Oooooooh! Yesssss!” cried Keela, arching her back and throwing her pert bottom back against him. “Take me, Pongo! Take me, I’m yours!”

Pongo rutted furiously into her tight folds, stroking her hips and her slender waist. Beside Keela, Ella watched jealously and plundered her pink pussy with glistening fingers. Panting and moving along with them as though she were the one being fucked by Pongo stiff goblin cock.

Keela howled with ecstasy and Pongo soon felt her inner walls, silky and slick, gripping at his thrusting cock with the rhythm of her pleasure. He drove deep, on the verge of exploding inside her. Every urge in his body was to fill her with his cum and breed her tender cunt.

“Do you want seed?” he gasped. “Inside? I give inside!”

“No,” whimpered Keela, pulling away from him and sliding off his cock. “No, please, Pongo. I’m not… not ready for more goblings.”

Pongo was stunned. His surging desire to breed was denied and he grasped his cock, unsure of what to do with it.

“I’m readddddy,” teased Ella, wagging her plump bottom back and forth. “Come and give it to me, Pongo. My big, goblin hero. Fuck me. Breeeeed me!”

For Ella, it was her dreams finally realized. She had wanted to carry the goblin’s pups since he saved her from that terrible worm. Now that he had proven himself to be a caring and nurturing father, she wanted nothing more than to be Pongo’s mate for life.

“Turn over,” squeaked Pongo, holding his cock tightly. “I look at pretty Ella’s face while I breed.”

“Ohhhhh, yes,” moaned Ella, rolling onto her back and parting her thighs wide for him. He seemed so small climbing between them. His head barely reached to her breasts. His wee goblin cock rubbed at her aching entrance. “Ohhh, Pongo, my love. My sweet. My hero. Ohhh, do it.”

“Ella,” he squeaked and thrust his cock into the hot, loose walls of her cunt. So soft and slick. Easily taking him to the hilt after being fucked by the warriors of his old tribe and birthing out a quintet of plump goblings. He grabbed her by her laden breasts, squeezing them until milk sprayed from both as he fucked furiously into her quim. His cock sloshing into her and stirring her pleasure.

Faster. Faster. Driving in and out and making the bed shake with the force of his lust. Ella crying his name and cradling her breasts to direct the streams of her milk towards his face. He held his mouth open wide, drinking her sweet nectar and fucking her to the brink. Both of them finding ecstasy in the same moment. Ella, tightening around him, arching and spurting from her thick nipples. Pongo, hilting in her dripping cunt and unleashing spurt after spurt of his potent goblin spunk. It gushed against her backwalls. It drenched her fertile womb.

In that moment, they were united. Not just in pleasure, but in the divine act of creation.

So what if it was a goblin and a human? Happiness was the only acceptable outcome.


Book Two: Elf Hunter
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By Amanda Clover


2.1

The Huntress Brought Low

The memory came to life in Alyndra Vandora’s nightmares. Night after night, the beautiful elf was haunted by those fateful hours in that abandoned farmhouse. She and her mother had fled the Golden Wood. Cast out by her clan for her dead father’s sins. They were in the human lands, trying to survive, when the bandits found them.

The nightmare sometimes began tenderly, with Alyndra’s mother brushing her hair or seeing that she was tucked into her bedroll. Sometimes the nightmare began with the door bursting open. The shambling gang of bandits poured into the farmhouse. Drunken, sweating, laughing. Their eyes bulged and their tongues seemed to hang from their mouths like panting dogs. Their hands were everywhere. Tearing. Squeezing. Fingers thrusting.

Then, always, their manhood. Plunging at them like spears. Their bodies held down by the bandits. Then came the leather cords and the long walk through the night. Stumbling. Bloodied and filth stained. Shivering in the night.

The nightmare always ended the same way. With Yelonia Vandora, Alyndra’s mother, being sold by the slavers. Sobbing as she disappeared into the carriage of a wealthy human merchant bound for faraway lands.

Alyndra awoke with a start. Her heart hammering. Tears welling in the corners of her eyes. She blinked the tears away from her keen blue eyes and the hardness returned to her expression.

It was just before dawn and she was perched high in the branches of a syroc tree, nestled safely into a crook. The slavers beneath her were breaking camp. Chattering in their unpleasant tongue. Smacking the bottoms of their prisoners to rouse them from their sleep.

Goblin slavers. A sizable party. They had taken two humans and an elf from lone farmsteads. Alyndra had found the bodies of the men the goblins had killed, along with the filthy signs of what the goblins had done with the women they had captured. Torn dresses. Smears of blood. Puddles of yellowish goblin cum left congealing on the floor. The stink of them filling the air of those ransacked houses.

Alyndra’s hand tightened on the grip of the dagger in her hip sheath. Her blade was eager for the taste of goblin blood.

In the years since her escape from the human slave market, the beautiful elf had followed a red path of revenge. She had become known as Slaver’s Bane. The fair-haired, blue-eyed elven killer. A murderous phantom spoken of by slavers with fear. Her reign of terror had all but stopped the humans from making slaver raids. She would soon teach the goblins a similar lesson. She would follow them back to their village, slaughter them, and free any slaves they had taken.

As the goblins and their captives set off into the misty morning forest, Alydra dropped soundlessly from the tree.

She took two steps in pursuit and stopped. Something was wrong. Her pointed ears twitched. She whirled at the rustling noise behind her. The bola came from among the trees, wrapping one arm to her hip and binding her thighs. She tried to take a step and fell, crashing among the undergrowth.

An ambush! The goblins had been waiting for her!

But, no, a single goblin emerged from the woods. A lone hunter, chancing upon her by Alyndra’s bad luck. A heavy wooden cudgel in his hand. She reached for her blade with her free hand, but the goblin was quicker. He swung his club and knocked her hand away, then drew her blade for himself. He admired it. Then admired her. Tight curves. Plump breasts. A slender waist with shapely hips. Fair hair and those blue eyes. She fluttered them at him. Tried to force a smile.

“H-hello,” she said. “I’m lost. Can you help me?”

“Huh?” The goblin grinned. “You try that? You Slaver’s Bane. Why you following Boss Gavak’s hunters?”

“If you know who I am then you know why I was following them,” said Alyndra coldly. “You also know better than to trifle with me, goblin. Cut me loose and I will spare your life.”

“Spare life?” The goblin chuckled and stuffed Alyndra’s blade into his belt. “I take you to Boss Gavak, get paid much gold. Maybe even trade for slave who will obey. You not obey. You bad.”

She started to object, to try to lure or seduce the goblin hunter, but he thumped her on the side of her head with his cudgel. She shook off the blow and started to shout and he thumped her again. This time, darkness swallowed up Alyndra. The nightmares returned, but those would soon be eclipsed by the nightmare reality of her predicament.

Even as she faded into darkness, she knew that she was about to be enslaved by the goblins.

A splash of frigid water woke Alyndra. She was slumped in a dugout cage made from bamboo bars covering a pit. The midday light through the bars formed harsh patterns of light and dark. It was hot in the cage. Her body was drenched in sweat. She was naked and judging by her soreness she had been roughly treated while unconscious.

Violated by goblin fingers and maybe one of those wooden cudgels. Her head was throbbing painfully from being clubbed by the hunter. Another bucket of water splashed through the bars and she gasped and sat up, water dripping from her bare breasts and stiff nipples.

“She awake,” declared the goblin torturing her. The door of the dugout cage swung open and a muscular goblin entered. She kicked at him but was disoriented by the bright sunlight and her throbbing head. He managed to put a rusty iron collar around her neck and attached it to a thick leather cord. He gave the cord a yank and Alyndra fell onto her hands and knees.

“Let go of me, you bastard!” she snarled.

The muscular goblin laughed and yanked her forward, forcing her to crawl and follow him out of the cage and into the daylight. An entire tribe of goblins was waiting for her emergence.

There were twenty or more adult males and double that number of females and pups of various ages. The females and pups stayed back while the males crowded around her. Some brandished weapons or baring their yellow teeth. The goblin yanking Alyndra’s leash forced her to continue crawling on her hands and knees. When she tried to stand, he pulled her off balance and she fell forward again. Dragged by him. Forced to behave like an animal as she crawled towards the fat goblin seated on his throne.

Boss Gavak. She lifted her eyes to stare at him with hatred as the goblin with the leash brought her up to the feet of the potbellied chief.

“Temi catch human,” said the muscular goblin. “He give boss Gavak as trophy. Slave for you.”

“Temi given slave?”

“Human,” replied the muscular goblin. “Good bitch. Good breeder.”

“Mmmmm.” Gavak rubbed his double chin. He leaned forward, over his belly, and looked down at Alyndra. His beady red eyes danced with delight. His thin, wide mouth curled into a yellow smile.

Gavak had a long, slightly hooked nose and long ears notched with damage and pierced with silver rings. His fat fingers were similarly thick with silver rings. He rested his hands on his knees as he leaned over her.

“Fat ass. Good hips for breeding. Elf breeder good. Always get pups from goblin. Smart pups too. You be good slave bitch or I have to break you?”

“She’s more than just slave,” said Temi, stepping forward. “This one is Slaver Bane. Hunter of slavers.”

“Oh ho ho!” Gavak laughed and clapped his hands. “Troublesome elf bitch! You make slaving hard for humies. Now you come to us?”

“I do,” said Alyndra. “I will slit your throats and burn your village. I will free every slave you dare—”

The muscular goblin yanked her leash and she fell so suddenly that she thumped her cheek against Gavak’s knee. The fat goblin burst into laughter.

“You no slit throat now,” he said. “But I have special use for this one. Umok, take her to my tent. Tie her up. Give her duro duro potion. Small one. Not want to turn this one into pleasure zombo. She has skills we use. Hunting skills. Catch runaway slaves.”

“Yes, boss,” said Umok, the muscular goblin.

Alyndra fought Umok, but the goblin was well-practiced in dealing with recalcitrant slaves. He brandished a crop that was crowned with nettle burrs and sour acid. A few scrapes of this against Alyndra’s bare bottom and legs brought tears to the eyes of even the hardened Slaver’s Bane.

“You come,” said the muscular goblin, yanking on her leash and pulling her towards the hut of the chief. “Witch make duro duro for elf. You drink.”

“I will kill you first, Umok,” growled Alyndra, crawling through the village and staring with hatred at the muscular goblin.

“Maybe I test duro duro potion on you,” he said with a lopsided, cruel grin. He gave her another smack of the crop on her hip and she hissed as the nettles stung at her bare flesh. The acid added a lingering burn and raised red welts where she had been touched.

She soon learned that Umok was a master of knots. He bound Alyndra with her hands behind her back, forearms and wrists tied together, feet braced apart with a spreader bar, and ankles secured to the bar. Loops around her throat to choke her if she tried to struggle too much. The squat, muscular goblin admired his work with glittering eyes. Her plush breasts. Her round ass. His fingers dragging over her flesh. Over the fading welts on her legs and backside.

His touch ran down her toned abdomen to the unshorn blond of her mound. His fingers stroked over her cunt and he pinched her netherlips between his fingers. Alyndra sucked in a breath but stared defiantly away. The goblin squeezed and massaged her cunt, watching her reaction. She hid any pleasure from her face, but her pink nipples began to stiffen. Umok leaned in suddenly, lashing his tongue across her left breast and taking her nipple into his mouth. Warmth bathed her sensitive bud. He sucked. She whined softly.

His lips popped free, leaving her nipple straining and slightly red. Glistening with his saliva as he leaned over to her other breast. Licked. Nibbled. Sucked. Greedily sucked. Looking up at her. Massaging her cunt until Alyndra could feel the heat throbbing in her core.

“Why don’t you untie me?” gasped Alyndra. “We can really have some fun then.”

“I not stupid,” snapped Umok, thrusting two fingers into the soft cove of Alyndra’s cunt. She tightened around him and a whine of unwanted pleasure escaped her clenched teeth.

The arrival of the goblin witch interrupted Umok’s amusement. She was a shriveled little crone with stringy gray hair that drooped over her face. She had few teeth and one of her eyes was squinted shut. She wet her lips as she looked Alyndra over and spoke to Umok in the goblin tongue. She seemed to want to give Alyndra a large potion, but Umok insisted on a smaller one.

Alyndra knew little of the goblin language, but the argument seemed to be that duro duro potions could cause a permanent fog over the mind of slaves to make them obedient. But Gavak wanted Alyndra’s mind left intact. Even some of her will to remain. A rare request requiring careful potion brewing. The witch muttered and set to work. Umok returned his attention to Alyndra’s luscious body.

“Boss has right to cunt,” he said, petting her pussy. “But I take you first. Maybe in pretty mouth. Maybe in ass.”

“Fuck you, worm,” said Alyndra. Umok looked up at her and she spit in his face. He winced, annoyed, but then his smile returned and he licked her saliva from his lips.

“Oh, yes, that nasty mouth will be quiet with cock soon,” he said.

“I’ll bite it off,” she promised.

“You beg for it after duro duro,” he said and then slapped her breasts, causing them to wobble and heave and leaving red handprints across them both. He soothed her pain with his tongue, palming her cunt and grinding his hand against her as he licked and sucked her tits.

The old witch had to pull on Umok’s loincloth to get his attention. She held up the steaming clay cup containing the potion she had brewed over the chief’s fire pit. Umok snatched the potion and thrust it against Alyndra’s lips.

“Drink!” he commanded.

“Go to the hells!” she replied, turning away as much as her bonds allowed.

Umok pinched her left nipple between his thumb and finger and twisted. Alyndra cried out reflexively and the goblin thrust the potion to her lips. Hot, bitter liquid poured into her mouth and she swallowed before she could stop herself. She sputtered and spit, but it was too late. The duro duro potion was already burning down her throat and pooling in her stomach.

Umok stepped back and eyed Alyndra warily as if she might explode. After a moment, she felt an intense cramp in her stomach. It was followed by another. Then a third, so sharp it was like a knife driving into her guts. Despite the pain, her loins throbbed. Her eyes rolled back. She began to spasm and jerk, straining against the ropes binding her.

Inside her, the poison within the potion assaulted Alyndra’s mind. Her inhibitions and identity melted into soup. Her lust increased. Needy. Aching inside her core. Her hatred detached itself from slavers and floated free in her mind.

Umok splashed her face with cold water. Her eyes rolled forward in her head. Focus returned to her as if waking from a dream.

“What?” she rasped.

“Give name,” he commanded, prodding her chest with the handle of the crop.

“Alyndra Vandora,” she said.

“You have other name. What they call you?” demanded the goblin.

“I… I don’t remember,” she said, her brow knitting as she tried to recall.

He grabbed her throat. Pressed his body against her sweaty flesh. His lips to her ear.

“Slave’s Bane,” he whispered. “You serve Gavak. You hunt slaves. You bring back.”

“Slave’s Bane?” She trembled as she said it. “Are you… are you… certain?”

“Slave’s Bane!” snarled Umok. He sucked and licked at her neck. His sharp teeth ran over his ear. “You serve Boss Gavak. You bring back slave. You hate slave. Say it.”

“I hate slaves,” said Alyndra. Giving word to the thought caused the loose hatred within her mind to reattach to the idea. She saw herself in the trees, pursuing slave girls. Tackling them to the ground. Punishing them. Torturing them. Returning them to grateful slave masters. “I hate… slaves! The filthy fools! Ungrateful! Disobedient!”

“Yesssss,” hissed Umok. “And who do you serve?”

“Gavak!” she cried, her eyes wide and intense. “Boss Gavak!”

“He is your master,” said Umok, licking her ear. His breath hot and his voice husky with lust. “Say it.”

“He is my master!” moaned Alyndra.

“I am,” rumbled Gavak, waddling into his hut. “Is she broken, Umok?”

“Yes, boss,” said Umok, ducking his head and stepping back from Alyndra. “She had duro duro. Now she hates slaves instead of slavers. She will obey any command you give her.”

“Cut her down,” commanded Gavak.

Umok cut her loose and Alyndra dropped heavily to her knees. The muscular goblin began untying her as the fat goblin chief watched. When she was free, Alyndra felt compelled to prostrate herself before the chief. She pressed her face to the floor, her ass raised behind her. Shameless. Aching with desire. Utterly broken and obedient. The duro duro still hot in her belly and her mind caught in the web of Umok’s training.

“Leave us now,” said Gavak.

Umok and the witch left without another word. The portly goblin turned his full attention to Alyndra. He padded slowly around her, his great belly wobbling and his prick straining in his loincloth. He admired Alyndra from every angle before commanding her, “Lift head and look.”

Alyndra lifted her head and she met Gavak’s cruel gaze.

“Training only start,” he said. “We teach you hunting. The lash. The dart. Duro duro. We teach you to hate humans and elves. To love goblins. You serve me. You serve tribe. You warm my bed. You understand?”

“Yes, master,” gasped Alyndra, relieved to be able to speak the title. Shuddering with need, reaching pleadingly for Gavak’s loincloth. He chuckled as her fingers caught it and dragged it down his scrawny legs. His cock flopped free. Green, half-aroused, and covered in wartlike nodules.

“This good,” said Gavak, cradling Alyndra’s golden hair. “I make slave hunter out of you better than any. You best. You become master of piece.”

“Yes, master,” shuddered Alyndra as the fat goblin rubbed his cock against her lips, dragging it back and forth over her mouth and smearing her cheeks with precum.

“Mmmmmmm,” Gavak rumbled with pleasure, yanking back her head and forcing his sweaty bollocks into her mouth. The elf’s eyes rolled back in her head as the goblin’s stones crossed her tongue. The stench of him filling her nose. The salty tang of his body on her tongue. Drool spilled down her chin as she began to suck on his throbbing stones. Shifting and bathing him with her tongue. Feeling his cock go hard against her face.

Alyndra felt only a needful throbbing in her cunt. Her shame was gone. Servitude was pleasure. Slavery was freedom. She let the fat goblin’s bollocks pop from her lips and moaned lustily as she took his fat little cock into her mouth. Stretching her lips around him. Thrusting his tip to the back of her throat as she tongued and sucked at his hard cock.

Gavak chuckled, his belly wobbling, as he pushed her head down, burying her nose against his pudgy groin and pushing his cock against the soft squeeze of her throat. She gulped at his hard tip. She sucked him eagerly.

“Yes! Good slave! Goooo!d” he threw back his head, rings jangling in his ears as he jerked his hips. His cock throbbed against Alyndra’s tongue.

“Mmmmmmm!” cried Alyndra around the goblin’s cock. Hot goblin spunk jetted into her mouth. Pulse after pulse of it filling her mouth and coating her tongue. She sucked him as she touched herself, rubbing her clit desperately as he pumped out the last of his load.

He drew his cock from between her lips trailing saliva and a strand of yellowish cum. The foul brew filled the elf’s mouth. She held her lips apart and showed it to him.

“Drink,” he commanded. “Swallow.”

She gulped, eyes watering, fingers plunging into her pussy. She shuddered with ecstasy. Cumming as she swallowed his load. Her soaking slit taking her fingers to the last knuckle as she bucked her hips and licked her lips clean.

“Good,” growled Gavak, plopping down in his hut. “You wash cock good with mouth. I fuck you next. Both holes. But no babies. Not for you. Need you in shape. To catch slaves.”

“Y-yes, master,” gasped Alyndra, a mad smile crossing her face. She could not explain the shift in her feelings for the goblin. Nor could she ignore him. He was, after all, her master.


2.2

Becoming the Slave’s Bane

Boss Gavak luxuriated in his yurt. The cloying incense could not quite cover the stink of sweat and sex that churned in the air. The goblin chief lounged atop a pile of pillows stitched with scenes of goblin victories and Gavak’s personal triumphs. He was a fat thing, even by the standards of a goblin chief, with a great green belly that hung well over his loincloth and triple chins that swallowed up his neck.

One of his collared human slave girls knelt beside him, bare-breasted and comely, occasionally feeding him pieces of samarnak, a milk sweet made from human milk. He snapped his wobbling jaws shut on another piece of the chewy candy, nearly biting the slave girl. His eyes sparkled red with delight as he watched the scene before him.

“Ohhhhhhh,” moaned the elf slave girl. Tyana. She was a petite thing, but buxom. Her hair in a blond pixie cut that exaggerated the size of her pointed ears. Her face was down on the dusty woven floor of the yurt and her bare bottom raised.

Behind her knelt Gavak’s new prize: Alyndra Vandora. The beautiful elf woman had once been known as Slaver’s Bane for her hatred of slavers. But Umok had broken and turned the elf into an obedient slave herself and given her the name of Slave’s Bane. Soon she would prove her worth as a slave hunter. Tonight was a test of her conditioning. Would she obey Gavak even when he demanded cruelty and humiliation?

Alyndra could feel the beady eyes of the fat goblin upon her. He was judging her. Admiring her nearly naked body but judging her for her obedience. She felt a desperate urge to please the loathsome goblin, though she knew not why.

“Again! Leave your hand’s mark on ass!” chortled Gavak before slurping another sweet from the fingers of his attending slave girl.

Alyndra obeyed instantly, bringing down the flat of her hand on Tyana’s upturned buttocks. Tyana whimpered with pain. Her firm rear jiggled for only a moment and a handprint reddened on the creamy flesh.

“More! Lots more!” shouted Gavak, sloshing wine on his chest as he gestured with a goblet.

Alyndra obeyed him, smacking Tyana’s ass again and again. Stinging the little elf’s cheeks and making her sob with pain. Alyndra did not stop. She kept raining down blows on those creamy mounds until both were red and Tyana’s little pink asshole and shorn cunt were twitching.

“Enough! Time to see fuck! Use big one! Want to loosen up little elf!”

“Yes, master,” said Alyndra.

“Nooooo,” moaned Tyana through her tears. The petite elf pushed herself up on her hands and knees and watched in wide-eyed horror as Alyndra began to don the strap-on dildo. It was the largest of the four cocks as prepared by the tribe’s shaman. Each was carved into a phallic shape from a root taken from a wriggle oak. The wood had been smoothed almost to a lacquered finish, worked with oils and imbued with crude goblin magic.

The base of it seemed to suck to Alyndra’s cunt as she tightened the straps of the harness. She hissed with pleasure as the wriggle oak dildo molded to her body. The length of oiled wood was as long as her forearm and ended in a massive bulbous tip with an indentation in its crown. Alyndra had heard it called the bitch breaker. Tyana stared in abject terror. 

“Please, no,” whimpered Tyana, looking up at Alyndra. “It will kill me.”

“It won’t kill you,” said Alyndra, moving behind the little elf.

“No, not kill,” snorted Gavak. “But you wish dead after Slave’s Bane breaks cunt! Do it, Slave’s Bane! Fuck hard!”

Alyndra felt a moment of doubt as she stared down at the enormous wooden dildo and the tiny elf cunt. She knew the dildo wouldn’t kill the young woman, but Tyana would never be the same. Their gaze met for a moment over Tyana’s arched back. Tears swept down Tyana’s cheeks from her green eyes. She mouthed, “No.”

“Do it,” growled Gavak impatiently.

His command sent a jolt of obedience through Alyndra. Yes, he was her master, and she would do whatever he asked to please him.

Alyndra grabbed hold of the petite elf’s firm little ass, spread it wide, lined the head of the dildo up with Tyana’s cunt, and slammed it home. Tyana wailed in shock and pain as her cunt was stretched wide by the bitch breaker. Alyndra gasped in pleasure as the wriggling base pressed against her clit as if rewarding her for fucking Tyana. She did not give the petite elf a moment to recover. She held her slender waist and pounded the wooden cock into Tyana relentlessly.

The little elf collapsed beneath the bigger and more powerful elf, whimpering helplessly as Alyndra mercilessly stretched out Tyana’s cunt. Alyndra felt pangs of guilt, but they were swept away by the sadistic pleasure of fucking the smaller woman senseless. Driving in and out of her at a pace that left Tyana gasping and cumming and in agony.

“Yes! Yessss!” Gavak laughed as the hard fucking finally broke Tyana completely, leaving her eyes crossed and her tongue hanging out of her mouth as she began fucking back against the bitch breaker. The fat goblin leaned back, exposing his stiff cock and grabbing it in one hand. He wanked himself as he watched Alyndra finish off the twitching elf girl and unsheathe the bitch breaker from Tyana’s gaping pussy. “Ha ha! Good, Slave’s Bane! Your heart hard! We make harder! Come! I fuck you now!”

“Yes, master,” whispered Alyndra, unbuckling the harness and crawling over to the fat goblin chief. Unlike what she did to Tyana, there was no regret in serving her master. She was his slave and she was bound by goblin law to serve his every desire.

“You suck first,” he said. “Come, come. Shank ready for pretty elf mouth.”

His cock was small compared to his bulk and it stank of sex. Alyndra suppressed a gag as he pushed her head down between his legs. His sweaty bollocks smeared her face. His cock ooze pre onto her cheek. She tongued his sack. Licking, tasting the salt of his sweat, and then sucking them as her hand moved to his stiff shaft.

“Good slut,” groaned Gavak, leaning back among the cushions. “You good bed slave. You be good slave hunter? We see. I give you test tomorrow. You fail, maybe you just be bed slave.”

“Mmmmmm, oh, no master,” moaned Alyndra, feeling a shock of worry. “I will do whatever you ask. I will prove I am the Slave’s Bane.”

She wanked his bumpy little goblin cock as she bathed his balls in her mouth. When he gave her hair a tug, she knew it was time to offer her mouth to his cock. He gratefully accepted that soft, warm oval, thrusting his ruddy hardness into her delicate mouth.

The yurt filled with the soft wet sounds of her sucking. Her obedient pleasure. Humiliating and prostrating herself before the goblin as he used her mouth, guiding her head up and down with his fat fingers twisted in her hair. Each bob of her lips produced another grunt of pleasure from the goblin. His oily precum oozed tanginess across her tongue. Her lips caressed his twitching crown.

She would have happily sucked him off, but Gavak had other ideas.

“Make fuk fuk now,” he grunted, breathing heavily as he stared down at her.

Alyndra slid Gavak’s cock from her mouth, bubbles of spit clinging to the crown and the bunched green flesh just beneath it. Strands of saliva connecting her delicate lips to his grotesque member. She sat up and climbed astride him. Despite his fatness, straddling him was not difficult because he was a goblin. He stroked her hips and smacked her ass, grunting lustily as he admired her heaving breasts. She reached between her thighs, grasping his wet cock and guiding it to the hot folds of her cunt.

“Ready to obey,” chuckled Gavak. “You elf break better than humie. Once you obey no more fighting. Humies always want fight. Have to beat lots. Have to torture. But not pretty elf. Pretty elf good. Ohhhhhh… cunt tight. Good. Ride shank, pretty elf.”

“Yessss, master,” gasped Alyndra, working her hips and gliding her clutching cunt atop the goblin’s spit-washed cock. It felt so good to please her master. Rubbing her clit against his bumpy shaft. Feeling his cock deep (but no that deep) inside her squeezing cunt. Driving her towards a pleasure she sought instinctually.

Alyndra moved faster and faster atop him. Her tits heaving even as he reached his rough hands up and grabbed hold of her soft mounds. Squeezing them and plucking at her nipples.

“Such nice elf! Squeeze shank! Yes! Good! Someday, I breed! Give you pups!” He sat up and slurped at her breast. “Mmmmmm! Drink milk then! Yummy elf milkies!” He slurped again, his hot sucking mouth sending more pleasure pulsing into her cunt. Her clit throbbing submissively. Her pleasure nearly peaking.

“Yesss!” she cried. “Oh, yes, master! Breed me!”

“Not yet!” he grunted. “You Slaver’s Bane! Other uses for you!”

He went back to slurping on her breasts. Squeezing them and smacking her ass. Letting her do all the work with her hips as she rode his hard little goblin cock. He grunted and pushed suddenly, nearly knocking her off his lap.

“Cum now!” he cried. “Cummmmm! Ahhhhhh!”

She barely got his cock out in time, her hands grasping the slippery shaft as she lifted her hips. Hot goblin spunk spurted against her folds, drenching her thighs and her pussy as she worked him off with her hand. Draining him with her skilled fingers.

“Clean,” he commanded and Alyndra obeyed. No matter the humiliation or the disgusting taste, she served her master well, bathing his sour cock and licking up every glob of his cum obediently. She was surprised at the goblin chief’s restraint. Most of the goblins did not pull out and simply relied on luck or didn’t care if slaves became pregnant.

“Good,” grunted Chief Gavak, pushing her head away. “You go back to slave pen now. Guard! Take her back!”

He shouted for the guard, but none entered the yurt. After a moment, Gavak bellowed with rage for the guard. Finally, a panicked goblin rushed in.

“Sorry, boss,” cried the goblin. “Other elf and two humies escape!”

“Other elf? Which elf?” Gavak looked around the yurt and grabbed for Alyndra possessively. She fell beside him among the pillows.

“Tyana, master,” said Alyndra. “The elf I just punished for you. She was with Sarah and Joleen. The three slaves who claim they were captured just before me.”

Alyndra said “claim” because the duro duro potion had left little memory of Alyndra’s capture. Only the awakening she experienced when her duty was explained to her by the goblins.

“Mmmmm?” Gavak’s brow furrowed with anger as he looked over at Alyndra. Then a smile returned to his face and cruelty sparkled in his beady eyes. “Yes! This good! You catch slaves! You bring back!”

Alyndra felt a surge of purpose inside her. As if she had done this many times before but could not quite remember the details.

“Yes, I can catch them and bring them back for you, master,” said Alyndra.

Gavak bared his jagged yellow teeth.

“This my idea!” he laughed. “You bring back other elf! I give her pups to be sure she stay!”

“What about the humans, master?” asked Alyndra.

“Bring back if can. You punish. Put them in stocks for whole tribe to use. But if humies give you trouble.” Gavak’s expression grew darker. He dragged his thumb across his throat, making the meaning clear. The human slaves were disposable if they became troublesome. “Now go! Bring back elf! Take hunter with you! Take Rekkar!”

“I will not fail you, master!”

Pride swelled in Alyndra’s chest. She tied on her loincloth and left the tent to gather her hunting tools. She chose a slaver’s bolo net and a javelin greased with knockout poison. She was tying a knife to her hip when Rekkar arrived, already prepared for the journey. He was tall, for a goblin, and covered in hunter’s tattoos that swirled over his arms and scrawny torso. He was an unusually serious goblin and not much of a talker. He grunted and nodded to Alyndra. She nodded back and they set out in the last known direction of Tyana, Sarah, and Joleen.

Alyndra was surprised by her own instincts. The goblins had told her she was a slave hunter, but she was amazed at how quickly she found the trail of the escaped slaves. Even Rekkar seemed impressed, his brow lifting as she pointed out broken branches and footprints fading in the mud. Rain made the hunt more difficult and the trio had a fair head start.

Darkness soon fell and the rains beat down on them. Alyndra knew they were close, but at Rekkar’s gestured urging they sought shelter under the branches of a swamp palm. The wide leaves channeled the water away from them as they pressed against the trunk. She rung out her hair and turned to the goblin. His rough hands fell upon her breasts. His thin lips pressing to her as he kissed her and thrust his tongue into her mouth. For a moment, she felt anger and revulsion. Then she realized he was a master, just like Gavak, and so she surrendered her body to his desire.

Her tongue worked against his. Her hand reached for his stiff prick in his tattered trousers. He grunted and turned her around, yanking down her loincloth and pressing her face and tits against the trunk of the swamp palm. He smacked her ass. Rubbed his long, slender cock against her cunny.

“Fukka fukka,” he rasped. “Better than chief.”

He wasn’t kidding. His cock drove deep into Alyndra’s core and she gasped and had to cling to the palm trunk as Rekkar began hammering his full length into her pussy. His scrawny hips beat against her ass. His cock drove in and out. With a wordless cry, he hilted in her cunt, plowing through the clutching heat of her walls and pumping her pussy full of his hot goblin cum. It was as he drew his twitching cock out – as she felt his cum spilling from her folds – that Alyndra spotted three pairs of eyes glistening from the shadows of a nearby swamp palm.

She struck without bothering to don her clothes. Struck with the sudden fury of a born huntress. Her bolo net shot out of her grasp and wrapped around one of the figures. She heard a loud thump and a body dropped to the mud. Alyndra was already crossing the distance, leaping into the clearing as the two remaining escapees tried to break and run.

Alyndra saw that Joleen was down and already wrapped up. Tyana broke left towards the woods and Sarah, the redheaded human, panicked and ran in the other direction. Towards the swamp waters.

“Get the human!” shouted Alyndra, hoping Rekkar would listen to her.

It became a race through the woods between Tyana and Alyndra. The elf was quick and she was desperate, but she was also much smaller than Alyndra. Her legs could not match the graceful strides of the slave hunter. At last, Alyndra caught up to her and tackled the short-haired young elf to the ground. A desperate struggle ensued, with biting and kicking, Alyndra nude and Tyana nearly so thanks to the rain and her escape.

“You stupid little girl,” snarled Alyndra, beginning to overpower the smaller elf. “You’ll be punished for escaping. Chief Gavak is going to breed your cunt!”

“Listen to yourself,” cried Tyana, fighting back with strength born of desperation. “You’re pathetic! So broken you would hunt your own kind for the goblins! Well, I am not like you! I am unbroken! I am free! I am—OOF!”

Alyndra’s elbow drove hard into Tyana’s stomach, silencing the small elf. Alyndra used a nettle vine to hogtie Tyana, ignoring her yelps of pain as she bent back her limbs and bound them together. She picked her up like a parcel and carried her back towards where she had left Rekkar.

The goblin was on the ground, the buxom redhead human atop him and beating him with both hands. Her big pale tits slick with rain and flopping about as she swung again and again. Alyndra cursed under her breath, tossed Tyana to the ground, and leapt at Sarah. She knocked Sarah over, but the human was tough. She got up again and traded blows with Alyndra. Both women becoming bloody in the fight as Tyana shouted encouragement to Sarah and Rekkar struggled to get up.

“Goblin whore!” shouted Sarah. “I’ll beat your ass! I’ll kill you!”

Alyndra’s lips stung from one of Sarah’s punches. The elf tasted blood. The human was tough and slightly bigger. Alyndra realized that she had to end this fight quickly. She remembered Gavak drawing his thumb across his throat, giving her permission to do whatever had to be done to the humans. Sarah grinned fiercely, slamming two more punches into Alyndra’s side. The elf huntress grunted and backpedaled towards the swamp water. Something was moving in the darkness. Something big and toothy. Alyndra feigned injury and Sarah laughed.

“Got you now, goblin lover!” The redhead charged, big tits bouncing, bare ass jiggling as she ran at Alyndra full steam. Alyndra waited until the last possible instant, letting the human build up to an unstoppable speed. She threw herself aside at the last instant, landing badly in the mud, but causing Sarah to run and fall straight into the swamp waters. The stalking swamp beast was upon the woman before she could even scream. There was a splash, a bright gleam of teeth, flailing tentacles, and then the dark shape disappeared under the murky water. A few bubbles and a drifting cloud of blood the only sign that Sarah had been there at all.

“Goddess, no,” moaned Tyana, utterly defeated.

That night, as Chief Gavak fucked Tyana full of cum, Alyndra stood outside his yurt, proud of her achievement. A few feet away, Joleen stood naked and in stocks in the center of the goblin village. Rekkar was first to have a turn. His hips slapping against the human’s ass and his long green cock pumping into her pussy. Alyndra smiled as the helpless moans of Tyana and Joleen filled the night air.

She had proven herself. Even Sarah’s shocked expression as she realized she had been tricked and plunged to her doom only gave Alyndra a sense of accomplishment. She had proven herself to Gavak and the others.

She was the Slave’s Bane.


2.3

The Baron’s Desire

The Slave’s Bane wore scarcely more than a loincloth as she moved through the growth of pines. The needles brushed against her breasts and hips. She ignored the prickling and padded swiftly along on the ridge that followed the old trade road. The carriage traveling along the road was simple, but deceptively well-made. It had armored wheels and two draft horses to pull it along. What was more, Alyndra counted three outriders. Two following behind to guard against a rear ambush and one riding ahead of the carriage. There was also a guard riding alongside the carriage driver with a powder gun sitting across his lap.

He would never have the chance to fire a shot.

Alyndra smiled as she smeared black pigment across her eyes. She moved from shadow to shadow, slipping among the trees. She used the ridge itself to shield the lower half of her body from view. Her slave bolo was out in one hand, her dagger in the other.

She waited, following, moving closer until the front rider rounded a bend in the road. She swung and threw the bolo. It caught the man around his neck and pulled him from his saddle. He gurgled and landed hard in the road.

Alyndra was upon him in an instant. Like a hawk on a mouse, she swooped in and drove her dagger repeatedly into his chest, then was gone again. The carriage rounded the bend to find the man dead and the horse circling in confusion. The carriage pulled up short. The driver called out a warning and the outriders advanced to investigate.

Alyndra moved behind the carriage. She vaulted from the baggage rack onto the roof and scurried across. The man with the powder gun fell first, reaching for the blood spurting from his throat as Alyndra yanked the powder gun from his grasp. She buried her blade in the eye of the driver then discharged the powder gun at the outriders in a blast of flames and smoke. Both men were wounded, their horses bolting in fear. She hopped down off the carriage and sauntered over to them. One man reached for his sword and tried to stand though he was terribly shot in his guts. She finished him quickly. The other begged for mercy. She made it hurt a little.

“You did your job poorly, warrior,” she whispered to the man as he died. “The princess will be a slave because of it.”

Alyndra was wiping her blade on the dead man’s tunic when she heard a cry of terror. She turned just in time to catch a glimpse of Katja Wyrrick, twenty years, but disguised as a boy in tunic and trousers, fleeing from the carriage.

“Silly girl,” clucked Alyndra, bouncing to her feet. She sheathed her blade and gave the girl a few seconds of head start. She was Alyndra’s prize, ripe for the plucking, but the Slaver’s Bane wanted to be sporting about it. At the soft count of ten, she launched herself from her spot and into the wooded hillside in pursuit of the young noblewoman. Alyndra was fleet of foot and easily recognized the tracks of the fleeing girl. She caught up with Katja as the girl, with her short-clipped blonde hair and bound breasts, stumbled into a clearing.

Alyndra burst from the forest behind her at a charge. The girl turned and brought up a silver saber, startling Alyndra and nearly slicing off her reaching fingers. She drew her hand back just in time and danced out of range of the flashing blade.

“Put it down, girl,” hissed Alyndra. “Someone will get hurt. And I promise, it won’t be me.”

“An elf!?” Katja was panicked. Hyperventilating. Her eyes wide and afraid and her swings skilled but betrayed by her fear.

“That’s right, princess,” purred Alyndra. “I am here to take you to your husband. The Baron Olexandr Kirov.”

The shock at hearing a familiar name startled Katja. She lowered the blade for a fraction of a second. It was enough time for Alyndra to strike. She grabbed the girl’s wrist, twisting the blade free and wrapping her other hand around the woman’s slender throat. She squeezed, cutting off her breath for a moment, but also pinching the blood in her neck. It was an elven choke strike and Katja’s eyes rolled back as she lost consciousness.

Alyndra caught her, tied her, and slung the moaning girl over her shoulder. She felt no pang of regret or sympathy. This was her duty. To take and retake slaves. And this girl was to be a slave for Boss Gavak’s latest customer.

Alyndra returned to the scene of the ambush and captured one of the horses wandering loose. She swing up onto the saddle and pulled the bound princess across the horse’s back. It would be a long ride to take Katja to her husband.

The Baron

The Baron Olexandr Kirov was not a handsome man. He possessed his family’s trait for drooping jowls by the fiftieth year and was further disfigured by a large protruding mole upon his face. His thinning hair was swept over his balding pate and he watched Alyndra approach with somnolent eyes. His fat, wine-colored lips curved slightly into a smile. His braided military coat was fringed with fur and decorated with medals. It barely covered his immense belly which he tapped and stroked impatiently with his ringed fingers.

“I see you have rescued my wife from a fate worse than death,” said Olexandr.

“Yes, Baron,” said Alyndra, grunting softly as she set Katja on her feet. “It seems bandits killed her entire entourage. Fortunately, I was there to bring her to you.”

The baron looked Katja up and down, then curled a finger into her gag to pull it from her mouth.

“Now, my dear, welcome to my manor and—”

Katja spit in Olexandr’s face. Her spittle splashing his cheek and chin and running down over his lips. He flinched, then smiled and slowly licked his lips clean. He raised a fat hand to strike Katja as she stared at him defiantly. Alyndra caught his wrist and shook her head. He growled and turned his attention back to Katja.

“That’s very ungrateful of you,” said the baron, his voice low and dangerous. “I see you must learn some manners. Fortunately, the elf will be staying with us until you have learned to behave. She will teach you well.”

“I will never be your wife,” cried Katja. “I should rather die!”

“Take her to her room, elf,” commanded the baron. “Training will begin as soon as you are ready.”

“I will begin immediately,” said Alyndra, smiling at the thought.

She marched Katja up the stairs and to a room with a large fourposter bed and its own small bath chamber. Alyndra stripped Katja naked with ruthless efficiency. Each attempt the girl made to resist was met with precise force and cruelty, twisting arms and applying finger-pressure to nerve points. It only took a few lessons in pain for the girl to stop resisting.

Alyndra was surprised by the girl’s beauty. Her face had been feminine, to be sure, with big eyes, curved lips, and a delicate chin, but her body had been concealed to hide her feminine charms. She was quite busty and with a nice curve to her hips. Her bottom, though small, was firm and nicely rounded. Her cunt was even trimmed into a delicate blond triangle that scarcely covered her mound. Katja blushed deeply as Alyndra inspected her.

“You will make a fine wife for the baron,” whispered Alyndra, trailing her fingers over the woman’s body. The young princess trembled and her breasts quivered. Her small, pink nipples stiffened. Alyndra caught one in her fingers. Pinched. Twisted. Katja gasped and Alyndra kissed her for a moment, tasting her mouth and testing her eagerness. After only a moment, Katja replied with a kiss, then bit Alyndra’s tongue.

“Nnn!” Alyndra pulled back, tasting a hint of blood. She jabbed her thumb into a pressure point in Katja’s side. The girl cried out and fell to her knees. “Foolish. I am here to ease your transition, not to be cruel. But I see you need to be broken first. Let us hope the duro duro does not turn you into a mindless fuckslave for the baron. I think he wanted a companion, not a pretty plaything.”

Alyndra went to her bag and took out a small, stoppered pot containing the duro duro potion. She brought it to the girl and forced her head back and her mouth open. She poured only a few drops into her mouth and waited. Soon, Katja began to smile and her eyes became heavy.

“Sleep now,” said Alyndra. “In the morning your training will truly begin.”

Breaking a Princess

It took Alyndra three days to shape Katja Wyrrick. On the first day, she brought her out onto the grounds of the manor wearing only a coat. It was early in the morning and the air was cool and misty. A small tent had been erected on the green.

“W-who is in there?” asked Katja, eyeing the tent nervously.

“Gorthak! Show yourself!”

The goblin threw back the tent flap. He had been specially chosen for his extreme ugliness. He was fat and walked with a limp. One yellow eye seemed larger than the other and Gorthak’s poxy face was slack one side from a battle wound. Despite his big gut, the goblin’s limbs were unpleasantly long and skinny and his ears looked like they had been savaged by wild wargs.

A rotten smile spread on his face as he looked at Katja.

“This the one I’m gonna be fucking?” asked the goblin in his guttural language.

“No fucking,” said Alyndra in the goblin tongue. “This one remains pure for the baron. But she will offer herself to you or I will punish her.”

“Hmmmph,” snorted the goblin. “I better get some fun out of this.”

“W-what is it saying?” asked Katja, staring at Gorthak in wide-eyed fear.

“He wants you,” said Alyndra. “He wants to bury his cock in your maiden’s purse. And you are going to offer it to him.”

“What!?” Katja crossed her arms protectively over her chest. “I could never do such a—AH!”

She cried out as Alyndra yanked the leash attached to the collar around Katja’s slender neck. The beautiful blonde fell to her hands and knees in the soft grass. She tried to stand and Alyndra yanked the leash again to pull Katja back down.

“Kneel and present yourself to the beast,” commanded Alyndra.

“No, please! No! Anything but that!” Katja tried to pull away, but Alyndra dragged Katja closer to Gorthak. The hideously ugly goblin licked his misshapen lips and rubbed a hand against the bulge in his loincloth. Alyndra yanked off Katja’s coat, revealing the naked, quivering body of the princess. The girl rose on her knees and covered her pert breasts with her hands.

“Present yourself,” said Alyndra coldly.

“I cannot do it,” cried Katja, tears track down her cheeks.

Olexandr watched from the window of his study as Alyndra employed a short wooden switch and lashed the backs of Katja’s thighs and her round buttocks until she finally dropped to her knees on the muddy ground. A few more lashes and her elbows were on the grass and her head was down. Her hips raised and her cunt exposed. Alyndra stroked Katja’s groove until it glistened. Gorthak moved closer behind her, sniffing the air as if he could smell the lust of the young princess. His clawed fingers massaging the bulge in his yellowed loincloth.

“Good,” said Alyndra. “Now stand. Closer. Closer to the beast. Kneel and present!”

This time the words drove into Katja and she fell face down in the grass. Alyndra only needed to repeat the commence once more before Katja’s back was arched and her cunt offered to the ugly goblin.

“I fuck now?” asked Gorthak in the goblin tongue.

“Quiet,” growled Alyndra in the goblin language.

She looked up at the window of the baron’s study. She met the gaze of the baron as he observed and he gave her a slight nod of his head. He withdrew from the leaded glass and the curtain fell into place.

“Please, don’t make me do this,” moaned Katja, her cheek down in the grass and her hips still tilted to present her pussy to Gorthak.

“Enough,” said Alyndra. “Stand.”

Katja stood. A hint of defiance on her face.

“I’ll never fuck that ugly brute,” she whispered. “You can’t make me.”

“Perhaps not,” said Alyndra. “But if your husband desires it, you will satisfy an entire tribe of goblins. My purpose here is only to train you. Are you trained?”

“Never,” said Katja, shivering in the cold.

“Kneel and present!” snapped Alyndra.

For a moment, Katja almost obeyed. Her knees bent. Her descent began. She stopped and stood back up.

“Mmmm. Perhaps you are not trained yet. But you will learn.” Alyndra stepped closer. “So many things, my sweet princess.”

Alyndra’s training was not limited to humiliating Katja sexually. She took a bath and taught the girl to bathe her, rubbing soap into her breasts and massaging them against Katja. She taught her to feed the baron properly. To dance for him. Even to cook for him. The girl already knew music and could play the vinola.

That night, Alyndra taught Katja to suck cock. She enlisted the help of a blindfolded servant with a rather nice cock, tying the young man to a chair and forcing Katja’s head down into his lap.

“Do not bite the boy,” warned Alyndra. “He is not here by choice. He is as much a servant as you.”

“I cannot do this,” whimpered Katja, staring at the limp cock in the young servant’s lap.

“You will or you will feel the pain,” said Alyndra, reaching for the switch.

It was enough to reach for it. Katja dropped her head to the young man’s lap and the beautiful princess began to suck. She was awkward and rushed. Alyndra taught her the proper ways to please a man. To lick beneath the crown of his cock. To bob and slurp so that her lips popped noisily. To take him deep into her mouth and tease his bollocks. Katja resisted each step of the way, but she learned. Finally, the lad exploded, pumping his seed into Katja’s mouth.

“Mmmmmmm!” cried the princess, brow furrowing as her mouth filled with the young man’s hot cum.

“Good, good,” whispered Alyndra. “Suck it down now, princess. Every drop. Drink the seed. A precious gift from your master. Never miss a drop.”

“Mmmmm,” whimpered Katja, sucking gently at the last of the young man’s cum leaked into her mouth.

Alyndra stroked the back of the princess’ head and whispered, “That’s more like it.”

Katja was sullen but not tearful afterwards. Alyndra took the girl to her bedchamber and locked her inside. Alyndra’s duty was not yet done for the night. She had made a promise to Gorthak that the hideous goblin would be satisfied each night for helping with Katja’s training. Until the princess learned to serve, it was Alyndra’s responsibility to satisfy the goblin.

The goblin was waiting in his tent, picking at his toenails with a jagged knife blade by the light of his lantern.

“Thought you might not come,” grunted Gorthak, speaking in the goblin tongue and smiling his rotten smile at her. He tossed the knife into the dirt beside his chair and relaxed back onto the seat.

“I always keep to my end of any bargain,” said Alyndra, and she opened her cloak and let it slip down over her naked body.

Gorthak practically fell out of his chair as he took in the sight of her plump breasts and well-toned body. A womanly curve of her hips and a roundness of her bottom contrasted with her straining arm and shoulder muscles and the flat washboard of her abdomen.

“Can’t believe Gavak gave you up to me,” said Gorthak.

“Only for as long as this training takes,” said Alyndra, sauntering into Gorthak’s reach. “And only at night, Gorthak.”

“Yes, right. And tonight, you belong to me. Ugliest goblin in the tribe.”

Gorthak fell upon Alyndra with more than just ravenous lust. It was anger and even a hint of revenge for being denied pleasure earlier in the day. He kissed Alyndra and thrust his slimy, snaky tongue into her mouth until she gagged. He roughly fondled her breasts and pinched her nipples so roughly that the pain brought tears to Alyndra’s eyes.

She could have stopped Gorthak. Could have killed the ugly runt with her bare hands. But such was her bond to the goblins that she would have endured far worse and never fought back.

“So pretty,” rasped Gorthak, running his tongue over Alyndra’s heaving breasts and pinched red nipples. “I fuck you god. I fuck pretty elf in cunt and fuck in ass.”

“Ohhhhhhhhh,” moaned Alyndra as Gorthak crawled lower, tonguing her navel. Lapping at her cunt. Pushing her legs up to get at her ass and screwing his slimy tongue into her tight pink hole. Her face burned with humiliation as the goblin burrowed his tongue deep into her ass, but there was nothing she could do. Worse, she soon began to feel pleasure through the humiliating sensation. Her fingers crept to her clit and she began to rub herself as Gorthak licked her back passage.

But the goblin was not interested in her pleasure. It was only his perversion and lust that drove his actions. He slipped his tongue from her asshole and rose before her, stunted cock in hand and dripping with his yellowish pre. He slapped his cock against her cunt and smeared her clit and her dewy folds with his goblin filth.

“Wet elf cunt,” he tittered. “Elf want fuck from goblin. Elf liiiike fuck.” He switched to his goblin language and added, “So Gorthak will fuck your pretty brains out, elf.”

He grabbed Alyndra’s slender ankles and pushed her feet back towards her head as he thrust his cock into the furrow of her cunt. Alyndra felt his greasy prick slide into her with ease and she let out a moan of submissive pleasure. It was easy for her to retreat to being a pleasure slave, even for a hideously ugly goblin like Gorthak.

The potbellied brute thrust rampantly into her cunt, making her tits bounce and her ass ache from the constant slapping of his dangling bollocks. They were unusually low-hanging and big for a goblin and it was not long before she learned what big bollocks on a goblin meant. He let out a screeching cry of pleasure, hilting inside Alyndra and pumping her to overflowing with his filthy spunk. It gushed into her in a hot river that flowed out around his thrusting cock and trickled over her cuntlips and down her ass.

“Yesssssss,” cried Alyndra. “Fill me, Gorthak! Use my cunt for your pleasure!”

He laughed and kissed her again, locking his lips to her and burying his tongue in her mouth as he pumped his load into her for several more seconds. She was a mess of his raunchy cream by the time he finally pulled out. His cock barely flagging. Pink at the dented crown and smeared with his yellowish spunk.

He made Alyndra lick it clean and then turned her onto her hands and knees and began plowing her ass. He was twice as rough fucking her ass. So rough that it made Alyndra cum. Her body leaking his spunk from her freshly-fucked cunt as he drilled in and out of her tight pink hole. Her ass gripping his cock. Squeezing it and urging him to cum.

Gorthak did. Twice. Pumping two loads into Alyndra’s ass in the span of a few minutes before falling back onto the floor of his tent and making her suck him off. After fucking her so much, it took a long while to coax him back to hardness and longer still to drain his balls with her obedient mouth. But she sucked and she swallowed until the goblin was content.

Only after Gorthak was asleep and snoring did Alyndra return to the baron’s castle and to her own bed within it.

On the second day, the training followed a similar pattern, with Alyndra showing off Katja to Gorthak and making her prostrate herself before him. Alyndra forced the young princess to spread herself for the goblin and to play with herself as he watched. Katja was reluctant at every step and resisted when Alyndra let Gorthak fondle and pinch at Katja’s pert breasts.

That night, before attending to Gorthak, Alyndra wore a wooden phallus and took Katja’s ass. She used butter in the girl’s crack and went slow so that it was not too painful. As she thrust into Katja from atop her, she stroked the girl’s bud of pleasure with her fingers. Katja, eased by another sip of duro duro potion, was moaning and eager after the first discomfort. She even kissed Alyndra as she began to cum.

After the girl had been trained, Alyndra indulged herself in a bit of recreation. She reclined on the bed, her legs apart and introduced Katja to the fine art of pleasuring a woman. Katja was eager, even panting for it as she licked and fingered and sucked Alyndra. The comely elf stroked the young princess and encouraged her every move until Katja brought her to a toe-curling orgasm.

It was only then, after being well-pleasured by the princess, that Alyndra departed for the grounds to serve Gorthak. The goblin took his pleasure at length and for hours the castle green was haunted by Alyndra’s cries of humiliation and pleasure.

On the third day of training, Katja finally submitted to Gorthak. She did not offer complaint as the goblin touched her and caressed her. She did not even resist as he kissed her and thrust his tongue into her mouth. Alyndra commanded Katja to open her mouth and stick out her tongue and Gorthak wanked himself right in her face and decorated her delicate cheeks and lips with his filthy goblin spunk. Katja cried at this but offered no other complaint.

That night of training, Alyndra dressed Katja in a fine gown of white lace and the sheerest and most lovely Tarolian lingerie. She brought Katja to the baron in his study and introduced her again. This time, Katja curtseyed and smiled sweetly at the ugly old man. She kissed his ring. She knelt between his thighs. She took out his ugly, lumpy, misshapen cock and without a word of complaint she began to suck him off.

“Oh, my,” laughed the baron, caressing Katja’s short blond hair. “You have trained her well. She… hnnn… is very accommodating.”

“She believes that you saved her from attack,” said Alyndra. “She is most grateful. She wants to marry you even.”

“So it has worked,” chuckled the baron. Then he reclined in his chair, watching the beautiful young princess service him. Her eyes adoring. Her lips soft and sweet. Her mouth so very warm and wet. He stroked her face. “My beautiful bride. You will bear me many sons and we will be happy together.”

“Mmmmm,” she slid her lips from his cock. “Yes, baron. My love.”

“Ha ha! Good girl!” He pushed her head down in his lap, gagging her softly on his straining cock’s mushroom cap. Her head moved up and down in his lap at his urging. Her spit soaked his bollocks. Soon enough, he gave out a belly-wobbling grunt and shot his cum into her mouth.

He wheezed as she drained him, “I would fuck you now… but I shall save that for our marriage. Once your father has agreed. Then… ooohhhh… lick up every drop, my dear. That’s it. Then, elf, I will pay you your bounty.”

The Wedding Night

“Kneel and present!” snapped Alyndra.

Katja fell to her knees atop the garland-hung bed, lowering her face to the bed and raising her hips. Her luscious bottom was hidden by the layers of her wedding dress. Oleksandr laughed as he waddled over to the bed, pulling off his new wife’s heeled shoes and revealing her white stockings. He lifted the back of her gown, exposing her thighs and the roundness of her ass. No panties. Just and ass framed by her garters and the golden fringed cunt already glistening eagerly.

“Oh, my lovely virgin bride,” laughed Oleksandr. “How readily your father agreed to our marriage when he heard your gratitude. How sweet you were at our wedding. How beautiful. The whole kingdom was envious. The kingdom that will soon be mine. But first…”

“Take me, please, my love,” moaned Katja.

Alyndra watched with a smile on her face as the fat baron mounted the lovely young princess. He guided his thick cock to her virgin entrance and took her with a forceful thrust. There was no blood, but Alyndra could see the discomfort of the tightness on Katja’s pretty face. She watched it become pleasure and even ecstasy as the baron roughly fucked her. The first time was short, the baron pumping his seed into his virgin bride after scarcely thirty strokes. He pulled back, quivering, and beckoned Alyndra closer.

“Suck me,” he commanded the elf.

“Very well,” she said, feeling in the spirit of things. She went down to her knees and took the baron in her mouth, tasting the fresh nectar of the princess and the salty slime of the baron’s cum. She sucked him back to hardness and he sent her to the bed.

“Pleasure each other,” he commanded, stroking his fat cock. “I would watch for a bit.”

“Yes, my love,” moaned Katja, eagerly assailing Alyndra with kisses and caresses. The elf’s enthusiasm grew to meet the blushing bride’s and soon they were both nearly naked and locked in lust. Their legs intertwined and their cunts rubbed together. They pinched and plucked, kissed, licked, and sucked. Their bodies moved in unison and in opposition. Katja tongued Alyndra’s ass and Alyndra replied by licking the baron’s cream from the moaning bride.

Soon enough, the baron declared himself ready for another round with his bride. There was scarcely enough room in the bed for the three of them, but with Katja astride the baron’s wide hips and Alyndra astride his face, they found room. Katja and Alyndra kissed passionately as the baron bounced Katja on his fat cock. Faster and faster. The young bride’s breasts bouncing above her bra and her cunt squelching onto his twitching cock. The baron licked and panted and grunted between Alyndra’s legs. He wasn’t very good with his tongue, but Alyndra found kissing Katja made things quite nice. The bride, still riding her husband’s cock, even leaned forward and sucked Alyndra’s nipples.

They were joined in pleasure for hours on end. Alyndra participating, Katja submitting, and the baron enjoying the night of his life as he took pleasure from his slave bride and gave pleasure to the lusty elf. Shortly before dawn, the three lay in a pile. The baron snoring, Katja cuddling against him, and Alyndra wondering when she was going to get paid.

She slid out of bed and over to the baron’s coat. She felt around for the coins he had promised before the wedding. Sure enough, a heavy velvet purse contained the exact amount of six hundred gold. She dressed quickly and slipped out of the castle and into the night with her bounty paid.

She could not help but smile. Boss Gavak would be pleased. Perhaps he would even reward her by letting her become his wife. She desperately wanted to please the fat goblin chief.

It was as important to Alyndra as pleasuring the baron was to Katja.


2.4

The Deep Elf’s Vengeance

Boss Gavak reclined and rested his hands on his gut. He had managed to assemble something resembling an honor guard to flank his oversized wooden throne. His guests did not seem particularly impressed with the two dozen odd goblins dressed in a mixture of leather and padded armor and equipped with an array of spears, rusty sword, crude bows, and clubs.

Lady Iotha Syl-Taar stood twice as tall as any of the goblins. She was imposing, even for a deep elf, and especially so in her high-heeled white boots. Her silvery-white cloak hung from her shoulders and made her lithe, but shapely body seem rectangular.

Boss Gavak wasn’t fooled. This lavender-skinned beauty with the white hair to match her silvery eyes had a body that made his cock twitch. She was gorgeous, with wide hips and big tits with a slender waist between them. Her legs were long and well-toned. He could imagine them wrapped around him. Even her four guards were beautiful in their form-fitting leathers, their faced hidden by their silver-masked helmets.

Were they males or females? He supposed it didn’t matter much with deep elves. They were all so pretty.

“You say elf owes you money?” asked Gavak.

“Not money,” said Iotha, her cold smile revealing perfect white fangs. “Faylana Pyuur’s debt to my clan is an honor debt. She humiliated me in a matter I will not go into now. I demand compensation, but no amount of coin could satisfy me. Only the elf. In shackles. And you say you can train her to obey me?”

“Oh, yes, I good trainer,” boasted Boss Gavak, his belly shifting as he sat forward on his throne. “I train Slave’s Bane well. She hunt down your elf and bring here. Then I train. Mmmmmhmmm. But will cost much to steal an elf.”

“We can discuss the price later. First, I demand proof that the Slave’s Bane is even here and proof that you can train an elf.”

“Ah! Yes! Is good!” Gavak clapped his hands together. “I prove both at once! Alyndra! Come here!”

The crowd parted and a woman like no other emerged. Alyndra was an elf, that was plain enough by her long ears. She was fair-haired and beautiful, with high, ample breasts that were bare to the morning sun. Her limbs were long and toned, particularly her thighs which bulged with muscles. Her hair was braided into a tight plait that hung between her muscular shoulders.

Around her neck, she wore a collar like a slave collar but with a ring of studs. Her shapely bottom and pubic mound were only barely hidden by a heavy loincloth that hung open on both sides. The portion of one buttock left uncovered by Alyndra’s loincloth revealed a goblin brand scarred into her flesh. A mark of ownership that could not be denied.

“Master Gavak,” she said, saluting the corpulent boss of the tribe. “How may I serve you?”

“What is name we call you?”

“Slave’s Bane,” answered the elf.

“Why call you that?”

“No escaped slave or free woman is safe,” said Alyndra. “I will hunt them down and return them to the mighty Gavak.”

“You see,” said Gavak, leaning atop his throne to make eye contact with Iotha.

“I see the woman. But what power do you have over her, Gavak? Will she truly obey any command? I will be asking her to fetch me one of her own kind.”

“She do what I say!” snapped Gavak, irritated with the deep elf bitch and her questioning. He needed a demonstration to prove beyond any doubt that Alyndra would obey him. He shouted to the warg handler in the goblin tongue. A moment later a hulking, black-furred warg was brought out. The sentient wolflike monster growled at the deep elves. The lady’s guards reached for the grips of their swords but she stopped them with a gesture. She waited to see what Gavak intended.

Gavak’s smile revealed his uneven yellow teeth. He snapped at Alyndra, “Remove your loincloth.”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Alyndra untied her loincloth, baring her firm, peachy bottom, and the trimmed golden triangle of her cunt.

“On knees,” snapped Gavak. “Offer yourself to warg.”

The deep elves gasped. The lady’s silvery eyes widened in shock. Alyndra, again without a moment’s hesitation, dropped to her knees, then fell forward onto her hands. She arched her back to tilt her hips and lowered her cheek to the ground. The warg stopped its growling at once and snapped its attention towards the elf presenting to the beast. It sniffed the air and an obscene bit of red flesh became apparent beneath its furry body.

“There is no need to follow through on this,” said Lady Iotha with a hoarse quiver to her voice. “I see now that you have full control over the elf. I would make my bargain with you.”

Iotha hefted a pouch of coins from her belt and tossed it to Gavak. The bloated goblin caught the sack with surprising dexterity. He marveled at the quantity of fine platinum coins. This was a fortune. More than he had ever been paid for a single slave.

“To bring Faylana Pyuur here and to train her,” said Iotha. “Do not hurt her. And do not give her to your wargs. It will be my pleasure to inflict the pain.”

“Deal is made,” declared Gavak. “Return in nine days. You have your elf.”

Iotha and her guards departed. Gavak’s attention returned to Alyndra, still posed submissively on the ground. He thought about ordering the handler to release the warg, but his own lust won out. The goblin chief heaved his fat body from his chair and waddled behind Alyndra. With a grunt, he thrust his fat cock into her steamy cunt. The elf let out a sweet coo of pleasure as she took her master’s cock. Her slick inner walls gripping him and squeezing him until he exploded deep inside her.

“You are my favorite,” grunted Gazak, kissing Alyndra’s back as he leaned over her.

“Thank you, master,” she moaned, squeezing his cock. “I live to serve you.”

“Yes, yes, I know,” he said, drawing his cock from her creamy cunt. He lifted her to her knees and turned her around as he stood before her. “Tonight, you serve me. Tomorrow, you serve the deep elf. And you bring that elf girl Faylana to me.”

“Yessss, master,” moaned Alyndra, her mouth engulfing his cock as she began to eagerly suck him.

The warg watched as she pleasured Gavak and growled with jealousy.

Capturing the Prey

Alyndra moved alongside the fallen timbers of the cabin, listening to the crackle of the small fire and the steady rhythm of the rain against the half-collapsed roof. She could have taken the elf already but wanted to see where this was going. The elf had slipped away from her group for a rendezvous here in this abandoned cabin.

The slave hunter did not know what to make of this Faylana Pyuur. She seemed sweet and innocent, she knew magic, but she also seemed completely foolish and oblivious. A foolhardy nature that grew stranger by the moment as Alyndra watched the fair-haired elf undress. She shed her cloak and her gown. Slipped out of her panties and bra. Revealing a pale and more than ample figure. Her nipples stiffening in the cool autumn air. Her breath steaming beyond the warmth of the fire. Her naked curves were luscious and colored gold by the fire. A fine prize for Boss Gavak or Lady Iotha.

But why was she building a fire and stripping naked out here in the forest? Who was she meeting?

Alyndra’s questions were answered after a moment. The brown leaves of a nearby tree parted and a diminutive figure crept out of the forest and into the firelight. Alyndra almost burs tout laughing. He was a scrawny, almost pathetic goblin, but he carried himself in an upright manner that reminded Alyndra of humans and their arrogance.

“Greebi,” gasped Faylana. “You came.”

“I come for you,” said Greebi. “My love. My Faylana.”

They embraced like old lovers, holding each other and kissing passionately, their differing sizes seemingly no impediment to their desires. Alyndra watched a while longer. She had never seen such a thing. An elf woman willingly giving herself to a goblin. Perhaps this Faylana would be difficult to train because she would enjoy her training so much.

Alyndra decided to fall back and wait. She watched their pleasure. The way the woman sucked the goblin’s cock without hesitation. The way she squeezed the little green prick between her soft breasts and kissed the goblin with obvious passion for him.

The goblin was understandably delighted and soon was spunking between the elf’s ample breasts. He repaid Faylana’s generosity with a thorough tongue lashing. Faylana lay by the fire with her feet in the air, holding the backs of her knees as Greebi licked and slurped and thrust into her with his bony little fingers. Her toe-curling orgasm was so sharp that her cries echoed through the night.

The slave hunter felt almost jealous. It was rare any of the goblins she pleasured reciprocated her pleasure, not that it was their duty to reciprocate. She served them gladly. That was pleasure enough. But still…

“Ohhhh, yes, Greebi!” cried Faylana. “Ohhhhh, your tongue is incredible, but I need more. I need this!”

She reached out and squeezed the goblin’s cock, guiding him between her creamy thighs to the gold-thatched velvet of her cunt. The goblin fell atop her and began to vigorously rut into the elf’s pussy. Alyndra crept closer. Now was the time. She let the little goblin’s rutting reach its crescendo, the elf moaning, their kisses awkward and sloppy as each stroke of the goblin’s cock made the elf’s tits bounce.

“Ohhhhh! Yes! Greebi cumming! Greebi cumming!” cried the goblin.

At the peak of his pleasure, Alyndra hit him over the head with her sap. The impact was quiet, but it hit hard enough to knock him out with a single blow. She pulled the goblin aside and covered Faylana’s mouth with her hand before the elf could scream.

“You are coming with me, Faylana Pyuur. I have been hired to collect you and I cannot be persuaded or bought. Now, if I uncover your mouth will you refrain from screaming?”

Faylana nodded, though her blue eyes were wide with fear. Alyndra slowly removed her hand from Faylana’s mouth.

“Who are you?” asked Faylana.

“Get your clothes on,” said Alyndra. “I will explain everything to you on the way. If you try to escape or try to call for help, I will bind you, gag you, and come back here to slit this goblin’s throat. Do you understand?”

Faylana gave Alyndra the same wide-eyed nod she had before.

“Good. Get dressed.”

Training the Slave

Alyndra had not seen anyone quite like Faylana in her time working as a slave hunter. This elf took to her training like a fish to water. She barely needed to be given the dulling obedience potions. When she was commanded to expose herself, she did so without hesitation. When she was given the order to pleasure a goblin, she practically had to be pulled away from the goblin to stop doing it. She was insatiable, loud, and lovely to gaze upon.

“Tonight, she beds with me,” declared Boss Gavak. “Does that make you jealous, Slave’s Bane?”

“No,” lied Alyndra, watching the fat goblin fondle Faylana and run his tongue over her right nipple. The elf was perched upon his lap, cooing like a drunken whore. Her thighs apart and her cunt glistening with arousal. Her big cow tits in the hands of the fat goblin.

And it made Alyndra deeply jealous. She could see the lust with which Gavak handled this elf slut. Not just another slave girl. She was a real prize and he was savoring her.

“Tell me, Faylana,” rasped Gavak, his fat fingers tugging both of her nipples, “do you love Boss Gavak? Do you want to be filled with his seed?”

“Ohhhh, yes,” she moaned, squirming against him, “I think that would be very nice.”

“You see?” laughed Gavak, pulling Faylana back and giving her a sloppy tongue kiss. “This elf gets it, Alyndra! She know what goblin like! Maybe I keep her!”

“If you wish, master,” said Alyndra, bowing her head obediently.

“I do wish, but I know better,” said Gavak. “Double cross deep elf is way to get your belly slit open. I only keep her tonight. Tomorrow, you take her to elves.”

“Yes, master,” said Alyndra, trying to hide her relief that her beloved master would not be keeping this damned elf slut around. Still, she watched bitterly as Faylana disappeared into the tent with Gavak. The sounds they made together lasted through the night and into the misty morning. Alyndra was awake and listening the whole time.

Delivering the Goods

Faylana was naked, save for the slave collar around her slender neck, her body tanned from her training outdoors in the goblin village. She had lost a bit of weight from the hard work and bad food, but she was still round in the hips and ample in the bottom and breasts. Her body glistened with oil and smelled faintly of the minty herbs used as a perfume by the slave tenders. Her flesh was otherwise unmarked. No brand, no tattoo, not even body paint often worn by slaves of the tribe. She was pure and untainted. A fresh prize for Lady Iotha.

Alyndra stood beside her, waiting in the candlelit anteroom of the deep elf’s manor. It was beneath the surface and the air was cool and damp. Faylana shivered slightly. Alyndra smirked. She had grown to despise the slutty elf during her time in the goblin village. She was glad to be rid of her.

“May I speak?” whispered Faylana.

“Quickly,” said Alyndra. “And not once your mistress arrives.”

“Will I ever be let go?” asked the elf, looking over sadly at Alyndra.

“That is up to Lady Iotha,” said Alyndra. Then, with a cruel smile, she added, “I think you know she will not though, Faylana. You owe her some debt and she means to keep you as her slave.”

A flicker of rebellion died away in Faylana’s innocent blue eyes.

“Then I will serve my mistress well,” said Faylana, resigned to her fate.

So we did manage to break the plump slut, thought Alyndra. Good. Lady Iotha will be most pleased.

In fact, Lady Iotha was pleased. She arrived in her white gown looking like a spider crawling from its freshly spun web. She strutted before Faylana, inspecting her and occasionally glancing approvingly at Alyndra.

“Do you know why you are here?” she finally asked.

“Not… not really, mistress,” said Faylana. “Something about a debt.”

“Something about a debt?” Lady Iotha sneered. “No, you silly surface cow, you stole away the man I was supposed to marry and left him a brothel-crawling wreck spending his family’s dwindling fortune on whores who look like you.”

“W-what?” Faylana was so well-trained that she looked as if she might cry with shame. “Prince Tethus? I refused him after those two nights! I left—”

Lady Iotha backhanded Faylana and drove the elf down to her knees.

“You addicted him to the sweet cream of your high forest cunt,” shouted Iotha. “He was cruel and diabolical before he met you. He was to be my husband! Now he is a wreck who never returns to the Underdeep. If he did, I would kill him myself.”

“Forgive me, mistress,” cried Faylana, trying to kiss Iotha’s feet and sobbing with apparently genuine anguish.

“Oh, no, there is no forgiveness for you here,” chuckled Iotha bitterly. “Only the pain you will soon know. Slave hunter, will you stay the day with us and help me to punish this bitch? I can sense that you hate her almost as much as I.”

“It would be my pleasure,” said Alyndra, smiling with cruel anticipation.

Faylana was brought to a cold stone room and bound to a slab with channels for blood sacrifices. She whimpered and shook in her bindings, looking from Alyndra to Iotha with wide-eyed fear. She knew well enough not speak or ask what they had planned for her.

“Oh, you should not fear death by my hand, soft little Faylana,” said Iotha, teasing her long fingers over Faylana’s trembling body, “you should fear the centuries you will spend as my plaything.” With that, Iotha pinched Faylana’s left nipple and gave it a brutal twist. Faylana cried out with pain that echoed from the stone walls and arched against her bindings, her plump tits heaving and shuddering.

“Plllllease! It hurts!” cried Faylana.

“Slave’s Bane,” said Iotha, ignoring Faylana’s pain, “there is a crackle prod there. Use it on her as you please. It will inflict agonies upon her… mmmmm… luscious flesh.”

“Yes, Lady Iotha,” said Alyndra.

The crackle prod was a most devious implement. Though it inflicted no actual injury, it caused pain to equal a variety of sensations, from electrocution, to severe burning, to abrasions. Alyndra set the prod to the deep elven rune for hot coals with a twist of the base. A faint violet light appeared at the opposite end of the black wand of mithral. She applied the tip to the arch of Faylana’s left foot and Faylana screamed in agony. Alyndra laughed, dragging it over Faylana’s toes, her other foot, and down to her opposite arch. When she withdrew the wand, Faylana was drenched with sweat and shaking violently.

“P-please, no more,” she moaned.

“I had intended to dress you as one of my maids and have you serve my husband,” said Iotha. “But I think I would like to savor you myself. Shall I have the slave hunter teach you more about pain or will you serve me properly?”

“S-serve you,” whimpered Faylana.

Lady Iotha gestured to Alyndra. The slave hunter opened the manacles securing Faylana to the sacrificial stone. The lovely, sweat-damp elf slid to her knees on the floor. Lotha grasped her by her hair and pulled her face up. Iotha gathered up her shimmering skirt with her other hand and slid it up her slender legs until she exposed the hairless mound of her cunt. She hooked one long leg over Faylana’s shoulder and balanced on one foot with effortless ease.

“Serve your mistress,” commanded Alyndra, sidling up beside Lady Iotha.

“Y-yes,” said Faylana and obediently began to lick.

“Get your tongue in there you cow-titted wood elf,” hissed Iotha, pulling on Faylana’s golden hair. Faylana whimpered and obeyed, tonguing deep into Iotha’s cunt as Alyndra watched. The noble elf turned to the slave hunter and kissed her. Softly at first, but then with fierce passion, their tongues dancing together as Iotha began to ride against Faylana’s tongue. Faster and faster. Iotha moaning her pleasure into her kiss with Alyndra.

“Ohhhh, she’s such a whore,” gasped Iotha. “Sucking my clit. Tonguing it. Mmmmmmm! Perhaps… perhaps I’ll make her my bed slave. OOOoooooooo!”

Iotha embraced Alyndra passionately, kissing the slave hunter as if in reward for procuring Faylana. Iotha’s hips jerked as she began to cum, spilling her nectar into the mouth of her willing slave.

Oh, yes, revenge for Iotha was going to be sweet indeed.


2.5

Breaking Mishanna

Boss Gavak was waiting in his yurt, his bulk half buried beneath furs and cooing bed slaves. One big arm was draped across a petite human woman, squeezing her firm little bottom, the other was cradling the head of a tanned and buxom Kornasi woman with long dark hair. She was laying across his belly and leaning her head into his lap. Stroking his goblin cock with her hands as her pink tongue darted and swirled around his tip.

Alyndra the Slave’s Bane remembered that girl. Unanasi. She had been spirited and dangerous, like a wild horse, but Alyndra had broken her. Now she was as obedient as all the others. Soon, Boss Gavak would tire of her and sell her at one of the slave markets. Until then, she warmed his bed and his cock with her mouth judging by her lunge forward and gurgling submission.

Alyndra watched for a moment longer, Unanasi’s drool dripping down the goblin’s green bollocks, before clearing her throat. She stood, arms folded, breasts bare, just inside the flap to his yurt. At the sound of her clearing throat, Gavak’s eyelids bounced open. He grunted and sat up, dislodging both women from him but making no move to cover his glistening wet prick.

“Slave’s Bane,” he growled. “You take long time. I send for you hours ago.”

“Apologies, master,” said Alyndra, bowing her head. “If you wish to punish me, I will receive what I deserve.”

“No!” snapped Gavak. “No time for punishment. I have contract. On scroll there. You read.”

He indicated a scroll open on his supper table. Alyndra brushed aside crumbs and began to read the document. As she read, Gavak pulled Unanasi into his lap and began fondling her plump tits and kissing her sloppily.

Alyndra took in the delicate script on the scroll and was surprised by the detailed legal language. It was a will, of sorts, or more specifically a sort of contract to be triggered upon the death of a man named Zimon Fendriss. He had been murdered and the contract insisted that his murderers be “brought to heel” and “forced to take on the mantle of pleasure slaves” to be used “at Gavak’s whim.”

“So he’s giving you slaves?” asked Alyndra.

“No, you get women on contract. You make slaves. He pay much gold for me to make them into slaves.”

“And you get to keep them?” Alyndra chuckled darkly. “Quite a deal for you, master.”

“Yes, good deal,” he agreed, smacking Unanasi’s ass and pushing her head down between his legs. She began slurping and slobbering on his cock again. “So you start now. Catch first slave and break her.”

“Very well,” said Alyndra. “I will find this… Mishanna Shadowstride. And I will show her the way of slavery.”

“Good, good,” chortled Gavak. “Ohhhh!”

He grunted and tensed, firing cum into the Kornasi’ woman’s mouth. It bubble out of her nostrils and the corners of her mouth as she swallowed his load. Alyndra watched for a moment longer, then saluted and backed out of the boss goblin’s yurt.

She had a deep elf to catch.

Stalking Her Prey

It took days of searching to hunt down the trail of Mishanna Shadowstride. The beautiful, silver-eyed, lavender-skinned deep elf was clever and fleet of foot. She became suspicious that she was being followed and Alyndra had to keep her distance. She tracked her for so long that the deep elf again became complacent. Alyndra waited for her to venture into a human settlement, into a tavern. There, Alyndra made her move. It was not her usual method, but this elf was dangerous. She needed to approach her differently.

So she sat down beside her at the tavern, a cup of steaming mulled wine in her hand.

“Take another seat,” growled Mishanna, her long ears hidden beneath a hood. “I desire no company.”

“Is that so?” Alyndra pulled back her head, revealing her blond braids and her own long elven ears. She detected a flicker of surprise from the deep elf. Alyndra concealed her own smile in her cup of wine. She continued, “I was thinking an elf like you has to be tired of humans drooling over her every time she enters a human settlement. I know I’m sick of it. Sick of men in general. I thought perhaps you could use—”

“You thought wrong,” said Mishanna and the shapely elf pushed off from the bar and headed to the fire.

Alyndra pretended to lose interest in her and struck up a conversation with a few locals. She laughed and flirted, but her mind was always on her prey. She waited until the deep elf retired to her room, then picked out a drunk staying at the inn and took him to bed.

The man was so besotted that he could barely get his prick hard. Alyndra had to massage him with her breasts and repeatedly suck on his cock to make him stiff. He was moaning like a fool and his head was lolling on the pillows as she climbed atop him, riding him softly and pretending to be in heaven as she listened for any sounds from the nearby room.

Soon enough, the old drunk wheezed and exploded inside Alyndra. She left him snoring and dismounted from his cock. A quick cleaning and she crept out of his room, not through the door but through the window. She readied a throwing knife dipped in goblin slave toxin as she scaled the wall of the inn. She was grateful for the especially dark and moonless night to conceal her movements. Her long blond hair blew in the night breeze and her hanging loincloth kept blowing aside to expose her buttocks.

But Alyndra had matured beyond shame. She continued her careful climbing until she reached the room where Mishanna lay sleeping. The deep elf was nude and scarcely covered by a thin sheet. Her dark hair was splayed out upon the pillows. Her ample breasts rising and falling steadily.

Alyndra eased open the window, stepped onto the sill, and took aim with the dagger. It would only take a grazing wound for the venom to take effect. Alyndra drew back her arm and flung it forward, releasing the blade aimed at Mishanna’s arm. The deep elf disappeared, leaving the sheet drifting down as it billowed open. The dagger stabbed through it and stuck its tip into the mattress. Before Alyndra could react, lavender fingers grabbed her neck and yanked her off her feet and into the room.

She landed badly on her breasts, knocking the air out of her. But even though she was gasping for breath she managed to windmill her legs and knock the deep elf back. Mishanna crashed into the small table beside the bed and sent a lantern crashing to the floor. Flames spilled across the wooden planks as Alyndra got to her feet and shook off her daze. The deep elf was naked and striking an odd fighting stance with one hand down and one up as she moved her upper body like a serpent.

“Before I kill you,” said Mishanna, “tell me who sent you. I will make your death quick.”

Alyndra drew another throwing knife from her leg bandoleer and whipped it at Mishanna’s throat. She knew the deep elf would dodge or deflect it and was already in motion as Mishanna rolled under the attack. The knife thumped harmlessly into the wall. Mishanna came up from her roll at the foot of the bed and Alyndra was ready. She leaped and caught Mishanna’s throat with her arm. Alyndra used her momentum to carry the deep elf with her onto the bed.

“Bitch!” cried Mishanna, driving several painful strikes into Alyndra’s side. For a few seconds, they grappled intensely for the upper hand. Alyndra could feel the lean muscles and soft curves of the deep elf. The warmth of her body. That faintly mysterious scent of moonlight and caves and forbidden desires. Mishanna got her hands around Alyndra’s throat and began to strangle the Slave’s Bane. Alyndra knew she had only seconds to turn the combat in her favor. She saw the envenomed knife sticking up from the mattress.

With a cry, a twist of her arms, and a knee driven into Mishanna’s midsection, Alyndra managed to knock the deep elf sideways. Mishanna cried out in pain as the knife’s blade sliced her back, but she did not relinquish her grip on Alyndra’s throat. Still unable to breathe, Alyndra felt the world closing in around her. Flames climbing the walls. Shouts beginning to issue from the street as the fire spread.

Mishanna’s grip tightened. Alyndra’s world dimmed. Then… darkness.

Alyndra dreamed a death dream of a different life. She was a woman seeking revenge against slavers. She hunted them and killed them and freed slaves. It seemed so wrong to her sensibilities, but in these dreamlike memories she was happy each time she impaled a human slaver on a blade or strung up a goblin slaver from a tree.

Then she awoke again, to a room full of fire and smoke. Beside her on the bed, Mishanna moaned and pleasured herself with her fingers. The venom had worked and Alyndra had been unconscious for mere seconds! How had she dreamed so vividly? No time to question it. She grabbed Mishanna under her arms and dragged her to the window.

“Do you wish to fuck?” laughed Mishanna, trying to kiss and caress Alyndra.

“Not now. Out the window!” Alyndra gave her a shove and Mishanna tumbled onto the shingles, rolled past the gutter, and plunged to the muddy ground below. They were lucky it had been raining as it broke their falls.

Alyndra grabbed Mishanna roughly, collaring her and shackling her wrists behind her back. She shoved the deep elf ahead of her through the mud as the fire spread through the inn behind them.

“Fuuuuck me,” whined Mishanna.

Alyndra said nothing. She would have time to train this dangerous bitch later. For now, she knew the venom would wear off soon and wanted to get the deep elf away from the village. Alyndra did not know if Mishanna was related to the other targets on her list, if they were part of some group of killers, but she did not want to contend with them all at once. She would break Mishanna and then she would pursue the others.

Breaking Mishanna Shadowstride

“I have experienced pain you would not imagine. I was nursed on pain and weened on suffering.” Mishanna’s brow furrowed and her silvery eyes seemed to blaze with supernatural anger. “Do you think this hurts me?”

As she asked the question, she jerked her shoulders and the weights dangling from her nipples by the piercing Alyndra had made began to swing. Pain immediately shuddered through her face. Mishanna tried to remain still, for every twitch caused the heavy weights to pull on her nipples and inflict serious pain.

“Clearly it does,” chuckled Alyndra. “Though you are tougher than most I have encountered. Now then, before I take you out for your walk this morning, I have something for you.”

Alyndra knelt beside the deep elf. Mishanna liked to lash out at her during these moments. The deep elf had tried it the last two times Alyndra had done it, crouching next to the deep elf’s shapely hip, but with the weights and the piercings Mishanna was forced to be still and calm. Alyndra smiled at how easily it was to make her behave as she began to unstrap the chastity belt.

“What are you doing now?” demanded Mishanna.

“Oh, just adding a little something. The gnomes the goblins trade with sell us these sometimes. It’s called a shaker.” Alyndra held up the pill-shaped brass cylinder three inches in length. “It traps an earth spirit that wants out. Give it a little tap and…”

She tapped a finger against the side and the rounded cylinder began to shake violently in her grasp. She laughed and spit into her hands, spreading her saliva over the shaker. She spread Mishanna’s plush bottom to reveal the violet star of her anus. She gave it a quick stroke with a damp finger, tracing the rim and causing Mishanna to whimper. Then she pressed the wet shaker to Mishanna’s ass and began to push.

“No! Not there!”

“Oh? You’d rather I put it in your cunt?”

“I… don’t put it anywhere,” snarled Mishanna, not willing to concede her fears.

“It must go somewhere, Mishanna,” teased Alyndra, rubbing it against the deep elf’s asshole, then down to her clit. Mishanna stiffened and sucked in a breath. The weights hanging from her nipples clanged together as the shook.

“M-my ass,” cried Mishanna, fighting to remain still. “Please. I can’t take it if it is… elsewhere.”

“Your little purple pussy it is then,” laughed Alyndra, flicking the shaker and making it buzz as she shoved the gnome invention into Mishanna’s pussy. The deep elf straightened up, rocked on her toes, and came back down. This sent the weights swinging again, tugging so hard on her nipples that Mishanna yelped with each tug of the weight on her nipples.

“You… you bitch,” cried Mishanna.

“We’re only just starting today. But maybe you will finally learn your lesson: you cum when I let you cum or the pain will be worse than the pleasure.”

Alyndra buckled the chastity belt back into place, muffling the buzzing sound of the shaker. Mishanna cried out, rocking again with pleasure and causing the weights to start swinging and clinking together beneath her breasts.

“Careful or you will get them tangled up,” said Alyndra. “Now then. March. That way. I saw a little settlement of farmers and you are going to show off that lovely elven body to them.”

Alyndra gave Mishanna’s body a good smack to get her moving. She followed a few steps behind her, through the woodland path and out onto the trade road. Mishanna fought her pleasure with each step. Sweat sprang upon her forehead and her rear jiggled with each step. Alyndra had to admit, even when she was being tortured, the deep elf knew how to move. She was gliding, yes, but every so often she stopped and staggered, resisting the shaker inside her cunt. Mishanna had to know that if she began to cum she would endure untold agony.

It was a long walk to the village of Ambledown. Really just a settlement. A gathering of houses and a tavern and two or three shops. The farmers saw them first and stood in awe as Alyndra paraded the naked elf before her.

“Caw! Look at that! I ain’t seen a body like that before!”

“It’s an elf! And another’n! Dark and dusky! Oh, she be fine for sure!”

They whistled and drooled and soon the whole town was gathered and watched as they reached Ambledown’s lone temple of Oreth. By then, Mishanna had fought off a dozen orgasms or more. Each causing her to tense up and making the weights swing. The humans pressed close around the sight of her suffering. Some of the bolder men had taken out their cocks and were stroking themselves to the lewd sight.

“What say you, human?” shouted Alyndra. “Does the deep elf deserve to cum?”

“Yeah! Let her cum!”

“I’ll cum on those fat tits!”

“You will?” Alyndra laughed. “You hear them, Mishanna. They want to baptize you in their seed! Perhaps if you take it like a good girl I shall let you cum!”

“P-please,” moaned Mishanna, looking feverish.

“Very well, on your knees. Offer yourself to them!”

Mishanna had no choice but to fall upon her knees and present her breasts for the men. With her hands bound behind her back, she could not defend herself from their groping hands and rubbing cocks. The men squeezed and pinched and made her howl with pain from the piercings. Soon, one cock after another was erupting onto Mishanna. Geysers of cum painted her face and dripped down to her soft tits. Huge splashes of human jizz dripped from her back, hung from her ears, and absolutely coated her face and tits. More than one cock emptied into her mouth as the bold human grabbed her head and thrust between her lips.

At last, the men backed away, laughing and red-faced with their pleasure. Mishanna was drenched down to the ground. Cum coating her body like wax from a melted candle.

“Who is your master?” asked Alyndra.

“Boss Gavrok?”

“Gavak!” snapped Alyndra, giving the weights a two-handed tug.  Mishanna howled as they clanked together and made stretched her nipples.

“Boss Gavak,” whimpered Mishanna. “He is… my master.”

“Very good,” laughed Alyndra. “Well, now, you’ve tried so very hard to please everyone today, including all these strange men, I think it’s time to give you your reward.”

Alyndra reached down and flipped open the clasps for the chastity belt. With a tug, Mishanna was free, and the shaker dropped from her soaking, raw, red cunt. Alyndra eased the weights from Mishanna’s nipples, then reached down and began to pleasure Mishanna with her fingers.

The deep elf looked up gratefully. Alyndra couldn’t resist stealing a kiss from her, even though it smeared the salty thickness of the villager’s cum onto her lips. Her tongue thrust hungrily into Mishanna’s mouth, sharing that foul human flavor between them.

Mishanna moaned and bucked her hips, her breasts at last free to bounce and jiggle without pain. Her wrists still bound, but her body free to endure the pleasure. Her hot cunt sucking at Alyndra’s thrusting fingers. Her body quaking with her pleasure as she moaned into the kiss. The humans watched in awe at the obscene sight, wood elf and deep elf lip locked and sharing cum, fingers plunging between dusky thighs. Mishanna tensing. Shaking. Wailing against Alyndra’s lips.

And cumming.

Again and again.

Cumming as her mind and body surrendered her new life as a pleasure slave.


2.6

Breaking Nellie

The yurt echoed with the hot slap of flesh against flesh. The firm, round ass of Slave’s Bane moved up and down with the steady motion of her hips. Her hands braced against her thighs just above her knees and her arched back doing much of the work. Each downward stroke caused her tight elf cunt to engulf the full length of the warty green cock.

A hand descended sharply and smacked Alyndra’s right buttock, sending a shameful pulse of pleasure through her body.

“Ohhhhhh!” she cried, riding back harder against Boss Gavak’s cock.

The fat goblin chief sat upon his throne with his flabby legs spread, watching Alyndra’s luscious bottom rise and fall as she fucked herself with his cock.

“That’s a good slut,” he grunted. “Now what I say? Oh, right, you did good with deep elf. Now got two elves at once for you.”

“Two ahhhh… at once?” gasped Alyndra, looking at her master over her shoulder.

“That what I say!” snapped Gavak, smacking her other buttock even harder.

The blow left a red handprint on her creamy cheek. It felt hot and throbbed deep inside Alyndra’s core. Her cunt tightened around his cock and a shudder of pleasure ran through her.

Boss Gavak continued, “One called Nellie, big and fat tits, other called Mollyanna. Not know much about her. Skinny. Maybe dancer? They slaves for wizard one time. They sisters. Now he dead, you go to catch them and break them. Turn them into slaves.”

“Like the other one…”

“Mmmmmmm, yes, like other one,” growled Gavak, glancing over and seeing Mishanna lounging nearby, her plump breasts exposed and her cunt only partly covered by a sheer loincloth. She lifted her head expectantly, as if ready to serve her master. “Yes, make just like deep elf. She good slut.”

“Yes,” panted Alyndra. “M-master, ah, I am nearly there.”

“You want cum? Mmmm, wait for me finish.” Gavak smacked her bottom with both hands. Squeezed her cheeks. Spread her ass and admired Alyndra’s pretty pink knot. “Most important thing, Slave’s Bane, is one elf is witch. Nellie. She cast spells. She dangerous.”

“And you know where they… mmmmmm… they are?” asked Alyndra, fighting back the urge to cum as she rode back against Gavak.

“No! You find. They elves. Be easy to find for you. Hnnnnnnnnn!” Gavak gave Alyndra a shove, pushing her off his cock, and he scrambled up onto his throne. “Turn! I give seed! Turnnn! On knees!”

Alyndra, panting, desperately close to cumming, turned and fell to her knees, her plush tits bouncing as she landed on the earthen floor. Gavak loomed over her, a grotesque idol of goblin dominance. He grabbed her hair and yanked her down on his cock. Thrusting into her mouth and to the back of her throat. All concern for her pleasure and her orgasm forgotten as he began to cum. Hot goblin spunk flooded into her mouth, but then he drew his cock out and she stroked him instinctively as long ropes of his oily seed painted her face and her heaving breasts.

“Yesssss!” groaned Gavak. “Good slut. Gooooooood. Ohhhhhh, yes, now… you lick clean. Every drop. Then you go.”

Alyndra began to obediently clean the cum from her body, licking her breasts and scooping it from her face to suck her fingers clean. She licked Gavak’s cock, moaning softly at her lack of satisfaction, but obediently pleasuring her goblin master. Her mind already retreating from the moment and beginning to plan her hunt for the elven sisters.

Hunting the Elf Sisters

Boss Gavak was wrong. Locating the elf sisters was not an easy task. Alyndra began by questioning Mishanna, who knew only where they had emerged from the lair of the wizard that had entrapped them. They had parted ways soon after and that had been weeks earlier. So Alyndra returned to where she had entrapped Mishanna and worked her way backwards towards the location where the three had emerged along with a human named Beatrix. She stopped in every tavern and inn she found along the way, asking about the elves, but finding little evidence of them.

It was finally on a second pass through the town of Keerhoven that Alyndra happened to stop into a provisioner in the town. A few kind words and a vigorous hand job persuaded the old shopkeeper to divulge that he had indeed seen a pair of elves in his shop some weeks ago.

As Alyndra wanked his cock and he felt up her breasts, the human described the elves and told her they had purchased food and blankets and some camp tools like lanterns and shovels. The only man spurted his cum on the wall beneath his shop’s counter and confessed that the friendlier of the elves had sucked his cock to pay for everything.

“Where were they going?” demanded Alyndra, wiping the shopkeeper’s cum from her fingers onto his flannel shirt.

“That… that… I was sworn to secrecy,” croaked the old man, struggling to get his twitching cock back into his trousers as another customer entered the shop.

Alyndra turned on the man, grabbing him around his throat and slamming him back against the wall. Her glittering eyes were close to his. Her hand tightened around his throat.

“Where?” she hissed. “Speak now or die.”

“North,” he choked out. “Not sure where. Said there’s a traveler’s… hnnnkkk… traveler’s rest in the hills.”

“A map,” demanded Alyndra.

The old man gestured to a barrel stuffed with rolled maps of the area. Alyndra released the man and then floored him with a knee to the groin. She took a map and stalked out of the shop, still annoyed that he would have defied her after she wanked his withered old prick.

Fortunately, finding the traveler’s rest was easy thanks to the map. It marked the location of several traveler’s wells in the north hills along with a hunter’s cabin that seemed far enough from Keerhoven that it was more like a hermitage.

Alyndra found the hermitage after a half-day’s searching. Sure enough, the two elves were there. The one with the large breasts seemed to be doing most of the work, sweeping and making snares and washing clothes in a wash tub. The other elf, just as beautiful as her sister, but slender and short-haired, sat outside the mossy little cabin, her face almost blank and her blue eyes staring into the distance. She looked sad, as if she knew something that had ruined her entire life and spoke only rarely to her sister.

Alyndra was certain she could take the two elves with a frontal attack but decided instead on subterfuge. She went to the nearest well marked on the map. She stashed her weapons in a bundle of broad leaves, smeared dirt on her face, and sat on the edge of the well. She drew a bucket up from the waters and drank cool, mineral-rich water.

She heard Nellie coming shortly before dusk. The plump elf wore twin braids down her cheeks and her hair braided at the back. She was sun-kissed and beautiful, singing to herself as she emerged along a faintly worn path and into the clearing around the well. She carried a large jug atop her head and nearly dropped it as she drew up short at the sight of Alyndra.

“Oh! Oh, my, I did not expect to see someone here!”

Alyndra feigned extreme weariness, slouching and breathing heavily as she wiped water from her chin.

“Sorry,” said Alyndra. “Didn’t know anyone was here.”

Nellie approached in a friendly manner. Incautious to the point of being foolhardy.

“Are you alright?” asked the plump elf. “Have you been traveling long?”

“I was chased by slavers,” said Alyndra. “Goblins. Out west. I escaped them, but I didn’t dare go into any of the human settlements around here. They’re almost as bad as the goblins.”

“No, humans are nice,” said Nellie. “Goblins can be nice too, in my experience. Have you had anything to eat? I’m making a stew up at the house.”

“I… I couldn’t,” said Alyndra. “I’d best be on my way.”

Alyndra stood, swaying from side to side as if barely able to stand. Nellie caught her and held Alyndra against big, soft tits.

“I insist you come and stay with us until you are well,” said Nellie. “My sister and I have a little cabin all to ourselves. I’ll feed you and you can sleep on the bed until you feel better.”

“You… you’re a saint,” said Alyndra, allowing Nellie to lead her back down the path from the well to the small cabin. Mollyanna actually perked up a bit at the sight of the newcomer. She stood and mumbled some sort of welcome.

“My sister hasn’t been well,” explained Nellie. “But she’s glad to see you. I can tell.”

“Th-thanks,” said Alyndra, groaning as Nellie helped her into a chair.

Alyndra was a perfectly polite guest, spinning some tale about raided carriages and goblin slavers that incorporated just enough personal truth to be convincing. She ate the elf’s stew, which was quite good and seemed to be made from rabbit. After supper, Alyndra took out a long piece of string and began to weave it into an intricate pattern between her fingers. The elf sisters watched with interest.

“What is that you’re making?” asked Nellie.

“It’s called a demon’s cradle,” said Alyndra. “It’s for good luck. Would you like me to show you how it’s done?”

“Oh, yes, that would be very fun,” said Nellie.

“Hold out your hands like I have mine,” said Alyndra, holding her hands a foot apart with her fingers outstretched. “You use your thumbs to weave it, but I’ll show you on your fingers first. Here…”

She took the string from her fingers and began to wind it back and forth among Nellie’s fingers. The busty elf watched with amazement as the pattern grew more and more complex until taut strings connected each finger several times over.

“It looks beautiful,” said Nellie, smiling as she admired the pattern.

“Now the real trick,” said Alyndra, reaching down to a cross point in the center of the pattern, “is that you can pull here and…”

Alyndra tugged hard and the strings drew Nellie’s hands together, interlacing her fingers and binding them tightly. Alyndra cinched the bindings tighter and Nellie yelped in pain. With a twist and a knot, the trap was completed. The witch’s fingers were immobilized and she was unable to cast spells.

“Your first mistake was letting that old shopkeeper know you were in the area,” explained Alyndra. “Your second was inviting me into your home. This, clearly, was your third.”

“What are you doing?” cried Nellie. “I thought you were our friend!”

“No, I’m a slave catcher,” said Alyndra. “I catch them. Then I break them. Now, I am going to break you and your sister. You’re not going to cause me any trouble, are you Mollyanna?”

The slender elf’s eyes welled with tears.

“No,” she said softly.

Breaking the Elf Sisters

Alyndra simply tied Mollyanna’s hands behind her back and sat her down on a chair with the house’s main beam behind her. For Nellie, the ropework was much more elaborate. Alyndra stripped the plump elf naked. Alyndra admired Nellie’s plush body as she bound her and was surprised to find Nellie’s nipples dripping slightly with milk. A pinch of Nellie’s breast produced a spray of milk.

“A mother, eh? It won’t make me go easy on you.”

“Please,” moaned Nellie. “Please just let us go.”

She trembled as Alyndra tied her to a chair spread-eagled, with her thighs apart and her arms on the arms of the chair. A thick knot at the base of her skull kept her head immobilized so she could not look away.

“You and your sister will learn to serve your new master,” explained Alyndra. “Forget the wizard. You two now belong to Boss Gavak. You will be his pleasure slaves until he decides you should be sold.”

“We’re not going to be your slaves,” cried Nellie.

“Not mine,” chuckled Alyndra. “But you already belong to the goblins. You just need to understand that fact before I take you to them. Now then, I think I will start with your sister.”

“Wait! No!” Nellie struggled against the robes bind her. “Don’t hurt Mollyanna!”

“Oh, I won’t hurt her.” Alyndra caressed the slender elf’s cheek. “Tell her to serve me. Tell her to… mmmm… give me a kiss. On my cunt.”

Alyndra drew aside her loincloth and put one foot up on the arm of Mollyanna’s chair. She cradled Mollyanna’s head. The wide-eyed elf looked up at Alyndra in confusion.

“Tell her, Nellie,” growled Alyndra.

“N-never,” gasped Nellie. “She’s done being a plaything for men or women.”

Alyndra lowered her foot from the arm of the chair and dropped her loincloth back into place. She padded over to her bedroll and took out her torturer’s kit.

“You promised you wouldn’t hurt her,” gasped Nellie.

“I said I wouldn’t,” agreed Alyndra. “But I made no such promise about you, Nellie. The pain will be exquisite. It might even make you cum. And when I’m done with you, you will be begging me to let Mollyanna to tongue my ass.”

“Never!” cried Nellie, cringing from the taboo claim.

“You could agree to let me put you both in slave collars now,” suggested Alyndra. “Save you both the suffering. Go on to a reasonably happy life as pleasure slaves. Who knows, maybe Gavak will even keep you together as a set.”

Defiance burned in Nellie’s eyes.

“We will never be slaves again,” she hissed through clenched teeth.

“Wrong again, cow tits,” chuckled Alyndra, returning to Nellie with a red candle in each hand and a riding crop tucked under one arm.

“W-what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to give you a command once and if you disobey, you will be punished.” Alyndra’s gaze were drawn to Nellie’s large breasts, squeezed tightly between ropes. These plump mounds were reddening and her thick nipples were dripping with milk. “Tell your sister to come over here.”

“No,” gasped Nellie, twisting against the restraints. “Leave her out of this, please!”

Alyndra’s lips pinched into a frown. “That is not the right answer,” she said and brought the crop down hard across the tops of Nellie’s breasts. The curvy elf cried out in pain and the blow left a hot red welt across the creamy flesh of Nellie’s bare breasts. Her body shook and her breasts jiggled with the aftershock of pain. Milk dribbled from Nellie’s swollen teats.

“Tell your sister to come over here,” repeated Alyndra, raising the crop.

“P-please don’t—”

SMACK! The crop fell again and Nellie howled with fresh pain, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Tell your sister to come over here,” said Alyndra calmly. “I can do this until your breasts are marked for life. Until you pass out from the pain.”

Nellie’s eyes were wide and fearful. Tears began to fall down her face. “M-M-Molly… come here. Come over here… p-please.”

Mollyana’s expression was almost blank as she stood and from the chair and walked over to Nellie with her hands behind her back.

“Tell her to get on her knees in front of me,” said Alyndra, raising one foot and placing it on the chair between Nellie’s thighs.

“I can’t do—“

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! Three sharp blows from the crop made Nellie writhe with pain. Molly flinched as each fell across Nellie’s breasts, but the slender elf did not react more than that.

“Tell her to get on her knees,” repeated Alyndra.

“M-Molly,” gasped Nellie, trying not to sob. “Molly, kneel in front of this… this woman.”

Molly took another step closer and slowly went down on her knees. Alyndra put her hand on Molly’s head and pulled her even closer, guiding Molly to the soft mound of her loincloth.

“Draw the fabric aside,” commanded Alyndra, “and lick me.”

To her surprise, the silent elf obeyed immediately. She grasped Alyndra’s loincloth and pulled it to one side. Her lips parted and she allowed Alyndra to guide her to the hot furrow. Mollyanna’s tongue shot out without hesitation. First it licked sloppily at Alyndra’s folds, sending hot, messy pleasure gently into her depth. Then the mute elf burrowed her tongue deep into Alyndra’s tight cunny.

“Yesssss, that’s a good girl,” moaned Alyndra as she thrust against Molly’s tongue.

Nellie whimpered as she watched her sister licking the cruel elf. Alyndra gave Nellie a mocking smile.

“See, Nellie, your sister listens. She does what you tell her. I know watching her pleasure me excites you.”

“N-no,” moaned Nellie. “No, it’s terrible.”

“Is it?” laughed Alyndra, holding Molly’s head in place and smearing the pretty elf with her nectar. “Your tits are leaking milk and I can see your cunt is slick with need. You like to watch.”

“No!” protested Nellie.

“We’re having so much fun,” laughed Alyndra. “We don’t want to go back to the crop, do we?”

“Mmmmm,” moaned Molly, eagerly pleasuring Alyndra.

“It’s wrong,” cried Nellie.

Alyndra lit one of the candles and held it above Nellie’s breasts.

“Want to reconsider that answer?” she asked.

“It feels good, alright? It makes me hot. It makes me want to join in.”

“I don’t think you mean it,” said Alyndra, turning the candle and letting wax drip out onto Nellie’s breasts. The wax splattered and hardened against her creamy flesh. It spilled down into her cleavage and down her abdomen and Nellie howled with pain. Because of Alyndra’s expert ropework, she could hardly move.

“Awww, I bet that hurts,” said Alyndra. She grasped Molly’s hair with her free hand and held her at arm’s length. “Now I want you to tell your sister to lick my ass. Tell her to eat my ass and I will let you cum, Nellie.”

“I can’t!” cried Nellie and she was immediately rewarded with fat droplets of wax on her breasts. They dried red, like bloodstains against her creamy, red-lined titflesh.

“That’s alright, Nellie,” said Alyndra, sliding her fingers into Mollyanna’s hair. She grabbed her head and pulled her mouth free of Nellie’s breast. “Mollyanna, I want you to lick your sister right here. Do you see that? Beneath that soft golden hair? I want you to lick her there and I want you to make her cum. Do you know how to do that?”

“Yes,” said Mollyanna.

“Oh, goddess, no,” moaned Nellie. “That’s demented! Alright! I’ll do it!”

“I don’t want you to hurt anymore, Nellie,” whispered Mollyanna.

“See, your sister is sweet, unlike you,” chuckled Alyndra. “But this is a learning process. Go on then, Nellie. Make her obey. Make her tongue my ass.”

Alyndra turned slowly, holding Molly’s head with one hand as she tossed the candle into a nearby bucket. Alyndra arched her back, pushing her round, peachy ass towards Mollyanna’s face. She looked over her shoulder at Nellie.

“Command her,” said Alyndra.

Tears tracked down Nellie’s cheeks. She looked at her sister, kneeling obediently behind Alyndra, and she let out a shaky sigh.

“Molly,” she said, her voice hoarse with emotion, “lick her ass.”

“Until I cum,” added Alyndra.

“Until you have satisfied her,” said Nellie, holding back a sob.

“Mmm! Yes!” Molly sounded almost excited to do it.

Alyndra pushed Mollyanna’s face against her cheeks and the slender elf began to lick. Nellie moaned in horror and stiffened as her sister, innocent and sweet, began to lick the hot cleft of Alyndra’s asshole. little pink tongue worked around Alyndra’s rim and darted into her pucker. Alyndra let out a groan of pleasure, riding her cheeks back against the pretty elf’s face.

Nellie stared ahead defiantly as Alyndra let more wax drip on her breasts. Nellie’s jaw clenched. Tears dripped down her face.

That was when Alyndra picked up the crop and pressed the soft rawhide tip against Nellie’s clit. The shapely elf cried out, arching in her bonds and shuddering so hard that her breasts began to quiver. Alyndra laughed, pressing harder, savoring Nellie’s reaction to the crop almost as much as Alyndra savored the hot roll of Molly’s tongue in her asshole.

Nellie began to quiver. First her thighs, but then her whole body. A moan stifled but still audible. Her breasts trembling as she began to cum on the crop. Her eyes open and watching Molly pleasuring Alyndra’s ass.

“No! Noooo! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhh! Noooooooo!” She bucked against the ropes. Fucked against Alyndra’s crop.

And surrendered to Alyndra’s power over her. Slave’s Bane smiled, pleasure rippling up from her core as she stimulated Nellie and enjoyed Molly’s hot tongue.  She rode back against Molly’s face. Cumming on her tongue. Her ass clenching and squeezing against that slithering pink plug. Her body quaking with the pleasure of her dominance.

“And to think,” rasped Alyndra, still feeling the ripples of her pleasure, “your training has only just begun. I’ll take days to break you down to nothing.”

“Mmmmmmmm,” was all Nellie could reply as she trembled in the chair.


2.7

The Hunt for Beatrix Ardora

Finding Beatrix Ardora was the easy part.

Alyndra interrogated Mishanna and Nellie about the human’s possible location and everything had pointed her to the mining village of Lesser Crudridge. It was a remote village in the foothills of the Tarolian mountains, easily found by the gloomy clouds of coal dust reaching from its mines. The village was no less gloomy, with a grimy appearance to every slumping house and grease on every window.

The human’s family kept a shop in the village. Ardora’s Goods and Bads. A guileless old man behind the counter pointed the way to a tavern when Alyndra asked him about Beatrix.

“She usually is down at Portage Pilsner by this hour,” he said. “Likes to get into drinking contests with the miners and prove she can outdo them. If she’s too drunk, would you send her home?”

“I would be happy to,” said Alyndra with a smile.

“You must be that elf she was talking about,” he said. “That Nellie. I thought you’d be a bit thicker the way she talked about you, but, no offense. You’re a well-made woman.”

Alyndra thought about burying one of her daggers in the man’s throat. His lecherous gaze deserved no less, but she only smiled to him coldly and turned to leave the shop. Leaving a body would only attract attention. Presuming the man was related to Beatrix, it might also have made it more difficult to break her. Slaves became so petulant when you killed their families.

A lesson Alyndra had learned the hard way after being a bit overzealous when recapturing slaves that had escaped to family members. She would not make a similar mistake with this Beatrix.

She prowled into the village, beneath the pall of coal smoke and among the grimy-faced miners ending their shift. She located Portage Pilsner not far from the mine itself among a cluster of taverns, gambling halls, and brothels. It was a dingy bar like all the rest, but the door was open and the crowd was raucous. Alyndra could make out a woman’s voice challenging the other customers to a drinking competition.

“Come on! You’re not afraid of a woman, are you Laird? Five gold and you can even feel these tits if you can out-drink me.”

“No, you’ve taken my gold too often, Bea,” laughed a stocky miner. Several other grumbled in agreement.

Alyndra stepped closer, making a gap through the crowd so she could get a good look at the woman. Slender, toned, but with ample breasts beneath her scoop-necked peasant top. Her hair was dark and straight and her eyebrows were strikingly thick above her green eyes. She had such an infectious charm that Alyndra found herself smiling along with the woman.

“Cowards, the lot of you! Big tough miners would rather spend all day down in the mine and drink alone than risk a few coins for a chance to… how about I sweeten the pot? Yeah? Outdrink me and you can sleep with me tonight!”

A few murmurs of surprise, but still no takers. Beatrix’s eyes swept the audience. Her gaze alighted upon Alyndra.

“You! Newcomer! I’ve never seen your face before! How about it? Want a little girlie party? Come onnnnn, beautiful. Outdrink me and I’m all yours!” Beatrix thrust her chest out and cradled her breasts with her hands. This elicited cheers from the crowd.

Cheers that fell to whispers of surprise as Alyndra stepped forward and dropped the hood of her cloak to reveal her long, pointed ears and delicate elven features.

“An elf?” Beatrix’s eyes widened.

“That’s right,” said Alyndra with a smile. “Does your offer still stand?”

Elves, just like humans, could become drunk. But unlike humans, elves maintained a degree of control over their own metabolism that permitted them to only drink water once in a week or put back incredible amounts of alcohol without passing out. Did this human know her secret? Unlikely. Dwarves claimed to be great drinkers because of their stout constitution. Elves never boasted of such abilities.

Beatrix, though, might have had some inkling. She eyes Alyndra warily, but with a bit of interest in Alyndra’s tight cloak and bare legs.

“So you want to win a night in my bed?” Beatrix raised an eyebrow and the men cheered. “Fair enough, elf! What is your name?”

“Solyareth,” said Alyndra, giving her one of her several middle names.

“Solyareth! I like it! Alright, missy, what’s your poison? Marrek there will buy the first round! Ain’t that right, Marrek?”

“Aye, right enough,” grumbled a big-bellied man with a graying beard and a ruddy lush’s nose.

“Something stronger than the local mule’s piss,” said Alyndra, swaggering as she took a seat across from Beatrix. “I’d like to beat you quickly so I can enjoy having you in my bed.”

The crowd cheered her words. Beatrix even gave her an amused salute. The barmaid soon brought over a bottle of hot rum and several shot glasses.

Beatrix poured the first round and took the first gulp. Alyndra stared hard at her but smiled as she downed her shot. Spicy and hot on her throat. It sat easily in her stomach. Another round. Another. Four rounds. Five. Beatrix started to sweat. She dribbled a little on the sixth shot.

“You’re not beating me, elf,” she slurred. “I’ve gone a dozen rounds with Kodey. Is he here? Kodey, tell her I went twelve rounds and beat you.”

“Eleven,” said the brawny miner.

“Elven,” slurred Beatrix and she giggled as she drank the seventh round. She smiled through eight. But her smile slipped at nine and by eleven she was slumped in her chair, struggling to hold the glass. “Not… beating me.”

“Are you sure?” asked Alyndra and she quickly downed two more shots just to prove how easy it was for her.

Beatrix tried to drink her twelfth and her head fell back, the booze splashing her cleavage. Someone brought over a pitcher of water to wake her up. She spit and sputtered and insisted she wasn’t done until the men convinced her.

“I think,” said Alyndra, offering Beatrix her hand, “you owe me a roll in your bed.”

“I let you win,” said Beatrix, taking her hand. “Cuz I wanted it.”

That sent another cheer through the crowd, the men chanting obscene things at the pair as they walked out of the tavern and across the way to the building where Beatrix kept her apartment. It was small and cramped and the fire had gone out in the fireplace. Alyndra stoked it back to life as Beatrix made water very loudly in the privy. She staggered back out, flushed and grinning, and walked over to Alyndra to plant a hot, wet, boozy kiss on her lips.

Alyndra felt the slightest blush of the alcohol. It was further warmed by the dark-haired beauty. It had been a while since Alyndra had taken a human slave for pleasure. Had she ever been with a willing woman? She remembered little of her life before being a slave hunter.

“Do you have a bed,” whispered Alyndra, embracing Beatrix and stroking her hips. “Or shall I fuck you right here by the fire?”

“Ohhhhh, fuck, you remind me of Mishanna,” moaned Beatrix, kissing Alyndra hungrily. Slipping a hand under Alyndra’s cloak and cupping her left breast.

Alyndra felt a strange pang of sadness as she considered the relationship this human might have had with the deep elf that she had already broken. Then again, she could bring them back together, at least as long as Boss Gavak was amused by having them together. Yes, that thought warmed Alyndra’s body. She was really doing the human a favor.

“Right here,” moaned Beatrix, sinking down to her knees beside the small fireplace.

Alyndra slipped the cloak from her shoulders, revealing her lean body, plump yet perky breasts, shapely hips, and toned legs. Beatrix reached for Alyndra’s loincloth and did not hesitate to untie it. The human moaned with lust and thrust her flushed face between Alyndra’s thighs. The hot lash of the human’s tongue sent pleasure quivering through Alyndra’s body. She cradled Beatrix’s his head and rocked her hips to fuck against that warm and eager mouth.

“That’s right,” moaned Alyndra, fucking steadily against Beatrix’s open mouth and tongue. “Serve your mistress. Serve me well and you might even get a reward.”

“Ohhhhmmmmmmm,” moaned Beatrix. “Yes, mmmphm, yes, mistress.”

“That’s a good slut,” chuckled Alyndra. “Put that tongue to use here as well.”

Alyndra kept one hand cradling Beatrix’s head as she slowly turned around and offered her peachy bottom and tight pink hole to the woman’s tongue. Beatrix did not hesitate. She squeezed and spread Alyndra’s ass and began to enthusiastically lick her pucker. Moaning as she rimmed the elf’s naughty hole.

Alyndra could not resist enjoying the submissive licking. She reached a hand between her thighs and began to strum her clit and pump fingers into her pussy. The harder she fucked herself, the more enthusiastically Beatrix licked, until the human’s face was pressed between Alyndra’s cheeks and her tongue was wriggling deep in Alyndra’s ass.

“Ohhhhhh! Oh, yes, that’s it! Ahhhhhhh!” Alyndra let herself go, cumming in hot waves that rippled through her body and clutched against her thrusting fingers. Her sensitive ring squeezed Beatrix’s thrusting tongue to the same rhythm. Cumming again and again until the lust was at last sapped from her body. She collapsed forward onto the couch and Beatrix followed her down, clinging to Alyndra’s ass and continuing to lick.

“You’re almost ready,” chuckled Alyndra, savoring the submissive licking.

“Mmmmnnnhhh?” Beatrix lifted her flushed face from Alyndra’s perky rear. “Ready for what?”

“For the collar,” said Alyndra, turning slowly and reaching out to caress Beatrix’s neck. “You will make a fine slave for the right master.”

Beatrix’s smile slowly dropped. Alyndra realized, too late, that Beatrix had been sobered from her drunkeness by the promise of becoming a slave. The human reached under the couch for something and came up holding a longsword. The blade flashed as he pointed the tip at Alyndra’s throat.

“Slaver? You’re a fucking slaver?”

“Slave catcher,” corrected Alyndra. “I hunt down escaped slaves like you, but since your former master is dead, I have orders to deliver you to Boss Gavak.”

“The only thing you’re going to be delivering is your own corpse… uh… to the ground,” said Beatrix, swinging her sword in an arc that nearly took off Alyndra’s head. The elf ducked as the blade sliced into the padding of the couch. Alyndra let out a war cry and charged, barreling into Alyndra and knocking the elf backwards out a window.

Alyndra was gone by the time Beatrix appeared at the broken window, naked and furious, dark hair whipping in the wind as she glared down at the broken glass shimmering in the street.

For Alyndra, the walk back to the goblin camp was the most humiliating journey she had ever undertaken. She had not only failed to catch Beatrix, but she had also managed to warn the human about the impending danger. She had to report her failure to Boss Gavak. He would not be pleased.

Punishment for Failure

Mishanna’s silvery eyes flashed gold in the light of the torches. Her lavender skin shone with sweat as she moved atop the fat goblin, her hips rolling and her plump breasts heaving. Her tight, hairless cunt devoured his cock with ease. Her bottom bounced against him and made his belly wobble. His fat fingers dimpled her ass each time he gave it a squeeze.

Despite her obedience, she still had a defiant expression on her face. Alyndra found she admired that.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s good,” grunted Gavak. “Make those boobas bounce! Up and down! Up and down! Yes! Good slut! Good slave! You want cum?”

“Yes, master,” moaned Mishanna, though her expression seemed to be more annoyed than anything. She fell forward atop Gavak, smothering his face in her heaving bosoms as the fat goblin boss squealed with pleasure. Alyndra was close enough to the action that she could see the underside of the goblin’s cock throbbing as he filled the deep elf with cum. White goblin cream slowly appeared at Mishanna’s cuntlips and began to ooze out and down Gavaka’s cock.

“Good, good, enough fucka,” said Gavak and he pushed Mishanna from atop his lap.

The deep elf turned a fall into a graceful dismount, rising to her feet and towering over the goblin as his cum dripped down her thighs. For a moment, Alyndra thought she might attack Gavak, but instead she bowed and stepped back, saying, “As you wish, master.”

“You!” growled Gavak, sitting up a little more in his throne. He pointed to Alyndra. “You come here and clean! No hand. Only mouth. You clean and tell me why you here without new slave.”

Alyndra started to step forward.

“Crawl!” snarled Gavak.

The beaten slave hunter fell to her hands and knees and crawled across the room. The goblin guards sneered and laughed at her humiliation. Though she had proven herself a willing slave in the past, her duty as a slave hunter had turned her into someone to be feared, even by the goblins. But now she and the goblins both were being reminded of the real power structure. She served Boss Gavak, totally and completely.

“That’s it. You tell me how you fuck up. How you not have slave.”

“Forgive me, please, master,” said Alyndra, crawling between Gavak’s legs. She used her tongue to begin lapping up the drops of cum from his thighs and decorating his bollocks. He groaned and roughly wound a fist in her hair.

“How it happen?” he demanded.

“I got close to her,” said Alyndra. “I almost had her. But I accidentally tipped her off. I misread her and thought she had already given up and then she tried to take off my head with her sword.”

“Mmmmmm? Sword?” Gavak laughed, his belly jiggling. “You do better with meat sword. Here. Put in mouth. I tell you what do.”

“Yes, mmammmpphh,” moaned Alyndra, taking his filthy cock between her lips and beginning to gently suck and wash him with her saliva.

Gavak leaned back in his throne, gazing out at the horizon as Alyndra’s head bobbed in his lap.

“You go back to Beatrix,” commanded Gavak. “You hunt her. Find her. Bring deep elf. Human like deep elf. This what elf say. Is right?”

“Yes, master,” said Mishanna, bowing her head.

“Use deep elf to get human, then bring human here. I break her and you watch.”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Alyndra, feeling the fat goblin’s stubby cock beginning to swell against her tongue. She asked him, “Mmmmhmm mmmhmmmh hhmm?”

“No,” said Gavak. “You still hunter. Mishanna still slave. But make mistake again and I switch role. You be slave only. No hunt. She hunt. She… ahhhhhh… suck! SUCK! AHHH!”

Boss Gavak squealed with pleasure as his little cock began to pump out hot, oily goblin cum into her mouth. Alyndra’s eyes fluttered shut as she concentrated on draining her master’s balls. Stroking them with her fingertips as his cock pulsed again and again.

As he fed her his cum with a side of humiliation.


2.8

Breaking Beatrix

“Her overconfidence is her weakness,” said the deep elf, her eyes flashing silver in the darkness of the mountain forest.

“Actually, her weakness is right under her armpits and her chin,” said Nellie, leaning her plump tits against Mishanna’s shoulder and wiggling her fingers to show the technique. “You get her there and give her a tickle and she’ll laugh so hard you can do whatever you want to her. I usually kiss her after that. Or put my hand between her legs and…”

Nellie’s words trailed off as Alyndra gave the elf a hard look.

“The plan is not for her pleasure or mine,” whispered the Slave’s Bane. “We serve Gavak. I have failed him once and if I fail him again he threatened to turn me into a breeder.”

“That might be fun,” offered Nellie, looking down at her abdomen. “He promised to breed me soon.”

“A goblin’s pups?” Mishanna’s lip curled with disgust.

Alyndra eyed the deep elf warily. The blonde had been easy to break. Almost too easy. She belonged to Gavak now body and soul and would follow Alyndra’s plan to capture Beatrix. But Mishanna… Alyndra still wasn’t sure she could be trusted. She had seemingly broken down, but in the days since some of her petulance had returned. If the time came, could Alyndra rely on Mishanna to play her part?

“Overconfidence,” said Alyndra, looking out from the tree line again at the small house. The ground floor was devoted to the pitiful shop run by the humans. Beatrix lived on the upper floor with her father, grandfather, and brother. The obvious thing to attempt would be to lure the males away using the slaves she had brought along. But she had a better idea.

The midnight hour had just passed. The last candle long snuffed out on the upper floor. It was time for Alyndra to enact her plan.

“Are you ready?” she asked the two slaves she had brought with her.

“Always,” said Mishanna, her furrowed brow making it seem she was insulted by the question.

“Um, so I just wait for the signal, right?” asked Nellie.

“Stay here,” hissed Alyndra. “I will fetch you when the males are dealt with.”

“Gotcha,” said Nellie, smiling and cheerfully giving a thumbs up.

Alyndra nodded once to Mishanna and the pair set off from the tree line, down the slope to the village of Lesser Crudridge. They swept like silent shadows among the houses and to the back entrance to the shop. Mishanna made short work of the lock on the ground floor and they slipped inside with hardly a sound. Their first goal was to neutralize the men. For this, each had brought several lengths of silk rope and a vial of powerful sleeping poison. Alyndra’s first instinct had been to slit the throats of the sleeping men, but Mishanna had persuaded her that even the sharpest blade might hurt enough to make them cry out, foiling their plan.

A few drops of poison. Alyndra took the brother and the grandfather. Mishanna the father. Only the grandfather stirred at all. His eyes opening in confusion for a moment, then drooping shut again. They slept deeply from that moment on as their arms and legs were tightly bound and their mouths were gagged.

“Fetch Nellie,” whispered Alyndra. “I will secure the slave.”

Mishanna nodded and slipped back out of the house. Alyndra crept along the upstairs hallway. Her boots cushioned with felt to keep them silent. Her breasts bare in the moonlight and her face marked with goblin style face paint. She had a dagger at the ready, but no intention of killing Beatrix.

She opened the young fighter’s door by careful increments. The hinge gave the slightest creak and then the door was open widely enough for her to slip into the dark bedroom. The moonlight through the window formed a cross upon the bed. An empty bed!

Alyndra turned just in time to catch the swung sword on her dagger. The blade sparked in the darkness and she saw the fearsome expression on Beatrix’s face.

“So, you came back! Big mistake!” Beatrix smiled and drove a knee into Alyndra’s midsection, knocking her back. The slave hunter let the blow stagger her an extra step, hit the bed, seemed to stumble, and then somersaulted backwards over the bed.

Beatrix was stark naked. Her dark hair wild and loose about her slender shoulder. Her pert breasts and stiff nipples exposed. Not even panties to hide her firm, round ass or the dark thatch of her pubic hair. Alyndra knew the human was strikingly beautiful but had no time to appreciate such beauty. She was fighting for her life as Beatrix attack again and again. Alyndra was very slightly quicker because of her dagger. That was the only thing keeping her alive as she was outranged by Beatrix’s longsword and weaker than the human.

“Did you hurt them?” demanded Beatrix.

“No!” cried Alyndra, parrying another blow and managing to kick Beatrix back a few steps. “They’re tied up and sleeping! I’ve done them no harm!”

“Doesn’t matter! You’re a slaver! I know what you want from me!” Beatrix attacked again.

Alyndra managed to dodge. Dancing back, letting Beatrix overextend. Alyndra prepared to strike a serious wound to the woman when she tripped over a forgotten nightstand. Her shins barked with pain and she tumbled over the table, landing with a crash. The breath was knocked from her lungs. She was stunned for too long. She could hear Beatrix coming for her.

She turned just as the human raised her sword, ready to deal Alyndra a mortal blow. Beatrix hesitated. No killer’s instinct. It gave Mishanna the opportunity to intervene.

The deep elf leapt through the darkness, catching Beatrix from behind and slamming her face down onto the bed. A driven knee. A twisted arm. The sword thumped to the ground. Beatrix did not give up so easily though. She twisted and kicked out from under Mishanna and regained her foot.

Nellie joined them and helped Alyndra up. Beatrix was cornered. Her guard up. Her eyes desperately searching for a weapon. Alyndra, Mishanna, and Nellie closed in on her.

“Surrender, human,” commanded Alyndra. “You belong to Boss Gavak now.”

Nellie took a step closer and pleaded, “Come on, Beatrix, it’s fun. He lets us have sex all the time.”

“With goblins,” added Mishanna.

“You want me to be a goblin’s pleasure slave?” Beatrix looked from Mishanna to Nellie and finally to Alyndra. “What has happened to you to sacrifice your dignity and your life to such a pathetic creature? I would rather be dead than a goblin’s slave!”

“I can give you that wish,” said Alyndra, flourishing her dagger. “But I offer you life. Serving Gavak. Learning obedience. Pleasuring the tribe. You will come to like it.”

“You will!” agreed Nellie.

“He is our master now,” said Mishanna.

Beatrix hesitated at Mishanna’s words. To see the deep elf beaten was clearly demoralizing to the human. Any cruel master might enslave Nellie, but Mishanna was iron-willed. And she had been broken too.

Alyndra seized the opportunity. She pressed past her slave companions and grabbed hold of Beatrix by her throat. Beatrix’s eyes widened in surprise. Her pert breasts heaving. Her body tensed and fearful. She looked up at Alyndra who seemed to tower over her.

“Surrender now and you will know the mercy of being a pleasure slave,” hissed the slave hunter. “Make me hurt you and you might go straight to the breeding pits. Or worse. Maybe you will serve the warg wolves.”

“Wolves?” rasped Beatrix, grabbing at Alyndra’s wrist.

“Beasts!” laughed Alyndra, savoring the human’s fear. “Or perhaps worse! Maybe I will give you to the feed hogs. Their cocks need satisfaction just as surely as the wargs. Poor things. Give them a last taste of pleasure before the slaughter.”

Alyndra threw Beatrix on the bed. Nellie and Mishanna moved to either side of the mattress.

“Is that what you want, silly girl?” asked Alyndra, sheathing her knife. Untying her loincloth. Raising one foot onto the bed and thrusting her shaved cunt towards Beatrix. “Or will you submit to me now? Save yourself, girl. Submit. Serve me.”

“I…”

Beatrix’s fearful eyes went to Nellie. To Mishanna. Then returned to Alyndra.

“I surrender,” whimpered Beatrix.

“A wise choice,” chuckled Alyndra. “Serve me now, human slut.”

Alyndra curled her hand around Beatrix’s head, fingers slipping into the pretty human’s silky dark hair. She grabbed tightly and lifted Beatrix’s face between her thighs. Towards Alyndra’s cunt. The human’s hot breath stroking her pussy. The human not even raising her hands to defend herself.

“Pleasure me,” commanded Alyndra.

She expected some resistance. Some moment of fighting. But an instant after she gave the command, she felt the first hot lash of Beatrix’s tongue. Tracing Alyndra’s cuntlips. Slipping into Alyndra’s sweet cove. The elf sighed with pleasure as Beatrix began to lick. Kissing her the elf’s pussy. Sucking at those delicate folds. Murmuring with lust.

“Most unexpected,” chuckled Alyndra. “I expected to work a bit harder to break you, btu you really are a pitiful slut, aren’t you?”

“Mmmmmhmmmm!” agreed Beatrix, looking up and tonguing deep into Alyndra’s hot cove.

“She is incorrigible,” agreed Mishanna, leaning closer and watching with obvious relish. “The human could scarcely keep her tongue from my cunt whenever we had a free moment. More than once I thought of collaring her and taking her to my people. We can appreciate a fine human slave girl.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Beatrix, her eyes rolling to look at Mishanna as Beatrix continued to urgently lick Alyndra.

“I bet she wants to get bred by goblins,” giggled Nellie. “All those sexy little goblins with their hard cocks. And big boss Gavak! Ooo! He’s going to pump us full of babies! So many babies! We’ll be milky forever!”

“Why don’t you be quiet?” suggested Alyndra. “Put your tongue to work on the human.”

“Oooooh! Yes, sir, um, ma’am!” Nellie saluted, then fell to her knees giggling on the bed. The busty elf crawled behind Beatrix and Beatrix, without hesitation, shifted to her knees and offered her firm bottom and cunt to Nellie.

In moments, they were a perfect chain of pleasure. Alyndra, with one foot on the bed, had Beatrix’s face between her legs and the human’s tongue stuffed in her cunt. Meanwhile, Beatrix was rolling her hips, fucking back against Nellie’s face as the plump elf licked and fingers Beatrix’s pussy.

Mishanna cleared her throat as if to remind Alyndra that she was still there. Alyndra, feeling a particular sense of camaraderie with the elven assassin, reached her arm out and slipped it around Mishanna’s waist. She pulled the beautiful deep elf around to her side of the bed and drew her warm body flush. Her bare breasts ample and lovely. Her nipples stiff. Alyndra turned to her and kissed her and Mishanna responded with immediate surrender.

Yes, even the mighty deep elf was broken. Beatrix looked up, tongue quivering and hips working as she watched Alyndra and Mishanna kiss. Alyndra knew the human was watching and so she made a show of groping Mishanna. Squeezing her firm ass. Thrusting her hand between Mishanna’s powerful thighs. Sloppily kissing and even sucking at Mishanna’s tongue.

Pleasure bloomed from such a raunchy display. Alyndra’s fingers tightened on Beatrix’s head. She let out a cry of ecstasy that was muffled by Mishanna’s kiss. An orgasm rippled up from Alyndra’s depths. Her hot cunt pulsed around Beatrix’s tongue and her cum flooded into the human’s mouth and slicked her chin.

“Ahhhh fuck!” cried Alyndra, yanking on Beatrix’s hair. “That’s it! You’re a good cunt-sucker! A good slut! You’re going to… fuck! Fucking drain those goblin cocks! Mmmmmmm! Cum with me, human! Cum on the elf’s tongue! That’s it! Aaaaaahhhh MMMMMPPHHMM!”

Alyndra’s taunting ended with another kiss for Mishanna. This time, she rode it out, cumming twice on Beatrix’s tongue before finally releasing the human. Beatrix was panting and flushed. Her thighs still trembling from her own orgasm.

“Not good enough,” hissed Alyndra. “You’re a slave slut. You know what a slave slut does? She licks my ass!”

Alyndra turned and posed with her feet apart and her back arched. Her round and powerful ass in Beatrix’s face.

“Go on!” commanded Alyndra, reaching again for the human’s head.

But Alyndra had miscalculated. For Beatrix was not in need of any further torment. She was already broken and already inclined to worship the elf’s round ass. Beatrix moaned with lust, grabbing and spreading Alyndra’s cheeks and letting out an almost triumphant cry as she smothered herself in that warm crack and began to lick.

“Haaaaaa,” gasped Alyndra, laughing as she felt the human’s excited tongue swirling at her sensitive pucker. “She’s more eager than the both of you put together!”

“She always was a dirty little ass licker,” chuckled Mishanna, watching Beatrix wantonly pleasuring Alyndra from behind.

The human was good with her tongue, Alyndra had to admit. She reached her hand against Beatrix’s head, roughly pushing the girl’s face down harder. Alyndra worked her hips, making Beatrix lick up and down her crack, then smothering her again and forcing Beatrix’s tongue into the hot ring of her asshole. Alyndra moaned with satisfaction as the human licked deep. Obedient. Broken.

Alyndra locked eyes with Mishanna.

“Suck my cunt while she licks my ass,” commanded Alyndra.

Mishanna went to her knees and in moments Alyndra had too eager tongues pleasuring her. Nellie continued to lick and slurp at Beatrix from behind. The room filled with the raunchy sounds and angelic sighs of pleasure. Tongues working. Sucking. Juices spilling from the hot peach of Alyndra cunt and her asshole clenching at Beatrix’s thrusting tongue.

Her orgasms were exquisite. Rolling like thunder through Alyndra’s body. A reward almost worth the humiliation of her initial defeat by the human. She came so hard she saw flashes behind her eyes. Soaking Mishanna’s face. Her ass practically pinching off Beatrix’s tongue. She rode her pleasure to its conclusion and finally, gasping with her shuddering ecstasy, she staggered out from between the kneeling deep elf and the human.

Mishanna almost immediately embrace Beatrix and the two began to kiss, kneeling on the floor, with Nellie still slurping away at Beatrix’s cunt with her nose stuffed in Beatrix’s peachy bottom.

Alyndra watched for a moment, recovering as the two slaves kissed. Then she went to her hip bag and took out the goblin potion. It would seal the defeat of this human. Turning her into a permanently subservient thing. A moment of hesitation. A pang of guilt. Then Alyndra removed the stopper and brought the potion to Beatrix.

“What is it?” asked the human, her lips chafed and her face flushed with desire.

“Drink it,” commanded Alyndra.

Beatrix took the potion bottle, looked to Mishanna, then drank. She let out a hiss from the foul taste. Then her expression shifted slowly to a smile. Her eye gleaming with subservient desires.

“Good. On your feet now,” commanded Alyndra. “Help her get some clothes. Some traveling boots. We’ll take food from her family’s shop.”

“Where are we going?” asked Beatrix as she began to put on the blouse handed to her by Nellie.

“Home,” said Nellie.

“To the goblins,” said Mishanna.

“You are going to meet your master,” said Alyndra. “Gavak is eager for your arrival.”


2.9

In Service to Gavak

For Alyndra, the completion of such a large multi-part contract meant a rare period of rest. The slave hunter was almost bewildered by having free time. She sharpened her blades and trained with her weapons by sparring against the larger goblins. They were eager to help her train even if it meant getting knocked around and laughed at by the other goblins because the huntress always rewarded them well.

A few rounds of knife practice meant a warm blowjob under a shade tray and a knee-trembling orgasm that sent their cum down the elf’s hungry throat. An afternoon in the sparring pit meant a night with Alyndra in their tent. Massaging them, caressing them, and offering up her tight elf cunt or her firm ass to their goblin desires. A goblin could take several bruises if it meant pumping that hot elf bitch full of their seed.

Such amusements were not enough to keep Alyndra entirely busy, so between sparring matches and rutting sessions with the goblins of the tribe, she wandered around the encampment and observed the progress in training the new slaves.

The plump blonde took to the training the easiest. Nellie did not even need the collar to attune her desires to the will of the tribe. She would gladly spend afternoons wanking goblin cocks between her huge milky tits or feeding hungry goblins with her elf cream.

Alyndra once saw Nellie in the punishment stocks, with the stocks completely unlocked, offering her plush bottom up to any goblin who felt the urge. By mid-morning the plump elf’s thighs were drenched in goblin spunk and her asshole was raw and bubbling with the cum. Alyndra swore that all Nellie ate was goblin cum. She never saw anything else going down her throat, but she certainly saw Nellie sucking off a lot of goblins.

The goblins, ever industrious in their own way, even worked up a schedule covering which goblins would have Nellie in their tent on which nights. Gavak, of course, whenever he wanted, but the others would share her three to a night. Alyndra, given to late night walks, would often see Nellie leaving one goblin’s tent with a candle in hand and walking to another. Her cries of pleasure were loud and genuine. She seemed to truly love serving the goblins.

Out of idle curiosity, Alyndra asked and was added to the schedule. The goblins enjoyed the idea too much to refuse her. On the tenth night, she received a visit from Nellie. The plump elf was barely dressed in torn sackcloth, her breasts dangling exposed and her skirt stained with goblin cum. Though she looked filthy, she was smiling and still alluring by the candlelight.

“Come in,” said Alyndra, welcoming Nellie into the small tent she was allowed as Boss Gavak’s loyal slave hunter.

“Oh, it’s you,” giggled Nellie. “Was there a mix-up? Did I get the wrong tent?”

“No,” said Alyndra, pulling aside her furry blanket and revealing her naked body. “Come and serve me, Nellie. Show me what you have learned in your short time as a slave to the goblins.”

“Ha! Yes, mistress.” Nellie seemed practically giddy as she undressed with a few tugs of her dress down her ample curves.

Despite the musk of cum that hung about the elf, Alyndra found Nellie quite beautiful. The countless fuckings had done nothing to diminish her allure, instead only making it seem wilder. Nellie got down on her hand sand knees, her plump bottom swishing from side to side as if she had a tail as she crawled between Alyndra’s legs.

“Mmmmmmm, it has been too long since I’ve been with a woman,” giggled Nellie. “I used to be with Beatrix all the time. Now… the goblins don’t give me much of a chance.”

“But you love it,” noted Alyndra, watching Nellie crawl closer to her pussy.

“Yes, it’s true,” giggled Nellie. “Their little cocks feel so good and sometimes they let their big pet wolves have their way with me. Those feel really nice.”

Alyndra swallowed hard, remembering one of her few encounters with a waarg’s knot.

“Yes, well, that is supposed to be punishment,” said Alyndra, stroking Nellie’s head. “But enough wagging your tongue, Nellie. Put it to use. Here…”

“Mmmm, yes, mistress,” crooned Nellie, leaning her head down and sticking out her pink tongue.

Bliss. Rapturous bliss. Alyndra almost remembered what it was like to be a free woman as Nellie kissed, and tongued, and sucked Alyndra’s delicate cunt. The plump elf was incredibly eager to please and soon enough Alyndra had her legs wrapped around Nellie’s head and was grinding her slick cunt against the plump elf’s face.

One orgasm followed another. And another. Nellie’s fingers eagerly probed and pumped. Her tongue explored lower, licking at Alyndra’s ass. She even offered some of her milk to Alyndra, though the slave hunter refused, thinking the milk belonged to the goblins.

By the time the candle had burned down to a stump, Nellie had made Alyndra cum so many times that her abdominal muscles were aching. The wick finally sizzled out in the molten wax with Alyndra on her face and breasts, her ass in the air, three fingers in her pussy and Nellie’s tongue deep inside her ass. That tongue slid out.

“I’m sorry,” said Nellie. “Gotta go now. The next goblin is waiting for me.”

“You are skilled,” admitted Alyndra. “I should like to see you again.”

“It’s a long list, but I’d be happy to come back,” giggled Nellie. They shared a deep kiss before Nellie departed from the tent, leaving Alyndra to stroke one final unfinished orgasm from her clit with her deft fingers.

While Alyndra waited for another rendezvous with Nellie, her daily idleness continued. She was almost relieved when Daggar, one of the trainers, asked her to supervise the training of Mishanna. The deep elf was almost the opposite of Nellie. Though equally beautiful, the silver-eyed elf was hostile to almost any goblin and required a double strength collar and potion just to tame her hostility. When she was ordered to pleasure the goblins she did so in a half-hearted way that left many complaining.

“Get her into shape,” warned Boss Gavak, “or I’ll sell her off to the lizards. They don’t care if the warmblood enjoys it or not. They take their pleasure through force.”

“Is that what you want?” demanded Alyndra, yanking on Mishanna’s dark hair. “You want to be face-fucked and ass-fucked by lizard men in some swamp?”

Mishanna bared her teeth in anger but said nothing. Alyndra twisted her hand in the elf’s hair and pulled her down to her knees on the ground.

“Dunno if I break this one,” said Daggar. “She tough.”

“Do not speak such doubts in front of her,” hissed Alyndra.

Daggar was a fat, bumbling oaf of a trainer. One of the worst. He had probably been commanded to train Mishanna because the others had failed and did not want to risk Boss Gavak’s wrath.

“You help me,” said Daggar, his brow furrowed with worry. “You do training.”

“Do you command it?” asked Alyndra.

“Yeah! I command! You train purple skin elf!” Daggar folded his arms across his flabby chest like he had thought of this himself.

“Of course, master,” said Alyndra, feeling a twitch of obedience despite her contempt for Daggar.

She set upon Mishanna with every talent for pain and humiliation she could muster. Her goal was not to harm Mishanna in any way that left lasting marks, but to break her down into a mewling, submissive cum slut for the goblins. Alyndra tortured her nipples with clamps and uses chains between them to form a harness. She rode Mishanna’s back through the goblin village and smacked the deep on her big round bottom any time she stopped. The goblins laughed and joked and jeered at Mishanna.

Alyndra rode her back up the hillside to the cold spring that bubbled in the cherry grove. She brought Daggar over and commanded Mishanna, “Suck! Please him!”

Mishanna twisted her head away. No amount of hair pulling on her nipple torture could persuade her to suck the fat goblin’s pathetic little cock.

“See! She no obey!” said Daggar. “Maybe I fuck her instead.”

“One moment,” said Alyndra. “She will obey.”

Alyndra leaned her lips down to the deep elf’s ear. She whispered hotly, “I will drown your head in this spring until you are passed out. Then I’ll hold your head in my hands and make you suck him. You’ll wake up drinking goblin cum. But if you stay awake, you can spit it out.”

“Fuck you, elf traitor,” hissed Mishanna.

“I serve Gavak and the other goblins. I am loyal and faithful to them. Not to you or any other elves.” She whispered low and dangerous in Mishanna’s ear. “Now suck him off or I’ll push your head into the water. And I’ll keep doing it with every goblin in that village. Again and again until you learn your lesson. Are you as stupid as you are stubborn?”

Mishanna uttered a deep elf curse that Alyndra could not understand. Alyndra motioned Daggar closer. He wagged his cock in Mishanna’s face. He dragged it back and forth across her pinched lips. Alyndra sat on Mishanna’s back and yanked the deep elf’s long hair.

“Suck!” she commanded.

And Mishanna, for all her resistance, finally obeyed. Her lips parted and she let out a disgusted groan as Daggar began fucking her mouth. Thrusting and jiggling his belly as he laughed with glee. It wasn’t long before he let out a grunt of pleasure and spilled his yellowish seed into Mishanna’s mouth. The cum dripped down her chin as tears glistened in the silvery eyes of the deep elf.

“Lick clean,” commanded Daggar.

Mishanna hesitated but obeyed the moment Alyndra tugged her hair. Soon she was licking and slurping on the little goblin prick. And soon after that, Daggar was pounding his cock into her wobbling ass, feeling up Alyndra’s breasts and giving the slave hunter sloppy kisses that she hated but reciprocated.

The training session with Daggar and Mishanna went long. Alyndra was exhausted and limping slightly from the effort when she finally staggered back to her tent. She could hear the goblins laughing and celebrating as the males of the entire village were having their fun with Nellie and the broken deep elf by the bonfire. Nellie was laughing and moaning wantonly, but after a while Alyndra could even hear Mishanna crying out with pleasure.

The next morning, Boss Gavak summoned Alyndra to his quarters. He was wallowing in his private bath, a huge wooden tub stolen from some human settlement and overflowing with soapy water. Nellie was washing his shoulders and back with her lathered breasts. Mishanna was sitting in the tub with him, between his legs, resting her back against his bloated green belly, his arms draped around her and hands idly fondling her tits. Mishanna’s eyes were lidded with pleasure when Alyndra entered, but those silvery crescents slowly opened to stare at the slave hunter.

“You do good for me, Alyndra,” groaned Gavak, pinching and tugging at Mishanna’s nipples and eliciting a hiss from the violet-skinned elf. “You bring me girls and then you break them when goblins fail.”

“Thank you, master,” said Alyndra, kneeling and bowing her head. “I live to serve your desires and your commands.”

“Mmmmmmrrrrhhhmm,” he hummed and chortled. He leaned his head over Mishanna’s shoulder and coaxed her into a long, tongue-twisting kiss. When he was satisfied, he pushed her away and slowly heaved his jiggling plumpness out of the tub. Mishanna slid forward on the wave of soapy water and Nellie flopped backwards out of the tub.

“Now, you help me with something else,” said Gavak. He heaved one fat leg out of the tub and then the other. His body glistening. Soap spilling down his thighs. His green prick jutting out. “I already made baby with Nellie.”

“And it was sooooo good,” giggled Nellie, rubbing her flat tummy.

“And I make baby with Mishanna too.”

Mishanna looked unhappy about the proposition but did not offer any rebuttal. Gavak continued.

“Tonight, I make baby with another.”

Gavak waddled over to a beaded curtain and drew it back to reveal the heap of furs that served as his bed. Beatrix knelt in the center of the bed, her toned body nude and oiled. Her collar was gleaming and her glazed eyes were a match for her submissive smile.

“You have broken her, master?” asked Alyndra.

“Yes, I break her good,” said Gavak, walking to the bed and caressing Beatrix’s head. She pressed against his touch. She kissed his fingers and reached for his cock. “You see? She ready.”

“Oh, yes, master, I’m ready,” cooed Beatrix, grasping his green cock and stuffing it into her mouth. She began to moan and slurp on him, her pert breasts quivering with the movement of her head.

“Come to me,” growled Gavak, looking over at Alyndra. “Come. Share your master’s bed with human.”

She climbed onto the bed uncertainly. She was eager to obey him, certainly, but there was something different about Gavak. Some evil gleam in his beady red eyes.

“Yes, pretty girls,” groaned Gavak, cradling Alyndra beside Beatrix. He pressed their faces close together and made them kiss. Neither girl resisted and soon their lips and tongues were meeting over and beneath the bulbous tip of Gavak’s cock. They slurped and sucked and soon their kisses were flavored with the oozing saltiness of the fat goblin’s precum.

Obedient mouths were not enough to satisfy the goblin. He shoved them both down onto the bed and commanded Alyndra, “Lick the human.”

“Y-yes, master,” panted Alyndra, crawling between Beatrix’s creamy thighs to the shorn mound of her cunt. Her pussy was absolutely dripping and as Alyndra leaned down and tasted those slick folds, she distinctly tasted the familiar thickness of fresh goblin cum. She was not deterred by the taste. She tongued deep into that creamy cunt, licking and eliciting soft gasps of pleasure from Beatrix.

As Alyndra licked, her shapely bottom was in the air with her loincloth hanging down the crack of her ass and barely covering her pussy.

Gavak moved behind Alyndra. He caressed her hips and yanked aside her loincloth. The slave hunter gasped against Beatrix’s cunt as she felt Gavak’s fingers stroke her pussy. A moment later, she felt his cock rubbing at her aching entrance.

“Master?” she gasped over her shoulder.

“Time is here,” growled Gavak, grabbing her hips tightly and thrusting into her. She howled with pleasure as he sunk the full length of his cock into her tight elf cunny. He groaned with pleasure and declared, “Tonight, my dear, I breed you.”

“Mmm? Me?” Alyndra looked back at him uncertainly. Gavak was fucking her with hard, urgent strokes. His bollocks smacked against her clit each time he hilted inside her fluttering pussy.

“Yes, is right,” roared Gavak, pounding hard and fast into Alyndra. “You real prize. The others? I trade them or sell them. They good for fuck, but not like you. You are precious. You make… hhnnnnnn… great warrrrrrioorrrrrr!”

He bellowed with pleasure, hilting his twitching cock in Alyndra’s slick pussy. She cried out in reply as she felt his cock twitching against her clutching inner walls. A moment later, a flood of cum was on its way to Alyndra’s womb. She took spurt after spurt of hot goblin spunk and knew with absolute certainty that she had just been bred by Gavak.

Her cries of ecstasy were muffled as Gavak shoved her face down against Beatrix’s creamy cunt.
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The Fate of Slaves

Katja’s Servitude

“Skirt up,” said the king.

His lovely young wife lifted the long skirt up her slender legs to reveal the mound of her cunt tufted with pale gold. Her buttocks revealed to the others seated along the two sides of the massive dining tables. Nobility from all around the kingdom gathered for these weekly feasts. Each a chance for the former baron to gloat over his victory and to parade and humiliate his young and beautiful wife.

And Katja, owing her to her conditioning, enjoyed every moment of it. She belonged to her fat husband, his willing plaything. His masochistic puppet.

“Have a seat, my dear,” chuckled the king, caressing Katja’s thighs with his fat, heavily-ringed fingers. She moaned submissively as she slid her bum onto the table and parted her legs wide for him. He pressed a hand to her chest and commanded, “Lay back now.”

She sprawled on the table, legs apart, arms wide, her cunt bare and blushing, her face hot with humiliation. Her hair, grown long, hung over the far side of the table. She looked up at an inverted world from the table. The arched ceiling of the feast hall. Her friends and acquaintances on the court. The embarrassed wives and staring husbands. Brave knights and insatiable courtesans watching as the king’s servant brought over a bowl of white cream and began to ladle it onto her cunt.

“No finer dessert,” said the king as dishes with a similar concoction were placed before every guest. “Enjoy, my chef calls it the ‘sweet clouds of heaven’ and he is not wrong.”

Then, with a growl of hunger, the king brought his fat face down to Katja’s cream-covered mound. He slurped the cherry from the top and began to lick the cream away. Dollops smearing his face as his tongue pressed through the dessert and to the hot folds of Katja’s young cunny. She cried out with pleasure, bucking her hips. Giggling. Feeling the hot lashes of her husband’s tongue against her clit.

He licked and slurped and began to fuck her with his fingers. He drove her mad with pleasure, only stopping once to reach up and yank open her corset. Her firm tits bounced free and a few of the guests gasped. Then, with a loud, slurping lick, he drove Katja over the edge. Making her cum. Making her fill the dining hall with her shameful howls of ecstasy.

Later in the evening, after brandy and cigars, the king reclined in his study with his closes friends. Katja attended him, clad only in stockings and garters, kneeling upon a velvet pillow beside his chair. He stroked her head like his favorite cat and she took his prick in her mouth. Bobbing gently. Sucking softly.

“It is important to properly train a woman,” said the king. “If they think they can simply be your equal then what is the point? To have them around for conversation?”

He snorted with amusement. His friends chuckled. All except Ser Eddric, who Katja knew was against the king’s beliefs about women. Katja hated the man. How could he know? She loved her master, the king. She savored every moment with him.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned around his cock, in total agreement with her husband.

“That’s right, my dear,” groaned the king, leaning back in his chair so he could properly see his lap over his immense belly. “You always say the wisest things when my cock is in your mouth. Dolanth, would you like to fuck her arse while she sucks me?”

“Your Majesty,” said the gaunt bishop as he stepped forward and bowed his head. He began to untie his cassock. “It would be my honor.”

“Good, good,” chuckled the king. He motioned to a serving girl. “Fetch some elf butter from the kitchen. Something nice to grease the bishop’s cock while he fucks Katja’s ass.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Katja agreeably around the king’s cock.

“The world is mine,” said the king, reclining contentedly in the chair. “And everything and everyone is here for my amusement.”

“Oh, yes, Your Majesty,” said Dolanth, smearing elf butter down the length of his slender cock before feeding it unceremoniously up Katja’s ass.

She whimpered and took her husband into her throat, burying her face in his groin, eyes watering as she swallowed around him.

“Gooood girl,” he said, cradling her head. “What a good girl.”

With Dolanth pounding into her pink pucker and her husband fucking her throat, it was not long before the submissive beauty was cumming. Her muffled cries of pleasure and her wanton sucking and fucking had all the other men in the room wanking their cocks. With a final groan of pleasure, her husband buried his thick cock in her throat and pumping her belly full of his hot cum. Dolanth joined him, spurting his hot seed straight up her ass. The others soon joined them, showering her in hot, sticky streams of cum.

She finally leaned back on her knees, dripping cum from her ass and drenched in several loads of spunk. She licked her husband’s load from her lips.

“I live to serve you, my king,” she said, looking up at him adoringly.

“And you serve me so well,” he said, caressing her cheek and filling her with more joy than she had ever known in her life.

Soon enough, she knew, her belly would begin to swell with his heir and her breasts would grow heavy with milk. She had no doubt her master would fine new uses for such delights.

Faylana’s Obedience

The crash of the tray of blood tea upon the marble floor sent a spike of pure terror through Faylana’s body. She was dressed in nothing but a few leather straps that covered her nipples, her mound, and joined between her thighs to reach around and thong her plump buttocks. She was on full display, her body marked with the spidery tattoo of her mistress and her slender neck collared with a new jingling bell choker.

Faylana had bringing a service of blood tea in for Lady Iotha Syl-Taar and her three guests. They were merchants from the moon elf clans visiting to make a trade for deep silver. Wealthy, but without rank among the deep elves. That made them prime opportunities for Lady Iotha to show off her favorite plaything. And Faylana’s clumsiness provided the perfect excuse for Lady Iotha to be as cruel as she wanted in punishing Faylana.

“On your knees, you stupid cow!” screamed Lady Iotha, rising from her chair. “Apologize to my guests.”

“Forgive me, sirs,” said Faylana, dropping to her knees among the spilled red tea and groveling before the men.

The white-haired, gray-skinned elves looked at her impassively. They were neither sympathetic nor interested in her apologies.

“I was rather thirsty,” said one of the merchants.

“Do you hear that, cow?” said Lady Iotha, backhanding Faylana across the cheek. “Go over there and give him a taste of your milk. See if that quenches his thirst.”

“Y-yes, mistress,” said Faylana, tears stinging in her eyes as she crawled over to the man and slowly rose to her feet.

She stood beside his chair and pulled the rightmost leather strap aside to expose her thick nipple and pale pink areola. The moon elf merchant wet his lips and tilted back ahead as Faylana leaned her huge right breast down to his face. His arm encircled her waist as he engulfed her nipple in his mouth and began to suck.

“Ooohhhh,” cried the submissive elf as she felt the warm milk gushing from her nipple.

“Ass out, my stupid, clumsy elf cow,” commanded Lady Iotha, tapping Faylana on her buttocks. “I will punish you while you let our guest drink. If any of our other visitors should like to quench their thirst they are welcome to suck from her other udder. I am told her milk is delicious. I cannot stand sweets personally.”

One of the other moon elf merchants shrugged and scooted his chair closer to Falyana’s other side. She drew her strap out of the way and the man quickly latched to her other breast. Soon she had two very thirsty elves suckling from her laden tits.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, pinching her lips together to stifle any sound of pleasure lest her mistress hear her.

“Look at you, you shameful milker,” sneered Lady Iotha. “That ass stays fat no matter how I make you work. I think I shall put another brand on it. But for now… my hand will have to do.”

CRACK!

Lady Iotha’s hand collided with Faylana’s smooth bottom. The elf could not stifle a whimper of pain that radiated into her core as more heat.

CRACK! CRACK!

“Ohhhhhhh, mistress, forgive me,” moaned Faylana.

“Only when you are in tears! Only when you understand how you have embarrassed your mistress!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The spanking came rapidly, pain shooting through Faylana’s body with each impact and then her ass left hot and throbbing with the pain of the blows. There was no escape from it. From the maddening sucking of the greedy moon elf merchants and the fury of her mistress.

“You need more than a spanking,” declared Lady Iotha, growing slightly out of breath from the vigorous spanking. “Kylitha! Fetch me my pearl sword!”

Kylitha, another of Lady Iotha’s slave servants, hurried from the room and returned moments later with a strap-on cock carved from pearl. The moon elves stopped suckling from Faylana’s breasts and sat back to watch what happened next. Lady Iotha drew her skirt up her slender legs and belted her cock above her panties. She tightened the straps and the pearly cock stuck out from her mound almost as though it was her actual cock. She grabbed Faylana’s ass with one hand and with the other she teased the head of her pearl cock against Faylana’s slit.

“Forgive me, gentlemen,” said Lady Iotha, “but I must fuck this careless girl to teach her a lesson. Enjoy yourselves, if you would like.”

The moon elves took Lady Iotha up on her offer, opening their trousers and beginning to wank their cocks as Lady Iotha thrust her own pearly prick into Faylana’s quivering quim.

“Ohhhhh, mistress!” cried Faylana as Lady Iotha hilted inside her. The fucking was hard and fast and relentless. Faylana bent over, her tits bouncing with each thrust from Lady Iotha, her gaze drawn to the laps of her three-elf audience. Soon, Faylana was cumming, and so were her guests. They sprayed out messes of cum as Faylana howled with knee-shaking ecstasy. Lady Iotha punished her for a seeming eternity, forcing Faylana to come three times. Four. Cummming again and again and howling with pleasure as she bent over the table. Her ass aching from her spanking and her cunt gripping Lady Iotha’s thrusting cock.

The hard fucking finally turned Faylana’s legs to Jelly and she slid off the cock and down to her knees. That only gave Lady Iotha an excuse to step in front of her and turn around, pushing her firm, round ass into Faylana’s face.

“Lick, my lovely cow,” commanded Lady Iotha, reaching back to grab a handful of Faylana’s hair. She pulled Faylana against her ass. “Eat my ass, you filthy little slut. Lick my tight… ohhhhhhh… that’s more like it.”

Thus, Faylana spent her afternoon licking Lady Iotha’s ass while a trio of horny moon elves watched and enjoyed the show. It hardly felt like punishment to Faylana.

Humiliation and abuse were simply her daily routine.

The Slave Auction and the New Masters

Gavak sold them in Shaddobar, where such things were permitted even among the humans. The desert oasis was crowded with nomads and visiting human merchants, pirates, monsters, and even other slavers. They all wanted to see the prime catch of Boss Gavak. The goblin who had tamed the elf called Slaver’s Bane. And the crowd was not disappointed with his offering. Fourteen slaves in all, including three personal slaves.

Nellie sold first, to Quazzarak, a gnome outlaw and wizard from the deep wastes of the desert. Mishanna was sold to an orc from the Red Sands Clan. Thok was his name and he was a much-feared war leader. Beatrix was the last to be sold. The beautiful human did not command the same high price as the more exotic elves. She sold to Sharrash, a red-skinned lizardman tribal leader who wanted a new bodyguard.

Alyndra watched them being sold and felt a slight twinge of fear that Gavak might see the incredible profits he was making and decided to sell her as well. She was beginning to remember dangerous things about her life before joining the goblins. It came mostly in her sleep, making her unsure how much was merely dreams and how much was real.

But she was beginning to suspect that she hated the father of the pups growing in her belly. She stroked the growing bulge of her abdomen and thought of the goblins inside her. The shaman assured her there were four and they were healthy and big for goblins. Boss Gavak was overjoyed and so was Alydnra, after a fashion.

While Alyndra was trying to remember her past lives, the three prize slaves sold at the auction were beginning their new lives.

It took little time for Nellie to adapt to being Quazzarak’s slave. The gnome treated her terribly as he marched her across the wastes to his secret cave where he studied forbidden magics.

Quazzarak took cruel pleasures from Nellie’s body, delighting in torture as much as his own sexual satisfaction. He marked her with tattoos both magical and mundane. He used her magical abilities to power dangerous rituals. And he even offered her womb to an imp as part of a deal of servitude. Nellie never complained or refused Quazzarak’s commands. She was a perfect, obedient slave and she delighted him with her sweet demeanor after a long day of working forbidden magics.

Mishanna, on the other hand, found an interesting arrangement with her master. Thok was willful and tough even for his kind and he wanted a slave and lover who would not bend easily to his will. He found his match in Mishanna. She obeyed him when he demanded it, but she would spar with him and engage in wagering with him. When he beat her in a sparring match he would exact some price, be it a rough assfucking or a new brand on her violet-tinged flesh.

It was not long before Mishanna was pregnant with Thok’s child and participating in raids and battles alongside her master. She savored her new life and perhaps enjoyed it most of all whenever she lost a wager and received some new punishment from the orc. Her body was covered in battle scars and crude orc tattoos, but there was no questioning her dangerous beauty.

Beatrix, on the other hand, found a cruel master in Sharrash. He looked down on humans and enjoyed abusing her and making her pleasure him. She obeyed him completely, as she had learned the value of total submission. Sharrash faced many competitors among his tribe and Beatrix’s skill as a swordswoman were constantly put to the test as she protected her master’s life.

When Beatrix was not killing Sharrash’s rivals, she was serving him in other ways. She bathed him and pleasured the ugly lizardman. He kept her naked day and night. Her skin turned a deep bronze and her hair bleached in the sun. She massaged him, sucked him, and fucked him at his whim. Sharrash sought no mate with a human slave, but Beatrix found a mate of her own with Kashath, Sharrash’s blood mage. The white-scaled lizardman took a liking to Beatrix and she found herself attracted to the cruel blood mage. She shared his bed. She shared her secrets. And, in time, he claimed her womb.

One day soon, Sharrash might be assassinated by Kashath. Perhaps Beatrix would even do the killing for her lover. Until then, she was the chief’s faithful lover.

The weeks became long months. Alyndra remained with Boss Gavak. She continued to hunt slaves for him until she was huge with his pups. Her master and lover had told her enough that she had pieces her entire life together. She had been betrayed by Gavak. Enslaved by him and tricked into hunting others for him.

She might have killed him had she remembered this in the first few weeks of her captivity. But that time had come and gone. She loved Boss Gavak. She looked forward to every moment she spent with him, whether it was on his war council or in his bed. And then there were the pups in her belly.

She had no intention of depriving them of a father, even if it meant spending the rest of her life in bondage. She would adapt. She would serve.

And Gavak and his tribe would prosper.


Book Three: Future Filth
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By Amanda Clover


3.1

Farewell to Far Home

An incredible aurora borealis lit the perpetual nightside of Proxima Centauri b. The whorls of charged particles rippling off the planet’s magnetic field formed long snakes of green, purple, and red that undulated above and colored the rocky coastline below. The sea was placid in contrast to this dramatic show. Its waters as warm as the Mediterranean in summer. Its beaches stony for a lack of silicon. Hard edges softened by the mosslike plants that grew between the ancient stones. Large crabs scuttled to-and-fro along the coastline. The crabs were nearly blind and as oblivious to the light show overhead as they were to the bipedal creature standing in their midst.

“Final log,” said Saira Wynn, speaking to the recorder in her open helmet, “my last night on Far Home. Just a hint of chill in the air here on the edge of the dark side, but quite a show overhead. The star is giving me fireworks as a going away present. My return capsule is ready to catch the accelerator stationed in orbit and will take me home to earth. This planet… it is so strange and different from earth, so many treasures yet to be discovered, but I believe beyond my wildest hopes that this can be our home. That this planet will save us. Captain Saira Wynn, International Space Alliance, signing off.”

She took one last look at the coast, the crabs, the moss, the sea, and the blazing sky, and turned to walk back to her capsule. It had been deployed fully from her lander and sat atop the launching pad. It looked like a huge bullet, squat and metallic, with an open hatch near the top of the embarkation ladder. Saira climbed up the ladder and noticed a pair of curious crabs just inside the open hatch.

“Sorry, boys, no stowaways,” she said, grabbing them gingerly and tossing them out of the hatch.

She cycled the hatch shut and waited for the hiss of pressurization. Bright lights activated, revealing the stark white of the capsule’s interior. The air purifiers hummed to life, scrubbing away any alien bacteria lingering in the air. Saira removed her helmet and secured it in its locking rest. She opened the clasps and lowered the zippers of her expedition suit. It was a high-tech survival suit with lots of lifesaving features, but she hadn’t needed it much during her mission on Far Home.

The suit opened over her large breasts barely contained by a taut ISA tank top. Her nipples beginning to stiffen in the cool of the capsule air conditioning. She worked the expedition suit lower, exposing her hips and the high-waisted panties issued by the ISA. Plain, nothing fancy, but she wore them like a model over her toned hips and round, peachy bottom. She kicked out of the boots and scissored her legs out of the pants.

“That’s better,” she said, feeling the full range of motion available when she wasn’t wearing that bulky suit.

She climbed into the curved acceleration couch and inserted the cryogenic nozzles into the plug sockets on her hips. The metal clicked into place and the screen near her hand glowed green to show a steady connection. The hood closed over the acceleration couch as she began the startup procedures. It had taken Prospector One 70 months to reach Proxima Centauri from earth. The trip home would take slightly longer because the orbiting accelerator ring was not as large as the one in orbit around earth. Prospector Return was scheduled to arrive in 2177. A 14-year mission.

Would she recognize her friends? Would they recognize her? She activated the internal camera and looked at herself with her shoulder-length blond hair and serious blue eyes. She looked different. Harder. She had a scar on her cheek from an encounter with a sharp-leafed plant and a very slight limp after falling on the rocks while climbing a few weeks earlier and banging up her hip. But there was more to that hard look than just some bruises. It was the separation from all of humanity. She had conquered this alien world. There were a million ways she might have died and she survived.

Nobody else could say that. Nobody else had been to Far Home. She flicked the control to activate the capsule’s exterior cameras. The electromagnetic storm was dying away and the forever darkness of the night side was returning. To the west, the eternal blazing red light of the bright side, forever bombarded by the tidally locked star of Proxima Centauri.

She activated the short burst laser transmission to send one final message back to mission control. It would arrive a few months before her.

“Farewell to Proxima Centauri b,” she said. “I may never return, but someone will, someday. This will be another home for humanity. In time it may flourish like the cradle of mankind. This is Captain Saira Wynn. Setting sail for earth.”

She ended the transmission back to ISA, checked the charge levels on the engines one last time, and hit the activator to begin the countdown. A minute ticked by. Seconds. She could feel the engines powering up. The launch platform cycling its magnetic accelerator. With a bang, the ship shot into the air. Saira lost consciousness for a few seconds from the G-force. She awoke to the split halves of Far Home receding behind her. Red light and deep black. Fire at the meridian. The last wisps of auroral activity fading into nothing. The nearby star blazing hard red light against the ring of the orbital accelerator.

She felt the weightlessness and the tug of the micro thrusters guiding her to the ring. The stars so bright without the intervening atmosphere. All the light red and hard. She took a deep breath as the capsule caught in the automated rail of the orbital accelerator. It was time to let the guidance computers take over. Safer to be in cryogenic sleep when the massive G-force hit her body.

She activated the feed and felt the icy suspension fluid pumping into her veins. It mingled with her blood and slowed her heartbeat. She entered a familiar vague dream. Childhood. Lovers. Flying her old F-66 over Brazil. Her mom. Her dad. Then, the prolonged white glow of acceleration as her body and the capsule within it accelerated to over three-quarters of the speed of light.

Homecoming

“Critical power. Maneuver failure in four minutes.” The calm voice of the capsule’s computer betrayed no emotion. It chimed twice and repeated the message.

Saira Wynn was so cold. She gasped as the cryogenic hoses disconnected from her hip sockets. Her heart began to beat faster. Oxygen flooded into the acceleration couch. She blinked. The interior of the capsule was dark except for a few warning lights flashing red. Most of the systems were offline. The computer chimed again and repeated the warning, only now the maneuver failure was going to be in three minutes.

“Fuck,” moaned Saira. She hit the controls to wake them up, but they remained dark. She had to force the hood open on her chair. All the external cameras were dead. The only functioning control screen showed a reactor depletion screen. That made no sense. Prospector Return had enough Americium fuel to keep the reactor humming for almost 400 years. She toggled the startup and tried to fire the reactor but the fuel chamber kept flashing “depleted” and would not spark.

“Can’t be a leak,” muttered Saira. “I’d be dead if that fuel got in here. Maybe a micrometeor pierced the reactor housing?”

“Two minutes,” warned the capsule’s computer. “Gravity well capture. Beginning terminal atmospheric approach.”

“What? How long have I been out?” The computer didn’t answer her. It was dying as surely as the rest of the vessel. As surely as Saira would die if she crashed into whatever stellar body was sucking her capsule into its atmosphere.

The capsule’s cameras were dead, but it was equipped with cupola windows on the nose protected by titanium shutters. She switched the shutters to manual and hand-cranked them open, wincing at the brightness of the view out her window. A tan and gray planet stretched to fill the windows. It was desert and cratered, blackened terrain as far as she could see. Brightly glowing in the daylight of the star.

“Well, this thing was made to be flown by a computer, but it still has manual controls for emergencies. I can try to fly it in. Blind. With a guess at a reentry angle.”

A thick bank of cloud cover drifted along the upper visible curve of the planet. Somewhere down there she could just make out a body of water. Huge and strangely gray in color. But a water landing would be better than crashing into land. She took manual control of the capsule and used a switch to commandeer the last of its failing power. She lined up with the atmosphere. It looked thick and soupy in places, almost gone in others. She aimed for one of those clear spots, angling the capsule towards that body of gray water. Then she cranked the shutters closed and hit the thruster with everything it had left.

Prospector Return barely survived reentry. The ship vibrated horribly, knocking loose pieces and shedding its reactor section as it hit the denser atmosphere just above the cloud cover. Somehow, the crew cabin stayed together and when it hit thick enough atmosphere it opened its chutes and began to float down towards the planet’s surface.

It crashed into the water and immediately began to sink. Saira was banged up, bleeding from a gash on her forehead, but conscious. She managed to get into her expedition suit, seal the helmet, and hit the hatch release. She rocketed out of the capsule on a pocket of air, ascending twenty or so meters to the surface and bobbing out of the water.

Ashes and filth smeared her helmet’s protective bubble. The sea was thick with chemicals and debris. Pieces of wood. Metal.

“What the hell is all this?” she gasped, fighting to stay on the surface as the capsule plunged deep into the water. “Is this earth? Am I back… back on earth?”

Something moved in the bruised sky overhead. Oily rain began to sheet down and wash her helmet and shoulders. Something dark with running lights appeared from the rain cloud. It reminded Saira of nothing so much as a giant detached spinal column with too many curved ribs. It floated down and she saw a mechanical head on one end. Small and inhuman. Ten lenses focusing on her. Looking coldly at her.

It was a nightmare come to life and there was nothing she could do but scream as its ribcage parted and scooped her up from the filthy water. She was caged in its steel ribs as it floated back into the sky and set out at high speed over the tainted landscape. Saira kept screaming. Her terror only grew as she saw the inscription on one of the ribs.

In English.

“Shepherd Mk III. Fertility Protection Sentient System.”

The nightmare was real. She was back on earth.

Creche Lambda IX

Saira was pinned beneath the flying robot as it carried her across a landscape of twisted, polluted jungles, chemical-flooded craters, and scoured deserts. She was brought to a domed structure that seemed to be the size of a small city, its concrete shell stained with corrosive rains and its summit capped with a rusted structure. It resembled nothing so much as an engorged, diseased breast. The sight of it disgusted Saira.

“Got to get out of here,” she muttered, trying to activate one of the defensive subsystems in her expedition suit.

A blue flame ignited in her wrist and began to burn through the shell of the drone carrying her towards the structure. It let out an unhappy squawk of machine code and Saira felt a sharp jab as metal barbs speared through her armored suit and into her abdomen. The tips were sharp and punctured her skin. Saira felt a hot sting followed by warmth that numbed her mind and relaxed her body. She stopped fighting and cut off the torch’s flame.

The Shepherd bore her down from the sky and towards the summit of the concrete dome. One of several hatches cycled open, lights flickering on to reveal a timeworn chamber that looked as though it had not been cleaned in decades. The hatch swung shut above them and with a rush of air they passed through the airlock and down into the vaults of Creche Lambda IX.

Saira was delirious from the toxins injected into her body. She moaned and her breath fogged inside her helmet, but she was still conscious. Still awake as she saw what had become of mankind.

Throngs of humans in gray jumpsuits lit by spotlights. Queuing up for food being dispensed by the machines. Chambers of horrors where men and women with fertile bodies were processed by the machines. Cocks pumped for potent seed. Wombs invaded without dignity. Breasts pumped for milk to feed the new generations born from this unnatural process.

Saira was carried to a small, padded chamber and deposited by the Shepherd. Before leaving her, it extended four metallic tentacles and stripped the expedition suit from her body. She was too drugged to fight back as its merciless limbs tore apart the priceless suit and left her wearing only her tank top and her panties. When it was finished, it dropped her onto the leathery cushions of the chamber and floated away. An energized wall snapped into existence over Saira’s cell.

Saira did not hope for gentle treatment from the machines now that she was their prisoner, but she did not expect the rough treatment she received. The wall seemed to part and a greasy-looking spidery machine bigger than a human came crawling out. It seized hold of her as she whimpered and tried to crawl away. Hooked limbs tore off her panties and sliced apart her tank top. Hypodermics jabbed into her neck, drawing blood and then injecting several chemicals in a rush that forced her body into an unnatural state of arousal and made her ovaries hum with fertility.

The machine turned her onto her back and hung her feet from stirrups. Her fuzzy blond cunt was exposed. Her lips swollen and her nectar oozing down her crack and over her clenched asshole. Tears spilled over her cheeks as she stared at the spidery machine’s red eyes.

“God,” cried Saira, tears pouring down her cheeks, “it’s not real. It’s not really happening. It can’t be happening!”

“Detected spiking blood pressure,” replied an unpleasant machine voice. “You will be given audiovisual stimulation to ease the breeding process. Would you prefer human, bestial, mechanical, or mutant companionship?”

“Let go of me! Get me down! Let me downnnnn!” She tried to twist and escape the stirrups, but it was impossible. The spider injected her with another dose of aphrodisiac sedative and she slumped back onto the stirrups, her breasts heaving with each labored breath and her eyes rolling in her head. She saw a huge metal phallus tipped with a rubbery nozzle.

A virtual reality visor was clamped onto her face. Buds burrowed into her ears.

“Mutant companionship randomly selected,” replied the machine. “You will be bred by an octoraptor.”

Saira was on a plain of thick reddish mud. Here and there were rocks and slimy creatures slithering through the muck. She was on her back, legs parted, wrists secured to a stone by a chain. She somehow understood. She was an offering. The primitive human survivors offering her naked body in the hopes of placating one of the voracious octoraptors.

The creature parted bloated fronds of swampy plant life with tentacles as thick as Saira’s arms. It slithered into the reddish mud, as big as a horse, its body boneless and like a squid. It almost flattened itself as it swam through the mud over to her and then rose between her parted legs dripping with filth. It revealed two pale blue eyes as big as saucers and a beak big enough to tear out her throat. It squawked triumphantly and extended a thick tendril from the mass of tentacles. This peeled open, rolling back slimy skin to reveal a glistening pinkish white phallus.

“Ohhhhhhh,” whimpered Saira, feeling an alchemical rush of desire as the monstrous cock aimed at her naked cunt. The detail was too perfect to be disbelieved. She was not about to be inseminated by some machine; she was going to be fucked by a slimy octoraptor.

The mutant lurched forward, slimy tentacles wrapping her thighs as it spread her wide and plunged its phallus mercilessly into her cunt. She cried out as the cool, rubbery flesh invaded her, the barrel of its bulk pressing down onto her stretched cuntlips. She could scarcely breathe as it began to piston in and out of her. Relentlessly. Cruelly. Its cool tip probing her cervix. Opening it as warming slime seeped into her vulnerable flesh. Preparing her for its unholy mutant sperm. Seducing her human womb to accommodate its hellish brood.

“Nnnnnooooo! Ffuuuuck!” cried Saira. Worse than the violation was the pleasure. Rippling up to meet each thrust. Squeezing in her core as she was fucked by the squawking octoraptor. Her hips jerking reflexively. Her slick walls clutching against its rubbery length.

Through the hypnotic intensity of her orgasms, she knew she was being fucked to repeated, forced climaxes by the spidery robot, but her mind could no longer distinguish between the VR fantasy and her reality. She moaned and her breasts shook with her throes of ecstasy.

“Yessss,” she cried, her mind melting in the heat of her ecstasy. “Yessss. Use me! Fuck meeeee!”

With a bestial squawk, the mutant erupted into her depths, flooding her womb with surprisingly hot gushes of seed. It was a massive quantity spurted directly into her fertile womb. Pump after pump as the creature loomed over her and dripped its slime on her naked body.

“Insemination complete,” she heard muffled through her earbuds. “Gestation will be confirmed in 24 hours. Please rest.”

She felt the rubbery cock of the octoraptor slide from her cum-stuffed pussy as the illusion faded to black in the goggles. The clamps were removed and the robot lifted away the VR equipment. The plugs were tugged from her ears with a soft “pop” and the mechanical sound of the spider returned. She lifted her head and saw the rubbery cock sliding back into the robot’s undercarriage, still dripping with cum. The splashes she had felt on her body were dark splatters of grease from the robot’s limbs.

The spider robot retreated, leaving her exposed in the stirrups, cunt raw and drooling with spunk, body hanging helplessly to wait for her next unwelcome visitor. Lost and despairing, bred by the pitiless machines, Captain Saira Wynn began to wail. Her world was dead. Her life was over. She had become nothing but a breeding vessel for new generations of humans to be born into this hellish dystopia.

Her mission to save humanity was a failure.


3.2

The Grove in the Wasteland

Saira Wynn’s boots crunched over a desert that seemed to be made from shredded plastic and broken glass. She was fortunate that her expedition suit was built to withstand the elements. This was worse than anything she’d encountered on Proxima Centauri b. She climbed tumbling dunes of blue and red and yellow plastic separated by sandbars of powdered glass that hissed up in clouds as she stepped through. She stepped carefully to avoid iridescent trickles of chemicals that hissed and melted away at the plastic.

Here and there among such artificial ruins were recognizable artifacts of the dead world. A bleached, rust-holed refrigerator. The axel of a car. Human bones that seemed to reach up from the plastic desert like they had been consumed by it and stripped of their flesh.

“What did we do to ourselves?” muttered Saira, treading carefully over a bright orange flow of slime through the plastic.

In the distance, there was potential relief from this bleak landscape. Ahead, there was a forest, with a canopy of brilliant green and mossy trees that had an odd, wind-shaped appearance. She could not recognize the species of any of the trees from a distance, but her suit’s heads up display detected organic compounds. Whatever they were, they weren’t made from plastic and glass.

Out of the mysterious forest, the inhospitable dunes, and the storm-tossed sea she had left behind, Saira thought the forest looked like her best bet. Maybe there was something alive in there. Maybe even something she could eat. She was starving.

The wind whipped across the desolate landscape and shivered the distant trees. Saira struggled up one dune and down another, her heartrate rising and her breathing growing heavy. She kept her focus on those strange trees. Leaves! Green leaves! Pale, twisting trunks and long branches. Something crunched underfoot as she reached the edge of the mossy green carpet spreading out from the roots of the trees. She looked down, but as she did something moved among the trees and drew her attention back.

“Who is there?” she called, using her suit’s speaker to boost her volume against the wind. The leaves of the trees hissed above her, almost as if replying to her call.

She stepped among the trees. The wind died down and it became quiet and darker among their branches. Each step she took was muffled by that same mossy green carpet. Motes of sparkling particles danced in the wan sunlight that passed through the canopy of leaves overhead. The air was thick with strange particles. The sensors in Saira’s suit registered them as organic in origin but could not identify them for her.

“Is someone here?” called Saira. “Please, show yourself! I mean you no harm!”

She saw a shadowy figure moving among the tree trunks. Heard a lilting hint of laughter.

“Wait! Come back!” Saira advanced as quickly as her suit would allow, her heavy boots clomping on the moss as she pushed through the branches. She emerged onto a small rocky outcropping over a pool thick with green algae. Curious, Saira crept closer and knelt beside the pool.

The expedition suit’s sensors showed the pool as relatively clean despite its murkiness. A real rarity considering all the environmental degradation she had encountered. What was more, the air in this small grotto was sweeter than anywhere she had encountered, with oxygen plumes from the surface of the pool. The atmosphere was almost old earth normal, as if the surrounding forest was acting to hold back or absorb the environmental contamination. But Saira had learned to be cautious. She kept her helmet sealed tightly on her head.

She approached the water’s edge and gazed down into the swirling, dark water, and floating limbs of thick algae. She was about to take a sample when she caught the reflection of movement behind her. She turned quickly, just in time to see a tight red costume that seemed to be made from flower petals and supple green limbs. Saira had the sense that the figure was feminine, but she only glimpsed her for a moment before she was among the trees again.

“Please, I mean you no harm!” she called out. She was suddenly full of hope and shouted, “I am Saira Wynn. My ship crashed from orbit and I am stranded here and looking for, well, a government or settlement of some kind. Someone I can report my findings to about Proxima Centauri b. It’s not paradise, not like we had here, but it’s livable. It’s much better than what lies beyond this grotto.”

No response. Saira crouched down, remembering something from one of her survival lessons about making yourself smaller to keep from threatening animals.

She repeated, “I mean you no harm. I’m just going to wait right here. Okay? You come out when you’re ready.”

She waited a long time. Long enough that she started to worry about wasting the lifespan of her suit’s air scrubbers. The air here still read as safe on her sensors, but the scrubbers ran no matter what, fouling the filter and wasting irreplaceable chemicals.

“I’m going to have to risk taking this thing off at some point,” muttered Saira. “It might as well be here.”

She reached up and opened the clasps for her helmet. There was a sharp crack of equalizing pleasure and warm, strongly scented air flooded into the helmet. Saira took a deep breath. After months of recycled air, it was almost nauseatingly rich with strange aromas. The scent of the trees, the murky pond, the algae, and the sweet, floral aroma of the pollen drifting in the air.

Saira felt slightly dizzy. Her face warmed and her heart began to beat a little faster. She looked at her vitals but everything still seemed within safe parameters.

A lilting laugh sounded from the trees. A woman poked her head out from behind one of the curvy trunks. She was gorgeous, with wavy green hair that hung loose around her bare shoulders. Her skin was a pale shade of green and she had an ample bust tucked into a dress that seemed to consist of red flower petals glued to her shapely body.

“Hello there,” said Saira, hoping the woman spoke English.

“Mmmmmmmm. So glad you could stop by my little garden.” The woman slid up and around the tree trunk before pushing off it and sauntering towards Saira. She moved with a silky, hip-swaying gait that was nearly hypnotic. The woman blinked, her eyes a solid shade of yellow with small black pupils. The scent of flowers wafted from her body. “You are called Saira Wynn, strange woman?”

“That’s right,” said Saira, trying to look the woman in the eyes, but finding her inhuman gaze more than a little disconcerting. She blinked and looked away. “I was in space for a long time. You know, the sky? I crashed back to earth and I barely recognize it. You won’t believe how happy I am to see a human face.”

“Human?” The woman giggled and went swaying past Saira to the edge of the pond. “Maybe once. But like everything else, to survive, I had to adapt. Now… mmmmmm… no. Not human anymore.”

“So what are you then?”

“Mmmmmm. I am the future of this place, Saira Wynn, who crashed from the sky. I will take the toxins and the killers and the monsters and I will make them peaceful. And pretty. Like me.” The strange woman struck a pose with her arms out and her head hanging to one side. Flowers began to bloom from her shoulders and unfurl like slow motion explosions in the woman’s dark green hair.

Saira took a step back. And then another. And another. Something was stirring in the pond behind the green woman. Something big and fleshy. Big enough that it looked like it could swallow Saira whole. She took another step back and heard an unpleasantly loud crunch. She glanced down and saw, to her horror, that the mossy grass was not growing on plastic like the dunes, it was growing on a massive pile of human bones.

“Oh… oh god,” gasped Saira, backpedaling more quickly. “What is this place?”

“This is my garden and I am the gardener!” declared the woman.

Tendrils and vines burst from the strange woods behind Saira and attacked with the ferocity of frenzied serpents. Thorny vines bit into the expedition suit, ripping holes in it that the tendrils quickly exploited. Slimy, fibrous tendrils pushed through the holes and began to slither down Saira’s leg and into her suit’s chest piece.

She tried to pull the tendrils out, but her clothing was being torn apart too quickly. Pieces and strips ripped away. Gaping holes opened to reveal Saira’s bra and panties. The helmet ring and backpack were torn away and the tendrils slithered beneath her bra and down into her panties. Slimy tendrils, circling her breasts and squeezing them tightly. Binding her arms. Her thighs. Dragging over the hot seam of Saira’s cunt.

“Do not be afraid,” said the gardener. “The bones are the men who come here. They are good for nothing but fertilizer. The women are allowed to stay.”

“Let go of me!” cried Saira, twisting violently even as the tendrils began to squirm against her damp folds. “Stop that! Ahhhh! Make them stop!”

“My dear Saira Wynn, they are just getting started,” giggled the gardener. She danced towards Saira, seeming to delight in the way the tendrils were binding Saira. The slimy tendrils encircled Saira’s breasts, tightening and tightening until her erect nipples began to painfully throb. As she watched, the tips of two tendrils opened up and each revealed a glistening translucent bulb open on one end and rimmed with fleshy pink.

“W-what are those? What are they doing?” cried Siara, arching in the grasp of the tendrils and making her plush breasts bounce and jiggle despite the binding.

“Just making good use of you,” said the gardener, stepping closer. She wet a fingertip with a long, slow lick and swirled her digit around Saira’s left nipple and then her right. Saira whimpered with pleasure despite the horror of what was happening. The gardener gave the slightest nod of her head and the two bulbs suddenly shot forward, enveloping Saira’s nipples and areolas. The fleshy rim of each bulb formed a tight seal against her constricted titflesh. She felt a sucking sensation slowly build within the cups and then, when it began to become painful, it suddenly relaxed and the bulbs visibly pulsed.

“Ohhhhhh, this is crazy,” cried Saira. “I can help you. Just get these things off me.”

“Shhhhhhhh,” said the gardener, running her hands over Saira’s bare shoulders. The gardener walked behind Saira to lick at her ear. As she did, the gardener blew a cloud of glittering gold dust into Saira’s face.

Saira unintentionally inhaled and tingling heat suffused her body. Her worries slipped away. Her fears. She looked down and laughed at the slow pulsating of the cups on her nipples.

“Better now?” asked the gardener.

“Yessss,” moaned Sara, feeling euphoric and strangely aroused. “Yes. This is… better.”

Having her tits squeezed and sucked by some weird plant seemed perfectly natural. In fact, it felt good, and the sight of the pulsating bulbs combined with the rhythmic sucking was entrancing. As Saira watched the tendrils suckle her breasts, she felt those sliding between her legs moving with greater purpose. The tips of two tendrils simultaneously began to press against Saira’s cunt.

It seemed perfectly fine for get down on the mossy earth on her hands and knees and arch her back to offer herself to the probing tendrils. Her suckled tits hung beneath her, jerking and jiggling with the working of the tendrils.

“Yes, go on,” moaned Saira. “Fuck me. Fuck me with AAHHHHHHHHHH!”

They sunk home, burrowing into her slick cunt deep enough to take Saira’s breath away. Two of the tendrils squeezed into her tight channel, working in alternating thrusts like two pistons in an engine. They rubbed against her clit and their slime drenched Saira’s tight channel.

‘Yesssss, I need more,” she moaned. “Put one in my ass. Let me… let me suck one.”

“Ooooo, I like the way you think,” giggled the gardener. “I think I’ll let you have both.”

The tendrils claimed Saira’s ass and thrust into her mouth simultaneously. One fucked roughly into her back passage, squirming deep into her bowels as the other invaded her throat. The sensation should have been terrifying, but the pollen in the air had transported the young explorer beyond fear. She was in a world of pure pleasure, a symphony of sensations, and the gardener was the conductor.

Warm sap pumped from the tendril in Saira’s mouth and drenched her throat in waves of thick, sweet syrup. She gulped and with each swallow she felt the sugary substance suffusing her body. Her ecstasy only grew. Her nipples swelling with the suction. Her breasts growing.

She gurgled with pleasure against the pumping syrup as a first orgasm took her and caused her to fall forward onto her face. The tendrils did not relent in their assault. They pistoned in and out of her pussy. A third burrowed into her stuffed cunt, stretching her further. Hot gushes of sap coated her womb and poured into her ass. Pumping again and again. Driving another orgasm from her as she howled around the spurting tendril in her mouth.

How long was she being fucked? Minutes? Hours? She couldn’t be sure. She felt as exhausted as she was exhilarated. Her holes fucked raw and frothy with sap. The more pleasure she experienced the harder the tendrils seemed to use her.

Saira was so delirious with pollen, sap, and pleasure, that she scarcely noticed her breasts beginning to swell. They grew heavier and more pendulous. Her sucked nipples thickened. Her body burgeoned with the sweet, nourishing cream of life. It spurted in milk showers from her stimulated glands and her milk began to fill the bulbs.

“Ohhhhhh, look at that! So much! So quickly!” The gardener stroked Saira’s head. “You’re such a good human. But soon you will be something even better.”

The tendril in Saira’s mouth pulled out from her lips and sprayed thick ropes of its sap across her face. She panted to catch her breath, sap forming a jiggling, dripping beard of slime on her chin as the other tendrils continued to punish her pussy and ass.

“W-what do you m-mean something even better?” gasped Saira, her eyes stung with sweat as she looked up at the green woman.

“One of my trees, of course, silly,” laughed the gardener. “The process has already begun! Don’t you feel it! Soon it will be time for you to enter the metamorphosis pod.”

The gardener gestured to the huge fleshy plant pod resting atop the pond. It cracked open like a mouth, revealing a fleshy pink interior sloshing with yellow liquid. The gardener walked over to it, caressing it lovingly before looking back at Saira.

“Do not fear though. My trees are happy and you will be too! There’s only a little pain. It almost feels good, I think!”

The gardener giggled and sauntered back over to Saira. The green-skinned woman grabbed hold of Saira’s short blond hair and pulled the explorer’s face to the petals of her dress. They folded away, revealing the grassy thatch and buttery cuntlips of the gardener’s pussy.

“Go on, taste the sweetest sap of all,” giggled the gardener, pulling Saira closer. “Drink it up, my sweet. Drink and it will take you away to oblivion.”

Saira eyed the fleshy folds, tinged green, and the fragrant slime drooling from the gardener’s pussy. The green woman gave Saira another tug. The poor explorer’s lashes fluttered and her eyes rolled back into her head as she surrendered to being made to pleasure the gardener.

She began to lick the green woman’s folds. This was not enough for the gardener and the woman thrust forward, riding her cunt against Saira’s tongue and smearing Saira’s nose and chin with tingling sap. Saira was still being fucked and sucked, but she was aware enough to let her tongue follow the familiar anatomy of the green woman’s cunt. She found the gardener’s bulging clit, like a rosebud, and lashed it again and again with her tongue. When the gardener pulled Saira’s head down again, Saira began to suck at the gardener’s clit. Drawing on it to the rhythm of the bulbs sucking Saira’s tits.

It was a bewildering onslaught of sensations, good and bad, and as the sap began to soften Saira’s flesh and give it a distinctly greenish tint. Her breasts sagged and her eyelids drooped.

“Ohhhh, look at that,” crooned the gardener. “You’re starting to turn. Go on, little sapling. Suck me. That’s it. Suck my cum. Ohhhhhhh! Here it comes! Drink it up! Yes! That’s right, drink it alllll up!”

Saira sucked urgently, her mouth filling with the unique sweet syrup that flowed from the gardener’s pussy. It was delicious and Saira could not get enough. She felt her whole body going slack. Her muscles weakening. Her bones softening. She sucked until she could not suck any longer and slumped to the ground with exhaustion.

“There, there, little human,” giggled the gardener. “Now it’s time for your little nap. And when you wake up, all this will be over, and you can join the other trees in my grove!”

“Mmmmmwwwwaaaaaa,” was all Saira could manage.

The bulbs released Saira’s nipple and retreated into the woods. The other tendrils stopped fucking Saira and slithered around her body to lift it up. They bore her moaning, motionless body to the wide-open maw of the pod floating atop the pond.

Saira had one brief moment of fear and then she relaxed as she saw the green woman standing beside her. The gardener smiled sweetly and took Saira’s hand.

“Everything will be alright, my dear,” whispered the green woman. “You just need to do a little melting and everything will be better.”

The tendrils lowered Saira gently into the pod and the fleshy lid closed her into darkness. For a moment, she struggled to lift her head. But it was too much effort and soon enough gushing, warm liquid filled the pod.

Saira began to dissolve into the liquid, her body already forming into a primitive tree. It should have hurt, but because of all the sap in Saira’s body, it would be a painless process.

The gardener laughed and reclined atop the pod. She was certain that the muffled screams from within were screams of pleasure.


3.3

The Feral Hunters

The city was vast and dead and somehow gave Saira Wynn a feeling of relief. Maybe it was the fact that it was made with normal human hands. Maybe it was the impression that human civilization had not faded entirely and might even return some day.

Saira watched her expedition suit’s scanner send out another sensor pulse. This sketched the terrain around her in glowing green. The returns from the sensor were vague and wobbling with digital static. The heavy construction of the reinforced concrete and steel frame towers concealed whatever was inside them. There could have been anything or anyone sheltering in those immense tombs.

The buildings were big, heavy, looming above her like skeletal fingers. There were no surviving windows, but occasionally a chemical-stained curtain billowed out of a jagged frame adding ghostly motion to the otherwise dead city. With each step she took into the ruins, she could not escape the feeling that she was being watched.

But it was Saira who found someone else to watch. The woman was clad in some sort of rebreather mask, a heavy military style coat, and carried an overloaded pack and some sort of crude energy weapon. Saira only knew it was a woman at all by the long red hair falling down the woman’s back and her plump breasts straining a threadbare sweater and framed by the padded straps of her pack.

Saira wanted to approach the woman and introduce herself, but she kept her distance. Earth had become dangerous and no one was to be trusted. Least of all some scavenger armed with a rifle.

“Find out where she’s going,” muttered Saira, coaching herself. “Wait for her to let her guard down. Once you can get her weapon away from her, then you can reveal yourself.”

She had escaped living slime, geysers of subterranean magma, stalking mechanoids, and a giant worm slithering through dunes of powdered bone. She was not about to blunder into getting herself killed by this scavenger. She kept low. Turned off her suit’s lights. Watched and waited.

The woman took her time searching the ruins. Every so often something clattered or crashed or tinkled in the groaning towers, but no other living thing appeared, so the woman continued her search.

The scavenger lifted a fallen road sign, long-ago scoured of any meaning, and recovered pieces of orange glass that she dropped into a leather bag. She found a hollow metal cylinder that might have once been a small artillery or cannon shell. She dug in the lobby of a long derelict and burned building, the tower creaking above her like the rigging of a dread vessel, and she found a length of frayed carpeting that she draped over her back and shoulders like a cowl.

But there was no food. There was never any food to be found. The woman finally seemed to accept that truth as darkness fell. She huddled within the ground floor of a small steel framed building. Maybe a restaurant or garage, now half-buried in debris fallen from the towers. Its shape reminded Saira of the disgusting shells certain caterpillars would make.

The red-haired woman took off her pack, set aside her weapon, and built a fire. The warm glow illuminated the ruined interior of the small building. She took out a pouch containing pieces of something edible. Saira was glad she couldn’t quite make out what it was. The scavenger boiled a steel pot full of water for drinking and removed her gas mask to eat.

The light from the fire was so bright compared to the impenetrable darkness of the ruins that it made the woman seem like she was on a stage. Her face was lean and beautiful, with red circles under her eyes from the lenses of her rebreather mask. She had full lips and freckles and seemed younger than Saira had guessed. No more than twenty.

Saira watched the woman dip her food into the water and eat the rehydrated meat, chewing hard to get it down. She felt a certain kinship with this woman, a certain sympathy. She was about to approach her. She felt sure this woman could be reasoned with.

But just as Saira was about to step out of her hiding place, there was a scuff of bare feet on rough concrete. Shadows moving against the firelight. Hunched and swift. Humanoid.

The woman did not hear them approaching and Saira did not dare call out a warning. In fact, the woman stood and to Saira’s horror she began to undress, removing her military trench coat, several layers of sweaters, jackets, trousers, and then shorts and a sweat-stained t-shirt. She was shockingly pale beneath, her hips round and ass plush despite her obvious malnutrition. She turned and ran her hands over her plump breasts, fingers teasing over her nipples, golden firelight deepening the shadows of her curves.

It was then that they struck. Five of them all at once leaping from the darkness at the edges of the building. The woman tried for her weapon, but there was no chance. They twisted it from her fingers and tossed it aside. Their eyes black. Their bodies pale and human, but their manners those of insects or machines. They pinned her arms and legs to the ground as the woman screamed and pleaded, her cries echoing from the pitiless towers.

“Ffffffuuuucckkk,” hissed the biggest of the males.

“Fffffuuuuckkk!” chorused the others, rolling the woman onto her back.

The big male pushed the scavenger’s legs wide apart and revealed his huge purpling cock, gripping it at its root as it dripped with long, glistening strands of precum.

The woman wailed tearfully as the male climbed atop her.

“Please! Don’t do this! Pleeeease! I’ll suck your cocks! Just don’t… AHHHH! NOOOOO!”

He ignored her screaming. There was not a moment’s hesitation in the monstrous way he thrust his distended cock into her cunt and began to fuck her hard and fast. As he pounded his cock into her, the woman began to moan and shudder, as if the precum slicking his thrusts was a venom poisoning her flesh.

“Nnnnnnnanaaaaayyyyyyyaahhhggghhhh!” she screamed and gurgled, thrashing with apparent agony but unable to overcome the four others holding her pinned to the floor. Saira could not look away from the brutal fucking. Each thrust hammering the purple cock of the big male into the woman’s stretched cunt. Fat, cum-filled bollocks slapping her asshole. Her tits swinging and splashing against her ribcage with each violent stroke.

Her thrashing stopped as suddenly as it had begun and the woman howled in a haunting, bestial way. This was answered by the others and they released her arms and legs. The woman embraced her brutal lover, kissing his lips and tonguing his mouth as she began to jerk her hips with crazed fervor. The others, freed of pinning her to the floor, began to stroke their cocks with both hands.

Saira marveled at their huge cocks. Deformed, twice the size of any human cock she had seen before, ranging in color from dark red to purple, blue, or even black. Their testicles seemed enlarged as well. She didn’t have to imagine the massive load that was about to be pumped into the suddenly enthusiastic scavenger woman. The big male atop her let out a snarling shout and hilted in the woman’s stretched cunt.

Saira could tell that he was cumming by his slow, deep strokes. She used the magnification on her suit’s helmet until she could clearly see those huge balls tensing and the underside of the glistening cock pulsating with each spurt of cum. The creamy seed was overflowing the scavenger woman’s pussy. It gushed out as the male pulled his cock from her depths.

Another male was on her in an instant. Thrusting in with an obscene slurp of displaced cum and burying the full length of his cock inside the woman again and again. She howled with pleasure, squeezing her breasts and playing with her nipples as she was fucked.

Other figures began to move closer from the shadows. The dominant males had attacked first, but there were smaller males and a collection of females with pendulous breasts and cum-matted pubic hair. They had the same black eyes and pale skin as the dominant males. They moved with the same purpose, but more cautious out of fear or deference to the males fucking the woman senseless.

All attention was focused on the woman. Saira glimpsed her among the pale figures moving around her, fondling her, and thrusting atop her. The redheaded woman had begun to spasm and twitch. Her arms and legs tensed and her back arched beneath the press of her attackers. Her eyes seemed to fill with inky black and black capillaries climbed up her limbs in a spiderweb of corruption. The cock being fucked into her mouth was suddenly pulled out and she let out an unearthly howl that sent a chill up Saira’s spine. A moment later, that howl was answered by the others.

The ambush became a willing gangbang, with the redhead climbing atop one lover, taking another in her ass, offering her mouth to a third, and grasping a cock in each hand. She rode vigorously atop her lover, thrusting her hips with the enthusiastic motions of a porn star.

Despite her fear, Saira felt a hot spike of lust crawling up her thighs and into her core. It throbbed deep inside her as she watched the woman give herself to the naked mob. She was so enthralled by the sight that she did not notice several of the naked humanoids approaching.

“PROXIMITY ALERT!” chimed the expedition suit, flashing yellow warnings on the inside of Saira’s helmet. A moment later, a rock struck the back of her head, sending waves of distortion over her view and knocking her sideways.

She tried to turn and another rock, bigger than the first, struck the face plate of her helmet. The HUD snapped out of existence and the armored glass fractured around the impact. The stench of sex filtered through the micro fissures in the faceplate. Two males and two females loomed out of the dark building nearby. One grabbed for her helmet and wrenched it off Saira’s head. She kicked the man in the chest and knocked him aside.

She saw a fifth attacker, another male, joining the group. She did the only thing she could, turning and running. Saira was in peak physical condition and the expedition suit’s servos actually enhanced her ability to run, but the terrain was chaotic and difficult and she was on the home turf of this pack of black-eyed maniacs.

Saira fled from one ruin to another. She leapt over a toxic canal. Up a half-crumbled flight of steps to tumble down a pile of concrete slabs. She was bloodied and exhausted by the time she reached the fire-blackened lobby of a hotel. The pattern was still visible on the charred carpet. A sign still welcomed guests to the Holitz.

Then, with a lusty howl, they were upon her. Their fingers were like iron. Their ragged nails tore at the armored fabric of her suit. They dragged her to the floor and ripped open the clasps of her suit. The seal lost pressure and hissed. Their wild, black eyes reflected Saira’s terrified face as they got their fingers into her suit and began to rip it from her body. She fought them with kicks and punches, but they were relentless, pinning her to the ancient carpet and stripping her suit off.

“No! Stop it! Fucking… bastards!” cried Saira.

They ripped open the body glove she wore beneath her suit and her soft tits bounced free. Their grubby hands were on her pale flesh in an instant. A warm mouth engulfed one nipple. A hand roughly pinched and squeezed at her other breast. A female, with large, pendulous breasts and stringy blond hair, shoved Saira back to the ground and suddenly moved astride her face, squatting above Saira. She gagged at the the woman’s hairy, cum-clotted cunt. The stench of sex was raw and rank. It made her eyes water.

“Get… get off of me!” shouted Saira, bucking her hips and fighting against them.

“Lick, lick,” hissed the woman and she sat upon Saira’s face. Saira’s disgusted wail was muffled by the hot, fleshy raunch of the woman’s cum-stuffed cunt. The thick smell of it was all Saira could breathe. She tried to turn her head, but the woman’s thighs enclosed her and squeezed her, pinning her in place.

While Saira was trapped under the woman and trying not to gag, the men finished ripping off Saira’s body glove. They stopped fondling and sucking her tits long enough to fight over who would be the first to claim Saira’s pristine pussy. An untainted cunt like that didn’t come around much. She looked practically virginal to those black eyes.

“Fuck!” snarled one to the other.

“Fuck! Fuck!” agreed the first.

“Breeeed!” roared the largest of the three, winning an argument with two punches that knocked back his competitors. Saira felt the big male push apart her thighs and move atop her. His weight bore down on her as he gripped his purple-black mutant cock and guided it to the hot channel of her cunt. She cried out beneath the woman, her wail of despair muffled as the male began to feed his cock into Saira’s pussy. He pushed her folds wide and thrust deep in a single, skewering stroke.

She was impaled on his cock. Pinned to the ground by it. Breathless and quivering. She could feel every bump and vein on his massive fuckmeat. The way it pulsed with his malevolent heartbeat.

“Fuuuuck!” he roared as he drew back and thrust in again. Again. Faster. Harder. Slamming into her. Grunting and panting as he plowed her fertile furrow with the hot meat of his cock. Slamming his black balls against her ass. Driving in and out of her and rocking the woman atop Saira’s face.

She fought through the pain, but she could not resist the pleasure. It ate away at her will to resist. At her memories and even her identity. She could feel herself slipping like a drunk sliding into a stupor. The foul, smothering heat of the cunt on her face was making her dizzy. Making her… lick. Taste. Tongue the cunt above her. Feel the old cum slide into her mouth. Swallowing it. Swallowing that foul slime. Feeling it change her as the brute slamming into her cunt let out a triumphant bellow and blasted Saira’s inner walls with hot spurts of his seed.

The moment that toxic goo painted Saira’s womb, her fight was over. The venom of the genetically engineered breeder took hold, transforming Saira’s body and mind into that of a willing breeder. No matter that the same toxin rendered her infertile. She would spend the rest of her life eagerly mating with every male and female she encountered.

Her limbs tensed. Her body convulsed. Saira joined them in their feverish lust. An animal built for fucking. She howled into the cunt smothering her face. The woman above her and the male sliding his cock from her creamy cunt howled in reply. The other males and females howled around her as well. There were more of them than before.

The woman dismounted from Saira’s face and the former astronaut could see the crowd of her mates coming to embrace her. She cooed with lust, offering herself to them. Kissing and embracing them. Feeling their hands on her shapely body. Their cocks rubbing eagerly at her. She knelt and presented herself as her instincts dictated. It took only a moment for the first blackened cock to ram into her pussy. Another stretched her pink asshole. She grasped another and began to suck wantonly, her lips wide around it and her eyes watering as it slammed into her throat.

Saira began to cum in that position. The woman she had been before had never experienced such pleasure. Her entire body wracked by shuddering waves of ecstasy. Her cum gushing out around the fat cock plundering her pussy. Her throat milking the cock slamming into her mouth. She felt the feverish spunk spurting into her ass and her pussy. She tasted it as it pumped into her mouth and down her throat. She drank cum with every hole and it only made her hotter.

The males came in a great mass. Dozens of them. Their cocks eager and demanding satisfaction and Saira just as eager to grant it. The women were not as aggressive but were just as desperately in need of her attention. Bored males waiting their turn paired off with the females with the matted hair and black eyes. Saira could hear their bodies slapping together and their beastly cries of pleasure.

She sucked and fucked like her dim memories of porn stars. She faintly wished she had watched more of those videos in her former life so she might know more ways to please the males. Sucking them. Drinking their endless loads of spurting cum. Wanking them with her breasts. A river of cum drenching her body. Filling her stomach. Pouring from her gaping asshole. Dribbling down her thighs from her well-fucked cunt.

At last, after hours, the males were exhausted, and Saira crawled to the females. Joined them. They stroked her and cooed softly to her. They kissed her scrapes and bruises. They tongued her overheated cunt. Soft tongues in her asshole. Her tongue just as eager. Licking at sour folds. Slurping the bitter cum from their bodies. Licking and sucking at stiff nipples. Kissing, endless kissing, sharing the salty cum between them.

Sometimes this sapphic orgy would be interrupted by a male straggler, panting and tired, who would plop down amid the females and receive their eager attention. These lucky males were shared eagerly and drained by the females until they were left spent and languid amid the rubble.

There was time to sleep. Resting in the shadow of a wall. Shielded from cold, acidic rain. Huddling in a pack.

Stalking the wasteland in search of more mates.

Hunting in the field of trash and debris and skeletal mechs. Cornering a wanderer here or a lost soul there. Young or old, they were taken, fucked, and made to join the pack.

And the hunt would begin again.

Saira, naked and smeared with weeks of filth, howled triumphantly as she converted another male to their pack. She looked up at the wan sun through toxic clouds, her black eyes squinting at the light as her howl carried through the wasteland.


3.4

The Breeding Program

Hill after hill of ashes and rubble finally gave way to an intact structure. It was vast and brutal in appearance, with high walls of acid-stained concrete and towers topped with rusted guard posts. Saira hoped it might be some sort of fortified shelter that might contain survivors. Her hopes were dashed as she spotted a blackened sign affixed to one of the huge expanses of worn concrete.

Detention Facility Zeta.

The structure’s name matched its foreboding appearance. A prison. Huge behind the towering walls. Big enough to house a hundred thousand prisoners. Was there anyone left alive inside? Saira’s suit was detecting residual power somewhere beyond the outer wall. Humans might have survived the devastation of the earth in facilities like this.

She walked the perimeter of the wall and located a gate and entry doors, both of which were blocked by massive piles of wreckage. The gate was even partially open, but so stuffed with what appeared to be rusty vehicles, smashed and piled up, that getting in that way was not possible.

Saira turned to her expedition suit’s difficult terrain navigation capabilities. It would use most of her suit’s remaining power, but if she was lucky she might be able to find some sort of hookup inside the prison to recharge. Failing that, maybe the roof of the prison and a few hours of wan gray light would be enough to trickle charge her suit’s emergency solar collectors.

A recessed button in Saira’s glove activated her suit’s grip surfaces and boot spikes for climbing. Micro-thrusters in her backpack and behind her knees would provide stabilization and boosts to help her climb. She began to ascend the pitted surface of the concrete wall. Five meters. Ten. She looked back at the desolate landscape behind her as the sun began to set behind the bruised yellow green of the clouds. She took a deep breath and climbed to the top of the wall. The prison yard was dotted with skeletal human remains and the larger, rusty mounds of vehicles or artificial life of some sort.

She used most of her suit’s remaining booster energy to descend gently to the ground on the other side. A wide, dust-swept road led from the gate to the prison compound. The building was as unwelcoming as the walls. The few windows were dark and empty of glass and one side of the prison had suffered some sort of impact damage from a vehicle. The wreckage of the aircraft had long ago fused into a rusty tangle with the concrete of the building. Maybe the remains of some last-ditch effort to evacuate? Either that, or just an unlucky spot to try to land.

With her suit blinking a critical power warning, Saira activated its scanner one last time. She located the ground floor entrance to the prison nearest to the power source. The energy appeared as a bloom of yellow and seemed to be slightly underground. She snapped off her helmet with a hiss of pressure just as its power died. The backpack she wore became instantly heavy and the suit, usually enhancing her movements, became dead weight against her body.

“This isn’t going to be fun,” she muttered. She trudged to the prison building and forced open the rusty old metal door. Once inside, she stripped out of the suit. It was a long process, leaving her wearing only the fitted body glove of her inner suit contoured to her ample curves. She took her utility knife and a pocket light from her suit and left the rest piled up in a sheltered spot just inside the door.

She felt naked wearing only the body glove. It was so tight that it left little to the imagination. Nor did it offer much protection. If some hungry cannibals came for her, she would have to rely on her own skills for survival and not her trusty suit’s protection.

The part of the prison she had entered seemed to be an administrative area. Derelict and ruined, with some signs that it might have been briefly used as a campsite by other humans. There was graffiti on the walls in Cyrillic. She couldn’t read it without her suit’s translator. Although the big red skull painted on one door was clear enough. Unfortunately, that was the only way to reach the power source she had detected.

“Let’s hope whatever danger was there is gone now,” she muttered and levered open the big, skull-marked door with a length of pipe. It creaked and groaned open, revealing the inner halls of the prison. A vast, open-air arrangement of cells forming rows and wheels watched over by the dark trees of internal guard positions.

She followed the beam of her light into the dark corridors in search of a stairwell or some other way of reaching the lower level. Her boots echoed against the strangely clean concrete. There were some signs of fire in places, but the structure seemed largely intact. Almost… too intact. As if it had been repaired and kept clean until recently. Just a thin layer of dust to suggest neglect.

A long, tense search of the empty prison finally revealed a hatch that opened into a spiral staircase. This led down into a chamber containing dozens of man-sized alcoves. Saira approached these cautiously and discovered the skeletal remains of something like a human, but clearly artificial. Its artificial entrails had puddled and congealed at the bottom of the alcove, leaving behind a white skeleton draped in tattered flesh. The skeletal face stared at her with glassy black eyes, its mouth hanging open to reveal humanlike teeth and a tongue.

“Androids? These are far more advanced than anything we had before I left. Why would these be running a prison?”

Her question was answered by the sudden grasp of a viselike hand on the back of her neck. Saira screamed and dropped her work knife with a clatter. The flashlight swung wildly and she saw that she was being grabbed by an android, its face partly skeletal, but most of its body intact.

“You are not authorized for this area,” it said in a voice distorted by digital corruption. “You should be in your cell, inmate.”

“I’m not a fucking inmate!” cried Saira, struggling with the android’s incredible strength.

It ignored her struggle and her pleas and dragged her back up the stairs and, kicking and screaming, through the echoing emptiness of the prison. Lights activated in dusty fixtures. A bare concrete cell with a grate in the floor was revealed and Saira was dragged inside by the android. It was more hideous in the light. Its face was bubbled from heat damage and its left arm was a twitching ruin. But its right arm and its legs were still functional and it was many times stronger than a human like Saira.

“Brigid, scan the unidentified inmate for her chip,” said the android.

A dusty panel illuminated with a wireframe image of Saira and the android. Pulses of resonance worked over Saira’s body, revealing her internal organs and her ovaries. They glowed red.

“Chip not located,” replied a distorted female voice. “The inmate will be tagged with a fresh chip. Inmate ID 843321005. High fertility rate detected. If you consent to insemination, you will be rewarded with time off for good behavior. Do you consent?”

“No! I don’t fucking consent!” cried Saira, still fighting against the android’s grasp.

“We’re sorry, but consent has been suspended for the duration of the ongoing population crisis. You are hereby sentenced to mandatory insemination. Thank you for your cooperation.”

A burst of music trumpeted out of hidden speakers and then several segmented tentacles shot forward from the wall. These clamped onto Saira’s wrists and ankles and lifted her out of the android’s grasp. A moment later, a spinning blade sliced down the midline of her body glove. Pincers grasped the halves of her body glove and stripped it unceremoniously from her body like the arms were peeling a fruit.

“Nooooo! You bastards! Let go of me!” cried Saira, thrashing in their grasp.

“Fertility and compliance injection will be administered,” said Brigid.

A pressure hypodermic pressed its nozzle to Saira’s neck and there was a sharp hiss and a cold sensation as it punched a drug cocktail into Saira’s body. Warmth spread through her and gathered in her core. She could feel her ovaries throbbing and her nipples stiffened like pink caps atop the heaving white mounds of her breasts.

“Ohhhhhh, no, stop it,” moaned Saira. “Let me go! Please!”

Brigid ignored her and lifted Saira into the air. Spotlights illuminated her naked flesh. Vibrating tendrils descended with their buzzing tips held near to Saira’s body. They did not strike. Not yet. Instead, a red-tipped claw descended, caught Saira’s left ear, and with a snap tagged her with a fresh microchip. The pain of the piercing momentarily overwhelmed the relaxing warmth of the fertility injection.

“Ahhhh! Put me down, you psycho robo bitch! You’re hurting me!”

But the pain was short-lived, for Brigid soon introduced Saira to the forced pleasures of the vibrating probes. They began with Saira’s stiff nipples, cool metal buzzing against the sensitive pink and making ripples of desire travel through Saira’s body. This was all a matter of arousing her for insertion. The probes moved lower and lower, stroking her bare skin, her abdomen, her hips, her thighs, and, finally, buzzing against Saira’s cuntlips and clit.

‘Ohhhhh fuck! Fucking robot! Ahhhhhhh… yessss… ohhhhh!”

Her anger devolved to nothing but cries of pleasure and moans for more as Brigid buzzed away at Saira’s clit. More tendrils emerged with soft plastic cups that covered Saira’s breasts and began to rhythmically suck at her stiff nipples. She was about to tell the computer that there was nothing there for it to suck.

The vibrator was still buzzing away at Saira’s clit and a second had moved beneath her to buzz at the tight ring of her asshole. Suddenly, something new emerged from the wall. It was bigger and ribbed and dripping with lubricant. Plunging straight for Saira’s steaming cunt.

“W-what is thaaaaat?” cried Saira, staring in horror as the thick phallus approached.

She was cumming too hard from the vibrators to offer Brigid much resistance as the dripping inseminator probe drew closer.

“Prepare for insertion in three, two, one… INSERTION!”

Saira gasped in shock as the thick phallus plunged into the primed folds of her cunt. Stretching her. Opening her. Sliding deep inside her. Once inside Saira’s buzzing cunt, it began to rhythmically pump in and out. The pleasure was exquisite, driving her to another orgasm as the head of the phallus beat against her womb. Her ovaries throbbed with each wave of her climax. Eggs primed. Body eager for fertilization.

“Commencing insemination with… BBZZZZT!” The screen flashed red. The words ‘human donor’ were suddenly crossed out and replaced with ‘WARNING: MUTAGENIC SPERM DETECTED.’

“What… what does that mean?” cried Saira. “What does… OHHHHHHHH!”

Before she could receive an answer, the cock inside her began to pulse with the release of potent seed into her fertile womb. Hot spurts of prepared cum drenched Saira’s womb and almost instantly impregnated her with the mutagenic sperm. As she was being filled with cum, a series of images flashed on the screen as Brigid tried to identify the donor. After several hideous monsters appeared it finally settled on a loathsome bulging caterpillar creature with huge black eyes and a pink cock the size of a human arm.

Saira’s mind recoiled from this news, but that only hastened her complete submission to the machine. Her mind broke as her body surrendered utterly to being nothing more than a breeding slave for the prisoner’s computer system.

“Cumming!” cried Saira. “Oh, god, yes! I’m fucking cumming again!”

Brigid’s work with Saira had only just begun. The computer system, though damaged and contaminated, had only one purpose: to breed the human race back to stability. With Saira as its only prisoner, it had its work cut out for it.

It spent hours mating Saira on that first visit. Pumping her full of mutant cum and reducing her to a sweating drooling mess with her nipples sucked raw and her cunt dripping with orange-tinted mutant cum. She was sent back to a cell and provided with reconstituted food and distilled fresh water.

Her mind was reeling. She felt full with cum as if she couldn’t squeeze it out of her body. She ate, drank, and slept, then was roused from sleep by the same half-melted android. It marched her to a shower and sprayed her naked body down with cold water.

Then she was brought again to the examination room for scanning and further stimulation. Buzzing dildos invaded her holes. Thumping cups engulfed her nipples. She came again and again, her mind retreating deeper into madness. Her past life receding into an oily black forgetfulness.

Days passed in this way. Weeks of eating, sleeping, and being fucked by the machines. She was regularly updated on the fetus growing within her. How her egg divided several times and now she had ten fetuses. How they bulged in her belly and her breasts swelled with milk. The machines slurping up her white cream as Brigid’s vibrators attacked her relentlessly.

Months later, alone still, there came a burst of warm placenta and flood of writhing half-human larvae. Brigid scooped them up and took them away to care for them. Saira didn’t care. Her mind was broken. She laughed and crooned with need as she was led back to her cell.

The fertilization process would begin again in the morning. Milking day and night. Food for the larvae she never saw. Another round of fertilization and another mutagenic mate. This one a hulking gray humanoid without a head. Its mouth set where a man’s belly might be and huge, bifurcated hands. She laughed at the thought of what her children with such a creature might look like.

Brigid took several attempts to impregnate Saira the second time. Saira enjoyed each attempt. She liked especially when Brigid fucked her on her hands and knees. Tits swaying as she knelt on the floor and the dripping rubber-cocked inseminator plundering her pussy. Cups suckling fresh milk from her hugely enlarged breasts. Silvery vibrators buzzing away on Saira’s nipples. On and on, until she reached a howling crescendo of ecstasy.

“Fuuuuuck meeeeee!” managed Saira, her human consciousness appearing however briefly.

As the months and years wore on, Brigid’s efforts bore repeated and strange fruit. Saira was bred with a rogue’s gallery of mutants using contaminated sperm. The offspring stalked the corridors of the prison and even ventured out into the world. They kept to their types, though sometimes these groups mingled on friendly terms and even formed war parties into the wasteland. Saira was their proud mother, their goddess, the bringer of life in a dark, decaying world.

And she loved every moment of being their mothers, even if she no longer had the sanity left to speak to any of her children.

That was alright. Brigid kept Saira very busy indeed.


3.5

Lovers Without Pity

The mech howled with rage and charged through the undergrowth, its silicon body and steel horns bashing through the fibrous trunks of whipweed trees. Saira Wynn ran from it, every warning sign flashing in her visor, her breath burning in her chest, and her heart thundering. There were traps everywhere. Dart vines and scorpion shrubs. Unnatural predatory growth she had been cataloging for days when the mech found her.

There was no time to be careful now. Darts thumped against her expeditionary suit. Barbs tore at her sleeves. Scorpion shrubs tried to sting and snare her. She managed to fight her way through it all, but not fast enough. The mech let out another discordant howl, its dozen eyes flashing red on its asymmetrical head. Lubricants dripping through its curved steel fangs.

This one was a carnivore. Consuming living flesh and repurposing it for the crazed machines that prowled this part of the earth. She only had seconds to live. She was going to be so much raw meat for the beast to transform into more machinery.

She rounded a whipweed tree and bowled right into a digester pod. Something half-dissolved was already floating in the sac and the pod was swollen and taut with its digestive acid. The “mouth” of the plant flexed and the thin membrane ruptured where Saira’s elbow made contact. Soft flesh and bones and caustic sludge poured out, hissing into the joints of Saira’s expedition suit and causing it to malfunction. She staggered and collapsed to the ground, steam hissing out of the melting joints and red symbols flashing wildly on her helmet display.

The mech burst from the undergrowth behind her. She was dead. She knew it the moment her suit’s power supply winked out. She lay motionless. Sizzling as the digester pod’s muck ate away at her armored suit.

The mech swept its skeletal head back and forth. Six red eyes glowing. Mapping lasers plying over her bubbling suit. She held her breath. Somehow, against all odds, the mech seemed disinterested in her and moved on. It loped off into the mutant forest trailing tattered cables from its legs.

Saira wasn’t safe just yet. Her suit was rapidly disintegrating and she had to do something to neutralize the acid etching its way through the armored plates. She felt the first prickle of acid at her inner elbow and wrist on her left arm. That was enough. She wasn’t going to end up like those soupy bones that had spilled out of the digestor pod.

She triggered the suit’s emergency firefighting foam. It was a base, but more importantly it was a large quantity of foam under pressure and it forced the acid back and filled her suit. The helmet automatically disengaged and popped off her head. She hit the release clasps and parted ways with her armored suit. She wriggled out and rolled away from the stinking puddle of muck and foam clad only in her tight body glove.

She thought she might have a moment to catch her breath after escaping two horrible deaths, but the world earth had become was not kind enough for that. Almost immediately, she noticed something moving in the shadows nearby. She heard a clicking, percussive sound, like a woodblock or a snake’s rattle. She fumbled for the survival knife she had taken to using for her defense, grasped the handle, and realized the blade had been terribly corroded by digestive slime.

She staggered to her feet. Trying to remember everything she had learned in her judo classes growing up.

Judo had never prepared her for what came skittering out from among the fronds of the mutant forest. There were six of them, revealed as they emerged one-by-one and formed a group. They were low to the ground, spidery, but almost as large as a human crawling on hands and knees. Their heads were elongated and covered in red eyes that reminded Saira of the mech that had just been pursuing her. But these were not mechs. She could tell by the bulging sacs beneath their bodies and the mucus that linked their mandibles as they hissed with hunger.

Or was it something other than hunger? She caught glimpses of slender, pinkish-white phalluses emerging from the long sacks and armored sheaths beneath their bodies. Their ribbed sheaths almost resembled stingers, but this tip was anything but barbed. It narrowed and looked soft. It dripped with slime. Saira’s thighs quivered at the thought of what these insect creatures might do to a human.

“Stay back!” she warned, kicking out at the first as it approached cautiously. Her bare foot thumped harmlessly against its head and drove it back a bit. Another charged at her boldly and she caught its charged and flipped it onto its back. Six legs kicking at her. Pale segments writhing. Fluid-filled sacs pulsating. Phallus pumping in and out of its sheath like the proboscis of a hungry butterfly.

She cried out as a third of the bugs attacked her. This one hooked its claws into the sleeve and back of her bodysuit, ripping it open before she could swing an arm and knock it away. The creature let out a horrendous shriek, which seemed to signal to the three that had held back to mount their attack.

Saira tried to fight them off, but the others recovered quickly and soon she was battling all six at once. Each slash of an armored leg or snap of mandibles seemed aimed to undress her until her breasts were bare, her pale bottom was exposed, and only the barest scraps of cloth remained clinging to her legs. Blood trickled from numerous shallow wounds. It was clearly that the creatures were taking great care not to seriously hurt her. That somehow made the attacks all the more unnerving.

One of the bugs jumped upon Saira’s back, hooking its claws over her shoulders and locking its mandibles onto the back of her neck. It bit hard enough to painfully pinch her neck but seemed more interested in clinging to her than anything. The pain combined with the weight of its body threw Saira off balance and she toppled to her hands and knees. It was then that she felt the hard shell of its sheath and the pulsing, rubbing, questing length of its cock. Sliding over her back. Against her buttocks.

“Noooo!” cried Saira, trying to throwing the creature off her, but unable to dislodge it.

The slimy flesh of its cock elicited more than just disgust. Every part of her bare skin than it touched began to grow warm. She could feel that heat seeping into her back. Into the inner curve of her buttocks. Down into her crack.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, lifting her head.

The warmth spreading into her thighs. To her dangling breasts. Quivering inside her. A need. An urge. Rising up against the horror of the creatures to confront her with a bestial desire to rut. To be mounted and fucked.

To be bred.

“Ohhhhhhh!” she lowed like a beast as the bug’s cock slipped and slid against her cuntlips. Parting her folds. Darting into her honeyed cove for a taste. Thrusting deeper as the hooked claws tightened their hold on her body.

The insect hissed with pleasure and suddenly speared its cock to the hilt into her pussy. Saira howled with need, throwing her ass back against the soft underside of the creature. Taking its cock. Taking it to the entrance to her womb. Feeling that warmth throughout her entire body now. Craving it.

“Fuuuuuck,” she groaned, her eyes rolling, her tits dangling in the undergrowth. “Do ittttt. Fuck meeeeeeee.”

The insect rutted her with rapid thrusts of its cock. Its body barely moved, remaining clamped tightly to Saira’s back, but its cock pulsed and thrust like a piston into her by some inner musculature. The oddly gentle and yet forceful fucking was incredible. Beyond any human partner. Beyond even her twisted fantasies of monsters and aliens.

That glorious piston of cockflesh, gliding in and out of her clutching cunt. Tickling her cervix. Invading her womb. Annihilating her eggs. The cock pumping faster inside her. The insect letting out a thrilling clicking sound that grew louder with each passing moment.

“Going to cum,” gasped Saira, her mind melting under the pleasure like a body in a digestor pod. Her fingers clawing at the polluted soil. Back arched. Cunt quivering. Womb squeezing at the tip of the insect’s cock as it began to swell.

Her orgasm hit her and her eyes went cross. Her mouth hung open, head bouncing to the rhythmic piston of the insect’s cock. Marble-sized eggs pumping into her womb. Filling her. Jets of hot cum spurting after the eggs. Her womb claimed in a few hot pumps. Then it really did bite her, piercing Saira’s neck and working its probe all the way to her spine. The pain was intense but brief as it injected nodules of long-lasting hypnotic chemicals.

Saira became docile and obedient. She knew the desires of the creature without being told. Her life as an explorer was over. She understood that now. She belonged to the hive. They would take her back and use her body to pump out countless generations of offspring. Her warm cunt the perfect vessel for their insidious breeding. The chemicals secreted along her spine told her that this was good. This was what she always wanted.

This was what must happen.

The insects that were not quick enough to mate with Saira hissed with annoyance as her lover finished pumping her full of its eggs and cum and withdrew its cock. Just before sliding from her cunt, the creature’s phallus spurted out something thicker than cum that gelled and formed a thick plug at the entrance to her cunt. A means of protecting her from its rivals until she could be taken back to their hive.

The others backed away from Saira’s mate as it hooked her legs with its hind limbs and began to drag her through the forest. The entrance to its burrow was not far and this took her down into the depths of the earth, where the insects had excavated beyond the dirt and into the bedrock. Their tunnels were smooth and narrow. The world around Saira drummed with the warmth of the multitude and the pheromones of their queen.

She never was so privileged to meet the queen. Her mate brought her to the breeding chamber and began to attach her to the wall with spurts of gelling liquid ejaculated from its cock.

“Ohhhh, please, fuck me again,” she whimpered.

The insect replied with a series of clicks that Saira understood to be annoyance. She saw in the dark mists of the breeding chamber that there were others. Women bent into stocks made of secreted resin. Their bodies swollen with multiple pregnancies. Their minds reduced to beneath that of a beast. They stared and muttered incoherently. Cum dibbling from-freshly fucked holes. Full grown eggs plopping out of their cunts and asses to be collected and taken to the nurseries.

Saira knew this was her fate and she embraced it fully. She envied the human cows with their big tits being milked for nourishment by the preening insects. She quivered with need as she watched several women being fucked in the mists. She could hear the sloshing of their cunts and asses. The clicking of their satisfied lovers.

“Please,” moaned Saira as her lover secured her into stocks of her own. “I need… need more.”

Whatever intelligence dwelled within the armored head of the insect seemed to take some sort of pity on her. It crawled behind her, nudging its snout against her thighs. Prodding its mandibles against her ass. She moaned and arched as best she could in the stocks. Lust taking complete control of her actions. Her need to be fucked. To be mated again and again.

She somehow understood that it was rare for a human to be impregnated in her cunt and her ass in one go, let alone for her first trip into the hive. Saira was so lovely and so needful, her mate could hardly resist.

Saira thrilled as she felt the breeder’s claws gently crawling over her buttocks and up her back. It climbed atop her, its weight oppressive, but its movements almost tender. She felt the hardness of its sheath in her crack. Then the slick tip of its cock darted out. That soft probe seemed almost to lick at her tender asshole.

“Ooooooh, pllllease,” she moaned, her voice sounding drunk with the chemicals throbbing through her veins.

“SssssssssSSSsss,” hissed the breeder, nipping at Saira’s shoulder and neck. The bites hurt, but that only turned her on more. She rocked back in the stocks, rubbing her ass against the breeder’s cock. The tip of its cock slipped into her asshole. Rubbed at her rim. Opened her up so that it could plunge its cock inside her with sudden force.

The familiar piston motion of its cock began. Being assfucked by the hissing breeder was not quite as pleasurable as having her pussy bred, but that fullness in her womb added to the pleasure and became something more. She was beginning to know the feeling of being a living womb for the hive. To be used and taken as her new masters desired.

And she loved it. She began to moan and rock in the stocks. Her tits swinging. Her body fucking back as much as the stocks would allow against the thrusting cock of the breeder. Faster and faster. The pleasure building with each slimy pump of its cock. Reaching deep inside her. Claiming her ass in ways no human cock ever could. Curving with her bowel. Plowing deep into her guts.

“Breeeed meeeee,” she wailed and several other women echoed her cry, begging to be fucked full of insect eggs and spunk. The breeder mounting Saira let out a keening cry of pleasure and she felt its cock begin to throb. The first heavy gush of eggs was enough to send Saira over the limit. Cumming shamelessly. Her plugged cunt squeezing. Her ass tightening on the breeder’s cock as it began to pump its sperm into her bowels.

She was left panting and plugged as the breeder retreated. She moaned gratefully, then felt another breeder approaching her. It walked around her hindquarters and to her face. She lifted her head just as it mounted her body from the other end. Its armored sheath rubbing her face. Its cock plunging into her mouth. Smearing her with sweet, syrups lubrication. Its cock thrusting into her mouth. Down her throat.

Fucking her. Using her. Making her gurgle with submissive pleasure as its cum-heavy sacs rubbed heavily against her face. Would it breed her stomach or was it only fucking her because of its instincts?

Saira realized she did not care and began to suck at its thrusting cock with pathetic abandon. Her body surrendered to its pleasure. Her need to be used so overpowering that she gratefully gave up her life to the hive.

Saira Wynn had suffered much since returning to earth. Finally, she was home.

“Nnnnggggnnnn,” she moaned as she felt cum beginning to pump into her belly.


3.6

The Formless Hunger

There had been a dozen of them. One after another. Sometimes three at once. At first they had laughed and fondled her in a frenzy of lust. But soon, once they had all had a turn, their desires took on a grim routine. They would come to her when they needed relief and they would have it from her. She offered little resistance after that first time.

Her cunt ached from the fucking and was filthy with their cum. Her tits were bruised from their rough hands. She could still feel the throbbing pain on her ass where the mutants had branded her with a hot iron. Could steel feel the thick cock of that one with the split jaw. The one called Dreth. He’d told her when they were done with her, they were going to cook her up and eat her. Then he’d fucked her ass with that huge cock and left it gaping and bubbling with cum.

Saira Wynn’s wrists were bound together and tied by a long rope to a post in the earth in the middle of the wasteland gang’s camp. She had to use her shoulder to wipe the tears from her face as they tracked through the cum dried on her cheeks. She could hear the gang snoring and muttering. A few of them still awake by the fire, too drunk on fermented muck berries to come and fuck her again.

The last drunk who’d fucked her had spurted his cum all over Saira’s red-smacked ass and then collapsed beside her. The man was still next to her. His loincloth was still down around his knees. His flaccid, lumpy cock was still dripping with his putrid yellow cum.

She thought about staying as she was. A collection of warm holes for these savage men to use. At least it took the fear of the unknown from her existence. Until they tired of her. Until she was worn out or they were hungrier than they were horny. Then, as Dreth promised, they would make a feast of her flesh.

No, it was time to get out of this place. Nothing could be worse than this fate.

She managed to crawl closer to the sleeping ganger. He was one of the ugliest, with pale, poxy skin and stringy black hair on his head. He had a little buck knife in his rawhide vest. She had to press her body to his, her ass rubbing against his cock. He groaned and threw an arm around her, palming her sore tits. She took it. Leaning back, turning her body until she could feel his vest with her fingers. She felt the hardness of the knife. It slipped out of his pocket and into her hands.

She worked the blade into her bindings and suppressed a hiss of pain as she nicked herself with the sharp blade. Her trickling blood helped silence the blade as she slid it over the ropes. Slicing them. Parting the layers of her bindings one-by-one until her wrists broke free. She grabbed her wounded wrist to stanch the flow of blood.

She killed the unconscious man. It was quick. Barely a sound. Tears stung her eyes as he gave a last spasm, but at least now she could properly wipe the tears away. She took his filthy loincloth and his vest. It didn’t cover her breasts and the loincloth was too big and kept riding down on her hips, but it was something. Some hint of humanity and modesty.

She wanted to take revenge on all of them. Kill them in their sleep. But she knew this might be her only chance to escape. She wasn’t risking it.

She slipped away from the mutant camp and padded barefoot through the dark and tainted wasteland. Sludge bubbled in rusted culverts. Noxious vapor wafted from fissures in the earth. The ruins of a city surrounded her, but it was no more familiar than the pieces of a broken shell on a beach. Calamity and time had ruined its shape. Collapsed its structures. Absorbed it into the rotting planet.

She heard shouting in the distance and realized that the gang must have discovered her escape. She began to run. Uncertain of her surroundings, but certain of her fear.

The angry shouts grew closer and her flight became panicked. Her heart pounded in her chest. She couldn’t go back. Couldn’t return to that. Anything would be better than that.

She was telling herself that very thing when her foot landed on a rusted grate above an ancient sewer. The metal broke as her weight fell against it and Saira cried out as she plunged through the crumbling grate and into the darkness beneath.

She splashed into putrid water. Things moved beneath her feet. Slithering away from her as she thrashed and gasped in the waist-deep filth.

Then she saw it by the moonlight. A hideous thing of translucent gray. Its body bulged from the water like a malevolent bubble as big as a bear. Its tendrils reached along the wall and seemed to drag that formless body along behind it.

“W-what… what is… what is it?” gasped Saira, backing away, but too horrified to flee.

Not that she could have escaped. It was too quick. She was on its turf and the sewer slime had mutated and evolved to prey in this exact environment.

Thick, gelatinous tendrils burst from beneath the water and grabbed Saira by her arms. She finally tried to turn and run, but it was far too late for that. More of the slime’s body surged from beneath the water. Rising and swelling around her. Against her. Pushing cool slime up from between her legs. Drawing her feet-first into its slimy body.

She strained against the tendrils wrapping her arms. They stretched and bent but she could not break free. Her face went down into the water and she came up sputtering from the burning filth. The slime burbled and cooed, almost is if it were comforting her, but it pulled her steadily towards its body.

Into its body.

Saira gasped as she felt the slime engulf her feet and draw her legs deeper. She could kick some, but not enough to escape the weight of the gooey embrace. As it pulled her deeper, the slime sent tendrils crawling up her inner thighs. Twining and thickening as they reached her loincloth. The fabric melted away instantly, like touchpaper to flame, leaving her abused cunt and ass bare.

The slime was warm as it pressed against the folds of her pussy. Slithered into the crack of her ass and cradled her firm buttocks.

“Fuck,” she managed, pushing her hands against its bulk and feeling her fingers sinking into its slimy body. “No. Not this. Not this thing! Let go of mmmmeeeee!”

Her cry of fear became a squeal of unwilling pleasure as twin tendrils penetrated her well-used holes. In a single thrust, the filth of the gang members was devoured by the slime. It secreted its own residue that coated her inner walls and left them strangely numb and pleasurable at the same time. The tendrils of slime moved faster, thrusting deep and forceful, but their substance soft enough that there was no pain at all.

In fact, it felt good. It felt better than good. Like relaxing in a warm bath and somehow being fucked by that bath.

“What… what is this thing doing to me?” moaned Saira.

She struggled a bit more and the slime began to draw her deeper into its gelatinous body. The warmth of its glistening flesh engulfed her legs. Swallowed her buttocks. Climbed her abdomen and poured over her breasts. She was drawn deeper, as if by some invisible hand, sliding into the glistening gray of the slime until only her head and neck were outside its outer membrane.

She could move somewhat freely within its body, sliding and turning as she wished, but when she pressed at the edges of its body the surface stretched against her fingers and kept her trapped inside. A part of her was afraid, to be sure, but that warmth was so pleasant. And that thrusting. Faster and faster. Reaching deep inside her as the sewer slime wobbled and slurped around her.

“Yessssss,” hissed Saira, her pleasure building towards a peak. It did not feel like a violation. Those thrusting tendrils. That strange sucking that tugged on her nipples and pulled rhythmically upon her clit. She wanted it. She responded to it. Crooning and moving her hips. Encouraging the slime to fuck her faster and harder.

The first orgasm was a revelation. She stopped fighting the slime as pleasure took her entire body. Her nipples sucked. Her clit sucked. Her pussy and ass invaded with pure, pumping pleasure. The slime somehow both soft and hard enough to feel like a good cock inside her.

At the peak of her pleasure, howls of ecstasy echoing in the sewer, she briefly wondered how such a creature had evolved. Surely a shapeless slime had no conscious mind, so animal instinct ruled it actions. How was it feeding? What sustenance was being derived from the ecstasy it was forcing into her body. Another wave of pleasure rippled through her core and she arched inside the slime, her head thrown back against its quivering surface.

Or maybe… maybe this was mating. Maybe it was breeding her with each maddening thrust. She could feel liquid smearing inside her body as she drifted helplessly inside its slimy body.

“What… what are you doing to me?” moaned Saira. “Are you mating with me? Ohhhhh fuck… don’t stop. Going to cum… cum again.”

Her eyes rolled back as another orgasm took hold of her body. Her senses condensed into that rippling, throbbing pleasure. Wave after seductive wave of contractions melting away her scientific curiosity and even her natural fears of the slime. She found herself craving more. Needing more.

“Y-yesssss,” she moaned, her head bobbing slightly atop the slime as her body rode up and down within its body. “Fuck meeeeeee. Fuck meeeee deeper.”

It burbled softly and she seemed to feel it answer her request. The weight of thrusting slime plowing deeper into her bowels and pouring past the cusp of her cervix and directly into her womb. If it had begun with such deep thrusting it would have felt like a violation, but now, deep into the pleasure, it felt incredible. She gave herself over to such ecstasy, rocking her hips and cradling her breasts with her hands. She could feel the currents within the slime. The way it caressed and squeezed and sucked her flesh within its own body.

It was as if it was made purely for pleasure. As she began to cum for the fifth time she wondered again about its biology. Was this some escaped pleasure fluid from some deranged spa? Perhaps it was not even alive. Would she spend eternity being pleasured? Would it actually breed her? Would it tire of her and release her?

Time had lost all meaning by the sixth orgasm. She had begun to forget her own name by the seventh. Her existence reduced to the pumping, thrusting, squeezing internal motions of the slime. Its whims and its desires ruling her entire body as it slid softly through the darkness of the sewers.

The tenth orgasm brought madness. A certainty, as her body squeezed against the thrusting slime, that she would never be set free. Her barking laughter echoed sharply from the ancient sewer arches. She thrashed and sloshed within the slime.

“I don’t careeeeee!” she cried, her eyes rolling and wild. “Do whatever you want! Fuck meeee! Fuck me forever!”

She did not realize it as she howled with her twelfth orgasm, but her life had reached its end. They had reached a secluded spot in the sewer. The slime sensed its prey was helpless and it was ready to enjoy its meal.

Saira continued to moan and buck within the slime and the creature at last began to feed. It started with her curling toes. She might have felt a slight tingling as the slime dissolved them. Flesh slipping away until even the bones began to soften. Her feet digesting and sloughing apart. Larger chunks melting like butter and darkening pink in the slime. Still it pumped its tendrils into her pussy and ass. Working them in and out and sending ripples of pleasure through her as she gurgled with ecstasy.

But then she knew something was wrong. She could no longer feel her feet. Saira looked down and saw what was happening. It took her a moment to understand. To see the softening shape of her lower legs amid the pink cloud of her melted flesh.

“No,” she gasped, trying to fight the pleasure that again rocked her core. “No! Nooooo!”

Terror gripped her and she began to thrash against the slime. This was customary for its prey. When they at last understood that their doom was approaching most renewed their efforts to escape. Perhaps it was completely instinctual. Even simple animals had to know it was hopeless. The sewer slime helped Saira to understand.

It continued to digest her legs as it began to draw her head into its bulk. She turned her neck and fought till the last possible moment. Then the slime closed over her face and bubbles of her final breath worked their way through its membrane.

She sunk into its gelatinous interior. Arms and what remained of her legs moving and flailing. This caused little more than a few ripples on the surface of the slime. Her eyes were wide with terror as her entire body began to digest.

Darkness and warmth, strangely comforting, were the last thoughts in Saira’s dying mind as she finally perished within the slime. The shape of her body remained visible within the slime for several more hours. Pinks and reds and yellows melting together. Bones drifting apart from liquid flesh. Swirling. Scoured clean. Smaller bones dissolving. Larger bones infiltrated so the marrow could be digested.

Pieces of Saira slid out of the slime as it made its way through the sewer. A femur here. An arm bone there. Until, cleaned and emptied, the slime deposited her polished skull on an ancient staircase like some pale white memento of its last delicious meal. Then, it crept to the surface. It could sense the vibrations from shouting humans.

Their thumping feet. Their beating hearts.

It hungered for more.


3.7

A Feast for Frogs

The thick, oily clouds parted and a foul rain turned to steam as the superheated reentry pod descended towards the unfamiliar surface of the earth. Saira Wynn had no control over her craft’s descent. The guidance electronics were out and the deceleration thrusters had misfired in the upper atmosphere. Her last hope of survival was the impact shield but traveling at over a thousand miles per hour it was going to be close. She could only hope for a soft surface.

The last of the toxic clouds parted and the steam cleared as the hull of the pod cooled. She could see the earth below her now. The capsule vibrated unpleasantly as it continued to decelerate purely from friction.

There was a vast and toxic sea of frothy brown water crashing against a shore that looked more like a garbage dump. Debris stretched for hundreds of miles along the coast. Wrecked buildings and storm-tossed ships. Cars and planes and great mountains of human refuse lapped at by the foamy, acidic waves.

“I’m dead,” thought Saira. For a moment she almost hoped it was true. To die suddenly rather than experience the secrets of this desolate earth.

Then Saira’s well-honed survival instincts kicked in. She remembered that there were approach flaps that could be operated manually. At this speed they would not be much use, but if she could just steer the pod a little towards the water she might survive the impact. She cranked them open and locked them in a rolling position. The pod began to rotate like a bullet fired from a gun. The G-forces built and the pressure on Saira’s head began to make it difficult to stay conscious. She heard the screeches as the flaps sheared off.

The view was spinning. The water loomed larger. Closer. Filling the screen. Was it close enough?

No. The pod struck the shore a dozen meters from the water’s edge and the spinning bullet of the pod punched straight through the junk and debris covering the shore. Down. Into the hollow tomb of the earth. The pod breaking apart. Flames and sparks gusting into the craft.

Saira blacked out, but when she came to, she was bathed in red light from a single intact emergency light in the pod. Her helmet was smashed and inoperable. Her suit was punctured by wreckage from the crumpled pod. The survival kit, comms kit, and even the pneumatic blaster were all destroyed. Crushed and trapped in the hull of the pod. She managed to retrieve her survival knife and a flashlight.

She opened the clasps and unlocked her helmet. With trembling, adrenaline-wired hands she broke the seals and slid out of her armored suit. She was left wearing only tight inner shorts and a shirt. Her feet in Kevlar socks.

Saira’s training told her to remain with her landing craft and wait for rescue, but it was clear that no rescue was going to be coming. Her pod also looked like it might catch fire. She crawled out, catching the back of her form fitting top on a piece of scrap. It sliced the back open. Rather than bother with it, Saira shed her garment, freeing her plump breasts to the cool, humid air. Her pink nipples stiffened. She drew in a shaky breath half-expecting it to be poisonous.

It didn’t even smell bad. In fact, it smelled faintly pleasant. Herbaceous and spicy. What was that scent?

She sniffed the air. She could hear the rush of the toxic surf above her. Somehow, she was below the waterline in a sheltered cave system. A few inches of cold, brackish water flooding the tunnel, but easy to navigate.

She flicked on the flashlight and nearly screamed. Four humanoid figures were staring at her with wide black eyes. Their heads resembled those of fish, with wide mouths, gills on their slimy gray necks, and bluish fins like mohawks on their heads. They hissed and shrank back from the light, revealing webbed hands with white claws and bulky, hunched bodies. They were bigger than a human. Big enough to be very dangerous.

Saira turned to run, but there was nowhere to go. Just the ruin of her ship.

The fishmen clicked and chattered and then fell upon her with excitement. She fought for a few seconds, slashing with the knife and kicking at them, but they quickly disarmed her and wrenched her hands behind her back.

“Let me go! Let go, you bastards!” she cried.

One of the hideous fish faces loomed from the darkness. The thick lips formed human words with difficulty.

“You ours now. We mudgwugs. We take care.”

Saira’s life as an explorer of the stars had ended. Her life as a slave of the mudwugs had just begun.

The New Life

They undressed her with great interest. Their webbed hands tore open her shorts and stripped them down her thighs. They prodded and blinked at her naked flesh. Testing it with their clawed fingertips. Pinching her nipples. Poking her firm buttocks.

“You sick freaks,” she cried, twisting her arms in their grasp. “Let me go. Or… or just kill me. Get it over with.”

“We take care,” repeated the one that had spoken before. His slimy hands encircled Saira’s large, pale breasts. He hefted them and squeezed and the others chattered and clicked with excitement. “Good flesh. Good for breeding. Good for milking.”

Terror shot cold through Saira’s blood. Breeding was bad enough, but they were going to milk her like some sort of cow. She dissociated from what was happening. As they fondled her and pinched her. As one teased a finger into her cunt and another ran a raspy tongue over her cheek. Their smell was oddly pleasant. As if they had coated their bodies in lavender oil. She saw their pink cocks slithering from slits in their lower abdomens. Curved and glistening with slime. Exuding a strong musk that added to their pleasant scent in a way that stirred Saira’s loins.

She was certain she was about to be taken by the creatures. Instead, they began to drag her deeper into the tunnels. Darkness gave way to light. A large cavern illuminated by torches and a ceiling covered in glowing fungus.

She passed smooth structures built from mud and shaped by the hands of the creatures. Inside she could see other human women, many of them pregnant. Serving food for the mudwugs and pleasuring the mudwugs. Slaves. Human slaves.

The horror of that realization compared nothing to the sight of human bones filling a pit. Many humans had died here. But how? After long lives of slavery? Or were they murdered and eaten?

The mudwugs pulled her along, away from the pit and towards a large structure that echoed with moans of pleasure, the slapping of flesh, and a strange thumping sound. She saw a strange, steaming machine that was connected to numerous hoses. These ran to various mud alcoves where women seemed to be attached to the hoses.

One of these women leaned into the light and Saira gasped at the sight of the woman’s enormous breasts. They were hugely swollen and veiny, her nipples thick with constant stimulation, her wide areolas capped by translucent cups of rubber or latex. These cups were attached to the hoses leading back to the machine. With each suck of the steam pump another spurt of milk was drawn from the woman’s huge tits and slurped into the hoses.

A dairy! They’re milking these women, just like they said! Numerous women too. Perhaps dozens.

The woman’s sweaty, grimy face leaned into the light and Saira saw a blank expression of bovine pleasure. She looked to be middle-aged, but it was hard to tell. She had endured a hard life on the surface, no doubt. Maybe whatever pleasure she found there in the dairy of the mudwugs was preferrable to life on the surface. Or maybe the woman’s mind was just gone.

“Keep walk,” croaked one of the mudwugs leading Saira into the dairy. They jerked her away from the woman just as the woman being milked moaned with pleasure. The woman’s huge teats swung and shook with her spasms. Saira felt another throb in her cunt.

They brought her into a large central room and tied Saira to a post with slimy ropes. Her wrists were tied over her head and her ankles were bound around the post. There was another woman there. She looked late middle-aged. Her breasts deflated and sagging nearly to her bellybutton. Her head lolling. A pitiful moan escaping her lips.

Several mudwugs were inspecting this woman and chattering in their unpleasant language. They lifted the woman’s head with a yank of her hair and she gazed at them with a dull expression. They roughly fondled her breasts and rubbed at her cunt. The woman barely reacted.

The mudwugs attending to Saira brought over a large cup of a sweet-smelling white liquid.

“Joymilk,” croaked one of the creatures.

They forced her mouth open and forced her to drink. She tried to spit it out, but they pinched her nose and held the cup over her mouth. She gulped down some of the thick, sweet liquid. It burned down her throat and into her belly. She gulped more and more until they stopped pinching her nose and she finished the cup of liquid willingly. A pleasant warmth spreading through her body. A dull smile spreading on her face.

The effect of the joymilk was akin to powerful opiates, though more euphoric and less disorienting. Saira smiled at her captors and looked over with amusement as the mudwugs surrounding the other woman brought over a large silver pan and held it beneath the woman’s breasts.

“Wh-what’s happening?” asked Saira, fear penetrating the haze of the drink.

“She not good. Hard to get milk. Having to do it with hands and ropes.”

The mudwugs bound the woman’s breasts with fibrous rope and tightened until the tops of her breasts were purpling and her nipples were swollen. She was too far gone to offer any resistance. Two of the mudwugs leaned down and sucked at her nipples. The woman lowed like an animal and then the pan was brought up as the mudwugs began to squeeze slight spurts of milk from her breasts.

“What happens when you can’t get any more milk from her?” gasped Saira, fearing the truth.

“Then she go to honor the gods,” said the mudwug, his inhuman eyes hard and cold.

Did that mean they would sacrifice the woman? She was sure it meant nothing good. Saira’s head was dizzy from the realization and her exhaustion. Her mind reeling from the thick liquid they had given her to drink.

She lost consciousness.

She awoke in a different, smaller room being fed another cup of joymilk. She drank and her fears receded. The nightmare she had witnessed became unimportant and she smiled dully at the mudwug standing before her.

“Fertile now,” he croaked. “First mating.”

A withered old mudwug female entered. She had no breasts but Saira somehow knew she was female. She used thick red paste to draw symbols on Saira’s naked body.

“You Hukao,” the woman said.

“Hukao?”

“Pleasure, breeding, milk, food.” The old crone croaked with amusement. “Forget all else. This all that matter now.”

“Hukao,” agreed Saira, smiling blankly at the woman as a long series of symbols were painted down her bare back.

The mudwugs brought Saira out of the dairy and into the center of the village. There, the tribe had gathered to welcome her, and she felt strangely proud. They seemed impressed by her platinum blond hair and the plumpness of her breasts. The lack of scars or crude tattoos on her pale skin. Some of them reached out and stroked her naked body as she was bent over in stocks and tied with her hands and feet to the post of the stocks. Her ass and cunt exposed.

The crone brought over a small cup of yellow-white liquid. It smelled strong and unpleasant.

“Seed of champion,” croaked the crone. “You drink before mating.”

“Y-yes, okay,” said Saira. The crone held the cup to her lips and Saira drank. Reluctant at first. Disgusted by the warmth and strong, salty taste of the liquid. Cum, she realized. She was drinking fishman cum. The thought would have been funny if she weren’t bent over in stocks. If she had not just seen what had happened to that woman.

The thought made her woozy again. She drank the cum to forget it. Felt the sticky burn in her throat from the salty liquid. The crone, satisfied, drew the small cup away.

And the champion of the tribe stepped forward. He was huge and his thick neck was hung with charms of bones and sharp teeth. He croaked loudly and stepped forward, strutting before Saira, showing off his smooth body and his glistening pink cock. He rubbed it across her lips and she opened her mouth and tasted it. He thrust it to the back of her throat, grabbing her head and fucking down her gullet to the cheers of the crowd. He pulled out, leaving Saira sputtering and gasping, and he moved behind her.

She could not see him there, but she could feel him. His rough hands on her ass. His fingers on her cunt. Rubbing. Plunging into her hot cove.

Then his cock. Slimy and strangely warm. Rubbing. Opening her delicate folds. A part of her mind screaming in horror at what was happening, but a dull smile on her face as mucus and cum dripped from her chin. He thrust home into her hot cunt and hilted inside her. Saira rocked forward in the stocks. The mudwug champion pounded against her ass forcefully, his cock sawing in and out. Her plump breasts began to swing. Her mouth hung open in a wordless cry of pleasure.

The mudwugs broke Saira Wynn that morning. Broke her with pleasure. The champion’s cock driving her over the edge and making her howl so loudly with ecstasy that it echoed through the many caves of the tribe. She came again and again on the slimy cock of the tribe’s champion, her pleasure reaching an even greater peak of peaks as the mudwug bellowed and released hot spurts of his cum deep into her fertile cunt.

She was bred. She could feel it. Her womb awakened by the mudwug potion. Her body ready to receive the superior mudwug sperm. Her eggs conquered. Her womb turned into a home for their hybrid clutch.

The mudwug pulled his cock from her creamy cunt and the crowd cheered at the sight of her gaping pussy as long streams of cum oozed out. Saira again felt strangely proud. Tears stung her eyes as she lifted her face and smiled at the mudwugs.

Her new life had truly begun.

Pleasure became a daily routine for her. When she was not drinking joymilk or being fucked by the champion, she served as his slave and his cook. She cleaned his mud hut and cooked the food he provided. He fucked her at a whim or commanded her to her knees to serve him with her mouths or her warm, soft breasts. She was his obedient slave. Her mind dulled by the joymilk and enslaved by the pleasure.

Days became weeks and weeks became months. Saira’s belly swelled and her breasts grew. Her master sent her to the dairy to begin the process of her first birthing. Each day she was pumped until her breasts began to yield their milk to the sucking cups. This alone provided orgasmic pleasure. Each climax plunging her deeper into the mindless life of a Hukao.

Her first clutch was born, dropping from her cunt as she stood in the milking stocks. The hatchery attendants took her babies away to be raised by the tribe. Her duty was to provide milk for everyone. To serve her master when she had recovered.

But Saira was given a new master. A lesser mudwug. Not quite so strong. Not quite so impressive. He mated her all the same. Like a man might lay atop his wife. Thrusting between Saira’s legs and even thrusting his tongue into her mouth. She received her new mate’s affection eagerly. Glad to be fucked.

Glad to be appreciated.

Glad to serve for as long as her body would provide for her tribe. Someday, far into the future, she would be withered and old. The mudwugs would no longer be able to use her. Then she would be offered to the gods like the others who could no longer give to the tribe. Every good thing had to come to an end.

But until that day came, she would be a happy Hukao.


3.8

Brides of the Minotaurs

Saira Wynn had spent almost a month in the ruins. Her triumphant return to earth had brought her to the corpse of her home world. It was a dangerous and strange place. Full of cybernetic killers, cannibal rapists, and slimy creatures that seemed born of hell rather than the planet she had left behind.

She was almost ready to give up when she found the village. It was located along one of the long-crumbled highways that had run across the country. A small town back during the time before the calamity that had befallen the earth, but it had clearly been taken over by someone else. Domed houses had been constructed with a mixture of materials ranging from mud to salvaged wood and even metal. The design of the structures showed expert craftsmanship.

Saira pressed to a low hill and watched through the scope of her survival rifle. She was out of ammunition for it, but she kept it around in the hopes that simply holding it might scare off scavenger.

She adjusted the focus on the scope and saw the inhabitants of the village. There appeared to almost be two species coexisting. The males were large and muscular, with hairless bull heads and even horns. Ugly, bestial faces, but otherwise very human. Each male wore a tightly wrapped loincloth that revealed his huge bulge. Saira swallowed looking at those immense bulges. She felt a throb deep in her core.

“Keep cool,” she muttered to herself as she moved the scope to focus on a trio of females.

The women were human. Or very nearly human. They were all very tall and oddly beautiful and with voluptuous bodies. Their breasts heavy and seemingly laden with milk. Their nipples thick and exposed. Some of them seemed pregnant. They wore loincloths on their lower bodies similar to the men, minus the bulges, and seemed to move freely about the village without any fear or enslavement.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” murmured Saira.

Rocks clattered behind her. Saira turned and almost screamed as she saw one of the bull men approaching her with a spear in his hands. She scrambled and aimed her survival rifle at him.

“Stay back!” she warned.

“It’s you,” said the bull, his voice deep and rumbling through Saira in a way that excited her. “The sky goddess. I recognize your pale hair and the clothes you wear. You are the one that would come to us from the stars.”

“Sky goddess? What are you talking about?” She stood up, keeping the gun trained on the bull.

He held his spear pointed upwards as he dropped to his knees among the tumbled bricks of a ruined building. He bowed his horned head.

“Sacred goddess of the sky,” he intoned. “I mean you no harm. Please, come with me to Tauron. Night will come soon and the wastes are dangerous even this close to our village.”

Saira still didn’t have any answers from the hairless minotaur, but at least he seemed friendly enough. Maybe even a little too friendly. But she would take overly familiar bull men over the flesh-hungry rapists and cyber killers she had been encountering.

“Alright,” she said, lowering her rifle. “Lead the way.”

The minotaur stood with a grunt, gave her one last look with blue eyes that looked out of place on his bovine face, and set off past her for the village. Saira fell in behind him, marveling at his enormously muscled body. He was easily eight feet tall. Maybe more than that. His cock was huge, she could tell, and his balls were so big she could see them from behind him as they swung in his loincloth.

When she reached the village, other minotaurs cautiously gathered around her. The males were like the one that had brought her into the village, though no others had blue eyes like that bull. The females were humanlike but enormously large-breasted and taller than a normal woman. Well over six feet. Much taller than Saira.

“Greetings,” they said. Some kneeling and others bowing.

“I don’t know who you think I am,” said Saira. “But I’m not that person.”

“You came from the stars,” said the blue-eyed bull. “Your hair is pale gold. You are the bringer of peace. The goddess of the sky. Is this not true?”

“No! No, I’m just a woman.” She hesitated, looking at them all with their strange reverence for her. She supposed part of their story was true. “I am a human. I left this planet long ago and flew into the stars. When I returned, the world was in ruins, and—”

Many of the females began to wail with religious ecstasy. Even the bulls snorted and stomped their bovine hooves. The blue-eyed bull took Saira in his arms and lifted her up.

“The prophecy is true! You are the sky goddess! You are here to bring us peace and strength!” He turned to the others and held Saira above his head in one arm. “Saira the Sky Goddess! She has come! The Great Celebration is upon us!”

The blue-eyed bull carried Saira into the largest of the domed huts and showed her crude paintings that depicted a rather unnerving likeness of Saira, complete with her now-ruined expedition suit, leaving earth and returning to it from the stars. It depicted her nude and drinking from a chalice and the last painting showed her voluptuous and heavy with child.

“I don’t know if I want to end up like that,” said Saira.

“We must prepare you!” cried one of the women.

“Yes, your body must be anointed!” cried another.

“Cleanse her and mark her for the celebration!” bellowed a grizzled older bull.

There was no resisting them. The women surrounded her and grabbed at Saira with their powerful hands. They tore her clothes from her body and took her rifle and pack. Their huge tits seemed to engulf her. The scent of milk clinging to their laden mounds as they picked her up and bore her to a huge pool of steaming water. They plunged her into the bath and assaulted her with sponges and damp rags, wiping the grime from Saira’s body and cleansing especially between her legs and buttocks.

“Hey, come on, not so rough!” cried Saira. “I don’t mind taking a bath but this is ridiculous!”

“She is so delicate,” exclaimed one of the huge women.

“There is barely a mark on her skin,” said another, tracing a finger that seemed to copy one of the woman’s own tattoos.

“Please! I’m clean, okay? That’s enough!” cried Saira, struggling harder against them.

“Ula, she is thirsty,” said one of the older women. “Give her something to drink.”

“Of course,” giggled a beautiful younger woman with her scarlet hair in two long braids. She cradled the back of Saira’s head with one hand and with the other she hefted her own breast and feed the thick pick nipple into Saira’s mouth.

“Mmmmm!” objected Saira. But it was no use, the women were too strong. Her face was smothered in Ula’s soft mound and without even sucking the milk began to flow from the woman’s fat nipple. It gushed into Saira’s mouth and she found herself drinking without giving it much thought. The warm, sweet milk poured out and she swallowed. And swallowed. And then, with a soft moan, began to suckle. She latched to Ula’s breast and nursed the delicious milk like a thirsty tot.

“Ohhh, she was thirsty,” moaned Ula, petting the back of Saira’s hair as the others continued to bathe and scrub Saira’s body. Saira found herself lulled by the sweet, warm milk that filled her mouth with every suck and the insistent caresses of the women scrubbing her body. They squeezed and prodded and massaged her naked flesh in the steaming bath. She went from pale to pink to almost red from a mixture of the heat and the constant rubbing.

“Mmmmmmm,” murmured Saira, her eyes fluttering shut as she continued to suck the delicious milk from Ula’s nipple.

She became so relaxed that she drifted off into a sort of semi-sleep, where she was still awake, but completely tuned out to what was happening to her body. Her eyes opened with shock as she was lifted out of the tub and Ula pulled her nipple from Saira’s mouth.

“Sorry, Sky Goddess, but the time has come for the anointing of the signs.” Ula dabbed milk from Saira’s chin with a washcloth.

Four other big women lifted Saira out of the tub and stood her up. They used their fingers and pots of ochre and white and black pigment to draw intricate symbols on Saira’s arms and legs. The symbols resembled the tattoos that many of the women had swirling on their bodies. Their painting concentrated on Saira’s arms, legs, and torso. Their fingers smeared the wavy lines of pigment onto Saira’s breasts and over her tummy which was slightly distended with milk.

“Your fingers feel so good on my body,” sighed Saira as they caressed and painted her.

“This is your power being awakened,” said the older minotaur, watching the process. “Soon you will be like them, only divine. You will truly become the sky goddess and our tribe will bow before you. But first, the ceremony must be completed.”

The old bull nodded to the women and they finished the painting and walked Saira out of the bath house and back into the cool air of the village. All of the adults of the tribe had gathered there. Maybe a hundred in all, many of them kneeling and staring in awe as Saira strode out of the hut and into the center of the village.

A bull with golden eyes and a brawny, well-tanned body stood beside an altar of stone. He wore a sky-blue headdress that covered his horns and held a large wooden bowl in his hands.

“Come forward, Sky Goddess,” boomed the voice of the golden-eyed minotaur, “and receive the sacrament that has been prepared for you.”

The golden-eyed bull stepped toward her and held out the wooden bowl. Saira saw that it was full of a thick soup or drink of some sort consisting of creamy white liquid. It looked like milk, but the color was slightly off. The minotaur loomed over her and pressed the bowl into her hands.

“Drink,” he commanded, his voice booming through her body.

She lifted the bowl to her lips and tipped it back slowly. The liquid was warm and had a strong salty taste. She drank. And drank. The thickness of it catching at her throat as she fought to gulp it all down. The bull watched approvingly as she drank every last drop in the bowl and then dropped it at her feet. Heat blossomed from her stomach and spread through her body. She fell to her knees as a change came over her.

Saira’s hips widened. Her body thickened and then elongated. Muscles shifting and bones somehow stretching within her. She grew until she was well over six-feet tall. Her breasts had swollen to an enormous size and her bottom had grown rounder and softer. She stood uncertainly and a cheer went out through the crowd.

Not only had Saira grown taller, but she had also become taller than any of the other women. She was huge and glorious and naked before the tribe of minotaurs and large women.

“You are the Sky Goddess,” said the golden-eyed bull and he tugged on his loincloth and his huge bovine cock dropped free. It only took a moment for it to rise to full erectness.

“I am the Sky Goddess,” repeated Saira, lust burning in her depths.

She fell upon the bull with overwhelming desire. He was taller than her still, but only a little. She went to her knees and began to suck and the golden-eyed bull let out a bellow of triumphant pleasure. The other bulls crowded around her and soon Saira was surrounded by more than a dozen hulking brutes.

She reached out blindly, stroking their cocks as she stretched her lips around the cock of the golden-eyed bull. The weaker bulls could not resist the pleasure and beauty of Saira. Hot cum fountained from their cocks and splashed Saira’s back and shoulders. It dripped in warm rivulets down to her buttocks and between her thighs. When one bull came another stepped forward to take his place.

The golden-eyed bull did not cum, even with Saira moaning and slurping on his cock. Instead, when he seemed about to burst, he pushed the others out of the way and threw Saira upon the ground. She spread her creamy thighs and he pressed atop her, guiding his huge cock to the hot furrow of her cunt.

“Let the new era of the tribe begin,” he declared and hilted inside her.

“All praise the Sky Goddess!” shouted a chorus of bulls.

The golden-eyed bull hammered his huge cock into her, stretching her tight pussy and slapping her ass with his huge, cum-heavy balls. Saira howled with ecstasy, driven wild with lust as the bull fucked her and her enlarged breasts swayed and splashed against her ribcage. It was not long before the golden-eyed bull’s huge dick drove her to the peak of her pleasure.

His massive cock bulged her belly. His hammering balls slapped louder and louder against her ass. He drove deep as she was cumming and his huge bovine cock unloaded a firehose of hot minotaur milk. Spurt after spurt drenched her womb and sealed the future of the tribe.

When he drew his huge cock from her creamy pussy, Saira let out a moan. But she did not feel empty for long. Another bull was between her thighs almost immediately and took her with equal passion. This one kissed her and she went tongue-to-tongue with the minotaur as he plowed her creamy cunt. Her orgasm coaxed him to the brink and beyond, her cunt rippling around him as he pumped a fat load of minotaur spunk into her frothy fuckhole.

The next minotaur turned her over and took her from behind. The next fucked her while she sucked another. Soon she was being fucked so hard and fast and by so many cocks that she lost all count of her lovers. Some returned after their first time with her and had a second charge at pleasure. Their nostrils flared. They bellowed and stamped their feet.

Saira’s eyes went cross and her mouth hung open with her tongue dangling out as she bulls fucked her again and again. Her massive tits swinging. Ready to be filled with her first morning’s milk. Her womb drenched in countless loads of minotaur cream. Her body covered in it. Even her asshole stuffed full of minotaur jizz. When she clenched, it bubbled out of her holes. When she moaned, it oozed out of her cum-filled mouth. A goddess had descended from the stars to bring the town pleasure.

Day and night, she would be ready to serve her tribe.


3.9

The Long Journey Home

Saira was home at last. It had taken her months of trekking across the wasteland earth had become, but she had arrived at Eden. Literally, that was the name over the entrance to the bunker. A pair of red-eyed war borgs had menaced her and scanned her, but then they had let her inside.

She had found paradise. An advanced settlement of fully human survivors living in a bunker from before the war. There were more than a thousand humans led by Jonah Adams, a handsome older man with salt-and-pepper hair. Once Saira had bathed and changed into a white suit provided by the inhabitants of Eden, she was invited to a private dinner with Administrator Adams.

She sat across from him at his small table in his well-lit quarters. She was mindful of how the white suit they had given her cinched tightly against her hips and stretched nearly to bursting over her large breasts. She ate what seemed like a real steak with rich sauce and fresh vegetables. She drank what tasted like real champagne.

Could it be real? Could it be that good?

“We are as much relics of a bygone age as you are, Saira,” he explained. “The earth is lost. My father realized that and abandoned his plans to reconquer the surface world. We have devoted the last fifty years to building a different future.”

“Underground?” Saira looked at him as she sipped her champagne and felt the bubbling in her throat.

“Temporarily,” he said. “You come to us at a most fortuitous time, Saira. We have completed the Ark. A shape that will carry us through the stars. It is ready for launch. For Alpha Centauri.”

“Really? Your ship can take us there?”

“Yes and you can help to lead us once we arrive. Your skills as an explorer will be invaluable.” He smiled warmly at her. “And if you are compatible with me, perhaps we can become more than colleagues.”

“Compatible?”

“Yes, sexually,” he said, stroking her hand. “We will need to procreate once we arrive there. We should practice tonight.”

Perhaps it was the wine or simply the relief at escaping the nightmare on the surface, but Saira found herself aching for Adam’s touch. She wanted to experience the pleasure of a human embrace. Adam was handsome even if he was old enough to be her father.

“Yes,” she said, taking his hand. “Let’s practice.”

After everything Saira had been through, making love with Adam was like waking from a long nightmare into a pleasant dream. His caresses, his kisses, and the way he reciprocated everything brought her to a peak of pleasure she had not enjoyed for months. They lay on the bed gasping after they were done. And Saira began to laugh. She had not felt better about her future since returning to earth.

The journey to Alpha Centauri began only days later and lasted for more than eleven years of cryogenic sleep.

The human of Eden disembarked from the Ark and began to explore the strange new world. They found new dangers and realized their human crops would not grow. The water was hard to clean for drinking and many began to grow sick from mysterious diseases. With freeze dried rations running low, Adam turned to Saira to explore the alien world.

“I will find us a better home,” promised Saira.

Her journey was arduous but her will was strong. On her fourth day she awoke from her survival habitat to find a group of humanoid aliens standing outside. They were purple-skinned, tall, and strangely muscular. Their faces were wider than a human’s and their eyes were small and dark. They were naked and between their legs hung a beard of fleshy tendrils. Their leader approached Saira.

“I am Karth,” said the alien in a deep, humming voicer. “We are the Virk. We have observed your difficulties. There is enough food to share with humans but we require exchange.”

“Exchange? You mean like a trade?”

“Exchange of genetic information,” said Karth. “We will breed with human females as we please for reproduction and for pleasure. You may live among us. It is this deal or you will suffer starvation and death. This is your choice.”

“We accept,” said Saira.

“Good,” said Karth. “Human females will present themselves for mating in five days. Our vehicles will travel and help you relocate. First, I will test compatibility with you.”

Karth grasped Saira’s arms and lifted her from her habitat. He was strong enough to pick her up off the ground with ease or perhaps maul her body, but his touch was gentle. As if he was being careful with her.

“O-okay,” said Saira. “I understand. We can… ooooo…”

She watched Karth’s four-fingered hands stroking her body. He peeled her undersuit from her shapely body as the other Virks gathered around to observe. The chattered to each other and cocked their heads with interest as each new part of Saira’s body was revealed to them. Karth curled his powerful fingers into the front of Saira’s top and tugged it down from her ample breasts. The Virks gasped with excitement and pressed closer. Several purple hands reached out and stroked her breasts and prodded curiously at her nipples. One of them pinched her nipples and she let out a cry of shocked pleasure.

Karth hissed angrily at the others and they withdrew their hands. The alien continued to undress her, studying the roundness of her hips and the peachy firmness of her body with his powerful hands. He crouched to examine her pussy. His hands urged her into a wider stance and he leaned his long neck and bald head between her thighs for a good look.

“Oooooh, do you have to look so closely at me,” moaned Saira, going red as she covered her breasts with her arms.

“It is necessary to judge compatibility,” said Karth. “But we Virk are very adaptable. We will breed successfully. We will breed now.”

Karth stepped back and Saira watched him, her breasts heaving and her body warming to the idea of being fucked by one of these towering purple aliens. Her gaze was drawn down Karth’s muscular body to the fleshy beard between his legs. It was not hair at all, but a thick nest of tendrils that began to move and elongate. They wound together into a dense mass roughly in the shape of a large penis. This fleshy pseudo-cock began to glow faintly at its tip. Saira found the pulsating glow entrancing. Desire washed over her in waves and she was drawn closer and closer.

She fell to her knees before Karth and took his cock in her hands. It squirmed with excitement and began to flash brighter. Saira pressed against it and felt its intense warmth. She squeezed her breasts around it and felt an overpowering urge to take it into her mouth.

“Can I… can I suck it?” panted Saira, rubbing it with her breasts.

“Yes,” said Karth. “This is acceptable. I will pleasure you while you pleasure me.”

Saira caught motion from behind Karth and watched as four long tentacles slid around his body and reached for hers. Each had a glowing tip that spread warmth to her body as the tentacles began to caress her. One slithered straight for her pussy and began to burrow its hot tip inside her. Another teased between her cheeks and screwed its way into her clenching ass. The other two stroked her body, slid up to her breasts and coiled around them. Saira moaned as they constricted her sensitive tits and made her nipples redden and swell with trapped blood. The tips of the tendrils began to rub against her straining buds, sending hot ripples of pleasure through her body as the other two pumped in and out of her pussy and ass.

Karth’s skillful tendrils brought her to an orgasm as the other Virk’s watched with fascination. She arched and bucked her hips. Her muscles straining and her squeezed breasts shuddering. As she recovered, her attention was drawn back to that pulsating bundle of tentacles in the shape of a big cock. She grasped it in her hands and fed it straight into her eager mouth. Karth hissed with pleasure as she began to suck.

Saira was overwhelmed with the act of pleasuring the Virik. His cock was much warmer than a human cock and oozed with a sweet almost watery sap that she gulped as she bobbed and slurped. It was not long before Karth let out a deep, shuddering groan of pleasure and all his cock tentacles began to throb and spurt in unison. A warm, thick, delicious tide of his cum poured into Saira’s mouth and down her throat.

“Yes! This is… this is a new pleasure!” cried the purple alien.

“Mmmmmmhmm!” agreed Saira, draining every drop.

“Now I must mate! I must know the pleasure of your body!” Karth became much more forceful as he drew his bundle of tentacles from Saira’s mouth and pushed her back onto the ground. He was atop her in a moment, his tentacle slipping from her cunt to make way for his reproductive tendrils. He thrust his pseudo-cock into her slick depths, plunging to her core as his muscular body bore down upon her.

His other tentacles became more excited. Plundering her ass and flicking at her nipples with greater fervor as he plowed his tentacle cock in and out of Saira’s cunt. He fucked another orgasm into her, making her inner walls tighten around him so that Saira felt every warm shudder of his writhing cock flesh.

“Ohhhhhhh, god, it’s so fucking good!” she cried, feet in the air and cunt plundered by the alien fuck-tendrils. An orgasm clenching inside her. Pouring her nectar out in waves.

Karth let out a long hiss of pleasure and his cum pumped deep into Saira’s pussy. The warm gush of his potent alien seed into her fertile cunt triggered another powerful orgasm. In that moment, cumming hard on his spurting cock, Saira knew she had been bred by the alien. She clung to him. She kissed his shoulder and chest and took every drop of his hot load until it was overflowing her pussy and dripping down the crack of her tentacle-fucked ass.

Even after Karth pulled out of Saira’s creamy cunt, she was alive with lust. She sat up and beckoned the other Virks over to her. One after another, she pleasured them all. There was not much variation amongst their bodies, which made it easy for her to please them. She stroked every erogenous zone and licked every pleasure point until they spurted in her mouth, on her tits, in her pussy, or deep inside her ass. One after another, she satisfied them all.

They fucked her with obvious relish. Her human body new and exciting to their strange genetic drive to mate with other species. They sucked at her breasts. They fucked her holes. She used them as eagerly as they used her.

“You are special,” declared Karth as Saira sucked his cock again. “You are the chosen ambassador for the humans. You will be the pleasure queen for us.”

“Yessss,” moaned Saira, her chin dripping with alien cum. “I will make sure everything goes smoothly.”

And so it did. The humans moved into the vicinity of the Virk city. The Virks shared resources and helped the humans build homes and grow hybrid crops. As agreed, the human females made themselves available to the Virks. Once per day an hour was given to the Virks during which they could mate with whichever human women they pleased. Most human men went inside and did not watch, but a few stared with hard eyes as the Virks paired off with their wives and daughters.

Saira was always leading the way, introducing women to Virks and explaining Virk anatomy so that the women could better serve their alien friends. The Virks, as the women soon learned, were better lovers than their human husbands and boyfriends. They were far more potent and much more caring. Their tentacles were exciting and new, providing much more stimulation than a human male. Some women abandoned their human lives to live among the Virks. Others carried on torrid affairs with Virk males, secretly fucking them outside the daily hour of pleasure while they maintained relationships with humans.

The Virks were not romantic, but they were practical and lustful. They offered gifts to gain favor with human women and then pleasured them far better than any human man could ever manage. The human women fell for the strangely handsome aliens. They all but abandoned their husbands and boyfriends to be fucked and bred by alien cocks.

Such cheating was discouraged, but only gently. There was no punishment for it and some human males even came to accept their inferiority. As their wives grew heavy with Virk babies, the humans soon realized their bloodline would be receding to irrelevance. The help and pleasure offered by the Virks had doomed mankind to becoming a genetic footnote for the aliens.

Saira’s time with Adam dwindled until she was living entirely among the purple aliens. She was often seen in ceremonial garb that bared her milky breasts or showed off her large belly full of Virk babies. She sometimes pleasured Karth or one of the other elders in public. Showing her human subservience to Virk desires.

She knew that most of the human men hated her, but she didn’t care. As she rode atop Karth’s cock tendrils or sucked off one of the elders, she felt a sense of pride. She had brought humanity back from the brink and had secured the lives of her fellow women by forging an alliance with the Virks.

Adam and several other human males set out on a doomed expedition to find another place to start a human-only settlement. Few returned from this misadventure. Adam himself was among those lost forever to the dangers of Proxima Centauri.

By then, Saira Wynn hardly even cared. She had birthed several sons to the Virks. She cared for her half-human offspring in the evening but spent her days pleasuring the aliens. There was no time for anything else. The Virks preferred her to any other human and their appreciation only seemed to grow as her body became round and plump and constantly milky. Their tentacles squeezed milk from her breasts and they drank it eagerly.

Over time, the other women had their hybrid children and abandoned their human lives to live among the Virks. They stopped wearing clothing and walked naked among the aliens. It was not unusual to encounter a woman being fucked by one or even several Virks. Moaning with pleasure as their tentacles plundered her holes or slurping away on the sweet nectar of their cocks.

Saira felt pride for what she had accomplished. The women were so much happier with the aliens. The sex was so much better with them.

Proxima Centauri would belong to their hybrid children.


Book Four: Monster Milked

MONSTER MILKED

It’s Time for the Princess to Quench Their Thirst

By Amanda Clover


4.1

Madreg’s Milkers

It was the Convent of Lady Ulsen the Pure that finally provided Madreg the Demented with the raw material for the plump, subservient cows he had long desired for his magical dairy. The pious sisters of the convent did not begin as cows. No, once the insane wizard’s orcs had broken down the gates, the nuns barricaded themselves in their convent and refused to come out.

“Madreg the Benevolent will show you all mercy,” cried Madreg’s latest negotiator. “Surrender to him and you will know boundless pleasure and the freedom from the oppressive strictures of your false goddess!”

“Never!” The sister superior shouted through a small opening in the shutters over the tower window. The old crone had maintained the barricades and kept her comely flock on a short leash. “We would rather die than surrender to you!

Madreg smiled and leaned over to the orc doing the shouting. “Keep the crone talking.”

“Yes, boss,” said the orc. He raised his voice and resumed yelling. “I’ll make you a deal, you old witch. Send out two of them. Your fattest, softest pair of sisters. Send them on out and we’ll refrain from putting the torch to this here convent. What do you say to that?”

“I say you are wasting your breath, orc!” came the immediate reply. “Your word is no good! We’ve heard what your master has done to the villages to the south!” The crone’s face was visible at the small opening. “We have weapons, you know! Come and find out! We’ll show you the sharp ends and we’ll… we’ll…”

She realized something was wrong and slammed the shutter closed. It was too late. Madreg had cast the unholy spell, concentrating on the sound of her voice. Inside the tower, the crone was shaking, withering, transforming by sloughing skin and clumps of hair until she was a gnarled wooden broom that clattered to the floor. The nuns screamed and began to run out of the tower.

The orcs were waiting.

As the terrified nuns came running out of the doors and even jumping from second floor windows, the orcs snatched them up.

“No fuck them!” snarled the orc commander.

“Bring them to me,” said Madreg. “I will let you have a few.”

The nuns were collected by the orcs and hauled into the trampled garden behind the convent. Some were still kicking and screaming and some were whimpering with fear, their habits torn open and their wimples gone. They all fell silent when they saw Madreg. The gaunt wizard floated above the ground, looking them over as they quailed before him. Their blue garments were torn and their linen slips showed through. He caught glimpses of their shapely bodies. Most were well fed, but there were a few that looked too scrawny to really be worth his effort.

“You may have those four,” he told the captain of the orcs. “Do with them as you like.”

“This one is mine!” snarled the captain, choosing one golden-skinned sister that looked different from the others. “You take these three.”

The orc’s lieutenants and bruisers began fighting over the three remaining sisters as the captain slung the golden-skinned girl over his shoulder, grabbing the meager roundness of her ass. Madreg chuckled and watched the green-skinned barbarian carrying off his prize. The demented wizard returned his attention to the others. Eleven in all. A little magic and they were collared and docile, runes glowing on the iron collars to keep them receptive to his needs.

He had readied his dairy. Now he had his cows. The fun would soon begin.

Three Months Later

Madreg breakfasted on blood cakes, sting fruit, and fried leeches. When he had slurped up his fill of wriggling vermin, he decided it was time to pay a visit to his dairy. It was within this perverted milk farm that he extracted the invaluable cream used for his magic and provided milk to supply his conquering army.

He had no pressing matters. The conquest of Tarol was nearly complete and his orcs would be more than capable of handling anything involving looting and pillaging. Madreg donned a black velvet robe over his bony frame, but not before running his fingers over the squirming green length of his new cock. A little something to use to enjoy his many slave girls every night. Taken from an orc and enhanced with blasphemous magic.

His mind drifted, as it often did, to Kirsten Sungbaard. His latest triumph. He could have put that meddling princess in his harem, but he rather enjoyed her staying where she’d ended up. Caught in the trap that had befallen the sisters of the nunnery, the princess had spent the last three weeks being stimulated and milked in his unholy dairy.

“It’s been more than a week since I have visited,” he chuckled, sliding his gnarled feet into his clawed slippers. “I wonder how her transformation has progressed.”

The dairy was hot and dark and filled with the sights, sounds, and smells of carnal pleasure. Two tiers of cows stood at their milking stations, six on the bottom and six on the top. Their bodies swollen from the injections and constant stimulation to the point that their breasts had doubled, tripled, or even quadrupled in size depending on the cow.

As Madreg looked on, the laden tits of his cows heaved and shuddered. The cows shifted their burgeoning weight from foot-to-foot, unable to escape their milking stands.

The pious sisters of the convent had broken easily once he’d unleashed the milkers upon them. The sphere-shaped magical artifacts had a way of driving a girl mad with pleasure and molding her mind until she was a perfect submissive milk cow. That was even before their bodies began to change.

A few of the nuns that had been busty from the start now sported breasts that were each twice the size of their heads. Their massive teats shuddered and their fat red nipples pulsed under the suction of the spheres. Madreg watched through the translucent cups as milk spurted with each thump of suction. The priceless cream was instantly drawn into the sphere milking each girl. A golden tender floated among them. Much larger than the other spheres, this one carried the main reservoirs and served up the enriched milk bars that nourished the cows.

As Madreg watched, the tender approached one of the silver spheres. The smaller sphere disengaged its milking cups from the pale redheaded woman it was milking with two loud pops. Her huge breasts, partly deflated after the milking, jiggled and drooped as they were released.

The glassy-eyed woman lowed with discomfort as the cool air hit her glistening red nipples. The silver sphere extended its hose to the golden tender and began to empty its reservoir into the much larger reservoir of the tender. As it did, the silver sphere extended a pair of manipulator arms and spurted out soothing salve onto tiny rubber-covered hands.

“Hurt,” moaned the cow, tears welling in her dull blue eyes.

Madreg chuckled. Her nipples did look rather raw.

“Back,” he commanded the silver orb as he approached. “Give me the salve. I will apply it.”

“Confirmed,” replied the sphere, floating over to Madreg and spurting out the greasy salve into the palms of the wizard’s hands. He smiled his wicked smile as he stepped up to the moaning human cow and gently cupped his hands beneath her dangling teats.

“OoOOOooOOoo,” she moaned, twisting her head back and forth as he slowly massaged the salve into her fat tits.

Her nipples seemed to swell and thicken even more against his fingers. He tugged at them and she moaned again, louder, her plush hips shaking from side to side. Her buttocks wobbling. He let the droplets of milk fill his palms and then lifted his hands up to his face. He darted his serpentine tongue through the cream and shuddered at the sweetness of her milk. The more innocent the girl, the sweeter the milk. This one must have been a virgin before she joined his dairy. He slurped up all the milk from his hands before returning his touch to the whimpering girl.

“You were one of the sisters I took at the convent of Lady Ulsen,” he observed. “What is your name?”

“Name?” She lifted her head just enough to look into his eyes as he massaged her breasts. “Please.”

“Please what?” he asked, arching an eyebrow.

“M-m-mate… with mmmmoooooooo…”

Her brow furrowed from the effort of concentrating and speaking. Madreg considered her request. He had spilled his seed into more than one of the sisters out of curiosity, but it was never very satisfying. Particularly now that their minds were almost gone to the act of being his dairy cows. The orcs fucked them too often. Stretched out their cunts with their rough orc cocks.

Ah, but there was one girl who was kept off-limits. One that belonged only to Madreg. His prize.

“Not today, my sweet,” he said and patted the cow’s head. She lowed with disappointment. He motioned over one of the idle spheres. “Pleasure this cow. Both holes. Full cycle.”

“Confirmed,” replied the sphere, moving behind the redheaded cow’s plush ass and extending twin phallic tendrils. It plunged its artificial cocks into the waiting pussy and ass of the redheaded cow and she let out a deep moan of pleasure.

Madreg watched for a bit longer, his foul cock stiffening as the cow swung in her restraints and gasped from the sphere’s relentless thrusts. He well knew that the sphere would exhaust her libido and leave her nearly unconscious with pleasure. He gave her rump a final smack before moving down the row and inspecting his other cows. He often toyed with the idea of bringing the comelier cows to his throne room to decorate the chamber and serve as refreshments.

When the war is won, he told himself. I need their milk for my potions now. And to feed my hungry army.

Once the conquest of the Lesser Kingdoms was complete, he would consolidate his gains and expand his dairy. A thousand cows for the invasion of the north! Ah, yes, a cavern filled with mooing sluts! A cruel smile spread across his face as he imagined the scene. He could erect a statue of himself so that the cow girls were forced to gaze upon it every day as they were milked. They would revere him as their god with their simple minds.

“Ooooohhhh!” A familiar cry of pleasure called out to Madreg from the upper level of his dairy. A lone milking stand had been surrounded with red velvet curtains. A golem stood guard outside the curtain to prevent any randy orcs from meddling with the cow girl within. Madreg approached and the golem’s head slowly turned to face him. It would do nothing to stop its creator.

Madreg drew aside the curtain and saw the Princess of Tarol, bent over like all the other common cows, her arms bound, and her body bent forward over her milking post. Her breasts had more than doubled in size over the span of a week. Her pink nipples thickening and elongating from the hormones and constant stimulation. The magical injections worked quite well. He had perfected the formula himself.

Kirsten’s lovely ass was still firm compared to the slovenly cows from the nunnery. As he walked around to her front, she lifted her head and looked up at him.

He saw a hint of intelligence remaining in her blue eyes. She was broken, yes, but not a beast like those other girls. He appreciated the willpower of the beautiful princess. She had made a fine adversary when she had tried to escape his dungeon. A hopeless task, of course. Now she was his favorite plaything. He ran his bony fingers over her flank, causing her to tremble and moan.

“Good morning, my pet,” he said, curling a lock of straw blonde hair behind her ear. He patted her head like he might an obedient animal. “It looks like you haven’t been milked yet this morning. Saving it for me?”

“M-Madreg,” she growled. “Bastard.”

“Guilty as charged on both accounts,” he replied. “How are you feeling? A bit tight? All that weight dangling from your chest and that awful pressure from going unmilked for so long. It must really hurt. I could relieve some of that pressure for you. If you asked nicely.”

She whispered something too softly for him to hear.

“Oh, I know how it can be, my lovely princess. So difficult to admit you are beaten.” He brought his hideous face down towards her. “Whisper it to me again. Say it so I can hear it.”

Her eyes narrowed in anger and she spoke in a glob of warm saliva she spat into Madreg’s face. He jerked back, touching his fingers to the wetness on his cheek and dribbling down over his lips. He smiled and licked his lips.

“There are other ways this can be done,” he said.

At a gesture of a gnarled hand, magical tendrils extended from the floor and ceiling. They glowed with crackling electrical magic, blue light snapping from the pronged tips of the tendrils as they began to stroke Kirsten’s voluptuous body. The touch of the tendrils seemed almost gentle, but their violence was betrayed by the sharp pop of tiny arcs of electricity as they shocked Kirsten’s skin. She jerked and gasped. Madreg’s smile grew crueler by the moment as he closed his hand into a fist and the tendrils bound her breasts and slithered over her cunt and between her buttocks. She was being shocked several times every second. Her muscle spasms causing her milk to spray out erratically and her thighs and buttocks to jerk with the painful contractions.

Tears streamed down Kirsten’s face as it contorted in agony. Madreg laughed as he moved behind her, watching her anus clench with each shock-induced spasm. He rubbed at his stirring cock, imagining her tight ring and her puffy cunt squeezing around his demonic dick. Wisps of smoke were beginning to rise from Kirsten. Madreg knew she might catch fire if he pushed her much more.

“Enough!” he shouted, opening his fist, and dispelling the tendrils. They faded into sparkling motes and were gone. Kirsten let out a moan of relief and sagged in her restraints. Madreg rested a hand on her plush rear and gave it a stroke and a rough squeeze. “Shall I continue, or have you been reminded of your place?”

“N-no more,” she whimpered. “Please.”

She was breathing heavily, muscles straining with exertion and quivering with aftershocks of his electrical torture. The dripping of her dangling breasts drummed loudly against the metal funnel that caught overflow.

“Do you need help?” he asked, nudging one of her tits with the clawed toe of his sandal.

She whimpered and her tits swung from the shove he gave to them.

“Y-yes. Yes, please, ah, master. Please, milk me. My b-b-breasts are… are… they hurt.”

“You still know to call me master,” he chuckled, stroking her with his gnarled hand. “Good girl. Let me give you some relief.”

He reached above the princess and pulled the lever that connected to the cuffed ropes and the frame of the milking stand. She moaned as she was hauled fully upright with her wrists bound above her head. Madreg looked her in her rolling eyes and held her face by her cheeks. He planted a kiss on her lips and thrust his black tongue into her mouth. His venomous saliva awoke her desire and the fallen princess began moaning and kissing him in reply. He savored her surrender to lust. It was always so much more pleasant when she was his willing plaything.

“Some relief,” he growled against her lips.

His kiss moved lower. The black tentacle of his tongue caressed her swollen tits and dragged across one fat nipple and then the other. He tasted the sweetness of her welling milk. She cried out as he latched his black-rimmed mouth to one reddened areola. Her thick nipple gushed milk heavily from her breast. He drank greedily of her sweet cream. Hers was the most potent of any of his cows and he could feel the magic tingling in her warm flow.

“Ohhhhhh, master,” she cried. “It feels good… when you suck… ooooh!”

She jerked her hips, eager to be touched. The shameless whore! He chuckled as he popped his lips free of her right nipple and moved to her left. He drank just as greedily from that breast as he moved his bony fingers down her soft abdomen to her thick thighs. He pressed his hand between them, stroking the hot folds of her pussy. She wailed as he rubbed her fat clit and plunged three long fingers into her clutching cunny. He sucked and sucked until he was almost dizzy from drinking her milk. It was so rich and heavy, so full of magic, that he sagged against the controls for the milking stand.

He recovered and untied his robe, letting the tattered garment slip from his gaunt frame to reveal his hideous green cock. It dripped with unholy slime and was covered in greasy lumps that clustered at the root.

“N-No… gods…”

“I am your god now, silly slut,” he snarled. “And my godly magic made this cock just for you, my sweet. I’ve been waiting to fuck that tight little royal cunt with it.”

The princess began to weep at the sight of Madreg’s blasphemous green cock, no doubt as loathsome as anything the poor girl had ever seen. He had no pity for her. In fact, as he dragged her to her knees and shoved his cock into her pretty mouth, he cackled with glee.

Kirsten gagged and drooled down her chin as Madreg held her head and thrust his wriggling cock in and out of her mouth. Unholy precum seared her senses. She whimpered and sucked as her body burned with unholy lust.

She bobbed and slurped upon him, lost in the deed and drunk on his unnatural secretions. She was cured with desire for her disgusting, hated enemy. A fever that had only one cure for this cow belle. She eagerly pleasured the ugly wizard’s cock with her royal mouth.

“Yes! Yes, just like that! And the bollocks! Do not forget them, slut princess! Ohhhh, your tongue is so eager. In your mouth again now! Suck! Suck it out! Drink my seeeeeed!” 
 

He held her head with both hands and fucked in and out of her mouth. His cock grazed the back of her throat with each thrust. He let out a high-pitched wail of ecstasy and powerful waves of pleasure seized him. His bollocks twitched and his cock throbbed in Kirsten’s eager mouth. He pumped a vile load of his seed down her throat.

She gagged on that thick, bitter spunk, but managed to gulp it all down. He shot again and again, filling her belly with his cum. When he was done, he was still hard. He wiped his cock on her face and pulled the lever of her milking stand. The gears turned and pulleys retracted as she was turned around and her head was pushed down to the floor. This left her fat arse raised high in the air.

“Oh, please,” whimpered the cum-drunk princess, “fuck me, master. Fuck my pussy. Fuck my ass. I am unworthy.”

“That much is true,” laughed Madreg, slapping his slimy cock on her ass and rubbing it into her crack against her twitching asshole.

She had lubed him nicely with her princess throat. He pressed the squirming head of his unholy cock against her pink divot. She finally lowed like a beast as he stuffed her ass full of his hardness.

“OOoooooOOOooo!”

He grabbed her wide hips and pounded into her hole without relent. There was no sympathy. No care. Just the raw animal heat of rutting her fat ass. His hips slapped her cheeks and her huge tits swung beneath her with the force of each thrust. He pounded her faster and faster, feeling the pleasure build as the heat grew in his cock. The scalding spunk in his misshapen bollocks began to churn once more.

“Are you ready for this, slut?” he wheezed, grabbing her hips tightly and hammering into her ass.

“P-please,” she cried. “Please, master! Cum for me! Cum for… for your cow!”

“Ha!” He exulted in her pathetic words, rising to his peak. He let the pleasure build and build, rushing through his body, until he could not stand to hold back the tide. With a roar of pleasure, he unloaded into her hungry ass. Spurt after spurt of intoxicating demonic spunk gushed into her bowels.

Madreg groaned, his thrusts slowing as he savored each pump of his seed. When he pulled out of her stretched ring, the greenish white spunk oozed out of her raw hole and dripped down her cunt.

“What do you say to that?” he gasped, giving her ass a hard swat.

“Th-thank you, master,” she moaned, her thick thighs quivering.

“You are most welcome, Kirsten,” he said, swatting her other buttock for symmetry. “I will be back in a week.”

He motioned for one of the orbs and it descended. He wiped his cock off on her buttocks and left her whimpering as the hoses were attached to finish draining her huge tits. In another week, he knew, she would be even bigger. Perhaps then he would finally breed her.


4.2

A Mirror Image of Her Desire

Kirsten Sungbaard skidded down the ramp, her loincloth torn away and her bare rear getting a bit of a friction burn from the descent. She hit the bottom and rolled across the darkened room. Light blossomed above her, glinting all around her as if striking a giant, multi-faceted diamond. She blinked away the stars from the impact and pushed herself up on her hands and knees.

It took her a full five-count to realize the sparkling light was not reflecting from a single source, but from many sources. Mirrors. Seemingly nearly a hundred of them, arrayed in a semicircle in a vast room of dark stone.

“This is new,” muttered Kirsten, managing to get to her feet and brushing dust and grit from her bare breasts.

When she took a step, she noticed her reflection moving in the mirrors as if they were wall turned to face her at every moment. The reflections moved like her, yes, but not exactly. She stopped in front of one of the mirrors and saw an image of herself with much bigger breasts. She reached up and touched her own tits and her reflection did the same. Only, not quite the same, because when her reflection squeezed its much-bigger breasts, the fat mounds squeezed between the reflection’s fingers.

“Huge tits,” chuckled Kirsten. “Not bad. But I don’t get what the point of this devil magic is.”

Her reflection mouthed the words along with her. Kirsten pinched her nipples and hefted her breasts. She lifted them painfully high and then let them drop back into face with a fleshy slap. They jiggled for about a moment afterward, but the massive, soft tits in her reflection kept wobbling for another full second after that.

“Hmmm. Interesting, but odd.”

She moved on to the next mirror and saw a much more muscular version of herself. She flexed her biceps and admired the giant bulge of this reflection’s musculature. She turned her back and looked over her shoulder to admire her well-defined back muscles and her round, muscular ass.

“I think the real one looks nicer,” she said, giving her ass a smack. She thought she saw her reflection frown for a second, but her attention had been focused on the muscular buns so she couldn’t be sure.

She saw stranger and stranger reflections of herself in the mirrors as she walked along the curve of the arrayed semicircle. The redhead version looked nice, but she was less sure about the version with cat ears, whiskers, and a curling white tail.

She continued to the next one and was stopped in her tracks. The reflection in this mirror looked completely identical to Kirsten but with one very major change: it had an enormous cock in place of her womanly mound. She stared in awe at the red and purpling member jutting from the groin of her doppelganger. It was thick and quite long, but also well-defined and, strangely, a little feminine. Something about the gentle tapering of the tip and those soft, hairless testicles.

“This is definitely new,” she said, stepping closer to the mirror and inspecting the penis. She touched herself in a pantomime of stroking the cock and her reflection gripped the cock and tugged its loose skin to the head of the cock before sliding the foreskin back again.

“It’s a very nice cock,” admired Kirsten, feeling a curious heat building between her legs. She reached her other hand farther back and watched the reflection fondle the dangling weights of her bollocks. “Well, well, those are big. I wonder if I can make her cum…”

The reflection suddenly stopped imitating Kirsten’s movements and smiled wide as it stepped towards the frame of the mirror. For a moment, her breasts and the palm of one hand were pressed and flattened to the mirror as if pressing against transparent glass.

“By the gods,” gasped Kirsten, stumbling back a step and falling on her bum.

The surface of the mirror rippled as though made from water and Kirsten’s futanari doppelganger emerged. One foot. One leg. Her cock. Her breasts. And then she was through, standing over Kirsten and smirking as she ran a hand down her flat abdomen and grasped the root of her thick cock.

“Is this what you wanted?” asked the doppelganger.

“What? I… I was just going to…”

“You were teasing me,” said the doppelganger, stepping over Kirsten’s legs and slowly wanking that magnificent cock. “Then you wondered if you could make me cum. Well, here is your chance, my dear. I want you to make me cum. I want to fill your hot little cunt with my seed.”

The doppelganger brought her glorious cock closer to Kirsten’s face. The fallen princess stared down that one-eyed serpent, entranced by its swollen cap and the shaft that seemed to go on forever before reaching the dangling bollocks. All of it hairless save for a tuft of blond just above the root.

“Go onnnnnn,” teased the doppelganger, rocking her hips and causing the cock to swing forward and brush against Kirsten’s cheek. “We can make so many Kirstens for Madreg. Each one like you. Each one so alluring and eager to please. Come on, Kirsten. Make it cum.”

The thought of producing babies for Madreg was horrifying. Kirsten recoiled and raised her arm to shield herself from that flopping, swinging cock. But then she looked at it again. That rounded, bulbous tip glistening as if with oil. That drop of precum welling from the thick hole. The ridge, the incredibly long and thick shaft, and those hairless, drooping bollocks. She stared. Her mouth watered.

Her lips parted.

Before Kirsten realized what she was doing, she had stuck out her pink tongue. Her doppelganger chuckled and rocked her hips forward again, her cock sliding onto that welcoming plank of muscle and easing between Kirsten’s lips. Kirsten knew she was damned the moment she tasted the tingling sweetness of the doppelganger’s precum on her tongue. It seemed to fizz against her tastebuds. As sweet as honey. As addicting as poppy’s milk.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she moaned with delight, tightening her lips around the swollen head of the doppelganger’s cock.

“Ohhhh, I knew you would have a taste for it,” moaned the futanari Kirsten, cradling the back of the real Kirsten’s head. “Suck it, my pet. Taste the nectar of my cock. Once you’ve had a mouthful, you won’t be able to resist my promise.”

The warm thickness of the doppelganger’s cock thrust deeper into Kirsten’s mouth. All she could think to do was suck. She slid her lips over the ridges and veins and popped them to the tip of that massive cock. Her hands caressed the slick shaft. Fondled the heavy bollocks. She moaned eagerly as she slurped and drooled on the cock that thrust from an exact duplicate of her own body.

It’s so wrong, thought Kirsten, so why can’t I stop? Because it’s delicious! Ohhhhh! I want more! I want to taste it!

“Naughty slut,” laughed the doppelganger as Kirsten wantonly slurped on her futa cock. “You really want it? Ah, but that would be wasting it, my dear. It’s time for me to breed that sweet little cunt. Are you ready?”

The doppelganger had to pull Kirsten off the cock by her hair to get her to answer the question.

“Y-yesss,” hissed Kirsten, still desperately stroking the cock, her mouth opening to suck it more.

“Good girl,” laughed the doppelganger and she shoved Kirsten onto her back on the floor. Before Kirsten could even think to resist, the doppelganger was atop her. Parting Kirsten’s thighs. Rubbing that futa cock against the hot folds of Kirsten’s pussy.

The doppelganger thrust forward and pounded the full length of her cock into Kirsten’s soaking pussy. She drew back and plowed deep again into her silken channel. Kirsten howled with pleasure, but her cry was stifled a moment later as the doppelganger pressed atop her and smashed a passionate kiss to Kirsten’s lips.

There was no resisting such depraved lust. Kirsten kissed Kirsten. Their moans mingling, lips devouring, and tongues intertwined as the doppelganger slowly but forcefully thrust the futa cock deep into Kirsten’s pussy.

Their breasts mashed tightly together. The hard buds of their nipples rubbed against each other. The doppelganger whispered into the kiss, “I feel it, Kirsten. Cum for me. Cum for me and I will pour my seed into you. Into that fertile womb. And you will never have to worry about anything again.”

“Nooo,” moaned Kirsten, jerking her hips in contradiction to the word. “No. Please. I don’t want to… mmmmm… be enslaved by Madreg.”

“Not enslaved,” whispered the doppelganger, punctuating each word with a thrust of her cock. “You will be freed by your new purpose.”

“Ohhhhhh!” Kirsten cried out, unable to deny the pleasure for a moment longer. The depraved pleasure of being fucked by herself. Being pounded deep in her aching cunt by a magnificent futa cock.

Her inner walls tensed and clutched against that throbbing length. Her toes curled and she thrust her body against her doppelganger. At the last moment, her legs wrapped around the doppelganger, drawing the futa cock deeper as Kirsten began to cum.

“Yesssss! Cummmmm!” cried the doppelganger and then silenced Kirsten’s cry of ecstasy with another hungry kiss. Their tongues were dueling still as Kirsten’s orgasm wracked her body. Wave after wave of pleasure rippling up from her depths and gripping the thrusting cock of the mirror Kirsten.

At the peak of the real Kirsten’s pleasure, her doppelganger erupted deep into her cunt. A hot tide of cum pulsing from that thick cock and filling Kirsten’s pussy. Pump after pump until she felt the hot, glowing release of her womb. An orgasm within an orgasm that propelled her to a new peak of pleasure and meant, with magical certainty, that the inner fortress of her womb belonged to the mirror Kirsten.

“You feel it now?” laughed the doppelganger as Kirsten moaned and bucked beneath her.

“Yess! Yes, my love! Yesss! Breed me! Claim my cunt for Madreg!” Joy replaced fear in Kirsten’s heart. Ecstasy substituted for pain. Her old life was over and a new and rapturous existence had only just begun.

She had been bred by the mirror doppelganger. Her womb had been claimed by a perfect, fat-cocked copy of herself.

Mirrored Epilogue

Kirsten Sungbaard was one of Madreg’s most valuable assets. By giving her womb to a mirror doppelganger – a creature of unholy unreality – she had guaranteed a nearly endless supply of agents for his growing empire.

Each child of Kirsten’s union to the futanari doppelganger was conceived and birthed in a matter of three days and each newborn Kirsten was identical to the mother. Madreg’s magic raised the infants to adulthood in a single day, instilling in them as they grew both his purpose and his authority. By the second day of their existence, they were smart enough to hold a conversation and obedient enough for his every desire, whether those desires were of a personal nature or in service of his empire.

The first pair of Kirstens became Madreg’s concubines. He gave one black hair to tell them apart and kept them near to his throne and his bed at all times. They would serve him gratefully at a moment’s notice. Some days he was cruel to them to punish their mother’s insolence. Most evenings he simply relaxed and let their eager bodies take away his worries.

But such luscious prizes were meant to be shared. He sent Kirstens out into the world to seduce his enemies and tame his allies. He granted his most prized lieutenants Kirstens for their own concubines and wives.

Soon these duplicates of the princess were birthing out all manner of monstrous crossbreeds. She was the horn of plenty for his empire. A fertile cunt and an eager body copied a hundred times. Soon it would be two hundred. Would the original Kirsten survive to see a thousand of her duplicates be born?

Madreg decided to check in on Kirsten upon the occasion of the raising of her two-hundredth daughter. He tied a red bow around that Kirsten’s fully grown and naked body and presented her to his troll bodyguard Grilmnor to be the hideous creature’s wife. The daughter smiled happily as the troll scooped her up and began kissing her. Madreg laughed and wished the new couple well. He knew that in minutes the troll would be plowing the virgin duplicate’s fertile cunt. By next month her belly would probably be fat with a half-troll.

Such was the way of Kirsten’s daughters. There was a waiting list for Kirstens among his loyal followers.

Madreg departed from the gifting ceremony and descended into the dungeon of his latest fortress. Kirsten had been moved there to keep her close. He could not permit such a valuable asset to be kept far away.

It had been more than two years since he had seen her. She had grown much in her time in the dungeon. Her skin was as pale as fresh snow and her hair was tangled and unwashed. She wore nothing but a soft robe over her ample curves. Her breasts had grown enormous from her constant magical pregnancies. Her nipples thick and dripping steadily with milk.

“Kirsten,” said Madreg, standing outside her spacious cell. “How are things, my dear?”

“Master? Is that you?” she lifted her head from the bed she was lounging upon.

“Yes, Kirsten,” he said, adding a sharpness to his rasping voice. “I expect a bit more respect from one I have cared for and nurtured at great expense.”

“Of course, forgive me, master,” said Kirsten, rolling out of the bed and crawling over to the bars of her cell.

Madreg smirked down at her as she knelt before him. She was still quite lovely even if she had gone fat with all the pregnancies. He reached through the bars and stroked her cheeks with a withered hand.

“Thank you for coming to see me, master,” she said, kissing his palm adoringly.

“Of course, Kirsten,” he said. “The truth is, you have done more for my empire than any single warrior or wizard in my army. Your daughters have proved invaluable tools of diplomacy and subterfuge. And such lovely companions.”

“Oh, thank you, master,” she said, tears welling in her eyes. “I only want to be of service to the cause.”

“I know,” he said, untying his robe and opening it up. His black cock slid through the bars. “Of course, there is something else you can do to service the cause.”

“Oh, yes, master,” she moaned. “Thank you!”

She took his vile cock in her hands and immediately began to pleasure him with her mouth. As the warm mouth of his defeated foe sucked upon his cock, Madreg savored the sweetness of his triumph over the girl.

She had been so arrogant and willful, now look at her: a mewling slut, sucking his cock for the reward of his foul, demon-tainted spunk. He laughed, cradling her head, feeling his vile balls tense as he began to spurt his filthy seed into her mouth. It would have poisoned most women, at least made them retch, but not Kirsten.

She was a well-trained slut for Madreg and she swallowed eagerly.


4.3

The Minotaur’s Cow

Madreg’s diabolical dungeon had revealed a new terror to me: a maze stalked by some snorting giant with the head of a bull. I catch glimpses of it as it pursues me through the turns of the maze. Sometimes I lose it, only to double back through the maze and see it again as I am searching for an exit.

The beast stands nearly ten feet tall, with the muscular body of a man and the head of a bull. He has cruel red eyes and is covered in short brown fur that only seems to enhance the musculature of his immense upper body. His lower legs and feet are like those of a bull but suited to a man’s frame. He has a huge cock, bigger than any man’s cock, mottled brown and pink, with a head as wide and flat as a fist. Massive bollocks dangle in a pink pouch beneath this enormous cunt-breaker.

I know what this minotaur will do with his cock if he catches me. He will stretch out my cunt and empty those huge bollocks into my womb and breed my royal cunt. He will enslave me by the magic of this place.

I must escape!

Turn after turn, I can hear the beast pursuing me. Snorting and growling. Hooves stomping after me as I flee. The passages are too convoluted. I can’t keep the turns correct in my mind until, at last, exhausted, I am cornered by the minotaur. Sweating, panting, my back against the wall, I weakly draw my sword to confront the giant beast. His baleful red eyes look down upon me.

“Stay back!” I warn, brandishing my blade.

“Kirsten Sungbaard,” growls the minotaur, his voice deep and filled with cruel amusement as his eyes travel over my bare, sweaty breasts and down to my hips. “Princess of Tarol. I will break your body if you resist me. Surrender your blade and offer yourself to me. It is your only hope.”

I see it in his eyes and know it in my heart. My battle is lost. I have been cornered by the minotaur without any hope of escape.

“I yield,” I whimper and toss aside my sword with a terrible clang of finality.

“A wise choice,” laughs the minotaur.

He saunters closer and stands above me like a fur-covered statue. His bestial smell fills my nostrils. The huge, mottled hose of his cock and his massive cum-filled bollocks hang only a foot or so lower than my face.

“Touch it,” he commands. “Touch it and make it ready for your breeding.”

He stands still and waits for me to obey. I have no choice. My face burns with shame as I heft his cock in both hands and begin to massage its length. The warm weight of it slowly filling with his arousal and stiffening to poke against my chest. The head rises to press against my face and the scent of him is overwhelming. Eye-watering. Arousing. I moan, cradling his cock against my shoulder and cheek. Licking it. Stroking it. Caressing his huge bollocks as he snorts with pleasure above me. He brings one massive hand down to my head as I lap at the tip of his cock and begin to taste the salty flavor of his bestial precum.

“Good,” his voice rumbles. “Now I will be sure you are ready for me.”

He picks me up with ease, flipping me upside down and tearing aside my loincloth with a pluck of his massive fingers. My bare cunt and ass are in his face. I am helpless in his grasp.

He thrusts his bovine muzzle between my thighs. Sniffing at me. Licking me. Oh, gods, his tongue is so wide and warm. Like a great soft washcloth caressing my folds. Pressing into my cunt. Licking my clenching anus. He licks again and again, tasting my nectar. My tight holes. Making my clit throb and my core ache for his beastly cock.

“Oooooohhh,” I croon, my body like a doll in his massive hands as he holds me upside down and devours my sweet cunt. His saliva drips down my body. His hot tongue bathes me with his lusty licks.

My whimpers of pleasure become cries. I writhe against his tongue and moan as his hot breath snorts over my loins. Just as I am on the brink of ecstasy, the minotaur casts me down upon the floor. On my hands and knees on the cold stones. My tits pressed beneath me. My face against the stones. Gasping and looking back over my shoulder as the huge minotaur kneels behind me. His immense cock slaps against my spit-damp ass. So heavy! So long! He rubs it down my crack and between my cheeks as his balls press against my cunt. So huge. So ominously heavy with his seed.

“Do it,” I moan. “Get it over with. Fuck me. Claim me. I know there is no other way.”

“You’re right,” chuckles the minotaur. “You are mine now, human. Soon you will be my breeding cow. My milk cow.”

“Your what?” I gasp, lifting my face from the floor.

He answers me with a thrust of his cock. His massive member plunging into my tight cunt and stretching me nearly to breaking. Tears of pain well in my eyes as the minotaur’s huge cock beats against the tender entrance to my womb. My cervix aches from the impact. My breath is stolen and I gasp to regain it.

The minotaur is not violent with me, at least not at first, but he is not gentle. He shoves his cock in and out of my stretched cunt, slowly, but gaining speed with every thrust. I’m being fucked down into the floor. Sweat drenches me and tears pour from my eyes. His huge, muscular body dominates mine as his cock plunders my pussy faster and faster. His balls swing and slap against me. The straining agony of my stretched cunt becoming a dull ache. Becoming pleasure.

“OooooooOOOOOOooooh,” I moan, already sounding a bit like a cow.

The minotaur laughs and fucks me even harder. He grabs a handful of my hair and bows my back. He slams into me as I manage to push up on my hands. My tits swinging and slapping against my ribcage as he hammers in and out of my slick pussy. As he snorts. As he bellows with his pleasure.

His cock throbs inside me and beats against my inner walls. He roars again, louder, and his seed thunders up his shaft. I wail with ecstasy as hot minotaur cum baptizes my womb. The moment his hot, potent sperm reaches my womb, I am cursed. To love him. To experience pleasure like nothing I have ever known before.

“YESSSSSSS!” I wail, thrusting back as the minotaur’s thick cum overflows my tight young cunt. Spurt after spurt flooding me and drenching my womb and pouring down my quivering thighs. He empties his load into my pussy and then lets me slide off his cock and back down onto my face on the floor. My ass raised and my gaping cunt dripping with his cum.

“Good cow,” he chuckles, stroking my sweaty buttocks. “Soon you will be ready to milk.”

“Yes,” I whimper, my thighs shaking. My body near collapse. “Yes, master.”

When I have recovered enough to move, the minotaur slings me over his shoulder and carries me to Madreg. The mad wizard grants the minotaur ownership of me, laughing at my fate as I am carried away by my new master. The minotaur is given a farmstead on land that used to belong to my family. A house and a stable. A milk barn. A place where I will birth and raise his children.

Where I will give him all the milk he desires.

Each day I cook and clean for him wearing nothing but an apron. I serve him meals and when he is done eating, I serve his cock. Stroking it with my growing breasts – for they seem to grow larger and heavier each day – and pleasuring him with my hands and my mouth. To be fucked full of my master’s seed is my greatest pleasure, but to be drenched in it or to drink it is almost as wonderful. I slurp at his heavy bollocks and tongue the drooling tip of his cock. I can fit my mouth over the very tip if I try and allow my hands to work the shaft. With enough effort, master will reward me with a great bellyful of his hot seed, more delicious than any stew I could cook and in such a great quantity.

I sleep in his arms, curled against his huge, furry body. When he stirs, I feel his cock between my creamy thighs. Rubbing against my cunt until I am moaning and softly pleading for him to fuck me.

Oh, but master does love to fuck me! Against a fence post with my tits swinging. In the kitchen bent over the sink. On the table. On the floor. Pounding my trained pussy with that huge, throbbing pillar of his cockflesh. Pounding me again and again until he pumps my pussy full of his seed. There is no pleasure greater and no man will ever satisfy me again. My cunt yearns only for master’s huge bull cock.

Day after day, my breasts continue to grow. They seem much larger than any woman’s breasts I have ever seen before and they feel so taut and heavy. My nipples too are growing larger. Thickening and darkening slightly from pink to almost red. Master likes to play with my breasts and lick at my nipples. He promises me soon I will be ready for my first milking.

“You are so beautiful, my lovely Kirsten cow,” he says, caressing my breasts with his huge hands as I lay beside him int the enormous bed he has built for us to share. “I can smell your milk now. Ready to burst forth, if only I give your breasts a suck. But Madreg requires the milk for his war. He needs a hucow to milk and I will give him most of your cream or he will take you from me.”

“Perhaps… perhaps if you sucked them a little,” I say, squeezing my huge mounds together and pushing them towards master’s muzzle. “Some licks. Some sucks. It would give me relief. They hurt all the time now, master. They feel so heavy. Please…. Suck them.”

I see that reproachful look in his red eyes. I know he is going to scold me for asking too much of him. Then, to my surprise, his huge pink tongue slides out and runs warm and wet over my stiff nipples. I cry out with pleasure. His huge lips press to my right breast and the heat of his mouth engulfs my areola and fat, straining teat.

He sucks! Oh, gods, such pleasure! I cum with the first gush of my milk into master’s mouth. I cum hard, bucking my hips and touching myself desperately with my fingers as finally the pressure is relieved by sucking. Greedily, I bend my other breast to my mouth, engulfing my nipple and sucking at my own tit before master can tell me not too. The cream is warm and thin and sweet. I suck and gulp as it flows into my mouth and master does the same to my other breast. We are joined together, nursing at my breasts, his cock hardening against me.

“MMMmmmmpphmmm,” I moan around my spurting nipple as master rumbles with pleasure. He shifts his hips and parts my thighs. His huge cock presses at my entrance.

We keep suckling from my laden tits as he slides inside my pussy. Pleasure rumbles through him as he hilts his cock inside my well-trained cunny. I how with pleasure, milk drooling down my chin. Master lifts his mouth from my nipple and kisses me, sharing my milky sweetness on his tongue. His mouth much bigger than mine, but he knows how to kiss me now. Our tongues caressing. The hot saliva and milk mingling as he pushes me onto my back and takes me face-to-face.

Gods, he never fucks me like this. I love it when he does. I throw my legs around his powerful body and beg him, “Deeper! Please, fuck me deeper!”

His huge cock almost punching into my womb. Stretching my cunt wider and wider. Massive bollocks thumping against my ass. His cock swells. Milk spurts from my nipples as I squeeze my breasts beneath him. Milk droplets spraying down his furry chest and abdomen.

“Cum! Cum for me, my love!” I cry.

“Good cow!” he snorts. He bellows with his bestial pleasure and his huge cock jerks and twitches as it pounds into my stretched cunt. Spurt after spurt of minotaur cum hoses down my womb and overflows my stretched pussy. Oozes down my ass and over my twitching asshole. I shudder with my own ecstasy, cumming yet again as he pours his seed into me. Always so much. Always overflowing my little human cunt.

“Thank you, my love,” I wail, still cumming on his spurting cock. Squeezing him dry. Wringing out every hot, slimy droplet of his minotaur cream.

“Tomorrow,” he pants. “Tomorrow you will begin milking for Madreg.”

The next day, master lets me sleep in and recover from the hard fucking he gave me the night before. He awakens me well after dawn and tells me to have a bath and join him in the barn. When I arrive in a clean apron, master leads me to a stall and a strange wooden stand.

“You will put your legs over this here,” he says, gesturing to the stand with a cradle for my upper body. “You place your breasts here and your udders will hang down.”

“You will milk them into a pail?” I ask, imagining my master’s big strong hands tugging on my fat nipples and making my cream spurt down into a metal pail.

“No, no, my love,” he says. “Madreg has something much better for milking out every drop. Now you get comfortable on the stand. I will go and fetch the milker.”

I spread my legs and straddle the stand, leaning forward to drape my breasts over the curved cut-outs on the cross beam. My tits hang heavily. The wooden beam is a bit uncomfortable at first, but I shift around until I find a good pose to support the weight of my breasts. I notice how straddling the stand exposes my pussy and ass completely. Will master fuck me while I’m being milked? I hope so.

I hear master coming. I tense and arch my back to present myself to him even better. He ignores my cunt though and walks around to my face. A strange silvery sphere floats beside him.

“What is this?” I ask.

“The milker,” says the minotaur. “Relax, my sweet cow. It will handle everything.”

There is a sudden uncoiling of metal on the floating sphere. Suddenly, twin serpents of metal lash out at me and soft, translucent cups engulf my nipples and press rings into the dangling mounds of my breasts. I cry out as a strong suction pulls at my nipples. It is not constant, but rises and falls rhythmically like the insistent suckling of a tot. Milk spurts from my left nipple and then, a moment later, my right, filling the cup. The milk is drained from the cup with the next suck and more spurts out.

The pleasure is intense. I whimper and coo as the machine sucks greedily at my tits. Spurt after spurt, the small machine somehow gulping down vast quantities of my white cream. Each spurt feels amazing. My thighs quake and I grind against the stand.

“Good girl,” says my master. “It’s alright, my cow. You can do what comes naturally.”

“Fuck me, please,” I moan.

“Of course,” he chuckles.

I tremble and tense as master moves behind me. I feel his cockhead rubbing at my thighs and cunt. Rubbing at the tight clench of my ass. I moan and push back against him. Pleading him with my body for his stiffening length. I am soaking wet. I can feel my juices dripping out of me onto the stand. The sucking machine is driving me mad with lust.

“Pleaaaaaseeee!” I moan. “Moooooooooooo!”

Did I just “moo”? Yes, it came out so naturally. It felt good. I do it again, “Moooo! Mooooooooo!”

“That’s it,” laughs my master. “Moo for your bull. Moo for me while I fuck that tight milk cow cunt.”

He thrusts into me and my tits gush milk into the suckling cups of the machine. It can barely keep up with the milk that spurts out each time my master slides his huge cock to the hilt into my cunt. He holds my slender waist and pounds my pussy with steady, powerful strokes. His cock becomes a huge piston, stirring inside me and forcing more and more milk out of my breasts as they swing and bounce in the stand.

“Yes, that’s it,” laughs my master. “Give up your milk. Feed the machine. Feed it all my sweet milk cow. Madreg’s army is thirsty. He will need many more cows like you to feed his war effort. I will bring them here and fuck them and milk them all.”

“Moooooooo!” I reply, feeling my pleasure rise to a new an exquisite peak. “Not simply cumming, but feeling my mind dulling as I surrender to what I really am. Not a mate or a wife to the minotaur. But one of his cows. A breeder and a milk cow. A simple, milk-spurting, cum-filled milk cow. “MmoooooooooOOOooo!”

I laugh as I cum and I feel master’s cock pulsing inside me, spurting out a massive load of his hot seed. Drenching my womb and causing the last of my milk to finally drain from my softened breasts. My cream swallowed up by the machine. The cups popping free and leaving deep red-rings marked on my white breasts. I pant and whimper, my cunt twitching around my master’s cock as he empties the last of his load deep inside me.

“Good girl,” he snorts. “Good milk cow. Now come back to the house with me, my sweet. You will prepare me lunch. Perhaps after supper you will have enough milk for another milking.

Exhausted, but smiling, I slowly rise from the milking stand. I want to thank him for helping me realize my true purpose in life. To tell him how much I appreciate all he has done for me.

But the only word I can speak is, “Mooooooooooooo!”


4.4

Bred by the Star Orcs

Everything changed the moment Kirsten Sungbaard stepped through the door. It was just like all the others in Madreg’s dungeon. There had been a wooden door, scuffed and creaking as she pulled it open. A cool, darkened room beyond. She waited a moment at the threshold of the door, feeling an unusual chill in the air, but hearing nothing. She ventured through the door and found herself somewhere else entirely.

Flashing red light appeared as if by magic from a glass dome upon the ceiling. She was no longer in a room at all, but in a long corridor that seemed to be made from metal or perhaps some sort of polished white stone. There were odd pipes and unrecognizable symbols printed on the walls. Everything was constructed with the precision of a temple and yet it all seemed scuffed and worn. Steam hissed from a vent and there was an odd smell in the air. Like sweat and blood.

Kirsten gripped her sword and advanced beneath the flashing red lights. A line of glass domes affixed to the ceiling contained the magical lights for as far as Kirsten could see. She heard a rumble from all around her, like the clatter of a great water wheel, and felt a shudder run through her feet. The lights in the domes flickered and the long hallway heaved like the deck of a storm-tossed ship.

“This is no place watched by the gods,” she muttered, her apprehension growing. “Where have I been flung by that mad wizard’s magic?”

She reached a door that cycled open as she approached and revealed a wide chamber with tables affixed to the floor and chairs scattered haphazardly around the room. She entered cautiously, smelling moldering food and noticing strange machinery. She recognized some sort of dining hall by the cutlery strewn about the floor. Whatever built this place had roughly human hands judging by the forks and knives.

Another rumble shook the floor, this time much nearer. It was followed a moment later by an explosion in the hallway outside the dining hall. She turned just as the door slid open. Smoke belched through the door and a hulking green brute stepped it into the room.

An orc! Bulkier and slightly greener than the orcs she had met before, but definitely an orc, with a bald head, pointed ears, and savage tusks jutting from its huge, squared jaw. Its beady red eyes flashed with fury when it saw Kirsten standing with her sword.

Her instinct was to fight or run, but she knew orcs to be reasonable under some circumstances. She hoped that if she appeared friendly, she might be able to parley with the brute.

“Greetings,” she said. “Does this place belong to you?”

“Dragk! Grokoo dorbo ug dug!” The orc’s snarled words meant nothing to Kirsten, but she understood his intent was not friendly as he advanced on her with a strange boxy object held in one hand and some sort of clamp held in the other.

She raised her sword to defend herself far too late. The orc batted the weapon from her hands with the boxy object and thrust the clamp hard enough against Kirsten’s throat to knock the breath from her. She reached up as the clamp snapped shut and clicked tightly around her neck. Something pulsed in her brain and when the orc spoke again she could understand him.

“You belong to Boss Ugmar now,” he snarled, his huge mouth splitting into a yellow-toothed grin. “You be good fuck slave. Use you up or sell you. Maybe good breeder.”

The orc’s words buffeted her face with its hot, rank breath. It shoved her back against the nearest wall and hung its boxy weapon from its belt to grab Kirsten’s breasts with one huge hand. It palmed them each in turn. Squeezing and testing them like a man at market roughly testing the fruit. The orc’s thick fingers plucked at her nipples. Tugging and twisting them and making Kirsten whimper with pain.

And pleasure.

The orc was huge and muscular and she could see the immense swelling in its patchwork trousers. Her gaze followed its hand as it released her breasts and reached for its belt. The strap parted and it yanked open the laces of its trousers. An immense green hose of cock fell free and hung heavily atop a massive pair of bollocks.

“Gods,” gasped Kirsten and the collar clamped around her neck made a sound that she realized was orc speech.

“No gods,” growled the orc. “Only orc. Only master. I Morgo. I test you out first for boss. You be good, maybe I not break both arms.”

“W-what do you want from me?” asked Kirsten, but she already knew. The orc’s fat cock slowly swelling told her all she needed to know of its desires.

There was a click and the collar around her neck detached from the pole the orc was holding. She felt to her knees on the floor and felt a tingling in her neck that sent warm pulses through her body. An urge to submit to the will of the followed each pulse. It was magic tainting her mind. Enslaving her to the orc’s beastly desires.

She looked up at him as his cock began to rise.

“Suck,” he commanded.

There was no denying him. The fat green cock hardened before her eyes, its bulbous tip almost pinkish in color at the end of its thick green shaft that darkened as it reached its huge bollocks. She grasped its cock in both hands, letting out a moan as she felt the throbbing heat of it against her palms. The orc growled as Kirsten leaned forward, lips parting, tongue reaching out until she tasted the first salty hint of its flesh. Her tongue traced the shape of its glans. The underside and its delicate bumps. She opened her lips wider to engulf the orc’s fat cockhead.

“Suck more!” snarled the orc, grabbing a handful of Kirsten’s blond hair and thrusting his cock into her mouth. Forcing her jaw open. Thrusting against her tonsils and down her throat. Her eyes widened. Tears trickled down her cheeks. She fought to breathe around the thick orc cock stuffed down her throat.

The orc wasn’t waiting for her to adjust. He drew back his hips, his cock trailing mucus as it slid most of the way out of her mouth. Then he thrust in again, gagging her on his cock, balls slapping her chin as he buried his cock in her throat.

“Goood cock sleeve,” growled the orc, his grip tightening on Kirsten’s hair. He fucked her throat with intense thrusts, hilting his cock in her mouth with each stroke and pressing her nose to his abdomen. She felt as if his massive green hose was reaching down into her chest with each stroke. Prodding at the entrance to her stomach. Smothering her lungs as it bulged inside her throat.

“MGGGgggrrrrkkkk!” she cried, tears streaming down her cheeks. Her face red and nose bubbling with mucus. Faster and faster, he banged into her throat. Fucking her relentlessly.

And the collar pulsed, sending signals to her brain that she was enjoying this. Enjoying being used. Fucked. Owned.

“RRRRRRRAAAAAAA! TAKE SEEED!” bellowed the orc, hilting once more in Kirsten’s mouth. This time he held her head there, his cock bulging and twitching.

Warmth and a sense of fullness began to fill her belly. She swallowed around the orc’s pulsating cock, massaging the shaft with her throat muscles, and milking his hot load into her stomach. He filled her with his sloshing seed. A thick, hot meal of his cock’s broth.

He held her for long seconds until he was satisfied, then yanked her head up and slid his cock free of her dripping mouth. She gagged and gasped, cum and mucus drooling from her chin and connecting her lips to his slimy cock.

“Now! On feet!” commanded the orc, yanking her up by her hair. She stood and wiped her face on the back of her arm. The orc motioned and she felt compelled to follow as he walked back out into the smoky hallway.

Kirsten staggered behind the orc as further explosions rocked the hallway. Worse than the raw throat or the humiliation of what had just happened was the feeling that she had enjoyed it. That a part of her wanted more. She found herself reaching for her loincloth more than once and had to yank her hand away. She wanted to touch herself. The collar pulsed its encouraging warmth through her body.

Morgo marched Kirsten through the corridors of what she began to realize was a vast ship. It was only as they neared a group of orcs like Morgo that she finally understood they were among the stars. The orcs were gathered near an enormous window, a huge yellow-brown planet visible below and a crisp field of stars all around. Another ship was grappled alongside the vessel they were in and its appearance was crude and ugly by comparison. A ship formed of barrel-shaped thrusters, plates of scrap, and leering orc faces wrought of red-painted iron.

“We go aboard Death Wreckka,” growled Morgo. “Give you to Boss Ugmar.”

If Kirsten had ever bothered to have any hope, it would have been surely dashed when she went aboard the orc ship and met Boss Ugmar. The orc seemed twice the size of Morgo and wore a peaked cap decorated with a skull and crossbones. He had one huge golden tusk and a patch over one eye. His left leg seemed to be made of rusty iron.

“Slut,” he growled, standing over Kirsten. “I breed slut. Make more orcs in belly. Come!”

He grabbed Kirsten by her arm and dragged her into another room. Perfumed and lit red with lanterns, it was a parody of a harem room with wide couches and piles of cushions. Boss Ugmar threw Kirsten down onto one of the piles and tossed off his leather storm coat. She stared up at him as he unbuckled and yanked down his trousers.

Boss Ugmar’s cock was hideous. Huge and lumpy and scarred as if it had been shot or stabbed. It was twice the size of Morgo’s. A drooping pillar of thick orc flesh. It stank as he waved it in Kirsten face.

“Make ‘ard!” he commanded.

Her resistance was non-existent. Kirsten fell to her knees in complete surrender to the orc and began to worship his disgusting cock. The scent of it and the scarred look of it could not deter her as she cradled it against her soft breasts and began to lick and stroke it. Soon enough, she had coaxed it to full attention, running her tongue around its fist-sized tip and lapping at the leaking pre.

“’Nuff!” snarled Boss Ugmar. “Make fukka fukka now! Make baby orcs!”

“Yesssss,” cried Kirsten. “Breed me… master!”

He tore her loincloth from her body and thrust two fingers into the hot folds of her cunt. His thick fingers probed deep, but she was well-slicked from pleasuring two orcs. Ugmar grunted with satisfaction and rolled Kirsten onto her hands and knees. The hot log of his cock thumped over her ass and lower back. Huge and menacing. He pushed down on her head, driving it into the cushions and causing her to lift her hips.

Then, with a lusty growl, the massive orc impaled Kirsten on his cock. It stole the breath from her. Stretched her cuntlips wide and drove to her womb, pressing her backwalls upwards as though he might tear through them and into her guts. Her stunned howl was buried in the cushions. Boss Ugmar, feeling her cunt tighten reflexively, began to rut.

His massive cock plundered Kirsten and pummeled her womb. His huge balls swung against her clit, driving jolts of pleasure into her to offset the pain. Only, it was not pain, but a satisfying fullness. Stretching, belly bulging as she was fucked harder and harder by the huge orc. Used as his plaything. His fucktoy.

His cocksleeve.

“OoOoooOOOOooo,” crooned Kirsten, unable to do much more than receive the orc’s mighty strokes in her tortured twat.

Faster and faster, the massive Boss Ugmar grunting behind her, bearing his weight down on her as his cock began to swell deep in her cunt. Precum overflowing her folds. Dripping down her thighs. Churning to a frothy white that smeared his shaft as he drove harder. Faster. Spanking his scarred hips against her pale ass. She squeezed him with her cunt as her orgasm drew near.

“FFFFFFFUUUUUUCK!” roared Boss Ugmar. “Take seed, slut!”

She began to cum just before the massive orc. At the peak of her ecstasy, shuddering and quaking around him, he drove deep into her and his cock began to erupt. A tide of orc cum spurted into her depths and drowned her womb, breeding her and forever condemning her to a life of orc servitude. She howled with ecstasy as she felt the mark upon her permit the orc cum to instantly take hold. Rapturous, she collapsed beneath Boss Ugmar as he emptied his huge load deep into her cunt.

This was only the beginning for Kirsten and her servitude among the orcs. For several days and night, Boss Ugmar kept her in his quarters, using her whenever he pleased. Cruelly fucking her face, her ass, and her stretched cunt. Drenching her in his seed and, when she didn’t fuck good enough, smacking her and leaving bruises.

When Ugmar tired of her, she was sent to the pleasure deck, where she joined other female slaves in pleasuring the orcs. She bathed them with her body in the steam box. She fucked them in the brothel pits. And she spent days in the pleasure holes, where she offered her mouth or cunt to every orc cock that was thrust through the holes.

She loved every moment of it, savoring each load of orc cum and each spurting cock. She grew heavy with Boss Ugmar’s spawn and was finally marked with a tattoo as a breeder and sent down to the nursery. There, in comparative leisure, she was permitted to grow fatter so long as she let the orcs milk her swollen tits for their meals. Her young were born and straight away she was back to the pleasure holes. She never knew the father of her next children. Just another anonymous orc cock thrust through a hole in the wall, filling her with cum and planting his seed.

Kirsten scarcely saw her children. Each time she gave birth, they were torn from her arms and then raised in the ways of the orc. There were enough half-breeds that they formed their own mobs among Boss Ugmar’s clan. Clever, small orcs. Making machines and fixing the ship.

Kirsten didn’t mind losing her children, it meant she could spend more time focusing on the pleasure. She craved nothing more than to serve her orc masters.

She was their breeding slave and their fucktoy for as long as her body would endure their sadistic treatment. And she loved every moment of it.


4.5

A Princess for a Demon Prince

Kirsten Sungbaard had lost all sense of direction. The underground depths of Madreg’s dungeon seemed endless and each new way she turned she encountered another horror. She had fended off countless monsters and defied deadly traps, leaving her scrapped and grimy, a little less of a lady, but mostly unharmed. She brandished her trusty weapon, all too aware of the fact that her plump, sweat-slicked breasts were fully exposed. In fact, she was almost completely naked and getting more naked by the hour as she fought her way through tearing claws and grabbing hands.

She hadn’t fell a bit of hope for a while, but her spirit remained unbroken. She would not give Madreg the satisfaction of losing her will. She would fight him and his perverted minions to her dying breath.

She stumbled from the rocky corridor into a larger chamber seemingly carved from the earth by a single bite of massive jaws. She didn’t like to imagine the creature with jaws that big.

The room was hotter than the rest of the dungeon and humid too. A thin mist drifted across the glistening rocks that littered the floor. Across the room, a huge edifice gleamed. A massive brass door. Kirsten approached and realized the mist was steam rising from the door’s surface. Was this the way out? Some part of her knew the answer to that, but she could not go back and face all those horrors she had already witnessed.

“The only way is forward,” she resolved. She grasped the door’s huge handle, braced her feet, and pulled with all her strength. Her sweaty tits jiggled and shook as her muscles tensed and she bent her entire body to the task of swinging open the massive door. Its hinges creaked and as it began to open an ominous red light spilled into the chamber. Baking heat enveloped Kirsten as red light bathed her shapely curves. The door groaned and swung wider. Wide enough for Kirsten to stumble through.

She found herself in a palace of brass. Appointed in red velvet and furnished with antique chairs, tables, and black, red-veined marble. Every fixture was brass. Every tapestry was vivid and red and depicted some terrible battle of demons devouring humans or slaughtering angels. Beside her stood a statue of an angel being held by her wings, her body bent forward and contorted in shame as an enormous, scorpion-tailed demon ravished her blessed holes with a double phallus.

“What accursed place is this?” moaned Kirsten.

The door boomed shut behind Kirsten. A boom that echoed throughout the palace. A boom that for all its finality sent a cold shock of fear through Kirsten’s body. The sound like a cannon shot crashing through the marble halls of the blasphemous palace.

The demon appeared in a flash of flame and thick black smoke. He was twice as tall and twice as wide as any man Kirsten had ever seen. His red flesh bulged with layers of unholy muscles, a powerful barrel chest, muscles corded together at his shoulders, reaching down his arms in bundles and bulging from his thighs. He wore brass bangles and a furry loincloth that ill-concealed the huge size of his demonic cock. His lower legs were those of a bull and a bull’s horns curved from above the red-skinned face of a man contorted in anger.

It was the scorpion tail curling over one shoulder and dripping with brown venom that made Kirsten at last realize that this was the demon depicted violating the angel in the statue.

“Castigoroth,” moaned Kirsten, realizing this abomination could be none other than the demon prince that Madreg sought to summon.

His huge mouth split into a leering smile. His fangs white against the dark red of his lips.

“You dare speak my name, mortal?” He chuckled. “You were fool enough to enter my palace and now you seek to bind me to you by speaking my name? Some might say you are brave. But it is reckless, my lovely mortal. You will find no mercy here.”

“Stay back!” she cried, brandishing her weapon.

Castigoroth let out a booming laugh that shook Kirsten and forced her to retreat a step. The towering demon swung his claw lazily and knocked the weapon from Kirsten’s hand. It clanged off the marble and skidded into the plinth beneath his statue.

Too far out of reach to help her now.

“I will never yield to your—” Kirsten’s words of defiance were interrupted by Castigoroth wrapping a huge, clawed hand around her midsection. He lifted her into the air above him, so close that the flaming crown that hovered above his head nearly scorched her feet.

“Put me down, beast!” she cried.

“What? You would come all this way without knowing the pleasures of a demon prince?”

He laughed again and Kirsten whimpered as the booming sound shuddered through her body. He ignored her kicking feet and lowered her parted legs over his upturned face. He breathed deeply of her most intimate scent and ran his long, black tongue over the folds of her cunt. His tongue was hot to the touch and dripped with a slime that seemed to melt into Kirsten’s skin.

“Oohhhhhh… what are you… stop that! Don’t do that!”

The demon ignored her and thrust his tongue deep into her saucy cunt. The thrust of his tongue was like a tentacle reaching all the way to her womb. He sampled her deepest nectar and rumbled with pleasure. It felt so good that she whimpered with perverse disappointment when his tongue slithered back out of her pussy.

“A fertility curse,” growled the demon prince. “Madreg is a sick old fool. Mmmmm. But you taste too sweet to be cast aside to my minions. At least not yet. I shall put that curse to use!”

Castigoroth slammed the beautiful princess face down on the stone floor. The impact knocked the wind out of her, but she managed to push herself up on her hands as knees as the demon prince tore aside his own loincloth.

She was sickened by the sight of his demonic cock. It seemed as big as her arm, a throbbing, fleshy pillar that was crimson and purple and almost black at its oozing crown. The very tip was flared like a beast’s cock. The shaft was corded with pulsating veins.

“No, not tthhaaaAAAAHHHH!!” Kirsten screamed as Castigoroth plunged his monstrous member into her steamy cunt. He hilted inside her, his huge bollocks slamming against her. He drew back and thrust again, relentless and cruel, his hand on the back of her head mashing her face into the marble floor. Her tits squeezed to the cold stone. Her ass raised by his other hand.

Kirsten felt as if her body was being turned inside out. Her abdomen bulged. Each backstroke of the demonic cock was clutched tightly by her pink inner walls. It left her breathless, but she still managed to scream when Castigoroth roared with his pleasure and unleashed an almost scalding flood of black seed deep into her core. It sprayed her womb in powerful spurts. It drenched her cursed cunt in his potent spunk.

And she was claimed. The symbol engraved on her flesh began to glow and pleasure overtook any pain or fear. A strange, adoring ecstasy hat made her pussy convulse around Castigoroth’s massive cock as if she were trying to milk him with each contraction.

He emptied his twitching demon bollocks into her cunt and then unsheathed his cock from her cunt with a slurp. Frothy, black demon cum boiled out of her depths. Her gasping clench squeezed more out and it plopped obscenely onto the floor.

“You will birth my sons,” pronounced Castigoroth. “My generals. Then you will serve my armies. My warriors. You will be my pleasure slave, human, and you will never taste freedom again. Now… clean up the mess you have made.”

“Y-yes, master,” gasped Kirsten, pale and sweaty from the exhausting fucking. The demon prince watched her bend her face to the puddle on the floor and begin to lick up his cum. When she had cleaned the marble with her long licks and slurps, he presented his dripping cock to her and she cleaned that too. Of course, it only made him want to fuck her more, which began the whole filthy process again.

Hours of being pounded into the floor, sucking and riding him until she was dizzy, and wanking his massive cock between her tits left Kirsten exhausted. She curled upon the floor in a fresh puddle of the demon’s cum. Her body covered in small scrapes and friction burns. A dazed smile on her face.

“I love you, master,” she moaned.

“Mmmmmm.” The sound rumbled from deep within the demon prince as he loped away into his palace.

Castigoroth’s servants came for her. They were bald, hunched, green and black things with roughly humanoid shape but the slimy flesh of amphibians. They wore tattered uniforms and they scooped Kirsten up and bore her to a steam bath.

Kirsten’s life as a princess and a free woman was over. She was no bride to Castigoroth. She was a womb and a cunt to be used for his pleasure. To serve him and pleasure him. As his sons grew within her, Kirsten’s adoration for Castigoroth only grew.

The night after her impregnation, she attended him in his bedroom. Her body oiled and scented. Her curved scarcely hidden by sheer carves. She danced for him and stroked him. She writhed against him as he watched. Her kisses traveled the length of his tumorous cock.

Her lips stretched wide to take him into her mouth. She sucked and pressed against him. Her eyes watered and her jaw ached from the effort. Castigoroth offered no compliment. He reclined on his huge bed, among cushions of red silk, watching lazily as she slurped and thrust her soft tits against his cock. Riding up and down. Her pained eyes begging for his cum.

Cum which Castigoroth gave to her in a gushing, overflowing geyser. A pumping hose of his seed poured into her stomach and bulged her belly with his sloshing warmth. Each gulp of his demonic cum sent ripples of slavish pleasure through her body. She adored him as he pumped her stomach with his torrential orgasm.

Castigoroth used her cunt for three days on end. A mortal in a mortal realm would have surely perished, but the palace allowed Kirsten to recover after each ruinous fucking delivered by the pumping piston of the demon prince’s cock. He left her twisted and smothered in cum each night. Each morning the servants came and bore her away to the steam baths.

On her tenth night as Castigoroth’s slave, Kirsten celebrated a victory on the battlefield with twelve other slave girls. They crowded into Castigoroth’s beds, their silver collars clinking and their oiled bodies writhing against the demonic prince. He thrust his tongue into their mouths. Their cunts. Their asses. They squeezed his cock among their cooing mass. Pressing kisses to it. Rubbing their soft breasts up and down his cock until he fountained onto them, coating them in inky black splashes of his seed.

He fucked them, one after another, plowing pussies and asses and throats until all thirteen women collapsed, exhausted and filthy, on his bed. He left them like that to go feast and the servants soon trundled into the room with carts to carry off Kirsten and the other slaves.

Kirsten later learned that two did not survive the encounter. Well, one of those two did, but her body was too broken to resume her duties as a pleasure slave and she was sent off to be mounted in a wall for use as a public fuckhole. Kirsten wondered if such a fate might await her. She decided she would enjoy it if being a living pleasure pot for demons was how she spent eternity.

It was fifty days or perhaps a hundred before Kirsten began to realize that she was no longer special to Castigoroth. He had begun his conquest of the mortal realm and there were more beautiful slave girls to serve him than ever before.

That meant Kirsten was often used for entertainment. One evening, as his generals feasted on roasted elephants, Kirsten was brought out to dance and then was turned over to the demonic hellhounds. The snarling demon beasts could walk upright and even talk, but at Castigoroth’s bidding they reveled in their bestial instincts and fucked Kirsten with complete abandon. She satisfied one hellhound after another, until her cunt was stretched by their knots and her pussy was dripping with their seed.

She wished it was Castigoroth fucking her, but that was her only disappointment. She saw him watching her at some points during the evening and that was reward enough to endure far greater indignities.

Years passed. Castigoroth conquered nations and the mortal world trembled before his advancing armies. Kirsten gave birth to three sons from two pregnancies. Her body, much plumper and more laden with milk, was devoted to serving in her master’s dairy. Day and night, the milk larvae were brought into the dairy to drain the breasts of the countless wives of Castigoroth. The fat grubs crawled beneath Kirsten’s dangling teets and latched to her swollen nipples. They sucked her milk with powerful slurps and their translucent bodies filled and swelled with her cream like ticks drinking fresh blood. When one finished, it went trundling off, its body bloated with milk as it carried it deeper into the dairy.

This daily routine did not end Kirsten’s other duties. She cleaned, she cooked, and she was duty bound to fuck any demon that required her attention. From a lowly ratch, to a devious imp, to balrogs, spitwiks, and barbatzos. Kirsten was eager to serve. She sucked and fucked any demon that needed pleasure. The more hideous or disturbing, the harder she tried to make the ugly demon feel appreciated.

Kirsten’s breasts had swollen to several times their original size and she had birthed a litter of hellhounds when Castigoroth called her back to his bed.

“Ah, my bold princess,” he chuckled as she entered his bedroom in her costume of sheer scarves. “Does the dairy suit you?”

“Anything you desire suits me, master,” she purred, climbing onto the bed beside him and pressing her milky tits against his massively muscular chest.

“Tonight, I will make a daughter with you,” rumbled Castigoroth. “I have never made a daughter before. I think one would make a fine ruler of one of the conquered countries.”

“Oh, yes, master,” moaned Kirsten excitedly. “A she-demon will grant you a different perspective and I am proud to help you—OH!”

Castigoroth was done talking with her. He slammed Kirsten on her back onto the bed and took her almost like a husband might take his wife. Only he was several times her size and his cock was big enough to tear her in half. But he did not. He fucked her hard, without mercy, but he did not do irreparable harm.

She howled with ecstasy as he came inside her. Every nerve in her body spasming as his cum pumped into her and bred her once more. She somehow knew this would be the final time and she clung to him.

“Oh, master, I love you,” she cried.

“Mmmmmmm,” replied Castigoroth, not even looking down at her as his cum continued to pump into Kirsten’s stretched pussy.

Whether fate would end with her as a dairy cow, a mother of demonic monsters, or a broken fuckhole locked into the wall, one thing was certain: Kirsten’s adventure was at an end.


Book Five: Melody’s Secret Life
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The Suburban Sex Kitten Goes to College

By Amanda Clover


5.1

Her Secret Life Discovered

Sometimes Melody Applebottom dreamed of the sensations of sex without the specifics of a partner. There was the heat of someone else pressing their body against her. Often more than one person. Sometimes many people many people surrounded her with their heat. Their strength and movement. Wetness traveling over her body. Lips and tongues. Kisses and licks. Probing fingers that spread her open. That stroked her and squeezed her and pinched her.

Then there were the cocks. Hot, throbbing, hard, big, small, fat, thin, long, and short cocks. Plunging into her pussy. Her ass. Gagging her until mucus was dripping from her chin. The tang of bile in her throat only washed away by the salty warmth of cum. Sticky cum. Pumping into her holes. Drooling from her naked flesh. Arcing across her body under the hot lights of the studio.

“Fuck,” moaned Melody as she woke up at her desk.

Samara was standing beside her and gently prodding Melody’s forehead with two fingertips. The pretty brunette smiled as Melody lifted her head from the desk.

“I thought you were in a coma there for a second, blondie,” said Samara.

“No, just the usual Body Kinetics 401 bad dreams,” said Melody, although the persistent throb of horniness in her core didn’t exactly match up with the feeling of “bad.”

She didn’t like reliving her porn career in her mind. She had stayed away from it and somehow, for the most part, had managed to go to Sandy State for three plus years in anonymity. She was just Melody Applebottom from Peach Valley, not Felicia Fey, Cumslave to the Sheikh or Felicia Fey, Bred by Her Evil Stepdad.

Even thinking about some of the titles of her movies sent another throb deep into her cunt. What was that one with the guys dressed up like soldiers? Pound Patrol. She was getting wet remembering the things she did with all those men and women.

“Your face is red,” said Samara. “Maybe you should go to the campus clinic.”

“I’m fine,” said Melody, shrugging off Samara’s touch and getting out of her seat. “Did Professor Grigsby notice me sleeping?”

“Nah, I think you’re safe,” said Samara. “He was paying attention to Alicia again.”

Melody glanced over and saw the fat old professor talking to a willowy platinum blonde wearing a short, pleated skirt and a tennis sweater. He looked like a vein was going to pop in his forehead as he ogled the leggy blonde.

“She has her uses,” chuckled Melody. “Anyway, no time for the clinic. I have to get back to the apartment. Brandon thinks I forgot his birthday, but I stashed the ingredients to make him a cake and I’m going to spring it on him when he gets off work.”

“Such a good girlfriend,” said Samara. “Am I invited?”

“Oh, no, the party is tomorrow. Tonight is my special treat. Some lingerie and maybe some ropes.”

“Ooooh, kinky. Which one of you is getting tied up?”

“Haven’t decided yet,” said Melody, clicking her pen and tucking it into her pencil case. “Anyway, see you at Buster’s tomorrow.”

“Got it. See you then, girl.” They hugged and kissed on the cheek and went their separate ways. Melody smiled as she set off through the afternoon throng of college students in Milton Hall. She couldn’t shake the vivid sensations of her dream and she felt like she was stewing in her panties. She was glad she had worn jeans and not shorts to class. She might’ve soaked through anything but denim.

Riding her bike back to the apartment she shared with Brandon did not help matters. Each pump on the pedals made her picture a fat cock thrusting into her cunt. Why were these memories coming back so much lately? She’d shut them away for three years. She wanted to tell herself it was nothing, but a part of her knew the truth.

It was about her sex life with Brandon. He was barely the top in their relationship. Most of the time she had to initiate sex with him and when they made love, he usually wanted her on top or would go down on her rather than have sex. That was when she could arouse his interest. More often than not he was too busy for sex. It had been that way for months.

In the third year of a relationship that felt like it was headed towards marriage, it was beginning to give her doubts.

Was he cheating? Was he not attracted to her anymore?

She’d lost the weight she’d put on with her freshman year and was fitter than ever. Her tits looked amazing. Brandon thought they were natural, but she’d had a little work done to enhance them during her brief career as a porn star and it had been top shelf work. No scars. Soft and perky. He used to love her tits. So what was the problem lately?

She arrived at their off-campus apartment building and carried the bike up the stairs to the third floor. The apartment was small, just one bedroom, but more than enough room for them. He was in grad school at Sandy State and Melody was in the last year of her undergrad work. They both had jobs too, which meant it was pretty rare they were both in the apartment and awake together.

Melody was relieved to make it home without cumming all over her bicycle seat. She hung her bike on the wall pegs, stripped off her clothes, and took a long hot shower making heavy use of the detachable showerhead.

She summoned one of her favorite memories and pictured herself on that tech billionaire’s yacht with those two other models. He put diamond-studded collars on their necks and they knelt as he strutted around naked. He smacked their bare asses with a riding crop. He made them fuck each other and him.

The guy wasn’t even good looking but the memory turned her on so much. She remembered sucking his balls while one of the girls fucked her ass with a strap-on. His hand wrapped in her leash. The way he used her and fucked her mouth made her so hot. He told her he was going to brand her. He said he was going to put a microchip in her like a dog so he could track her wherever she went. When he came down her throat he was telling her he would sell her to a stranger like in one of her slave videos.

Melody came twice in the shower remembering it. Her shoulder against the shower’s steamy glass. Her breasts shaking as she came in waves. She slumped and let out a soft sigh. It had been a wild year between high school and college. Her year as porn star Felicia Fey. She missed being that submissive slut willing to do anything and anyone.

Melody recovered from her orgasm and stepped out of the shower. She relaxed and admired her body in the steamy mirror. She’d lost most of her tan. Just a little bronze of summer lingered on her face and arms. She was too busy for going to the tanning beds. But her body was better than ever. She caressed and squeezed her tits in both hands and the fear that Brandon might be cheating on her returned.

“I’m going to check out his laptop,” she said. “Not because I think he has been up to something, but just to have peace of mind.”

She’d thought about doing it before. She knew it was an invasion of his privacy, but she had to know. She wrapped herself in a towel and crept into the bedroom. His laptop was there. He never took it to labs. She opened it and typed in the password she had memorized from when he let her borrow it. The room was dark except for the glow of the screen as she booted to the desktop and opened his browser.

Brandon had done nothing to cover his tracks. It was all right there in his browser history. Red Hub. Even his search results on Red Hub. “Slave girls” and “blonde slave girl fuck” and “old guy with blonde slave girl” and “slave girl sold to businessman” and, finally, “Felicia Fey slave girl.”

Melody’s face was getting hot and she felt like she was falling. She clicked the search results and the Red Hub page loaded. 78 videos, most of them correctly labeled and featuring Melody in her persona of Felicia Fey. The woman she had been in those sex-filled dreams. The woman who’d been on the yacht with that billionaire. Submissive slut Felicia Fey. She clicked one of the videos, her heart seeming to hammer in a vast empty room that echoed with each beat.

There she was. Not even wearing a wig. Just a ponytail and a red bikini on her knees for a blowbang at a fake frat house. Twelve cocks waiting to be pleasured and Felicia Fey as the sorority slut who lost a bet to the fraternity and had to pay them back by swallowing twelve loads. She watched herself slurping and deepthroating, gagging on dicks until tears were streaming. Whimpering as men used her mouth and filled her throat. She gulped hard, remembering the sensations to go along with the video. Rough and raw. Her belly heavy with cum.

“Fuck,” she whispered. Brandon had been watching it all. Every single video had been clicked on at least once. She had meant to tell him about all this, but she had kept putting it off. Their relationship had been so perfect until recently. Is that when he had discovered her former life?

She clicked on another video. This one was one of her favorites. Set on a plantation during the Civil War, Melody had her hair done into ringlet pigtails and she was playing Delia Braddock, daughter of a plantation owner. Of course, their handsome prize slave “Buck” played by Carmichael Johnson was getting revenge on his master by turning old man Braddock’s debutante daughter into his personal fuck slave.

She’d been told the scene was very “problematic” but to her it was just a good time with “Buck.”

“On your knees, bitch,” said Buck, shoving Melody to the floor as the video began to play. “Take it out. Look at it. Yeah… that’s right. Tell me you love that dick.”

“I love that dick,” whispered Melody along with her counterpart on the screen. It was huge and chocolate brown. She stroked it with small hands and held it above her face. She began licking his balls and then up his shaft. He thrust into her mouth and gagged her until her mascara ran with tears. Then he turned her around and lifted the layers of imitation 19th century skirt to expose her frilly panties. He dragged these down and smacked his huge cock against her wiggling ass.

Melody unwrapped the towel from her body and let her breasts hang free. She ran a hand down her abdomen and between her thighs, touching her steamy cunt as she watched Buck teasing Delia Braddock’s pink pussy with that big black cock.

“Fuck me, master,” Melody whispered and a moment later heard herself deliver the same line over her shoulder to the muscular porn star.

“That’s right, slut,” laughed Buck. “I’m going to fuck you so hard your daddy is gonna feel it!”

“Ahhhhh!” cried Delia Braddock as Buck thrust his huge cock into her tight pussy.

“Ahhhhh!” cried Melody, pumping three fingers into her steamy cunt in perfect time to Buck’s thrusts.

She felt like she was there again. Back on her knees in that grimy little shack. Getting railed by Buck and his big cock. Layers of fantasy and memory blended as she fucked herself with her fingers. Feeling Buck inside her again. Feeling that cock stretch her tight cunt. She was so close to an orgasm, so intensely focused on the video playing on Brandon’s laptop, that she didn’t notice the apartment door open.

“Oh, yeah, you love that big black dick,” groaned Buck, thrusting into Delia’s gripping cuntlips. He smacked her firm, round ass and hammered his cock into her. “Take it! Take that dick so good! Oooooh, yeah!”

“What’s that, baby?” shouted Brandon from the doorway as he dropped his keys on the kitchen table.

Melody’s eyes went wide and she pulled her fingers from her slick cunny. She was on her feet in an instant, struggling to wrap the towel around herself and close out of the windows she had opened on Brandon’s laptop.

“Ah! Nothing! I mean, uh, hey! You’re home way early! Don’t come back to the bedroom yet! I, uh, am trying on something special for you!”

His approaching footsteps stopped just outside the door. She held her breath, clicking out of the last Red Hub window she had opened and then hurrying over to her box of lingerie on the bed.

“Ooo, something special, huh?” Brandon seemed to press himself against the door, trying to see through the crack. “This doesn’t have anything to do with that package that showed up last week from Argent Provocation.”

“Maaaaybe,” replied Melody, trying to sound nonchalant. “Go back to the living room and watch some TV. I’ll be out in a few minutes.”

“Allllright,” said Brandon. “I’ll put my feet up.”

Melody sighed with relief as Brandon’s footsteps retreated from the door. She sprang into action, donning the white lace bra and panty set. Sliding her long legs into the stockings and attaching them to the garters. She hung the sheer baby doll dress over her body. She went all out on the makeup, taking her time to try to impress him. On a whim, she put on lots of mascara. She wanted Brandon to fuck her throat and make her cry. To use her like a slave. To punish her pussy the way he’d seen all those men do in the videos.

She wanted to belong to him. To be his cum slave. His fuck slut.

“I’m yours, baby,” she said, reaching into the dresser, under her panties, and feeling for the hard leather collar. She looked at herself in the mirror as she fitted the collar around her slender neck. Cinching it tight, almost choking herself, sent a thrill of lust through her body. The black of the collar contrasted sharply with her white lingerie. She grabbed the coil of the leather leash and let one end dangle from her hand.

She emerged from the bedroom, humming “Happy Birthday” as she padded into the living room. Brandon looked up from the TV and over at her. His eyes sparkled and a dopy smile spread across his face.

“Holy shit, you look gorgeous,” he murmured, looking her over as she approached. “I’m speechless. But… what’s with the collar?”

“Tonight,” said Melody going down slowly to her knees, “I belong to you, Brandon.”

She clicked the latch of the leash into the ring at the front of the collar and held the leash up to Brandon as he sat on the couch. He took the leash hesitantly. Looked at it and then at her.

“W-what? Honey, I don’t… what is this?”

Melody smiled sweetly at him. She figured he was playing coy with the secret she had discovered. That was fine, she was willing to prove herself to him and let him live out his fantasy.

“I’m your slave tonight. You’re my master.” She crawled to him, bowing her head to the floor, and raising her round ass. The luscious peach threaded by her thong was visible under the baby doll as the sheer dress rode up from her cheeks. She gazed up at him from the floor. “Whatever you want me to do for you, master. Whatever you want to do to me. No limits. No safe word. Treat me… treat me like your slave.”

“But… honey… Melody…” His face was red. He seemed to be uncomfortable because of her submissiveness.

“Please, master,” moaned Melody, wiggling her ass back and forth. “Punish me. Use me.”

She took his hand and put it on her throat. But Brandon wouldn’t choke her. He would barely even tug on her leash.

“Maybe, um, maybe just a blowjob? Would that be alright?” He smiled sheepishly. “I mean you look so hot, honey, but being rough just isn’t my thing.”

She looked up at him in confusion. So what was his thing? Watching other men be rough with her? Being cucked by old guys and big black guys and studs? What the fuck?

But Melody concealed her disappointment. Her fantasy of being dominated and owned receded into her inner vault of suppressed desires. She smiled sweetly and stroked her hands in Brandon’s lap.

“Of course, birthday boy,” she purred. “It would be my pleasure to give you a birthday B.J.”

She unzipped his pants and took out his stiff cock. It was already glistening at the tip from his leaking precum. She looked up at him, fluttering her lashes as she leaned forward and tongued his crown. Her hand working softly on his circumcised cock. She stroked him against her lips. Her mouth. She opened wider to take him into the warmth beyond her lips. Her lips slid down on him and bobbed up again.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around him, enjoying the submissive act, but craving more. She’d sucked Brandon off countless times, pretty much whenever he wanted, but she wanted his hand on the back of her head. She wanted him to gag her on his nicely sized cock. Oh, she had taken her share of huge dicks and Brandon’s wasn’t huge, but it was big enough to make her eyes water if he forced her head down.

But he didn’t. He never did. He just sat back on the couch, smiling, enjoying her slurping on his prick. One hand stroking her head as she slid her mouth up and down. She pumped his shaft in one hand and massaged his balls with the other. Hundreds of dollars of lingerie going to waste for a blowjob.

It didn’t matter. She gave Brandon exactly what he wanted, which was a nice girlfriend cocksucking. Faster and faster, moaning around him, tits jiggling as she pumped her fist on his cock. Slurping hard on the tip and looking up. Tasting the salty flavor of his oily pre. Swallowing it as he tensed. As his red cock twitched.

Moaning louder as she felt him start to shoot into her mouth. Thick, salty gushes of spunk that she took and gulped down. Swallowing each pump as it came. The whole time she wished he was gagging her on that dick. Forcing his spurting cock into her throat.

“Ohhhh, baby, you’re so good at that,” he moaned, stroking her lovingly as she finished him up.

“I’ve had a lot of practice,” she said and winked at him.

“Ahh, yeah, I guess you do like to suck my cock,” chuckled Brandon. But that hadn’t been what she meant. She meant all those other cocks. The ones he had been watching in the videos.

For a moment, recognition flickered in Brandon’s eyes. He must have suspected in that moment that she knew what he knew. That her sweet, innocent boyfriend wanted something much dirtier, because he liked to watch his girlfriend get used like a slut. Maybe he even wanted to marry her. Put a ring on her finger and push her white dress up her legs so some other man could tattoo his name on her ass and pump her full of cum.

“I love you, baby,” said Brandon, leaning down to kiss Melody on her lips. As her tongue thrust against his, the faint saltiness of his cum lingering there, Melody reached up and touched the collar around her neck.

She just wanted to belong to someone.


5.2

Her Happy Life Threatened

“Don’t I know you from somewhere?”

They were the words that sent a chill up Melody’s spine. A tickle of recognition that meant whoever was talking had probably seen her videos somewhere online. She had a stock response prepared for the handful of times she had heard the question.

“Miss Peach Valley, second runner up,” she said with a smile. “A few years ago. They made me do the press tour even though I never got to wear the crown.”

“Hmmmm, maybe,” said the man who was standing in her way. His brow stopped furrowing and he smiled. “Anyway, apologies. I’ll get out of your way. My name is Hank Collins. I just moved in a couple doors down from you and your boyfriend. I think you might have seen me moving in but you two were busy.”

“Ohhhhh, right, yeah,” said Melody, remembering seeing Hank with a lot of moving boxes the previous weekend. “Welcome to the building. It’s far enough off campus that it’s pretty quiet here. Are you going to school or…”

She felt stupid asking him. Hank Collins was no college boy. He looked to be in his mid-forties, maybe even a little older, but very well preserved. A hint of gray at his temples, a slight dadbod, but a hot beard and a wave of dark hair atop his head. He reminded Melody of Oscar Isaac in all the right ways. The confident smile didn’t hurt.

“Actually,” said Hank, “I am the new dean.”

“Really?” her eyes widened.

“No,” laughed Hank. “I’m the new head of maintenance. But I do get my hands dirty sometimes too.”

He winked and left Melody wondering what that meant.

“It was nice meeting you, Melody, right? Melody Applebottom?” He pointed to the door. “Your name was on the mailbox.”

“Oh, right,” she said, nodding her head and curling a lock of hair nervously behind her ear. “Um, yeah. That’s me. It was nice meeting you too Mr. Collins.”

“Just Hank,” he said, giving her another wink. “I’m sure I’ll see you around.”

She had class and had to hurry to make it in time and promptly forgot about Hank. She had a lot to think about during her long bike ride to Professor Grigsby’s class. The fat old professor had been pestering her more than usual. Last class he had put his hand on her shoulder and then slid it down her back. He was going to slide it all the way down to her ass, only her lab partner had needed something and she had an excuse to walk away from the professor.

Professor Grigsby was not even a very nice professor. Definitely not one she had ever crushed on like some of her other professors. But when he had touched her like that… fuck… it had turned her on.

The possessive way he had caressed her in those few seconds had been on her mind for the last week. She had imagined him using her grades to manipulate her. Blackmailing her until she crumbled and begged for mercy. Oh, in her fantasies, the bald, bug-eyed old man gave her mercy in the form of his thick, veiny red cock. She knew somehow that was how his cock would look. In those fantasies he tied her up and fucked her mouth. He put clips on her nipples and fucked her ass while pulling her hair. He was a grunting pig of a man and he owned her ass.

She was so lost in her fantasy that she almost plowed right into the back of a stopped car. Swerving onto the sidewalk, she cursed herself for getting distracted.

“You have a nice, sweet, handsome boyfriend,” whispered Melody. “What are you doing thinking about your ugliest professor like that?”

But she knew. Ever since her boyfriend, Brandon, had discovered her secret former life as a porn star, she had been trying to reconnect with her past. A lust-filled, wild past in which she had been a different person, Felicia Fey, and she had given her body to men wantonly. She had enjoyed submission, enjoyed being dominated and used, but that was not something Brandon could offer her. He was not dominant. When he tried, it was laughable. Like a bad actor trying to give a serious monologue.

Which was fine, usually, she didn’t mind taking charge. Until recently. Until her secret past had come out.

Now? It was all she could think about. She needed that rough, abusive, dominating cock. She needed to be enslaved by a good dick. So badly that any dominant man, even a fat, bald, old one like Grigsby, was starting to turn her on.

Fortunately – or perhaps unfortunately depending on how dark her fantasies were from moment to moment – Professor Grigsby was not even attending his labs that night. He had left his two TAs in charge of the class. After class, Melody decided to go work out before heading home. She went to the school athletic facility and changed into her workout clothes. She went running on the campus in leggings and a compression top, her tits so well under control and her ass so firm that the only part of her body bouncing was her blond ponytail.

Running on campus at dark would have intimidated her in the past, but she had gone running in daylight so many times that she figured she could have done it with her eyes closed. She had run over six miles, weaving through parks, around fountains, and over to the old medical facility, when she realized she had forgotten her water bottle. The old Sandy State medical facility was big and mostly dark, with just part of the building open for lab work and a tiny health clinic for students.

But she was sure they would have a drinking fountain of some sort. She tried one of the doors and to her surprise even this dark part of the building seemed to be unlocked. She walked inside, her sneakers squeaking on the floor, the only lights just some intermittent, dim hallway lighting.

“Hello?” she called. “Anybody around?”

The emptiness of the building was creepier than running in the dark. But down at the far end of the hall she could see the boxy shape of a drinking fountain. She was sweaty and thirsty and wasn’t going to be deterred from having a drink.

“Fuck it,” she whispered under her breath and started fast-walking towards the drinking fountain. There was nobody around. Most of the doors to the hospital rooms were closed and the ones that were open were empty and dark. They gave her the heebie-jeebies as she walked past and made it to the drinking fountain. That, at least, was still humming softly with refrigeration. She turned it on and cold water spurted out into the stainless-steel basin. She leaned down and drank.

A door opened between her and the exit. Melody froze.

Light spilled into the hall and a man stepped out. He was dressed in crisp coveralls and had a name embroidered on his chest. HANK.

She blinked and her eyes went wide. Hank Collins had a ball cap for the San Diego Padres pulled down over his thick wave of salt and pepper hair. He was almost as startled by Melody as she was by him. Then his gaze followed the contours of her toned, sweaty body and he began to smile. He looked back up into her eyes.

“Felicia Fey,” he said, sending a fresh jolt of shock through Melody. “I knew I recognized you when I bumped into you in the hall. But now I know for sure. You’re Felicia Fey. One of my favorites.”

Something dark danced in Hank’s eyes. His smile became more wolfish.

“I think you’re confusing me with somebody else,” said Melody. “I’ve never heard that name before.”

“Don’t lie to me,” he said, seemingly amused at her attempt. “I’ve seen you from every angle. Up close and reaaaallll nasty. But I didn’t jerk off to your dirty videos on Red Hub. I was just getting to know you, Felicia. And now I know everything.”

“W-what do you want?” whispered Melody, shaken to her core.

Hank stepped closer. He smelled like cleaning supplies. He’d obviously been exaggerating his job with the university if he was cleaning with a mop and wearing coveralls. He seemed so big. So strong and dangerous as he took hold of Melody’s wrist and stood threateningly close to her.

“I want you,” he whispered, his voice rasping with desire. “Not just any girl. Not just a slut. I want Felicia Fey. I want that little slave girl. Don’t pretend that isn’t who you are at heart, Melody. You want this as bad as I do and I know that twerp of a boyfriend isn’t taking care of you.”

“I love Brandon,” said Melody, which was true, but not particularly relevant at the moment.

“So?” chuckled Hank. “You’ll love this more.”

He brought her hand down to the bulge in his coveralls. She felt the outline of his thick, hard cock through the fabric. He made her fingers move over his cock and trace the shape of it.

“Yes, you feel it,” he said, his lips pressing close to her ear as she turned her face away from him. “You feel that throbbing. That’s a big dick for you, Felicia. The scepter of a king. Are you ready to get fucked by your king?”

“I… I barely know you,” she said, but her trembling body betrayed her. She was terrified of Hank. Terrified of the power he suddenly held over her. Terrified of how much she wanted this man to control her how she used to be controlled. Terrified that she craved the very idea of being turned into his willing slave.

“Just say it,” he said, biting at her neck and earlobe in a teasing way. “I’ll make it easy. Just consent to me. Say ‘yes.’ And I will give you what you need, Felicia.”

A million thoughts ran through her mind. Desire warring with fear and reason. Guilt at the thought of betraying Brandon. But all she could say was the one thing she knew she shouldn’t. It escaped her parted lips in a hot gasp.

“Yessss.”

“Mmmmmmm, good girl,” he growled at her ear.

He pressed her thighs against the drinking fountain and moved directly behind her. One hand caught her hair, fingers twisting tightly, wrapping her blond ponytail in his fist. She whimpered as she felt his hard bulged press against the firm roundness of her ass. He bit at her neck. Hear ear. His other hand sliding up her hip to her abdomen, climbing her toned abs to the swell of her breasts. He reached up suddenly and growled as he dragged her runner’s compression top up and over her breasts.

“Ahh!” cried Melody as her soft tits bounced free. Silvery pale in the light through the windows. Nipples hard. Breasts marked by the tight seams of the compression top.

Hank’s hand was on her tits. Squeezing them roughly, twisting them and shaping them for his pleasure. His breath hot on her neck. Loud in her ear.

“Tell me you want it,” he growled. “Beg me for it. Beg me, Felicia. Beg me to fuck you right here and now. Make it good and I will give you what you deserve.”

“Please… I don’t… I’m not…”

“Beg!” he growled, roughly squeezing her left breast and pinching her nipple.

“Ah! Please!” she cried. He was forcing it out of her. Forcing her to admit the truth. “Please, Hank, I need… need to be fucked.”

He let go of her breast and his hand moved swiftly to her hip. Thick fingers curled into the waistband of her leggings. He yanked down and stripped them from her ass, baring her toned, round cheeks. Smacking her rear and making her rock forward with the cold metal of the fountain against her bare thighs.

“Yeahhhh, tight fucking cheeks,” he growled and squeezed. Spread. Exposed. Spit into his hand and rubbed his wet fingers between her legs. Stroking her cuntlips and spreading them. Pushing two and then three fingers into her tight pussy. She moaned with how quickly he took ownership of her body. How his hands ruled her senses. Only for a few thrusts. Then his fingers were gone and she heard his zipper going down.

Melody’s breath caught in her throat as the full reality of the situation came to her. She was about to be fucked in the middle of a hallway by what was practically a stranger. This man who was her neighbor. This man who knew everything about her past.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned needfully, rolling her hips and pressing back until she felt his cock.

“That’s right, you sweet little slut,” laughed Hank. “Your master is finally here to give you what you need.”

His hard tip drew back. He pulled Melody’s hair tighter, bowing her back and making her tits bounce as he thrust forward and drove his cock home. She cried out as his thick, hard dick slid into her cunt until she felt his wiry hairs and balls pressing against her. He pulled back and thrust in again, growling at her neck. Kissing her. Biting teasingly at her.

That was when he really started fucking her. There was nothing sweet or gentle about it. Hank’s muscular hips hammered against her ass and his fat cock plundered her slick pussy. He continued to hold her hair, pulling her head back and making her tits slap and splash with each thrust. His other hand went to her neck. Her throat. Then he was fish-hooked three fingers into her mouth and gagged her as he fucked her. Each spasm of her discomfort rippled around his cock as he drove it in and out of her slick cunt.

“That’s right, gag for it, slut,” he growled. “You want to be on your knees with my cock down your throat. Sucking it. Worshipping it. But I’m giving it to your pussy. That’s right.”

“Mmmmmpphmmm,” she moaned as he fucked his fingers into her mouth. He pulled them out dripping with strands of her mucus. She gasped and her eyes rolled.

“Tell me how bad you want it!”

“So bad,” gasped Melody and it was true. She was close.

“Cum for me then,” he laughed. “Let me feel that little pussy… OH! That’s right!”

He laughed louder as Melody began to whimper and whine with pleasure. She held the edge of the drinking fountain, pushing back against him, impaling herself on his hard cock as her climax swept through her body. Wave after intense wave, gripping and squeezing, rippling around his thick, hard dick.

“Ohhhh, fuck, it’s so good!” she cried, admitting the truth. “Fuck meeeee!”

“Yeeeeaah!” laughed Hank, hammering into her hard and fast. His cock sloshing into her soaking cunt. His balls tight and rubbing her clit with each stroke. She felt him swell. Felt him on the edge. With a last howl of ecstasy, Hank pulled his cock free of her cunt and erupted in hot, pumping streams over her body. Spurt after spurt painted her ass, down her thighs, and pooled in her crack before oozing down over her peachy pussy.

“Ohhhh god,” moaned Melody as Hank’s fingers finally slipped from her hair. She looked back at the dripping mess he had made of her body.

Without hesitating, he yanked her leggings back up and over the mess of cum. She felt his filthy jizz smear and squeeze against her body.

“That was nice, baby,” he said, breathing heavily as he stepped away. He shoved his deflating cock into his coveralls and zipped them back up. “Tonight, come by my apartment. One o’clock. Don’t be early or late. But I’ll be waiting for you, Felicia. You don’t want to disappoint me.”

He didn’t need to make the threat explicit. She saw it in his eyes. And in his voice she heard the cockiness of knowing that she had already made up her mind. She would be there. She would ditch Brandon or slip out of bed and she would go to Hank’s apartment.

“See you around,” he said, gathering his janitorial supplies and setting off down the hallway.

“Y-yeah,” said Melody, pulling her top down over her breasts. “See you around.”

Returning to her apartment had the feel of leaving a pitch-black theater and realizing it was still broad daylight. A normal world – her world – still existed outside her horny encounter with Hank at the old clinic. In fact, Brandon was home early from work and waiting for her.

“Hey, babe,” he said, pulling her in for a hug and a kiss.

As Melody embraced her boyfriend, she could feel Hank’s cum in her leggings. The stickiness on her cunt. She shrugged off Brandon after a few seconds and said, “I need a shower after my run.”

“Sure,” he said. “Although I like you hot and sweaty. It’s kinda turning me on.”

“Uh-huh,” she smiled, but couldn’t hold eye contact with Brandon. “Um, how about pizza tonight?”

Later, after pizza and a movie and a couple of beers, Brandon went down on Melody. She sat on the couch, feigning arousal as he tongued and fingered her pussy. Under normal circumstances she would have enjoyed it. He probably would have made her cum. But all she could think about was Hank and his thick, veiny cock pounding into her.

“Ohhhh, that’s so good! I’m cumming!” she lied, holding his face down and rubbing against him.

After that, she gave Brandon a blowjob. Bobbing in his lap until he inevitably moaned and came hard in her mouth. She let his cum fill her mouth and then spit it into a tissue and carried it to the bathroom. He was giving her a weird look when she came back.

“You always swallow,” he said.

“Oh, um, well… you know, right after those beers,” she said. “Didn’t want to upset the apple cart.”

“Ahhh, I got it,” he chuckled. “I thought maybe it tasted worse than usual.”

“Nope,” she lied again because it had grossed her out a little bit for some reason. She snuggled against him on the couch and finished the movie. Afterwards, he wanted to do a little work on his thesis. Melody changed into her pajamas and turned in early. When Brandon came to bed, Melody pretended to be asleep. She waited until well after midnight when his breathing was soft and regular.

Then she got out of bed, padded into the bedroom, and slipped on her sneakers.

It was almost one o’clock and Melody didn’t want to be late for her date.


5.3

When Her Master Calls

She waited until Brandon was asleep. It had taken forever. Even after she’d given him a blowjob, he had insisted on watching some streaming TV show and then played a game on his phone. It had taken him so long to fall asleep she almost missed her appointment with Hank Collins.

When he did finally pass out, she slipped out of bed, put on her sneakers, and crept into the hall. No sexy outfit, just a tank top and a pair of pajama bottoms. It seemed somehow fitting. It was the outfit she turned to whenever she felt like getting into trouble. And she felt like getting into real trouble as she made her way down the hallway of the apartment building and towards Hank’s apartment. She could still feel his hands on her body. Still feel the forceful way he had taken her by surprise.

It was something she had been missing in her life. Something she craved. Something Brandon could never give her. It was total domination.

She reached Hank’s door, her nipples stiff beneath her tank and her plump breasts heaving with each breath she took. She could feel the heat in her core. Burning up. A fire aching to be quenched. She lifted her hand to knock and the door unlocked and opened as if he had been watching her.

As if he had known all along that she would come and would be there on time.

“Melody,” said Hank Collins, smiling knowingly as he held the door open for her. “Come in, please.”

The handsome older janitor with the dadbod had changed out of his coveralls and was wearing jeans and a t-shirt and a big, confident smile. His hands were on her hips in an instant. He towered over her. Smiled down at her. Leaned his face over hers and pressed a light kiss to her soft, surrendering lips. His tongue thrust into her mouth and she yielded completely, moaning as he kissed her deeply and possessed her with that kiss.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned against his lips. She could practically feel his cock straining in those jeans. Pressing against her abdomen. Eager to fill her again. She reached for it and Hank drew back. Smiling again. Stepping away from her.

“Have a seat, Melody,” he said, gesturing to his neat, spartan apartment. There was a single rectangular couch, a metal-framed glass coffee table, modernist lamps, and a flat screen TV mounted on the wall. Melody’s heart jumped as she realized the TV was playing one of her scenes on mute, her feet behind her ears, her nipples in clamps, and her pussy practically being ripped open by a big black cock.

“Um, okay,” said Melody, walking over to the couch and sitting delicately.

“Wait,” said Hank. “I’ve got something for you.”

Melody waited as the raunchy scene played out on the screen. She felt like she might bolt from the apartment at any second. The atmosphere was overwhelming. The thick scent of incense choked the air. A dish of it was smoking on the coffee table. She ran her fingers over the other objects there. A studded leather paddle. Wrist and ankle restraints. Nipple clips almost the same as those being use on her on the TV. It was all too much. Too intense a reminder of her former life.

She started to rise from the couch just as Hank emerged from the back of the apartment.

“Going somewhere?” he asked.

She sat down and shook her head. She saw the small, gift-wrapped box he was holding in his hand. Sparkling purple wrapping paper. A black bow.

“Um, no,” said Melody, trying to force herself to relax. “I was just, um, thinking maybe I should get back to Brandon and…”

Her words trailed off as he came over and stood beside her. He cradled her cheek. Pulled her face against the bulge in his jeans.

“You don’t need him,” said Hank with deep, gruff certainty. “I have something better for you, Melody. Something that will set you free.”

“W-what’s that?” she asked, feeling his cock twitch in his jeans as he held her face against it.

He lifted the gift level with her face as his other hand continued to caress her and hold her against the bulge in his jeans. She took the gift from him and slowly untied the silk bow. The box opened in halves and revealed a padded interior with a patent leather choker with a tiny bell on the front.

“Put it on,” he commanded.

She set the box aside and lifted the choker up to her slender neck. She looked up at him as she fitted the collar around her throat. Hank tightened it until it was just shy of cutting off her air supply. She buckled it.

“Do you feel that?” he asked, running a thumb across her slightly parted lips. “Do you feel the power I just gave you. Complete freedom, Felicia Fey. To no longer be afraid. To no longer think. You obey. You do.”

Heat blossomed between Melody’s legs. It reached in pulsating fingers into her core. She fluttered her lashes. Licked Hank’s thumb. Sucked it.

“That’s right,” he said.

“What do you want, master?” she gasped.

“For now?” He stopped stroking her face and his big, strong hands went to his jeans. She stared transfixed as he unbuttoned, unzipped, and exposed the thick, reddened length of his hard cock. She breathed its scent. Sweat. Soap. A hint of her cunt. “Suck me.”

His hand curled around her head and pulled her close. Her lips parted. Her mouth engulfed.

“Thaaaaat’s it, slave,” he groaned as she began to suck.

Melody’s cocksucking was intense and unhurried. She savored him as much as he enjoyed her. Watching her. Caressing her as she softly moaned around his cock. Drool gathering at her chin. Bobbing her mouth on him and looking up submissively as she sucked him. As she worshipped him.

This was not the perfunctory blowjob she had given Brandon. She made love to Hank with her mouth. She took him into her throat and gagged on him. His cock swelled in her throat. It made the choker almost painfully tight around her neck. It drove her wild.

She sucked his fat, hairy balls, breathing the stink of his sweat. Pumping her hand on his fat cock. She took him back into her mouth and hollowed her cheeks around his dick. She tongued his leaking slit and sucked the precum that flowed out.

When he came, it was with a tensing of his abdomen and a soft grunt. A pump and gush of hot, thick, salty semen into her mouth. She moaned at the taste. She sucked harder and deeper, savoring his taste. She let him finish down her throat and she swallowed it all.

“Mmmmmmmmm,” she moaned, looking up, eyes watering, gulping around his cock as he pumped the last of his load down into her tummy.

“Good girl,” chuckled Hank, just the slightest bit out of breath from the intensity of his orgasm. He draw the glistening red length of his cock from Melody’s mouth and rubbed his wet dick across her lips. He smeared her face with it. He marked her.

She expected him to leave or to put his cock away, but instead he sat slowly on the couch beside her.

“Now you are going to tell me.” Hank gazed into her eyes.

“T-tell you? What do you want me to tell you, master?” asked Melody.

“Everything. All the things that have been pent up inside you. All of the filthy, kinky desires that have been restrained by your pathetic boyfriend and your boring life.” He leaned back on the couch, a confident smile on his face and his hands folded behind his head. His cock shamelessly exposed and slowly going flaccid. “You have a master now, Felicia, and I will help you experience the pleasure that you have been denying yourself.”

“Yes, master,” said Melody, feeling a strange relief as she touched the choker with her fingers.

She folded her legs against herself, cradling her knees against her chest as she cuddled against Hank’s side. She felt at ease with him. He would tell her what to do and she would obey. This was the way things should be.

“Now, my sweet,” he said, draping an arm around her and pulling her even closer. “Tell me all your dirty little thoughts and dreams.”

She began with generalities, about how she wanted to be fucked outdoors and exposed in front of others. How she wanted to crawl and be punished and serve. All of this seemed to please Hank and made him chuckle, but he wanted more specifics.

“Your darkest desires,” he commanded, running his thick fingers over the choker and ringing the bell with a flick.

She thought for a moment about that wild day back in summer in suburbia. She could dredge up old fantasies, but she knew Hank wanted something new. Fresh. Filthy.

“Professor Grigsby,” she exhaled, picturing the ruddy-faced, fat old professor.

“I think I know him,” said Hank. “An old tenured bastard. Ugly. With his hair combed over his bald head like fingers on a hand.”

“That’s him,” said Melody.

“What about him? Did he fuck you?”

“No!” cried Melody. “No. Nothing like that. It’s… well, he touched me.”

“Inappropriately?” asked Hank.

Melody nodded. “Lingering too long. His hands on my body, but not obviously sexual. It…”

“The horny old goat. And let me guess… you liked it?”

Melody bit her lower lip. She nodded reluctantly.

“Yes, you did, because you’re a submissive little cumslut aren’t you?”

She nodded again.

“And you don’t care if it’s a handsome man like me or some fat, filthy, pathetic old professor like Grigsby. Is that it?”

“Y-yes, but… I haven’t done anything with him.”

“What about in your head?”

“Well, um, yeah, I thought about it,” said Melody.

“You pictured it. You visualized yourself giving your body to this disgusting old professor who can’t keep his hands to himself.” Hank pressed his lips to Melody’s ear. Thrust his hand between her legs to squeeze her cunt through her pajama bottoms. “That’s the first step to fucking him. To giving in to him and serving him. That’s what submissive little cumsluts do.”

“Ohhhhh,” moaned Melody, closing her eyes and leaning her head back against Hank’s arm as his fingers kneaded her pussy through her pajama bottoms.

“It makes you hot to  think about him touching you,” growled Hank. “Putting those fat hands all over your body. Drooling on you. Kissing you.”

“Yessss,” moaned Melody, squirming against Hank’s fingers.

“Yes,” he agreed. “You want his dick. You want it in your hand. Your mouth. Your tight little cunt.”

“Ohhhhh, yes,” admitted Melody.

“Getting wet through your pajamas,” murmured Hank. “Stand up. Take them off. Show me how wet it’s making you to think about getting fucked by Professor Grigsby.”

Melody slid to her feet, bending forward as she rolled her pajamas down from her round bottom. Hank whistled with appreciation as she exposed her pale, peachy bottom. He smacked it before her PJs were even down to her knees, leaving a throbbing red handprint on her right cheek.

“Yeah, nice, bend forward now,” he growled. “On your hands and knees. That’s good. Head down, baby. Raise your ass up for your master. Mmmmmmm. Now reach between those legs and spread that pussy for me.”

She moaned, her weight on her shoulders and breasts, her hand between her thighs and fingers spreading the folds of her cunt. Hank dipped a finger into her slick cove, feeling her tightness and the warm nectar of her pink walls.

“Thaaaaat’s a good girl,” he said. “You’re so fucking wet. You want Professor Grigsby to shove his fat cock in here, don’t you?”

“Yessssssss,” moaned Melody. Hank gave her ass another swat and Melody quickly corrected, “Yes, master!”

“That’s right. I’m your master, Felicia, and you are my obedient little cumslut. You’re going to beg to be fucked. Beg to suck my cock. You’re going to wear a leash around my place and crawl around on all fours unless I say otherwise. You’re my pet. And you’re going to keep me entertained. Do you know how?”

“How, master?” gasped Melody, her heart pounding and her pussy tightening around Hank’s finger.

“You’re going to do all the filthy things you’ve been thinking about,” said Hank, pumping two fingers into Melody’s pussy. “Mmmm, that’s right. Rock back against me. Let me see you work that big ass. That’s a good girl. You’re going to fuck and suck and serve everyone you can imagine. Every dirty fantasy. No rules unless I give them to you. Then you’re going to tell me alllllll about it.”

“OOoMmmmmmmmhppphhh!” moaned Melody, her thighs quivering and her asshole clenching as she neared a climax against Hank’s thrusting fingers. But the big janitor denied her. He drew his fingers back and chuckled to himself.

“That’s right,” he said. “Tomorrow. You’re going to act out on every single dirty fantasy. No matter what people think of you. Because you’re free.” He caressed Melody’s ass with both hands. “You’re free of decisions.”

“Plllllease,” moaned Melody. “Let me… let me cum.”

“Hmmm? Oh, right, you’re begging to cum. Very well. I’ll give you what you need.”

Hank suddenly reached to the back of Melody’s neck and snapped a leash onto her collar. He wounded it around his fist and pulled her head up from the floor, forcing her to arch her back and catch herself on her hands. Her tits hung heavily, thrust forward slightly by the forced bowing of her body.

Any discomfort from the position was forgotten the moment she felt the head of Hank’s fat cock rubbing against her pussy. Smearing her nectar across her folds and up into the crack of her ass.

“Ffffffuuuuuuuck,” panted Melody, fingers clawing at the carpet.

She hadn’t needed to be fucked this badly in years. Her pussy was throbbing and hot and practically hurt with her need to be filled. Taken. Owned by her master.

“I knew I would have you from the moment I moved in,” growled Hank, teasing his thick cockhead against Melody’s clit. “That pretty boy you’re shacked up with could never handle a submissive slut like you. I bet he doesn’t have any idea what do with you, does he?”

“Nooo,” gasped Melody. “No idea. He can’t… can’t take charge. Not like yoOOOHHHHHHH!”

Her sentence was interrupted by her master’s thrust. His fat cock impaled her trembling cunt, filling her with the full throbbing length of his straining manhood. Thick. Veiny. Manly and in control. He buried his cock in her, drew back his hips, and pounded it in again. Melody’s cries of pleasure rose and fell to the intense rhythm of Hank’s thrusts. He held her hair wrapped around his fist, pull her head back, slamming his hips against her again and again and smacking her ass. Her tits swinging and against her ribcage.

Melody could hardly believe it. Three years without this sort of sex in her life had almost made her forget how good it could feel. The sensation of being fucked by Hank – by a real man – was driving her wild. This was what she had been missing with Brandon. Sweet, adoring, terminally boring Brandon.

“Fuck me,” she cried. “Oh, yes, master! Fuck my tight pussy!”

“I’m going to fuck it until you beg me for my cum,” he said. “Then… I’m going to fill… that tight cunt up.”

“Ohhhhhh yessss!” cried Melody, driven to the brink by his cruel words, hairpulling, and fat, slamming cock. “Ohhhh, it’s so good! It’s going to make me… make me cum! May I cum, master?”

“Oh, yes, you can, slave,” laughed Hank, pounding into her so hard that droplets of sweat started to flick off her face and tits and onto the coffee table. “Cum for me! Right now! Cum and let me feel that pussy squeeze my cock!”

“Ahhhhh! Yes! YESSSSSS! Cumming!” She grabbed for him, kneeling upright, holding his hip as he slammed into her from behind. As she began to cum, he reached around her with his free hand and roughly squeezed her left breast. Twisting her nipple, seasoning her sudden climax with a sharp tug of agony from her tortured bud. She came hard on his big dick. She drenched his balls and his pubic hair with her cum. Waves of it pouring out with her rippling climax.

She whimpered and shook. When Hank was satisfied that she had cum hard enough, he shoved her forward onto her face on the carpet and drummed his hips against her with his intense, forceful strokes. She gasped and clawed at the carpet. She whimpered. She felt him swelling up inside her. His balls tight each time they hit her clit.

“Yeaaaah, here it cums,” he growled, slamming her with each stroke. Driving her down. Leaving rugburns on her knees. “Take it! Take my fucking load! Here it comesssss! AHH!”

A bolt of hot cum pumped against Melody’s sensitive cervix. She cried out with pleasure as he hilted and filled her with his load. Gushing into her. Drenching her womb. His cock slowing. Pulling out almost gently and letting the cum run from her pussy. He rubbed his spunk-smeared cock into her crack, teasing her tight asshole.

“Dirty girl, Felicia,” he chuckled, slightly out of breath. “I would punish you, but I want to give you a chance.”

“Thank you, master,” she whimpered, her cheek to the carpet and her ass still raised.

“Tomorrow, you are going to go to Professor Grigsby and you are going to do all the naughty things that have been filling that pretty head.”

“What?” she asked, surprised by his words.

He smacked her ass so hard with the flat of his hand that tears welled in Melody’s eyes.

“You heard me. I won’t repeat it. Tomorrow night you come back here and you tell me all the things you did with the professor. For every dirty deed I will reward you. If you don’t do anything, oh, my dear… your punishment will be one you won’t soon forget. Do you understand me?”

How could she refuse him? The idea of doing something so naughty was a dangerous, tantalizing thrill.

“Y-yes, master,” she whimpered.


5.4

Her First Seduction

Melody could still feel Hank inside her. The thickness of his cock. The heavy weight of his load deep inside her cunt. She flattened her palm against her slender tummy as she staggered down the hallway. Hank’s words were still hot in her ears.

“Go home to him now,” he had growled before shoving her out into the hallway. “Go home to your little boyfriend, Brandon. He’ll never have you again. Not really. You know I’m telling the truth. You can feel it in your heart. You belong to me, Felicia.”

She felt angry about those words. Stung by them and wounded because of her love for Brandon. He was a good man. Maybe he wasn’t a domineering asshole like Hank who could make her feel all those submissive things she had felt before, but he was a good man. Wasn’t that what she was supposed to want out of a man?

She unlocked the door to the apartment and stumbled inside, so dazed after being treated so roughly by Hank that she almost knocked over a lamp. Her mind was reeling from what he had done to her and what he had made her promise to do for him. To act on her fantasies. To become the submissive slut she had always dreamed. Did Brandon even have a place in that life?

“He will if I have anything to do with it,” she whispered, heading towards the hallway and back to the bedroom.

Brandon was sound asleep, his mouth hanging open and a snore escaping his lips. The duvet was still pulled back on one side of the bed where Melody had slipped out to go to Hank’s apartment. She glanced at the clock. Almost three in the morning. Only a few hours until she was supposed to be up to head to class. She was exhausted, but she knew she couldn’t sleep. Not until she proved Hank wrong.

Instead, Melody undressed beside the bed and crawled atop Brandon. She was breathing heavily and had to control herself as she reached a hand between her legs and felt for Brandon’s soft cock in his boxers. She wet her hand with a lick of her palm and then grasped his soft cock and began to stroke.

“Mmmmm,” moaned Brandon, turning his head but not waking up.

Melody stroked him more forcefully. She dipped her fingers into her pussy and felt the slick remains of Hank’s load. She squeezed some of this onto her hand and used that musky slime to lubricate her boyfriend’s cock. Pumping him faster. His cock swelling and growing erect beneath her fingers. Once he was hard, she lifted her hips and pressed his tip to the slick, creamy folds of her cunt.

“Oohhhhhhhhhh,” she groaned as she settled down onto his hardness. Long enough and stiff enough, sure, but as she rode all the way down to Brandon’s root, she began to feel the disappointment. His cock wasn’t like Hank’s. But maybe he could prove himself to her. Maybe he could fuck her right.

Melody began to ride atop her boyfriend. Her breasts heaving in the light through the blinds. Her hips working. Her peachy bottom bouncing up and down as she rode his hard cock. There was an obscene, wet note to her riding and the smell of cum was thick in the air. Would he notice if he woke up? It was too late to stop.

“Mmmm? Wah?” Brandon began to stir. His eyes fluttered open. Came into focus as he looked up at Melody riding his cock. “What… what’s happening?”

“I needed it, baby,” she panted, falling atop him and kissing him. “Ohhhh, baby, I need that good dick. Fuck me hard.”

“Holy… holy shit,” gasped Brandon, coming fully awake. “Oh my god, Melody. You’re so fucking wet. Ohhhhhh fuck, that feels good.”

“Yeah? You like that naughty pussy? You like that wet, wet pussy on your big dick?”

“Fffffffuck,” groaned Brandon. “Fuck it’s so slippery.”

“Yeaaaaah, I want it raw and dirty. Yessss!” She began to ride hard atop Brandon, making the bedsprings squeak and the whole bed shake. Her soft tits bounced and slapped with her hastening pace. Her cunt tightened.

And then he was cumming. Far too soon. Brandon grabbed desperately at Melody’s hips. He squeezed her ass and hunched forward, thrusting his cock as best as he could. She felt the jolt of his orgasm. He pumped her full with several rapid spurts and then sagged on the bed beneath her.

“Cum with me!” he cried. “Cummmmm for me, Melody!”

“Yes! Oh, god, it’s so good! I’m cumming so hard on your big cock!” she wailed with pleasure, but it was all fake. She was nowhere near her orgasm. She tried to keep riding him. Tried to chase her own real pleasure, but it was too late. Brandon’s cock was softening and his cum was leaking out of her cunt. He was spent.

“Ohhhhh, fuck, that was good, baby,” laughed Brandon. “But it’s like three in the morning. I need… need to get back to sleep. Oh, fuck. But I gotta piss. Get up, baby.”

He gave her a gentle push and rolled Melody off his body. She turned onto her side, feeling desolate after her boyfriend’s disappointing performance. She listened to the chug of his piss into the toilet and then him brushing his teeth, but all she could think about was what Hank had said. What Hank wanted her to do.

And Professor Grigsby. The slovenly old professor that Hank, her master, had commanded her to submit to. The thought of the mean old bastard dominating her put a smile on Melody’s face. Maybe her boyfriend didn’t know how to use her, but Hank did. What Professor Grigsby?

She could hardly wait to find out.

Professor Dwayne Grigsby

It had been another difficult lab period in Professor Grigsby’s Biochemistry 302. They were working on rat stem cell cultures and the marker dyes weren’t fluorescing properly under the UV lamp. Melody’s lab partner, Cary Quinn, was not much help. The frizzy-haired girl was shy and even though she was great on tests she was not good with lab work. That left everything to Melody and Melody barely understood the project. Their experiments had failed and she was in the process of cleaning up when she felt a familiar presence moving behind her.

Professor Dwayne Grigsby was an obese old pervert. Everyone in class knew it and tolerated his lingering touches in the hopes he might take a liking and give out a good grade. But Melody was under different orders tonight. She glanced over her shoulder at Grigsby as he stepped right up to her and put both of his fat hands on her shoulders. He loomed over her back, several inches taller than her and breathing heavily through his hairy nostrils.

He had graying black hair that he combed sideways in a pitiful effort to cover up his baldness and he wore his dress shirt untucked beneath a too-tight sweater vest. This had the effect of accentuating his bulbous shape and, because the vest was a purple so dark it was almost black, made him look like an eggplant. He looked down at Jenny over the rims of his glasses.

“I’m afraid I have to score you both an incomplete today,” said the professor, squeezing Melody’s shoulders. “Really a shame. I would like to see you both do so much better, but you need to focus. You will have one lab and one quiz left to make up your grades and complete your stem cell project.”

Melody met his eyes. She wanted to get away from him. Get away from the heat building in her core. Escape her perverted urges and her need to submit to such a repulsive man. But Hank had given her very specific instruction and, after her sad attempt to get Brandon to fuck her properly, she was willing to do whatever Hank wanted.

“Um, Professor Grigsby? I’m really struggling with the material. I was wondering, I mean, I know it’s not your office hours, but do you think I could talk to you after class?”  She chewed her lower lip and looked up at him, turning free of his hands on her shoulders so that she faced him with her low-cut blouse. The one with the rose print and the frilly neckline. The one he had been eyeing last week. “I could really use the… help.”

Grigsby’s watery bugeyes bulged behind his glasses. Her tits were on full display, without even a bra, and she was wearing a miniskirt so short that her ass was almost hanging out. There was no way he could resist.

“Um, yes, of course,” he said, his grin revealing his yellowing teeth. “I would be happy to discuss your situation with you.”

After the classroom had cleared out, Melody approached Professor Grigsby and he motioned for her to walk with him to his office.

“I’m glad you decided to discuss this with me,” he said, draping an arm across her shoulders. “I think there is a lot we can do to get your grades up. Extra quizzes, maybe some study sessions, and of course, special extra credit work.”

They arrived at his cramped office and he switched on the light. The place had an atmosphere to match his shabby style of dress. There were books stacked up everywhere, loose piles of paper, lab kits, and a desk covered with folders stuffed to overflowing. He had to move stuff out of one of the chairs to give her somewhere to sit, then he leaned against his desk.

“So what did you have in mind?” he asked, smiling knowingly and brazenly looking down her top. “You’re going to have to work very hard to make up for that 62% average in my class.”

“Well, I think there has been some misunderstanding,” said Melody. “I’m not going to do extra credit, or study, or even take your quizzes. Not for real anyway. You’re going to give me an ‘A’ in your class because I know you want to fuck me.”

He waited a beat. When Melody didn’t explain further, he waved his hand. “This is ridiculous. You can’t prove what I want. And I have never done anything untoward with any of my—”

“Professor Grigsby,” giggled Melody. “I know you want to bend me over that desk and pound me with your fat cock. It’s okay. You can admit it. I’m not trying to get you fired or canceled or whatever. I’m just trying to be realistic.”

She reached down and gathered up her miniskirt, sliding it up her thighs as she slowly spread her long, toned legs. Professor Grigsby’s eyes nearly popped out of his fat face as he realized that in addition to not wearing a bra, Melody was not wearing any panties.

“Oh,” said Professor Grigsby, staring at the perfect blushing peach of Melody’s pussy.

“Do you like it shaved like that, professor?” she asked, petting her pussy.

“Yes, I do,” he said, wetting his lips. “It looks, ah, very clean. Very ripe to be plucked.”

“So, here’s the deal,” she said, slowly easing two fingers between her folds. “I know you have wanted to give me that dick from day one. That’s okay, professor, don’t try to deny it. You are going to let me get away with just pretending to do work in class. You are going to give me that ‘A.’ And every day I can I am going to come here after class and I am going to be your perfect little slut. You can watch me play with my pussy. You can make me suck your dick. You can fuck me anywhere or anyway you want. I’ll be your fucktoy, Professor Grigsby.”

“Holy shit,” muttered the ugly old professor. “Are you… are you serious?”

“Don’t I look serious?” asked Melody, pumping three fingers slowly in and out of her slick pussy.

Grigsby wet his lips. Disbelief became understanding. Then a glint in his bugeyes.

“One moment,” he said. “You stay just like that, Melody.”

He walked around his desk and took out a rattling bottle of pills. He dropped two tablets into the palm of his hand and swallowed them with a gulp of coffee. Then he was on Melody, yanking open her blouse as he went down to his knees beside her chair. He grabbed her breasts with the eagerness of a teenage boy, caressing and squeezing them. Grunting with lust and leaning in to press a sloppy, wet, coffee-bitter kiss to Melody’s lips. He fucked his tongue into her mouth and she moaned in reply, giving in to his sudden show of dominance.

Grigsby felt her surrender. He chuckled and pinched at her nipples.

“I accept your offer, my sweet little slut,” he laughed, jabbing his tongue back into her moaning mouth. Tasting her. Sucking at her tongue. She kept pumping fingers into her pussy as she kissed the professor. Her cunt blazing hot. Her nectar spilling down her crack to soak the pleather seat of the chair.

“Ohhhh, professor,” moaned Melody. “Use my body however you want.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” he kissed her triumphantly, saliva trailing from his tongue to hers as he pulled back. His fat fingers squishing into the soft flesh of her breasts. “Yessssss! That’s the spirit, Melody! Let me taste that pussy. Let me taste it on your fingers. Mmmmmm!”

She slid her fingers from her cunt and held them up for Grigsby. The professor looked at her, red-faced and bugeyed, sucking at her fingers and licking her nectar from between them. As he did, his hands flew to his belt. He unbuckled it and lowered his trousers. His thick, red, veiny cock jutted from the flap of his boxers. Precum dripping. The shaft twitching. The fat mushroom cap almost purple with his Viagra lust.

“Suck it!” he grunted. “Suck that fucking dick, you little slut!”

“Yes, sir, professor,” she said, sliding from the chair and onto her knees as the fat professor leaned back against his desk. Melody grabbed hold of his fat cock and immediately fed it between her lips. Swirling her tongue beneath his fat glans. Curling her tongue around that cock and twisting her head a little as she bobbed down and up and down and up again. Slow, deep, hungry strokes.

“Suck those balls too!” groaned the professor.

“Yes, sir,” she moaned, popping her lips free of his cock and tonguing her way down his shaft to lick those sweaty balls. She actually gagged a little as she took them in her mouth. Both at once at first, but she couldn’t get a good suction with her mouth crammed full of them, so she took them one at a time. Sucking. Stroking his cock as she sucked. Drool running down her chin and dripping from his hairy sack.

“Thaaaat’s right, slut,” moan the professor, his hand on the back of her head as she sucked and worshipped his balls. “You taste all that? Full of cum for you, Melody. My favorite student. Aaah. My sweet little ball sucker. Open up, slut. I’m going to feed you all this cum now.”

“Ahhhhhhh!” Jenny rocked back on her knees, her butt against her heels as she opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue. Grigsby held her head with one hand and used the other on his cock to guide it into her wide-open mouth. She moaned as he thrust to the back of her throat. His cock too fat for her to easily swallow. Rubbing his thick helmet against her tonsils. Making her eyes water as he thrust in and out of the soft oval of her lips.

“That’s right,” moaned Grigsby, tensing up and breathing like he was going to have a heart attack. His face was bright red. His grip on Melody’s hair was so tight it hurt. He fucked in and out of her mouth, slow and intense strokes, his balls slapping wetly against her chin. “Ffffffuuckkkk! Take it!”

His cock was suddenly pumping into her mouth. Coating her tonsils. Drenching her tongue in his thick, salty slime. Filling her mouth and even overflowing it around his fat, twitching cock. She looked up at him, eyes watering, and she swallowed. She drank. She nursed the cum from his cock. Hollowing her cheeks before puling her lips free.

“What a good slut,” he groaned, sliding his cock from her mouth. “Your grades are already improving. I’d have you stay so I can fuck you tonight, but I really have somewhere I must be. So your lovely mouth will have to suffice… until tomorrow.”

“Th-thank you, professor,” said Melody, already sliding down her skirt and buttoning up her blouse. She walked out of his private office in a daze. Her footsteps echoing in the empty classroom. Her tummy doing a flip-flop with her bellyful of professor spunk.

A part of her couldn’t believe what she had just done. After three years of being a good girl she had just sucked off her ugliest, nastiest, most perverted professor. The bigger part of her was thrilled by it. By the humiliating nature of it. By the way she had encouraged him to use her. She couldn’t wait to tell Hank all about it. Thinking of his face as she explained how she had precisely followed instructions.

She stopped beside the drinking fountain and let the cool water flow into her mouth and wash away the bitter taste of the professor’s cum. She was thinking about Hank and about how wet it made her when he spanked her when her phone began to vibrate. She pulled it out of her backpack and saw that Brandon was calling. She knew she should probably let it go to voicemail, but she decided to answer.

“Hey. What’s up?”

“What are you up to?” asked Brandon.

“Mmmm, just had a talk with Professor Grigsby about my grades.”

“You sound bummed about it. You okay?”

“It was a lot to swallow,” said Melody, walking out of the chemistry building and into the sunlight. “So what’s up, Brandon? I have another class in five minutes.”

“Oh, right, I was just calling to say that I want to take you somewhere special this weekend. Somewhere, you know, nice.” There was a pause. A beat. And then he said the words that jabbed like an icicle into Melody’s heart. “I have something important I want to ask you.”

“Sounds awesome,” she said. “Wherever you want, babe.”

“I’ll figure it out and let you know. Have fun in class.”

It was going to be hard for her to think of anything other than what Brandon might have to say.


5.5

Date Night

“No, not like that, Felicia,” said Hank. “Come over here on your hands and knees. That’s a good girl. I can see in your eyes that you have something to tell me.”

“Yesssss,” hissed Melody, falling to her knees and crawling across the floor to the recliner where Hank was seated. Brandon’s phone call about “something important to ask her” was pushed to the side. All she cared about was Hank and that fat bulge in his trousers. She reached his feet, her ass in the air and her face almost even with his work boots. He smelled like cleaning chemicals. He was still wearing his work uniform.

A janitor’s uniform.

“Look at me,” rumbled Hank’s voice. “Show me those pretty eyes. Oh, that’s right. Smile for me, darling. You were a bad girl, like I told you to be, weren’t you?”

“Yes, I was very bad,” purred Melody.

“Tell me about it,” said Hank and he unbuckled his belt.

“I went to him after class, went to him and told him he was going to give me good grades in his class and I was going to… take care of him. However he wanted. Whenever he wanted.”

“Mmmmmmm, lucky old man, that Professor Grigsby,” said Hank. He slowly unbuttoned his pants and let his thick, flaccid cock flop into view. “Now, I want you to suck my cock. Nice and slow. While you tell me all about it.”

“Yes, master,” moaned Melody, reaching her soft hand around the fat hose of Hank’s cock. She began by stroking him and licking his cockhead as she told him all about her deal with Professor Grigsby. She felt Hank’s cock swell in her grasp and in her mouth. She tasted the first hints of his salty precum as she told him all about how she’d made out with fat old Professor Grigsby. How she’d sucked his cock and licked his balls. She sucked Hank and licked his balls as she told him about it.

Then she looked up at him with lust heavy eyes and really began to suck his fat cock. She bobbed and slurped on it, taking her time and going deep enough that she could feel him at the back of her throat. She massaged Hank’s spit-slick balls as she sucked.

“You were a real whore for him,” laughed Hank. “After you swallowed his cum, did he get to fuck you?”

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around Hank’s cock, slowly lifting her mouth. “No, he’s a one-and-done sort of guy, but he can fuck me next time.”

“Good girl,” said Hank, caressing her cheek, then wrapping his hand around the back of her head and pulling her mouth back down on his cock. She resumed sucking and bobbing in his lap. His cock stiffening. His balls tightening under her stroking fingers.

“Next time,” grunted Hank, “I want you to let him… fuck you… in your little pink asshole. I want that, Felicia. Will you do that for your master?”

“Mmmmhmmmm!” she answered, bobbing urgently on his cock, her tongue stroking beneath the tip. Hank’s grip tightened on her head. He let out a deep groan and Melody thrilled as she felt his cock pulse against her tongue. Hot cum pumped into her mouth, spurting to the back of her throat, and she swallowed it just as quickly as it came.

“Ohhhh, you greedy slut,” chuckled Hank, breathing heavily as he finished in Melody’s mouth. “That’s a good girl. Suck out every drop. Yesssss. Good.”

“Mmmmm, thank you, master,” purred Melody, lifting her mouth from his cock and licking up a few errant drops from his shaft.

“You are more slut than that fat old professor can handle. You need more fun. More servitude. Are there any other professors who will use you like you need to be used? Any you have a crush on?”

Melody thought about it for a moment and then admitted, “Yeah, my Women’s Studies professor, Angela Burke.  She sometimes does these exercises to demonstrate non-verbal contact. She always picks me to do the demonstration. I think she wants me.”

“And her?”

“She’s a lot older than me, but she’s sexy,” said Melody.

“Perfect. Then next Monday, I want you to get close to Professor Burke. I want you to show her you’re willing to do whatever it takes to get a good grade. Maybe let her in on your little secret past life. I bet she’d enjoy that.”

“Really?” Melody’s face grew hot as she imagined showing one of her videos to Professor Burke.

“Yes. Strike the same sort of deal you struck with Grigsby. Sex for grades. I want it to be that direct, Felicia. I want her to know that she is buying you and you are buying your grades with that slutty tongue.”

“Yessss,” moaned Melody, already quivering with anticipation.

Melody climbed into Hank’s lap and began kissing him. He took her breasts out, pinching her nipples and slapping them to tease them. He used his fingers to make her cum, then sent her home to her “useless boyfriend.”

She returned to the apartment she shared with Brandon and remembered that he had some big question he wanted to ask. She felt guilty about the way she had been cheating on him so rampantly. He loved her, clearly. Could she really agree to marry him after everything that had transpired in the past few days? She wasn’t so sure. She thought about confessing everything to him to just get it over with.

She crept into the bedroom where Brandon was sleeping. Her pussy was still soaking wet from getting fingered by Hank, but she had no interest in sharing her tight little cunt with her boyfriend. She changed out of her sexy outfit and into her PJs and was about to slide into bed when a thought occurred to her. If Brandon was going to propose to her, he probably already had the ring.

She checked the top shelf in the closet, his laptop bag, and even the tall cabinet that she had to get on a chair to reach. Nothing. But Brandon was more boring than that. His sock drawer! Of course! She’d caught him stashing condoms and lube and even a weird little vibrator in there. She made sure he was still asleep before easing the drawer open. She moved the socks and underwear around and, sure enough, she found a small, velvet ring box.

She snapped it open, flinching at the sound. It was a diamond engagement ring alright. Modest. Gold instead of platinum. Not a big diamond. But he had probably saved a long time to buy her that ring.

“Oh, Brandon,” she murmured, sliding the door closed. Her life had just gotten a lot more complicated.

The Big Date

Brandon was as dressed up as he got. A blazer and an open-collar shirt with khakis. He had shaved and was wearing that cologne Melody had told him she liked. She made him look like a slob in her pencil skirt and turtleneck, her hair parted and lustrous, her lips red and her eyes shadowed. He told her she looked stunning and then he had taken her to RJ’s Steakhouse.

It was a nice steakhouse for a college town, but it had a cowboy theme and even Brandon looked overdressed. Melody looked completely overdressed. Men were gaping at her tight turtleneck and short skirt with heels and stockings.

“I think everybody in here is looking at me wondering how I’m lucky enough to be at the same table as you,” joked Brandon.

She could see he was right. Why was this “6” at a table with a “10”? He was sweet and that used to be enough. But Melody had realized she wanted more. She wanted to be Felicia Fey. She wanted a master with a big dick to make her into a slave. She wanted Hank. And when Brandon popped the question she would be ready with the truth. It would hurt, but it would all be over then.

Brandon was fiddling with his pocket all through dinner. Melody just had a salad and Brandon picked at his steak like he was turning into a vegetarian. Finally, as a bread pudding dessert was being served, Brandon produced a slender black box from his pocket. Melody’s heart jumped as she braced herself for the proposal. But then he slid the box across the table to her and she realized it wasn’t the ring she had seen in the drawer. It was a cheap silver keepsake necklace with a heart pendant.

“Ohhhh, thank you,” she said, feeling a mixture of relief and disappointment. “It’s beautiful.”

“Let me put it on you,” he said, hanging it around her neck so that it dangled against the swell of her bust.

“I love it,” she said. “But, I thought you had a big question you wanted to ask. What was it?”

“Oh, ahhhh, well,” he sat down and flushed bright red. It took him a few seconds of stammering to finally come around to the point. “I was going to ask if you wanted to go to Florida for spring break. Would that, ah, be something you interested in?”

“Sure, yeah, probably,” she said, once again feeling that odd relief and disappointment mix. “I hadn’t really thought about it since I’ve been busy.”

Brandon started trying to sell her on Florida like he had been thinking about it all along, but she could tell he was just winging it and relating stories from friends. She pretended to listen. She was so mad that she was tempted to tell him about how she had just started fucking Professor Grigsby for good grades. How just that very afternoon he had bent her over his messy desk and fucked her bareback. How she’d stopped the fat old man and spread her cheeks and begged for his nasty old cock in her pretty pink asshole.

She almost interrupted Brandon’s story about South Beach and blurted out how she had taken her dirty old professor’s load in her ass, but she didn’t. No, Melody’s attention was suddenly drawn to the entrance of the bar. Hank, wearing a western style shirt, blue jeans, cowboy boots, and a turquoise and silver bolo, strutted into the restaurant. He looked in Melody’s direction, winked, and sauntered over to the bar.

Melody waited for Brandon to finish his sentence and then blurted, “I need to go to the bathroom. I’ll be right back.”

She made a beeline for the bar. Hank was nowhere to be seen, but then she caught sight of him beckoning from a curtain at the back of the bar. She approached and he ducked through the curtain and into a small, cozy private dining area.

“Room is reserved,” he said. “We won’t be bothered.”

“What are you doing here?”

“Checking up on you, darlin’,” he said. “Are you alright?”

“Well, now that you mention it…” Melody related the whole thing to Hank, from the ring in the drawer to Brandon chickening out on the proposal and inviting her to Florida. Hank listened sympathetically.

“He’s a fool to let a girl like you slip through his fingers,” growled Hank. “Look at you. That sweater. Those hips. Not only are you the prettiest girl in the joint, I don’t think there has ever been a prettier girl in RJ’s.”

“Really?”

“Yep. If it were me, I would’ve proposed to you yesterday.” He put his hand on her hip. Pulled her closer. “Would’ve made an honest woman out of you. Unlike that dipshit you’ve been dating. Brayden?”

“Brandon,” giggled Melody.

“Whatever,” said Hank, drawing her closer to him. “He isn’t even worth thinking about. Not with you here.”

He pressed a kiss to Melody’s lips that took her breath away. She swooned in Hank’s arms, surrendering her lips to him as his tongue forcefully claimed her mouth. He held her tightly as he guided her backwards, onto a low table in a booth.

“Fuck, you look beautiful,” he said. “Take your panties off. Right now.”

She slipped them from under her skirt, down her long legs, and handed them to him. He sniffed them and put them in the pocket of his blue jeans. He moved closer, parting her legs with his body, standing at the end of the table and unbuckling his belt. Her breasts heaved beneath her turtleneck. Her thighs quaked with her trembling need.

“You think Brandon will mind if I fuck you and cum in that sweet pussy?” asked Hank with a grin.

“You think I care?” replied Melody, lacing her arms around Hank’s neck and drawing him into another kiss.

He filled his hand with his stiff cock and guided it to her cunt as he kissed her passionately. Melody sucked in a breath as the head of Hank’s cock parted her soft folds and slid into the slick channel of her cunt. His fat cock took her breath away. Or maybe it was that smothering kiss. Or the way he yanked her turtleneck up over her breasts and practically tore her bra yanking it down beneath her tits. His rough hand palmed her left breast. His cock hilted inside her.

There were waiters and customers just a few feet away. Melody tried her best to keep quiet as Hank fucked her with slow, deep, intense strokes. His balls patted against her. His cock drove deep and pistoned out again. He brought his kiss down to her breasts. Teasing them. Tasting them. Cupping them in both hands as he began to fuck her harder.

“OoooOOOooo,” she crooned, unable to keep quiet.

Hank clamped a hand over her mouth. He kissed her neck. Her ear. Whispered, “Shut the fuck up, gorgeous. Fuck you are tight. Fuck your pussy is so fucking tight.”

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned against his hand. He hammered into her and she couldn’t hold back. Her orgasm rose around his cock, clutching at him with the rhythm of her pulsating pleasure. He must have felt it. He growled against her ear. Nibbled at her earlobe.

“You ready for this big load?”

“Mmmm,” was all she could reply, her brow furrowed and pleasure still spilling out from inside her. She could see a sliver of light on the side of the curtain. In fact, she could see all the way to her table. Brandon was there, playing some stupid game on his phone. Not even looking around for her. Oblivious to the fact that she was cumming hard on another man’s big dick.

“Here it comes, you little slut. Here comes your master’s big load. Fuuuuuck.”

He hilted again, his powerful body holding her down at the table as his cum erupted into her depths. His hot load greased his shaft as he drew back and thrust in again. Squelching inside her. Overflowing her pussy and dribbling down her asshole. Spurt after spurt of her master’s hot load of cum.

He slowed his strokes and lay atop her, panting against her ear. One hand tightly cupping her right breast. Kissing her softly. Releasing his other hand from her mouth.

“Oh, Hank,” gasped Melody. “I want you to fuck me like this every night.”

“No,” he said, drawing his cock out of her quivering cunt and watching the cum ooze out of her. “Not yet, anyway. I haven’t made up my mind what I’m going to do with you, but for now I like my little Felicia Fey to be my college slut. My whore for grades. You like that, don’t you, slut?”

“Y-yes, master,” she nodded.

He chuckled, scooping up some of the cum running out of her and feeding it to her. She locked eyes with him as she licked and sucked his fingers clean.

She slipped out of the private dining area first and headed to the bathroom to freshen up. By the time she made it back to the table there was a check with mints sitting next to Brandon.

“Oh, hey, babe,” he said, smiling. “Everything okay?”

Before she could answer, a big shadow fell across Brandon. He looked up at Hank standing behind Melody as she sat down.

“Hey, I hope you don’t mind that I came over,” said Hank, placing a hand on Melody’s shoulder as he smiled at Brandon.

“N-no,” said Brandon. “Do, um, do I know you?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Hank. “But I recognized Melody here and you, Brant, from the apartment building. I live right down the hall from you.”

“Is that right?” chuckled Brandon, not correcting Hank for calling him “Brant.”

“Yeah, wouldn’t forget a beauty like this,” said Hank, squeezing Melody’s shoulder. “You better keep her on a short leash. If you could even handle a girl like her.”

“What… what does that mean?” asked Brandon with a frown.

“Ha ha! He’s just kidding!” laughed Melody, her face turning red. “It was good seeing you, um, Hank, wasn’t it?”

“That’s me,” said Hank with a grin. “I’m sure I’ll be seeing more of you around the building.”

Hank gave Brandon a pat on the shoulder and departed for his table at the restaurant. Brandon watched him go, still bewildered by the encounter.

“What a weird guy,” said Brandon.

“Yeah, he’s strange,” said Melody, shifting slightly in her seat and feeling Hank’s cum on her inner thigh.

Back home, after the date, Brandon was all over Melody. She let him have a kiss, even slip his hand under her sweater to fondle her breasts, but when he tried to put another hand between her thighs, she stopped him. It wasn’t that she minded fucking Brandon, even if he couldn’t satisfy her, it was that she was still peeved about his failure to propose.

“What’s wrong?” asked Brandon, clearly expecting sex after the date and the necklace.

“Ah, I think I drank too much,” said Melody. “I have a killer headache. How about a raincheck?”

“Um, okay,” said Brandon. “But it has been a while since—”

“I know,” said Melody a bit sharply. She softened her expression and laced her arms around his neck. “I just don’t feel up to it tonight, baby. We can make it up soon.”

“Mmm, okay,” he said, kissing her cheek. “I’d better get some rest anyway. I’m working on a paper and I need to get it done.”

“You go work then,” she said, rising and kissing the top of his head. “I’m going to get some sleep.”

She could feel him watching her as she walked out of the room. After brushing her teeth and changing into her PJs, she slipped under the covers and began to think about Hank.

How he was so much more of a man than Brandon in every way imaginable. How fucking Hank behind Brandon’s back like that was one of the hottest things she had ever done.

How she wanted nothing more in her life than to be a whore for Hank.

She just had to work up the courage to break the bad news to Brandon.


5.6

Women’s Studies

Melody’s heart was pounding in her chest throughout the entire lecture. She watched with genuine interest as Professor Angela Burke stood at the digital chalkboard, explaining the lesbian revolution in the media and the history of lesbian literature. But the subject matter wasn’t why Melody’s heart was pounding the whole time. Hank had given her a mission, to seduce and submit to Professor Burke, and Melody had been psyching herself up for it for more than an hour.

Professor Burke was an attractive older woman with big glasses and her curly black hair pulled back in a loose, springy ponytail. Her scarves and flowing skirts could never completely hide the fact that Professor Burke was incredibly curvy, with wide hips, a big ass, and powerful thighs that were revealed as she walked back and forth in front of the class. Her enormous, somewhat pendulous breasts were rarely slung in a bra and Melody could make out the professor’s thick nipples poking at her blouse.

The woman’s confidence in the material and her authority over her class were exciting. Professor Burke had also caught Melody watching her and seemed intrigued by the prospect of one of her young students having a crush. Melody hoped that was the case and it wasn’t all in her head.

“…which is why the film versions will never capture the subtext of Fingersmith. And why your papers should be based on a reading of the text rather than a watch of the movies. Next Tuesday. Any questions?”

The class murmured but nobody offered a question about the assignment. Professor Burke walked right up to Melody’s desk as she surveyed her class. She stood in a way to block Melody from leaving and even pressed her fingertips to Melody’s books.

“Alright, see you Thursday,” said Professor Burke. “But get started on the assignment before then. I can spot a rush job on a paper.”

The class rose from their seats and began to clear out. Professor Burke locked eyes with Melody as the students maneuvered around them. Waiting for the lecture hall to clear. For them to be alone in the big room. Smiling down at Melody as if they were already in on some secret together.

“What is it, Professor Burke?” asked Melody as the door closed behind the last student.

“You’ve been watching me very closely today, Melody,” said Professor Burke. “I was wondering if you needed something.”

Here was the opportunity. Professor Burke was holding the door open, but was it the right door? Was she really ready for what Melody was about to offer?

“Well, um, it’s just that I find you very, um, compelling, along with the material.”

“And you have a little crush on me?” Professor Burke’s smile was condescending as she sat down in the desk next to Melody’s. Sitting down happened to pull her blouse taut against her pendulous breasts and revealed the professor’s stiff nipples again. “It’s alright, Melody, a lot of my students become invested in the material. They have a sort of awakening, which is great, and I encourage it. But what you’re feeling towards me is just the start of those feelings. Perfectly natural, but something you should explore with women your own age who aren’t in positions of authority.”

Sitting so close to Professor Burke was more than a little intimidating. Her lavender scent was strong and Melody watched the older woman’s breasts gently rising and falling as she breathed. It was hypnotic. But she couldn’t allow herself to be distracted. She had to press ahead.

Melody lifted her books and slid her phone out from under them.

“It’s not a childish infatuation,” explained Melody, trying to keep a quiver from her voice. “I know more about being a lesbian than you might think. And I know what I want.”

“Okay, I’ll bite: what do you want?”

Melody was ready. She had the clip picked out on her phone. She unlocked it, hit play, and slid it over to the professor.

“I want to pursue legal action,” said Melody, “against the production company that has been posting these videos online. I never consented to have them shared on public websites like this and yet they are posting them with their company accounts to promote their other content. And I think it is really jeopardizing my potential career and my wellbeing.”

The video was from a series Melody had particularly enjoyed making called My Evil Stepmom. Each scene featured a young woman being “punished” by her “stepmother” and forced into acts of sexual submission. Melody had very carefully chosen a clip with a busty brunette named Mariana St. Croix. The woman’s curvy figure and age matched up quite well with Professor Burke. The clip began with Mariana choking Melody as Felicia Fey, kissing her and torturing her nipples, then sitting on her face and riding her as she spanked her clit.

Melody watched her professor stare at the clip. First caught off guard by being shown a video of hardcore lesbian pornography, realization slowly dawned on her that she was watching a clip of her student. The very student she had come to gently chastise for having a crush.

“Are they… they all like this?” asked Professor Burke.

“Oh, not all, there’s this one too,” said Melody, taking the phone back and starting another clip, this one with a busty blonde wearing a strap-on fucking Felicia Fey. Melody made sure to thump up the volume on her phone so the sound began to play through the speaker. She could hear her own voice moaning, “’Yes, mommy! Oh, yes, fuck my ass!’”

“Um, and what did you want done about this?” asked the professor, her cheeks coloring.

“I hoped I could like sue them or something to get them taken off the sharing sites,” said Melody. “I know I can never get rid of them completely, but for their official account to be posting this stuff seems like I could sue.”

“And you approached me about it?”

“For your advice,” said Melody. “You’ve always talked about the degradation of pornography and how it can cause a woman to internalize the male perspective of her sexuality. I feel like, you know, I have internalized that perspective and I want to, like, de-internalize it. And I thought maybe you could help. Do you think so?”

Professor Burke wet her lips. Melody could see her going over the implications of what Melody was saying. Maybe even seeing the possibilities, but also the risks. Melody saw her opportunity. She pressed a hand to Professor Burke’s leg and slid it up past her knee.

“I thought, maybe we could go to your office and talk about it more,” said Melody.

Professor Burke suddenly got up from the desk. Melody thought she had blown it for a second, but then the professor turned back.

“Not my office. Not on campus. Do you understand?”

“Off campus?” asked Melody hopefully.

“’Oh, mommy, let me eat your ass,’” moaned Felicia Fey on the video that was still playing in Professor Burke’s hand. The professor realized she still had Melody’s phone and tossed it back to her.

“If you’re really serious about this, Miss Applebottom, we can discuss it further at my apartment. Two hours?”

“Sounds good,” said Melody. “Can you give me the address?”

Professor Burke scribbled it down on a piece of paper, then held Melody’s hand when she tried to take it. She gave Melody a long, hard look, her brown eyes huge behind her glasses.

“This is a very private one-on-one session,” said Professor Burke, her voice husky with desire. “I hope you understand that, Melody. Absolute discretion.”

“Absolutely,” replied Melody.

She’d hoped to end up bent over Professor Burke’s desk in her office getting spanked or ass-fucked by a strap-on, but a visit to the older woman’s apartment was the next best thing. “See you then, Miss Burke.”

“Angela,” said the professor.

“Sure. Then you call me—”

“Miss Applebottom,” said Angela.

“Right,” giggled Melody. “See you in a couple hours.”

“Don’t make me wait,” said Angela, adding the hint of a threat to her tone.

Melody had to text Brandon that she was staying late. She offered to pick up some food for him on the way home and he asked for his favorite Chinese place. She rolled her eyes. If the poor sap knew how she had been spending her time apart from him then all of his alarm bells would have been going off. No sex, disappearing for long stretches, staying late at class. All warning flags that Brandon was ignoring.

Or maybe he wasn’t ignoring them. Maybe he was letting his imagination run wild and watching her videos. Maybe her sweet boyfriend secretly wanted to be a cuckold.

Melody arrived at Angela Burke’s apartment a few minutes early. She was wearing the same tight skinny jeans and same hoodie she had been wearing in Angela’s class. The outfit didn’t matter much. She didn’t intend to be wearing it long.

She knocked on the door. No one answered. Knocked again and heard, “I’m coming!”

A few seconds later, Angela opened the door. She was wrapped in a towel and her hair was all piled up atop her head like she had been taking a bath. Judging by the sweet floral smell of her, that was exactly what she had been doing. Melody’s eyes were drawn to the creamy, water-speckled mounds of Angela’s breasts just barely tucked into her towel.

“You’re a little early,” said the professor. “I was having a soak. Come on in while I get dressed.”

“You don’t need to do that.”

“That’s enough of that, Miss Applebottom,” scolded Angela, though she was smiling. “Come in and have a seat. I will be with you in a few minutes.”

Angela stepped back from the door. Melody, feeling a bit hot after being scolded, entered the apartment and sat down on the couch. It was a nice older apartment with a park view. Big enough for a family, but seemingly only occupied by Angela. The walls were decorated in erotic feminist artwork. Nude nymphs kneeling alongside a female priestess. A gorgeous woman sprawled on a divan while another woman caressed between her thighs. An abstract piece that resembled a vulva, but Melody couldn’t exactly grasp how it resembled one, it just did.

“Your art is, um very interesting,” shouted Melody as Angela dressed in the nearby bedroom.

After a few more seconds, Angela emerged and Melody almost fell off the couch in surprise. Her professor wore nothing but a strap-on cock bouncing with each step as she strutted into the room to stand in front of the couch. The sheer nudity of the woman stunned Melody for a second. She saw the softness of her body. The small rolls on her love handles. The chubbiness of her tummy. Those big, pendulous breasts with wide areolas and thick nipples. A few tattoos on the older woman’s arms. Bird-themed. The straps of the strap-on cinched tight into her pudgy hips and thighs. The cock slender, smooth, and slightly curved.

“Oh… oh my goodness, Angela,” gasped Melody.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it Miss Applebottom?” Angela grasped Melody by her chin. “No point pretending otherwise. I am going to handcuff you to my bed and I am going to fuck your brains out. That’s what little teasing sluts like you want. But first, you are going to suck this cock, or I am going to fuck your face with it.”

Angela grabbed Melody by her blond hair and pulled her off the couch and onto her knees. She began to rub the smooth dildo against Melody’s cheeks and lips. Melody moaned, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.

“You can fuck my face,” she moaned. “If that’s what you want.”

“Yeah? It is what I want.” Angela grabbed Melody’s head in both her hands and slid her strap-on into Melody’s mouth. All the way to the back of Melody’s throat. Making her spasm with a reflexive gag. She suppressed the urge to do more than gag, her eyes watering as Angela began to fuck her mouth. Hilting the dildo with each stroke. Her tits bouncing. Her hips working. Fucking and pumping that slick cock into Melody’s gagging mouth.

“That’s a good slut,” moaned Angela. “You like to be a slut? You like to seduce older women and get fucked by them?”

“Hnngggkkkk hmmmm,” agreed Melody, looking up through watering eyes.

“Good, slut,” chuckled Angela. “Good. Let’s get you cuffed to that bed so I can fuck your naughty holes.”

Bent over, grabbing the wrought iron bed frame, Melody moaned as Angela handcuffed her wrists. The big older woman thrust a deep tongue kiss into Melody’s mouth, then stripped down Melody’s jeans and panties, wet a finger, and thrust it into Melody’s steamy cunt.

“Ohhhhh, yeah, you young girls get wet so easily,” murmured Angela. “Makes for a nice smooth fuck. You like it hard, slut? Tell me you like it hard.”

“I love it hard,” moaned Melody. “Don’t hold back. Pound my pussy. Fuck my ass.”

“Don’t tell me what to do!” laughed Angela, giving Melody’s peachy bottom a hard swat. “I’ll do it anyway, because that’s what I want!”

“Yes, mmmmm, yes, Angela,” moaned Melody as the professor rubbed the dildo at the entrance to her pussy.

“You know how many cute little college girls I’ve turned into my lesbian whores? It must be twenty by now. But you, Melody, are the hottest. You’re the first with a full porno career.” She teased open Melody’s cuntlips with the head of the dildo. “Now show me how you fuck!”

Angela slammed the dildo into Melody’s slick cunt. Rammed it all the way in and back out again. All the way and out again. Over and over. Then went deep and hard, into a rhythm that made the bed shake and left Melody gasping for breath. The woman knew how to fuck another woman. Angela spanked and squeezed Melody’s ass while she fucked Melody. She teased a finger into Melody’s asshole and drove the former porn star wild.

“Ohhhhhhhh my gooooodddddd!” cried Melody, cumming hard on the thrusting dildo, her head thrown back and her body arched. The cries of pleasure only encouraged the rough fucking she was getting. She whimpered in disappointment when Angela drew the dildo out of her clutching cunt, but was rewarded a moment later by the hard cock screwing into her cute pink butthole.

“Yesssss! You take it so well!” cried Angela, her tits heaving as she sawed the strap-on in and out of Melody’s ass.

If anything, the assfucking was harder and more intense than the fucking. It also made Melody cum even more. Especially when Angela unlocked her cuffs just long enough to roll Melody onto her back, then locked her up again and resumed fucking her ass in a missionary position. Kissing Melody and draping her perky tits in Angela’s big soft mounds. Rubbing and grinding as she pumped the dildo in and out and made Melody cum again and again.

Angela seemed to cum during this, moaning with pleasure against Melody’s lips before finally slowing her thrusts. Melody expected Angela to order her to lick her pussy or eat her ass, but the older woman seemed done with her at that point. She slid the dildo out and flopped over onto her back.

“That was good,” panted Angela. “I hope it helps you… understand.”

“Oh, yes,” moaned Melody, rolling onto her side and kissing Angel’s gently heaving breasts. “Yes, I understand now…”

She moaned as she began to lazily suckle the older woman’s fat nipple. Angela chuckled and cradled Melody’s head.

“That’s a good girl,” chuckled Angela breathlessly, stroking Melody’s sweat-damp hair. “I can teach you some more about the facts of life… once I’ve hydrated.”


5.7

Her Man and Her Master

Melody turned her key in the door to the apartment she shared with her boyfriend. She was exhausted, smiling, and trying to keep from laughing. But she was exhausted foremost. Angela had worked her out more than almost any boyfriend she’d had in years. That bitch knew what she wanted and it was Melody on her knees doing all sorts of dirty things.

Things that Melody had enjoyed immensely. Serving Angela. Pleasuring the older woman. Maybe that was what feminism was all about. Being an obedient sex toy to an older woman. A mentor of sorts. Angela was the sort of hot older woman that Melody could imagine serving until she was the one old enough to be getting served by a young, sweet-tongued beauty.

“Mmmm,” murmured Melody, finally feeling the lock click. She pushed the door open with her shoulder. The only sound the rustling of the bags of Chinese food she’d picked up to fulfill her obligation to Brandon. She’d been ignoring his texts all night. She knew there were a lot of them. She knew he was mad.

The lights were out in the kitchen, but she saw him sitting there at one of the stools in the breakfast nook. He switched on the cannister lights, his face glowering and confused. He’d stayed awake to wait for her, clearly.

“What’s all this?” he asked, gesturing to the bags. “I ate hours ago. I should be in bed and…”

His words trailed off as Melody tossed the Chinese food carelessly onto the counter and sauntered towards him. Her eyes aglow. A mischievous smile on her face.

“What… what are you doing?” he asked.

She dropped to a crouch in front of him, her hands on the knees of his pajamas. Moving up his thighs. Untying the waist string of the pajama bottoms.

“Mmmmmm, what does it look like I’m doing, Brandon?” she asked, looking up at him as her fingers curled into the waist of the bottoms. She drew them down to reveal his tight boxer briefs. The stirring lump of his cock inside.

“Shouldn’t we talk about… about what you’ve been… ohhhhhh fuck…”

His resistance crumbled as she pulled down the waistband of his underwear, wrapped her hand around his stiffening cock, and fed it straight between her soft lips. Her eyes fluttered shut as she took him all the way into her mouth. The full length of his cock, tickling at her throat. Her nose pressed into his pubic hair. Her lips gliding down to his root. Her tongue reaching out for his balls.

It took two full bobs of her lips to have him fully hard. She took him into her practiced throat. Eyes barely watering as her silky swallowing reflex squeezed around his cockhead. Bobbing and gurgling softly. Drool spilling down her chin. Dripping from his balls. A wanton mess as she slurped louder and more eagerly.

This was not one of the expert but careful blowjobs Melody usually gave Brandon. She was sucking his cock like a whore. She wondered if he was picturing her like in one of her videos. She knew Brandon liked to watch them.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned and popped her lips free. Stroking him against her lips. Her tongue. “I want you to cum down my throat. Can you shoot that big load down my throat, baby?”

“Uh, holy… holy shit. Fuck. Yeah, I can.” He grinned. “I’m close, Melody. Just keep… oohhhhhhh ffffuck.”

She didn’t wait for him to finish his instructions. Her eyes closed and she went back to deepthroating him. Sucking and gurgling softly as she bobbed up and down on his stiff cock. She slid her blouse up over her breasts, playing with her soft tits with one hand while the other held the base of his cock. Pinching her nipples. Hard. Moaning around Brandon’s cock.

“Ahhhhhhhh! Fuck… I’m gonna… gonna… OOOOOHHHHH!”

She went all the way down on his cock and pressed her nose into his pubes again. Whatever her feelings about Brandon and his inadequacies, that dick felt good in her throat. Throbbing. Jerking. Spurting. Hot cum pumping down her throat as she swallowed around him. Her throat muscles massaging out every drop of her boyfriend’s cum.

She kept him in her throat and swallowed again and again until he began to soften. Then she eased off him, breathing heavily. Smiling sweetly.

“Oh, baby, that was a big one,” she giggled.

“You’ve never done it like that before,” he said. “That was… fucking amazing.”

“I know,” she said, rising and kissing him on his cheek. Blowjobs solved problems. It was just a fact of life for a pretty girl like Melody. And she enjoyed solving problems. “I need to grab a shower. Why don’t you get the food onto some plates while I’m getting cleaned up?”

“Y-yeah, sure,” said Brandon, tucking his cock away and pulling up his pajamas.

Melody didn’t mind sucking down her boyfriend’s cum, but she was glad to be alone in the shower. Glad to close her eyes and picture her recent lovers like Angela and Hank. Even Professor Grigsby. Running her hand between her thighs and fingers pumping into her hot cunt as she pictured Angela’s tongue drilling into her hot cove and Hank’s cock pounding into her ass.

She let out a cry as she began to cum against her fingers, bucking her hips and soaking in the hot flow of the shower. She emerged from the water calm and satisfied. At least for the time being. She knew her libido was getting out of control. Every free moment, she wanted to be serving a master. Submitting to another man or woman’s desire.

She returned to Brandon wrapped in a towel. Her hair wrapped in another.

“Oh,” he said, grinning to see her dripping wet and the towel tucked into her cleavage. “Feel better?”

“Yeah,” she said, looking over the plates of food. “Oooh. The pork looks good. And give me some of the shrimp fried rice. Those shrimp sure know how to cook it…”

They ate and talked about nothing. Classes. Work. At some point during the meal, Melody’s towel became untucked. Her cleavage deepened. And deepened. Until her stiff pink nipples were exposed. Rosy red from being sucked by Angela. Melody finally realized when she caught Brandon staring.

“Oh, shit,” she laughed, covering up again.

“N-no,” said Brandon, reaching over to her and pulling the towel open again. “Leave it. It’s… you’re beautiful. You turn me on.”

“Again?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Again,” he said, leaning across to her and kissing her.

She pulled back after only a moment, wiping the gingery taste of General Tso’s from her lips.

“Oh, honey, I ate too much,” she said, smiling apologetically.

“No, I’m not taking ‘no’ for an answer,” he grinned, leaning across for another kiss.

She relented this time, letting his hot tongue roam in her mouth. Sharing the taste of the iced tea she’d been drinking. She reached a hand into Brandon’s lap and felt his hardness. It gave her a hot thrill to realize looking at her tits had made him hot all over again.

“Yeah? You want some relief, baby?” She slid down his pajamas again and took his stiff cock in her hand. She began to work it up and down, smearing his precum down his shaft. Then spitting in her hand as she stroked him faster. The saliva made wet slurping sounds on his cock.

“Ohhhh fuck, that’s good,” he groaned, watching her tits jiggle. “Talk… talk dirty to me.”

“Talk dirty?” She giggled. “Alright, how about I tell you… about the time I sucked off two guys at the same time in high school.”

“What?” His eyes went wide. He jolted upright.

The story wasn’t actually true. It was the plot of one of her pornos. Chet and Michael. A buff blond guy and a ripped black guy. And her on her knees.

She whispered it all to Brandon as she worked her hand on his cock. Describing their cocks to him. The way they tasted. The way they made her gag. Their hands on her head. How she had gone back and forth between them as her makeup ran and trickled down her cheeks.

“I got them right up to the edge,” she whispered, “and then I took one in each hand and stuck out my tongue. All the way out. My mouth open wide.”

“Ohhhh fuck,” groaned Brandon, jerking in his seat. “Then… then what?”

“You know what happened next, baby,” she purred in his ear. “I stroked faster and faster. My mouth open so wide. Begging them for it. Looking up at them and begging as I pumped my little hand on their big football player cocks. Ohhhhhh fuck, that’s right, baby. Shoot it just like they shot it alllll over my face.”

She nibbled at Brandon’s ear and laughed as he began to cum. She watched him out of the corner of one eye. Watched the thick jets of cum spurt over her hand and onto the table. The last pumps trickling out through her fingers. Dripping onto his balls.

“Mmmmmmm. You’d better clean up, Brandon,” she chuckled and wiped her hand on a napkin. “I think you made a mess.”

After that, Brandon was drained. He also seemed a little embarrassed. Like hearing about her fake high school exploits had made him feel a little cuckolded. But there was no question he had liked the story. He came almost as hard from her hand as he had down her throat.

So they cleaned up, brushed their teeth together, and settled into bed side-by-side like a couple. He even spooned her with his cock nestled against the curve of her ass. One hand on her soft breasts underneath her nighttime sweatshirt.

But cuddling with Brandon wasn’t what she really wanted. She waited until her boyfriend was asleep and snoring and eased his arm aside. Wiggled out from under the duvet. Slipped out of her sleeping clothes and into a thong, stockings, garters, and a bra. All black. Sleek on her curvy body.

She saved the collar Hank had given her for last. She went into the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror as she shut the collar around her slender neck. A submissive thrill went through her body. She flicked the tiny, tinkling bell and her clit throbbed with need.

She slipped out of her apartment and crossed to Hank’s. It was almost two in the morning, but she didn’t think he would mind the late-night visit. She eased the door open and fell onto her hands and knees. Crawling. Whimpering needfully as she reached his bedroom and pushed the door open.

She could see him, shirtless, his hairy chest rising and falling.

“Hank,” she called out to him as she crawled towards his bed. “Hank, master, it’s me. Felicia.”

“Mmmmm?” His head lifted from his pillow. He sat up sharply, coming awake, realizing that she was not just some animal or an intruder, but a luscious young twenty-something crawling onto his bed beside him.

“Oh, fuck, you’re late,” he grunted. “I waited up for you and you never showed.”

“I’m showing now,” she said. “Forgive me, master.”

“I do,” he said. “And you’re going to tell me all about your evening with Angela… mmmmm… while I fuck that pretty pink pussy of yours.”

He pulled her into his arms. Crushed a kiss to her lips. She moaned with need. His kiss was so much more forceful than Brandon’s. So much more controlling. His tongue conquering hers. Her mouth surrendering to him as his strong hands caressed her body. Unbuckled her bra. Callused fingers on supple flesh. Stroking her straining nipples. Squeezing her plump tits.

He rolled her onto her hands and knees again and moved behind her. He smacked the creamy peach of her ass and tore away the silky black thong. She whimpered as he rubbed his fingers down her crack. His fingertips circled her asshole. Could he tell she’d been fucked in her ass by Angela? He teased her sensitive divot before he moved his touch on to her steamy cunt. He dipped a finger between her honeyed lips. Stirred the throbbing heat of her pussy.

“Oh, you’re ready for it,” he chuckled.

“Yessssss,” she moaned, head down and ass up, practically begging to be fucked as she looked back over her shoulder. “Yes, master. I’ve been thinking about you ever since I left Angela.”

He drew down his boxer shorts, his thick cock filling his hand. He worked his hand slowly and rubbed the tip at her entrance.

“Mmmmmmm. So tell me about her. How did she fuck?”

“Like a queen,” moaned Melody. She told him everything. It spilled out of her as he pressed his fat cockhead to her aching entrance and drove deep into her pussy with his fat cock. Incredible. That cock was everything Brandon’s wasn’t. Hank’s thrusts came hard and fast, his hips spanked her ass and drove her face into the bed. His cock stretched her and beat against her backwalls.

“Did you serve her like a slave?” grunted Hank, grabbing Melody’s slender waist in his big hands and pounding into her clutching cunt.

“Yesssss,” hissed Melody. “I ate her cunt. I ate her ass. I was hers. I belonged to her.”

“She borrowed you,” growled Hank, punctuating his words with a hard smack on Melody’s ass. “You belong to me. Tell me.”

“Yes, master,” cried Melody, clawing at the bed. Throwing her ass back hard against him. Loving every thrust of that fat older cock. “Yes! I belong to youuuuu!”

“Fuucckkkk! I’m going to cum! Ohhhhh fuck, I’m going to cum in that pussy. Are you ready?”

She was cumming already. Gasping his name. Unable to offer any answer other than an overheated, “YESSS!”

“Take this load, baby!” He grunted, slamming deep and firing his hot cum into her pussy. Pump after pump, drenching her backwalls. Smearing her cervix. His thrusts slowing as her orgasm fluttered around his twitching cock. Taking him until she had milked the last drop from his cock, then sliding forward onto the bed. A lewd, bubbling slurp from her pussy as cum drooled out of her gaping hole.

“That’s gooood,” he said, spanking her ass with both hands. Spreading her cheeks, then squeezing them together again. He rolled away from her and onto his back. She rolled slowly beside him. Nuzzled against his hairy chest and draped an arm across him.

“Can we do it some more?” she asked hopefully.

“It’s late, Felicia,” he said, kissing her forehead. “But here is what you are going to do. That pussy needs to be tamed and it’s going to take a village. I want you to seduce the other three professors you have in the next couple weeks.”

“All three of them?” she gasped.

“Yes, all three!” He smacked her ass. “All three of them. Even the one you thought might be gay. You’re going to serve them. If you can pull it off, you will get a big reward from me.”

“Ooooh, what’s it going to be?”

He grinned and kissed her forehead again. His big hand squeezed her ass.

“You have to succeed if you want to find out,” he said. “But I promise, it’s going to be everything you ever dreamed.”


Book Six: The Good Minotaur
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6.1

Pursued in the Dark

The rain pelted relentlessly on Diana Brenton. Her dress was soaked and clinging to her body. Her stockings torn and feet bare. The road was an awful mire and so Diana stumbled into the woods. She was terrified of the dark forest of Schurzwek, but she had no choice. She had to get away.

Her breathing became ragged as she stumbled into the woods. She could hear them chasing after her. Laughing and speaking in their awful foreign tongue. What were those things? Goblins? Orcs? She didn’t know creatures of such brutality. They had killed the outriders with bows and arrows and had used a huge boulder to smash into the horses drawing her carriage.

“Gods, help me,” she whimpered, praying to whichever deity might listen. She was only half a day’s travel from her uncle’s castle. Half a day from her future husband. She did not fancy marrying family so close in blood. She had prayed that the fat old man would die before she came of age. That prayer had not been answered. Still, she would gladly marry fat old Conrad Brenton if it meant escaping these creatures.

“Come baaaack, pretty one!” cackled one of the creatures chasing her into the forest.

“We see your feet! You not go far! We make you fuck us all!”

They laughed maniacally. It sounded like a whole clan was chasing after her.

Maybe it was. After they had killed the horses, they had attacked the carriage. The drivers and her bodyguard, Warton, had fought desperately, but they had been slaughtered in the end. Buying only enough time for Diana to run away. She hadn’t made it far before she heard them in pursuit.

Now, they were getting closer. The goblins could see better in the dark and with the rain the moon was hidden in the clouds. She was stumbling and tripping every few steps. More than once, she ran straight into a tree.

She could hear them panting as they chased her. Like animals. Hungry for more than her blood.

The downpour ceased just as she reached the edge of a clearing. She went skidding out into the sodden grass and fell to her knees. Moonlight broke through the clouds and caught Diana in its silvery glow. She staggered to her feet, her white dress torn, her stockings covered in mud, and her breasts heaving at the corset of her bodice.

For one moment, she thought she might have escaped. Then the cackling goblins flooded into the clearing. Five of them. Ten. A dozen. They encircled her, their spears red with the blood of her protectors. Their beady eyes leering.

Their high-pitched voices taunted her.

“Come on, pretty! No fight! We make feel good!”

“We fuck-fuck!”

“You suck shank!”

She was doomed. She knew it. But Diana was raised to stand up for herself. She was not about to rip open her bodice and offer herself to these creatures for some slim hope of mercy.

She squeezed her hands into fists as they closed in around her. She caught the first spear one jabbed at her, twisted it out of the goblin’s grasp, and knocked another on the head. They didn’t want to kill her, they wanted to have their way with her, so they stayed back.

Then one of the larger goblins shrieked impatiently and charged with a bludgeon. Diana, soaking and teary-eyed, braced her goblin spear to meet the charge. To face the blow from the goblin’s club. To die like a Brenton.

There was a loud “WHOOMP!” and a crash from the nearby tree line. The goblins yelped in sudden fear. They jabbered in their tongue as a shadow fell across them. The figure was enormous, bigger than any man that Diana had ever met, and cloaked in an oilskin slick with rain. He was wielding a walking stick as big as a tree trunk.

He took a swing at the mass of goblins and sent three more flying into the trees. The rest shrieked in terror and ran at top speed from the clearing. Diana, exhausted and terrified, fell to her knees in the wet grass. Shivering and whimpering.

The shadow fell across her as the huge figure approached. He pulled back a hood to reveal a shocking face with the features of an enormous bull, complete with horns and brown fur, but the eyes of a man. A minotaur! A true creature of legend! Said to eat men alive and grind their bones into paste!

He began to speak in a rumbling voice, but Diana never heard what he was saying as she fainted dead away.

Shelter and Comfort

Diana’s eyes opened slowly. She was dry. And warm. Near a crackling fire in a stone hearth. She was on a bed or cot. Comfortable enough that she thought she might be in her uncle’s castle.

“Uncle?” she called, sitting up slowly.

“You fell hard,” said a basso profundo voice that rumbled through her body. She turned away from the fire and saw a huge figure sitting on a stool beside her bed. He was enormously tall and covered in brown fur that bulged with muscles. He had two curved horns on his head and the muzzle of a massive bull. He wore a loincloth of sheepskin that could not quite cover the massive cock that dangled between his furry legs.

“What… what… who are you?” asked Diana, trembling with fear.

“I am Gren,” said the huge creature, his voice deep and booming. “I guard the hills. I drive the goblins away.”

She sat up and the blanket shifted from her body, exposing her large, but youthfully pert breasts. She gasped as she realized she was naked beneath the blanket and quickly pulled it back up to her chin. The beast looked at her with intelligent, even sympathetic eyes.

“You… you undressed me?”

“You were wet,” he said and pointed a massive finger towards her clothes hanging next to the hearth.

“Oh,” she said and tried to feel if she had been touched in a bad way. But she felt nothing amiss, other than scrapes and bruises form her run through the forest.

“I have soup,” said the huge creature. The steaming bowl and spoon looked tiny in his hand, but they were sized more for him. The bowl practically filled Diana’s lap as she sat on the bed. The spoon was like a ladle. The soup was warm though. Rich and meaty.

“Thank you,” she said and meant it. “I thought I was done for.”

“Goblins would not kill,” he said, his voice rumbling through her and doing strange things to Diana’s insides. “Goblins kill men. Not women. They take women back to the tribe. They use them in bad ways.”

“Yes,” said Diana, blushing deeply. “Yes, I heard them. They wanted… yes, I know.”

“Where were you going?” asked Gren.

“To my uncle’s castle in Shinnbok,” she said. “He’s Baron Brenton. Do you know him?”

“Of him,” said Gren. “Shinnbok is not far. One day walking. You rest and I will take you there in the morning.”

“Thank you,” she said and meant it again. She sipped at her soup and felt better with each swallow. Gren watched her but did not stare. He seemed almost bashful despite his huge size. That apparent shyness emboldened Diana. She asked, “Are you a minotaur?”

“Half,” said Gren. “Other half is human. Was born from a human mother.”

Diana couldn’t imagine the pain of birthing what must have been an enormous baby. But the idea of a half-minotaur being born made her realize that minotaurs must be able to interbreed with humans. Her cheeks grew warm again thinking of a woman being taken by a beast like Gren. It wasn’t hard for her to picture herself beneath him. Being plundered by that massive cock. But he was so gentle. Would he really plunder?

She looked again at that dangling cock. Its flattened brown head. Its thick shaft spotted pink and dark brown.

Gren cleared his throat. Snorted through his bull’s nostrils. He had caught her staring. Her face grew very hot as the half-minotaur studied her.

“You are curious?” he asked.

“Huh? Oh! No.” Diana shook her head vehemently.

“I will show you if you wish,” he said, standing up and towering over her. “There is no shame in you seeing my body.”

“I don’t… I mean… I was just…”

Gren reached down to his loincloth and slowly untied the knot that held it around his waist. Diana found she could not speak as the minotaur’s huge hands worked open the sheepskin and revealed the spotted length of his enormous bovine cock. Diana’s breath caught in her throat at the size of it. The enormous bollocks like two eggs of some great bird in a hairless dark brown sack.

“You may touch it if you wish,” said Gren, and he came closer to her on the bed. The thick hose of his cock swung gently with his movement.

She could smell it. Not foul at all, but a thick and musky scent. Like a man who has just come in from laboring bare-chested.

“Go on,” said Gren, hanging his cock so close to her face that even in the dim glow of the firelight she could see the bulge of veins beneath the skin.

“Al-alright.” Diana felt a rush of excitement as she reached her small hand out to Gren’s massive cock and slowly grasped his shaft just beneath the flattened head.

Gren let out a soft grunt of, “Mmm.”

Without thinking, Diana reached out with her other hand to completely encircle his shaft with her grasp. Two hands working together. Slowly sliding up the dangling hose of cock and feeling her fingers brush against the weight of his bollocks.

A thought came to her like a thief stealing into a dark house.

“I do owe you, sir,” she said, her voice small and husky with this strange desire. “You saved me from a terrible fate. Shall I repay you now?”

Who was this person? Not the daughter of a Duke. How could she speak such a thing to such a creature?

“I ask nothing of you for the aid I have given,” said Gren.

Diana’s hand moved down his dangling shaft. Back to the tip. She could feel the increasing pulse of the minotaur through his flesh. His cock beginning to slowly stiffen. To rise.

“Bring it closer,” whispered Diana.

Gren took another step closer. His cock in her face. His scent seeming to reach from her nose down into her core. She ached for him. For this beastly cock.

“Be careful, Diana Brenton,” rumbled the minotaur. “Once it rises, it must be tamed.”

“Oh? Will you let me tame it?”

“I promise you I will,” said Gren. “But we must be careful. Such a thing might hurt such a delicate girl.”

“Oh, gods,” moaned Diana, letting her towel slip as she pressed her body against his cock. The heat of it rising against her cheek. Her breasts cradling the shaft. Her nose to the throbbing, stiffening shaft. Her tongue slid out without conscious effort. She tasted that clean, bare flesh. Tasted him as she slid her mouth to his tip.

Tasted the oily liquid that gathered at his flattened crown. Licking that up made the minotaur groan deeply.

He reached down and wrapped her in his arms. Pulled her to his face. So bestial and yet so handsome. His kiss smothered her mouth and his tongue met hers. She cried out against him, yielding to his every desire as he bore her across the small cave and to a bed more suited for his size.

He lay down upon it with her in his arms like some doll. Dwarfed by his muscular immensity. Her body naked and exposed and flushed with her desire to feel him.

Her legs parted and he set her down so that her cunny pressed against his shaft and slowly bent it towards his muscular abdomen. He groaned as her weight came to rest upon his cock. As he, perhaps, felt her leaking nectar.

She certainly felt the heat and throbbing of his cock in her virgin cove.

“You will be… my first,” she whispered.

“My sweet Diana,” rumbled the minotaur, slipping his huge hands up to cradle the softness of her breasts. “It is my honor to be so. Take me at the pace of your comfort. I will not be rough.”

She peered down into those soulful brown eyes and she began to move. Rocking her hips. Sliding her slick cunt against his shaft. Faster with the urgency of her lust. The pleasure building until she could not bear it any longer. She had to have that magnificent cock inside her.

She could not kneel to take it. She had to stand on the bed astride his hips and his cock slowly lifted of its own arousal. She sat her cunny back upon the flattened, pre-slicked tip. Gren groaned, bracing her waist so she did not fall and hurt them both. Her weight slowly pressed. Her folds, so tight and slick, began to open to his blunt cockhead.

She gasped as she felt her cunt yawning wide for him. Pain from the tightness of it. Fullness from the very first. Sliding into her. Impaling her inch by glorious, throbbing inch.

“Ohhhhh, Gren,” she moaned, easing down onto him. Lower. Lower. Taking him until her thighs began to shake. Until she felt him against her womb. There was no blood. She had lost her maidenhead during a rough game with one of her sisters. But the pain was exquisite. Almost surgical.

“Easy now, sweet Diana,” murmured Gren. “The pain will pass.”

And it did. The sharpness of it becoming an ache. Becoming numbness. Becoming… taut pleasure. Slowly, so very slowly, she began to move. It was easy despite her awkward stance, for Gren’s hands supported almost her full weight. She slid up to his tip and down again, taking more on the second stroke. More on the third. Until finally she was able to ride down to her knees atop him. Still kneeling high but feeling accomplished. Smiling at him and catching her breath.

“Good?” she panted.

“Good,” rumbled his reply.

He moved his hands slowly to cradle her firm little bottom. Squeezing her and appreciating her youthful ripeness. She was of age now. Of age and this would not be her uncle’s chance. Oh, no, her uncle would follow the biggest, most magnificent cock that had ever been wrought in flesh.

“Gods,” she gasped, moving atop him. Her body following a path of pleasure as old as time. Her small clit rubbing and experiencing each ridge and throbbing vein of his cock. His slickness spreading inside her. Adding to her own. Faster. Breasts bouncing. Smiling down at him as her pleasure built.

Warmth stoked to fire. Burning, feverish heat deep in her core. Radiating outward and pulsing from her clit.

“Yesssss!” she cried.

She could feel Gren as well. His cock somehow growing even thicker. His body tensing. His hands squeezing tighter against her ass.

“I think… it’s… happening,” gasped Diana, knowing by the welling elation inside her that she was nearing some peak never climbed before.

“My beautiful girl,” rumbled Gren. “I join you. I join… join youuuuuu!”

His last word became a savage, bestial bellow. She cried out, throwing back her shoulders and head as she began to cum. As she rode down as hard as her body would allow onto that glorious cock. She felt the starburst of pleasure inside her body and then she felt Gren’s cock begin to buck.

His eruption struck her with the force of a geyser. Hot seed pumping into her and flooding every secret place within her cove. Spurt after massive spurt that overflowed and drenched her depths. Pouring in hot, musky trickles down her thighs. Dripping onto his bollocks and smearing her quivering cunt. Such a filthy eruption only added to her peak of pleasure. Prolonged it.

Finally, both spent in their ecstasy, she collapsed atop him. His cock sliding free of her stretched cunt. His oily seed poured out. Her body shuddered atop his furry chest. He stroked her and held her there. She turned his face to his and offered up her lips.

His kisses were gentle. Tender.

“I never want to go back. I… want to stay here,” she whispered. “With you.”

“Then you shall,” was all he said and those words filled her with incredible happiness.


6.2

Captured by Love

Diana awoke to the singing of the birds. Fresh, warm summer air breezed into the cave and stirred the blankets and Diana long hair that spilled across the bed. She turned over and reached out for Gren. Her arm fell instead on an empty bed, the straw mattress deeply indented from the weight of his massive minotaur body.

“Gren?” she rasped, lifting her head slowly.

She could still feel him inside her. That magnificent, giant minotaur cock stretching her and bulging her tummy until she felt as if her body was just an extension of his. Rising and falling in his powerful grasp. Pressing against his muscles and cumming again and again on that enormous pillar of cock until finally, with a snort and a bestial roar, Gren had once more filled her with his hot seed. The smell of it clung to her body. She could still feel it dried to her loins. She tested her cunt with two fingers and felt the thickness of his seed.

“Ew,” she said, sniffing at her fingers. “I need a bath.”

She hopped out of bed and pulled a loose-fitting gown on over her naked body.

“Grennnnn!?” she called out, but still did not receive an answer.

She felt a moment of dizzying fear. Her mind flashed back to that bloody attack by the goblins many days ago and she wondered if the horrible beasts might have done something to Gren. Then she noticed that his hunting bow was missing from the cave and felt relief. He had gone hunting. That was all.

While Gren was out, Diana tended to the den. To call it a cave was not quite accurate. Gren had clearly lived in it for many years and had chiseled away at the stone to make shelves and rooms. He had hung curtains over doorways to create privacy and over the weeks of Diana’s stay with him he had brought her a whole chest full of clothing.

She bathed in the nearby hot spring and wrapped her shapely young body in a towel as she looked through the chest. There was rarely a reason to wear clothes in the cave. It was warm and she enjoyed being naked and free around Gren.

But as she looked over formal gowns, work clothes, and pantaloons, she came across a small box containing lace and silk. She lifted the box out and revealed fine Orleanian white lace forming a sheer corseted bodice, panties, and garter along with a pair of white silk stockings.

“Why would he have these?” wondered Diana, holding them up to her body and realizing they were sized perfectly for her burgeoning curves. Her excitement grew as she looked at the comparison in the piece of polished silver that served as Gren’s mirror. Not only did everything look like it would fit, it also looked like it would suit her.

A thrilling idea struck her then. She would surprise Gren when he returned. She would wrap her body in this fine Orleanian lace and present herself to him.

Dressing took longer than she expected. Everything had to be exactly right and she no longer had a servant to help her. She tightened the garters until they dimpled her ample thighs and cinched the corset until her soft breasts were squeezed to their utmost.

She already had pots of makeup and perfume given as gifts from Gren. She painted her lips and shaded her eyes. She spritzed her body with sweet-smelling perfume and turned before the mirror, marveling at the way she looked like a highly priced courtesan of Thoulon. She even slicked back her short blond hair in the manner of those women.

Gren returned sometime later, his heavy footfalls and grunting announcing his arrival. He had dragged the carcass of some beast up to the cave and spent an annoyingly long time preparing a smoke fire to preserve the meat. By the time he entered the cave, Diana had nearly fallen asleep.

“Hmmm? Diana?” he grunted, looking around the cave.

She hid beneath the heavy furs on the bed, waiting for him.

“Are you there?” he parted the curtains to look for her.

Her heartbeat quickened as his hooves clomped over to the bed. She felt him looming above her.

“Are you well, Diana?” he grunted, standing over the bed and nudging her with his knee.

She threw back the cover and arched her body to present herself in all her beauty to him. A luxurious morsel of femininity, wrapped in lace and bound in her corset and garter. Her legs in sheer silk and her round bottom threaded with the flimsiest lace thong. She rolled on the bed as he stared in amazement, then she got to her knees and climbed his body using his muscles as handholds.

“Diana!” he laughed, catching her bum in his huge hands and holding her against him. “Where have you found this costume?”

“In the chest,” she said. “Now sit down, Gren. I want to show you something.”

“Hmmmmm,” he grumbled. “Alright.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed, his furry legs parted and the bulge of his loins swelling in the ragged trousers he had taken to wearing.

“This is not necessary,” rumbled his deep voice.

“Oh, yes, it is,” giggled Diana as she began to move before him. Her years of etiquette and schooling had not been without their intimate lessons. One was the dance of the betrothed, meant to be performed on her wedding night to her husband. She moved to a rhythm heard only in her own mind, her hips rolling and her flat abdomen showing beneath the lace corset. She turned, arching her back and showing off the roundness of her ass and the way the lace threaded between her cheeks.

Gren grumbled with lust, watching her movements with his dark eyes hidden in the shadows of his heavy brow.

“Diana…”

She ignored him, moving faster to her internal rhythm, reaching the culmination of the dance as she began to breathe heavily. She pressed against him, arching her back, her bottom in his lap and one arm curled around his powerful neck. She could feel the bulge of his hardness. The pillar of her “husband” swelling against her bottom. She pressed down against it, bucking her hips, letting him feel the softness of her quim.

“I cannot bear it!” snorted Gren and he suddenly picked Diana up, lifting her over his shoulder before hurling her down onto the bed. One big tug yanked open the corset. Another tore the panties from her thighs and popped the straps of the garter. Diana squealed with shock, Gren above her, panting, his nostrils flaring. She had never seen him in such a state.

“W-what’s wrong, my love?” she asked, batting her lashes as she looked up at him.

“Wrong? That my cock is not sheathed in your cunt!” he snarled and tore his trousers from his body with a loud rip of cloth.

His massive bovine cock swung free, jutting immensely above her and already dripping with precum. Diana shrugged out of her split corset and reached for that massive pillar of cock, but Gren knocked her hands away.

“That time has passed,” he said. “It is time now for mating.”

Her dance had worked all too well. She had not simply aroused Gren, she had put him in full mating rut. His cock twitching. His brow furrowed. His nostrils practically blowing out clouds of steam.

“W-wait, Gren, please,” she said, backing away from the bed. “Calm down a little. I-I’m not ready for—”

“Time now for mating!” he thundered and grabbed her ankles. He pulled her closer and spread her legs wide. His huge body moving atop her as he gripped his shaft in one hand and guided it to Diana’s slick cunny.

His strength was incredible. He pushed Diana’s feet almost back to her head and rubbed the hot weight of his cock against her slick folds. She was aching for him, but also afraid of him. He had become a beast like never before.

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Mating!” bellowed Gren and he drew back his hips, let the flattened head of his cock catch against her cove, and rammed forward with the force of a charging bull.

Diana was driven down into their bed as Gren’s massive cock impaled her slick cunt. She felt a momentary flash of excruciating pain followed by the slowly numbing sensation she had experienced during their first time together. Her abdomen bulged and stretched around him. If his first thrust nearly broke her, then his second and third stirred and rearranged her insides. She could feel him beating against her womb. Against her organs. Pounding and pumping into her like some immense piston.

“Ooohhhhhgggghhhhh,” she groaned, her head lolling back with the shock of being so thoroughly filled.

In those moments, Gren did not seem to care anything about her discomfort. He hammered his huge cock into her, relentless and driven by his bestial lust. His heavy bollocks swung against her ass and his massive cock hilted inside Diana’s stretched cunt with each stroke.

Diana’s heavy breasts bounced and swayed with the force of Gren’s thrusts until he pressed her legs back so far that her knees were pinning her breasts in place. His force and weight folded her body in half. His lust pounded her down into the bed until, with a sudden rising force, she began to cum. It felt to Diana as if her entire body was rippling and clenching around that huge cock. A rolling spasm that gripped his entire length Her eyes rolled in her head. Her mouth hung open in a wordless moan of ecstasy.

Faster and faster, he slammed his cock into the molten depths of her loveliness. Her soft human body was near the breaking point beneath him as he snorted and snarled. She felt his cock swelling. His bollocks tightening. His weight bearing down on her with crushing force.

“Gren!” she choked out, but her massive lover wasn’t listening.

“MATING!” he bellowed and snorted and drove deep again and again until his cock seemed to double inside her. With a long roar of pleasure, the mighty minotaur finally unleashed his pent seed.

“Grennnnn!” cried Diana, feeling the hot rush of his cum.

Oily spunk gushed into Diana like an undammed river. It flooded her womb and spurted out of her cunt around Gren’s thrusting cock. She gasped as she felt the overflow spurting down the crack of her ass and drenching their bed. The size of his massive cock ensured she felt each pulsating pump of cum. Each spasm of his climax.

But Gren had only just begun. He drew back his hips and let his cock slip from her cum-drenched cunny with a loud slurp. Trapped spunk poured out of Diana’s gaping cunt. She whimpered and squirmed in the slimy pool of it on their bed. Gren took hold of her hip in one big hand and turned her over. Onto her hands and knees. Her face down in the bedding and her ass raised up as he lifted her hips higher.

“Mating,” he grunted through his heavy, snorting breaths. Gren slapped the wet length of his cock, semi-flaccid now, against Diana’s ass. He slithered his fat hose up and down her crack and dragged his veiny beefsteak over her twitching asshole. She felt ruined by his first fucking, but he clearly wasn’t done.

“MMMMMmmmmnnnnn,” she moaned into the bedding, her fingers twisting in the cum-stained sheets.

Gren grabbed the back of Diana’s head, using it for leverage as he pressed her face down into the bedding. His cock slithered down her crack and rubbed at her gaping, cum-drenched cunny. She mewled into the sheets, her breath hot and smothering as Gren teased his cock up and down her entrance. She tried to tell herself she was ready for him. That she could take him again.

Then Gren slid his cock higher, his flared tip bulling its way between her cheeks and the weight of his thrust finding the little pink knot of Diana’s asshole.

“Hnnnnnnn!” she cried, tensing and clenching.

Gren didn’t care. His cock certainly did not care. He thrust forward, his hips driving his cock against her delicate divot. Forcing it open. Pushing slickly past the tight ring of her asshole. Stretching her and opening her wide around the fat fist of his cockhead. Plunging, cum-smeared and throbbing, into the quivering depths of Diana’s bowels.

She never imagined it possible but it was happening. The full length of Gren’s massive minotaur fuckpole thrust into her ass and drew back out again. Her straining ring trembled against him. He thrust again, hips spanking against her, cock plundering deep into her asshole. She whined into the sheets, drooling on them and barely able to think as her whole life resolved around that massive tree trunk of cock impaling her asshole.

Gren was slower this time, but no less forceful. He pulled back, slithering and sliding out of her ass, then ramming back into her again. Balls slapping her cunt. Thrust by thrust, minotaur cock becoming her whole world as it straightened out the tangle of her insides. His weight bore down on her. His thrusts growing more intense as his muscular, furry body seemed to imprison her. He threw back his head, snorting and bellowing like a wild beast.

“MATING! MATIIIIIIING!” he roared.

Despite all the rutting and all the cum, somehow the garter and stockings stayed on Diana. Even as he pounded her down into the straw-filled mattress. Even as an intense orgasm gripped her body.

She could hardly believe that she was cumming while her frenzied minotaur lover fucked her ass. Her reamed rear squeezed around his thrusting cock. Her empty, gaping cunt drooling cum down her thighs and between her knees onto the bed. Gren bellowed again, slamming into her, and she felt his cock swelling. Growing. It felt as if he might turn her inside out on each backstroke.

Then he was cumming and the hot, liquid pressure of his pumping spunk flooded into her bowels. Flowing inside her like a hot, slimy enema. Overflowing his cock. Gushing raunchily out of her stretched asshole. He pulled out mid-orgasm and let his cum spray her back. Painting her neck, shoulders, and pooling his spunk in the small of her back.

Finally, Gren let her collapse onto the bed. Both holes stretched wide from his deep dicking. Cum pouring out of her pussy and ass. Coating her thighs. Her bottom. Her trembling legs.

She turned over, despite the discomfort, and smiled up at him.

“Was… was that what you desired?” she gasped, sweaty and flushed and exhausted.

“Yes,” said Gren, his massive chest heaving with exertion. “You are my mate. I mated you.”

He scooped her into his arms, not caring of her filthy state as he nuzzled her neck and kissed her. His long bovine tongue invading her mouth. His hands so firm and yet reassuring as they cradled her naked body. She could barely keep her eyes open, but she felt safe in his arms. Kissing him. Her trembling body slowly relaxing back to normal. Her cunt squeezing tighter and her ass returning to its clenched state.

“So beautiful,” growled Gren. “You made me lose control.”

“It was what I wanted,” she gasped. “What… I needed.”

“Rest now,” said Gren, laying her down on the bed. He took the filthy sheet from under her and brought a fresh blanket. He covered her and kissed her forehead.

Even though it was sometimes rough, Diana knew the good minotaur had given her what she most deeply desired: love.


6.3

Scratching the Itch

“We are not abandoning our house,” said Gren, packing the last bundle of herbs into the corner of the cave. “We are escaping our enemies.”

“You mean the fleas, right?” Diana swatted at one of the little black fleas jumping onto her leg.

“Forgive me, my love,” said Gren twisting the fuses of the herbs together. “The little pests get into my fur sometimes when I sleep in the woods. I think the wolves give them to me. But a few days of herb smoke and they will be gone.”

Diana squinted at Gren’s furry back. She could see a hint of dark movement.

“What about the ones in your fur?”

“You will have to help me with the special fire root shampoo,” said Gren, holding up a bottle he had purchased from some wild witch in the wood.

“A flea dip?” Diana sniffed at the bottle and jerked her head away as the strong fire root smell stung her nostrils.

“Yes, but this is a picnic,” said Gren. “A campout. I will build a fire and we will sleep under the stars. I will hold you against me and we will make love by the moonlight.”

“Smelling like fire root?” she said, handing him the potion.

“Smelling like fire root,” he said with a shrug.

Diana wasn’t particularly happy about it, but Gren’s optimism pushed her out of the cave with a bundle of camping equipment on her back. They watched as the herbs were lit and began to fill the cave with pungent smoke.

“So where is this campsite?” asked Diana.

“Not far,” said Gren. “Just a few hours of walking.”

That sounded far to Diana, who did not stray much from the cave. She felt put upon and was crabby with Gren. But her annoyance with him eased when they finally arrived at the campsite Gren had picked out for them. It was a clearing bounded on one side by lush forest and on the other by a crystalline pool fed by a waterfall churning white over a nearby rock formation. The spray from the waterfall caught in the afternoon sunlight and formed a shimmering rainbow in the air over the falls.

“My goodness,” said Diana, walking to the edge of the pool. “It’s beautiful.”

“I knew you would think so,” said Gren, hugging against her and wrapping an arm around her from behind. “The water looks cold, but it is actually quite warm this time of year.”

“Good,” said Diana. “Let’s get you shampooed so I can stand to be in your arms again.”

She shucked off her blouse, freeing her pert breasts and stiff pink nipples. Gren rumbled with desire and reached for her, but she danced away, brandishing the potion in one hand, and using the other to strip down the hide trousers she had stitched from pelts. She bared her pale legs and blushing cunny with its soft tuft of wild golden hair. Then she backed into the pool, gasping softly as the warm water enveloped her.

Gren grinned, stripping off his loincloth and freeing the dangling length of his minotaur cock from its confinement. Diana could not help but stare at that swinging metronome of fuckmeat as she backed deeper into the pool. How many nights of pleasure spent with that huge cock inside her? It still shocked her each time Gren impaled her on his thick pillar. She was growing hotter by the second as she waded to her chin in the water.

Gren followed, splashing after her, until they met near the waterfall and the big minotaur lifted her towards his damp, furry chest and planted a kiss on her lips. Even after spending weeks with Gren, it was still a bit awkward to kiss him. His tongue was so big. His kiss so overpowering. His face so like a bull with human eyes. But she yielded her lips to him and moaned as they embraced.

Then, with a pop of the cork, she began to shampoo him. Gren grunted and watched as she circled him and massaged the fireroot potion into his fur. His fur was short, thick, and coarse as a boot brush. She worked her fingers into it and spread the foam of fireroot thoroughly. Gren grunted with pleasure. When he was good and lathered, the huge minotaur stepped beneath the crashing falls and washed himself clean. He returned to her, his fur shimmering and lustrous, and the fleas completely gone.

“I suppose it is just one of those things I will have to learn to live with being the mate of a minotaur,” said Diana.

“No, my lovely,” chuckled Gren. “No more sleeping in the forest for me. No more playing with the wolves.”

He picked her up and kissed her again. She felt his cock stirring against her thighs, but instead of towards the shore he carried her under the waterfall. Into the crashing water that drenched her hair and thundered around them. She sputtered and lost her footing and went under the water. She came up several feet away, sore at him for subjecting her to the waterfall. Pouting as she left the pool. She knew he was watching her swinging hips and her peachy bottom as she stepped into the grass.

Gren made it up to her that afternoon. He snared rabbits and roasted them on a spit. He cooked potatoes and a sweet, mushy vegetable he called a sarbot. After supper, they sat by the campfire. She nestled in his arms. His fur finally dry. Naked against him and contented.

But Gren was more than contented. As they sat by the glow of the fire, beneath the starlit sky, he slipped a huge hand down over Diana’s breasts and let it settle between her legs. She parted her thighs and looked up at him as his big fingers teased over the soft pelt of her cunt.

“What are you doing, Gren?” she murmured, her head and shoulders leaned back against his towering body.

“Mmmmmm, I thought I felt something wet,” he said, teasing a single finger along the length of Diana’s cunny. “Yes. It’s very damp.”

She sucked in a breath as he pushed one thick finger into the hot cove of her cunt. He thrust his digit deep and she tensed against him, hands on his thighs, feeling his cock pressing against her back. She tried to speak, but he added another finger. Each as thick as a man’s cock. Plunging together into her cunt. Readying her for his massive minotaur cock.

“Ohhhhhhh, Gren,” she sighed, her soft breasts shuddering as she pressed against him. Her inner walls tight against his thrusting fingers. Faster. Deeper. Curling inside her and pressing against that spot his cock always managed to find when he took her from behind.

She leaned her head against him, looking up at his bestial face as she began to cum. Her fingers squeezing tight against his powerful legs. Cunt gripping his fingers, but unable to slow their pumping motion into her slick pussy. She cried out, wordlessly, and Gren bent his muzzle to her and planted a kiss on her lips. Smothering her moans. Silencing her with his thick, forceful tongue thrusting into her mouth.

The last spasms of pleasure shook Diana’s body. She was ready for him then, but not ready to yield so easily to his desire. She wanted Gren to know that she could be just as forceful. She slipped from his grasp, turning on her hands and knees with the devil in her sparkling eyes.

“Why do you look at me like this?” rumbled Gren, reaching for his mighty cock and grasping it with one hand.

“You are a brute,” she said, crawling closer to that throbbing pillar of flesh. She let her breasts drag across the flattened tip of his cock. She felt the oily warmth of his precum smear her tits. She grasped his fat shaft with one hand. Then both hands. Leaning her body against the underside of his cock. “You like to take whatever you want from me?”

“I am gentle,” rumbled Gren, sounding almost offended.

“Forceful,” she said, pumping her hands slowly on his cock. Using his precum to lubricate her breasts. “Pounding those fingers into me. Thrusting that tongue into my mouth.”

“You like it,” said Gren.

“Yes,” admitted Diana, “but I can also take what I want.”

“Oh? And what do you want, my love?” Gren’s bestial face broke into a smile.

Diana answered him by sliding her body down his cock and planting a soft kiss on Gren’s twitching tip. Pleasure rumbled from the mighty minotaur as his lovely human bride began to lick and kiss the head of his cock. Stroking him and brushing her parted lips back and forth against his sensitive tip. She used her entire body to stimulate him. She writhed and pressed against his shaft, pumped her hands along his length, and opened her mouth wide enough to fit the very tip of his cock past her lips.

“Mmmmmmm!” she moaned, her brow furrowed with effort and her tongue flicking at his salty slit. His pre and Diana’s drool spilled down over her fingers. This lubricated her fingers more, making it easy for her hands to slide up and down his cock.

She knew Gren was in heaven. He had to appreciate his beautiful bride kneeling and pressing against his cock. Lavishing his minotaur manhood with her kisses and licks and soft, sweet sucks. Her hands working eagerly. Her breasts smothering his cock. Her whole body bouncing on her knees as she excitedly pleasured him. She could hear that pleasure in his deepening breaths.

“Ohhhhhh, my dear,” he rumbled as his bollocks began to tighten. “You had best stop or I might drown you with what is to come.”

“Oh, my love, but I want it,” panted Diana. “Drown me in your hot seed, Gren. I would drink my fill and bathe in your cum.”

“Then… you shall,” groaned the minotaur, pressing her face back down to the blunt head of his huge cock.

“Mmmmphmmm!” cried Diana, struggling to fit the massive bell end of his cock into her mouth. It squeezed past her lips and nearly felt like it might dislocate her jaw. Then she recovered and took him deeper. Until his cock was at the back of her throat. Tickling her tonsils. Her tongue pressed firm beneath his shaft. Her eyes watering as she struggled and managed to suck. Her spit drooling down his shaft and dripping from his huge bollocks.

“Diana,” he groaned, his thick fingers tightening in her hair. “Diannaaaaa!”

Her name became a bellowed roar that echoed from the rocks around the waterfall. The night seemed startled by the sound and even the stars twinkled brighter in Diana’s tear-fogged vision.

Diana gave her mate a last suck that strained every muscle in her mouth and felt his cock throb in reply. It twitched. It bucked. Hot minotaur cum burst in a salty torrent that overwhelmed her. It stuffed her sinuses and poured down her throat. She swallowed again and again, feeling that hot pulsating muscle move against her lips and tongue. Tasting the thick broth of his bollocks. Seemingly endless. Swelling her tummy with his pleasure.

His bellow trailed off and, at last, he released her head and let Diana up for air. She gasped and coughed, sliding his still-stiff pillar from her mouth. Cum dripping to her breasts. Tears tracking down her face.

“Did I hurt you, my love?” asked Gren with concern in his voice. He cupped her cheek and looked down at her.

“No,” she rasped. “No, I just worry that such a, um, plentiful discharge of your seed might leave you drained. And unable to perform.”

“You need not worry, my lovely beauty,” rumbled Gren, lifting her into his arms and pressing a kiss to her lips. He did not seem to care that his own flavor might intrude. His kiss was passionate. His tongue overpowering.

He pressed Diana back into the soft grass and kissed her ample breasts. His tongue moving slowly around and over her stiff nipples. She clung to his massive head and horns as he moved lower. As he licked slowly between her legs. A tongue as wide as a hand trowel. Firm and wet and dragging her cuntlips. Tasting her sweetness.

“Oohhhhhh, Gren,” cried Diana, always slightly embarrassed and blushing deeply when Gren licked her there. His tongue did not discriminate. It reached lower and curved beneath her, tasting her freshly cleaned ass. Lapping between her cheeks and then dragging up across her cunt once more. He pressed her legs wide, grasping them at her knees as he rose to his own knees. Towering over her. She reached for his cock and he pushed her hands away.

“I will satisfy you, my love,” he said, taking hold of that massive pillar of throbbing flesh. She lifted her head from the soft grass to watch him play his heavy cock over her cunt and onto her abdomen. So huge. So much of him. She moaned as she felt his pulse throbbing along the underside.

“Ohhh, please,” moaned Diana.

“You need it, don’t you, my love?” growled Gren.

“Yes,” gasped Diana breathlessly. “Yes, claim me, Gren. I am yours. Do with me what you wish.”

Fortunately, he wished to do the same thing that Diana wanted him to do. Pushing her legs back until her knees were nearly against her breasts and guiding his fat cockhead to her slick pink furrow. She bit her lip and held her breath as that hot cock caught at her entrance. He pressed. He let his weight force his cock inside her.

Pushing. Pushing. Then opening her up. Gliding into her tight cove. A massive log of hot flesh. A spear with a blunt head. Plowing into her. Impaling her until she felt him against her womb.

She was wordless. Breathless. Almost ready to scream with the fullness of him inside her. Taking her to her limit and then drawing back again. Thrusting in and drawing back again. Faster. He built a rhythm. His powerful muscles controlling her movements as his cock plundered her and his huge bollocks swung against her ass.

“My lovely flower,” growled Gren, “how your petals open to me.”

“Ohhhh, yes, my love,” cried Diana. “Yes! My petals! Ah! Squeezing you! Needing you! AHHHHH!”

She gave in to the plunging pleasure of his thrusts. Her body did belong to him in those moment. Each stroke sending a rippling wave of ecstasy through her body. Her breasts heaving. Her mouth opened wide in a wordless cry.

She arched on the grass beneath him as he moved faster. Thrust harder. Gren pounded into her pussy and she could sense his approaching climax.

“Cum for me!” she managed to gasp through her own spasms of bliss. “Cum inside me, my love!”

Gren’s bellow put his last to shame. A howl that shook the tries. That overwhelmed the waterfall. He buried his cock. He hilted it inside her and seemed to open her womb. Powerful throbbing explosions of pleasure met Diana’s continuing climax and she felt that hot minotaur cum jetting into her. Spurt after spurt until she was overflowing. Until her thighs were drenched in his seed.

At last, he pulled her atop his muscular body. His cock still inside her as he held her tightly. Together, catching their breath, they looked up at the stars.

And Diana began to move atop him.


6.4

Bunny Trouble

The minotaur was asleep. Sometimes he would sleep a full day and no amount of prodding, poking, shouting, kissing, or licking would wake him up.

Diana had once tried to suck Gren’s huge minotaur cock until he woke up and all he did, after a seeming eternity of stroking and slurping, was grunt once and cum in Diana’s mouth. She’d made a sputtering mess of it all, gagging and staggering around with minotaur cum dripping from her chin. Gren just kept snoring as his cock twitched and dripped out long pearly strands of his jizz. It had been such a mess to clean up.

As much as Diana admired that big cock bulging under the blanket, she was not about to make the same mistake again. Gren would sleep through whatever she could do to him and her reward would be slimy tidal wave that she would have to towel off him and herself. Not to mention she would have to wash all the bedding again.

Still, staring at that big bulge made her cunt ache with need. She had been with Gren for months and she still could not get enough of him.

“Maybe I could ride him until he woke up,” she said to herself, picturing herself astride his sleeping minotaur body. Her pink peach of a pussy impaled on his big beastly cock. Oh, she’d enjoy that to be sure. Diana laughed and shook her head. “Get a grip on yourself, Di. The big stud is not your personal pleasure toy. Better get some fresh air before you do something truly perverted.”

Her lecture to herself worked. She donned a flimsy gown that clung to her toned body and ample curves, planted a kiss on Gren’s furry forehead right between the roots of his horns, and set off from the cave she shared with him.

Her original idea was to go to the wild mulberry bushes by the nearby stream, but a flock of piebald sparrows had eaten every single mulberry and were chirping away merrily in the branches of several nearby trees.

“Flying rats,” said Diana. “I might have baked Gren a tart!”

Apples weren’t in season yet and what was ready in Gren’s garden had already been dug up over the past few days. That left foraging for the rare but deliciously meaty mushrooms that grew in the shadow of the low cliffs and rock faces. Gren had warned Diana that there were rock goblins and sometimes solitary lizardfolk in the caves. She had no plans of going in any of them and she doubted either would attack a human in broad daylight.

She was armed with only a walking stick and her basket for picking mulberries as she crossed the stream and walked to the western edge of the tree line. There, the forest thinned and gave way to low but very steep cliffs pockmarked with caves. Diana gazed at those dark tunnels with a flutter of fear. Diana knew real fear though and she was not about to let her nerves discourage her from mushroom hunting.

The bright summery sun made her braver and soon she was at the base of the long cliff face, turning over rocks and checking for the large black mushrooms. She found a few smaller specimens that might be good in an omelet, then she hit a long dry period. She was tired from climbing over rocks and bending over to search beneath them and was about to give up when she spotted a mushroom as big as her head. She climbed up to the perch where it was nestled against a boulder and tore the mushroom loose from its base.

“That’ll make a meal on its own,” she marveled, turning it over in her hands. She stuffed it into the basket and decided to poke around on the ledge a little more. It was right outside a cave entrance. She glanced warily into the darkness expecting to see a rock goblin. The thought gave her a shiver as she remembered the forest goblins trying to catch her and do terrible things to her.

Diana bent over to turn over some loose rocks and she heard a soft moan. A distinctly feminine moan.

She set down her basket of mushrooms and held her walking stick two-handed like a club. She moved closer to the cave entrance and tried to hold her breath.

“Ohhhhhhhh, mmmmm, I can’t take it,” moaned a woman somewhere in the darkness.

Diana squinted and saw the faintest line of light within the darkness. As if a single candle was being kept behind a thick curtain. She shuffled into the cave a few paces and listened again.

This time, it was her nose that gave Diana a clue. A distinct, slightly musky aroma. Not a bad smell, but intimate in a way that made Diana’s face grow hot.

“Sex,” she whispered to herself. “It is the smell of a woman’s sex. Aroused and excited. What goes on in this cave?”

Diana’s curiosity got the better of her caution and she crept deeper into the darkness of the cave. The farther she walked into that darkness, the warmer it became, and the more she smelled the undeniable scent of sex. Throbbing, slippery, warm cunt. Sweaty thighs. Clenching buttocks.

“Oooooohhhhh, please,” moaned the voice. “Oh, please, fuck me.”

The words were followed by a distinctive slish-slish-slish sound that deepened the flush in Diana’s cheeks. Was some maiden being deflowered by a lucky goblin? Was a woman offering herself to one of the lizardfolk? She had to know. She had to see who was fucking in the depths of this cave.

A heavy curtain was hung across the corridor. Around the edges of this, Diana could just make out the flickering light of a lantern or candle. She crept closer, curled her fingers into the curtain and drew it aside just enough to peer beyond the curtain.

A gasp caught in her throat at the raunchy sight that met her gaze. The woman was small and lovely and dark-haired, with her slender body folded on her hands and knees and her firm, round little bottom raised in the air. She had one hand behind her and was lewdly thrusting a glistening carrot in and out of the glistening folds of her cunt.

“Ooooooohhhh,” moaned the woman, wiggling her bottom. “Ohhhh, deeper! I need it! Breed me!”

Diana was so entranced by the lewd sight that it took her several seconds to realize the woman she was watching was not human at all. There was the fluffy cotton tail just above the cleft of the woman’s bottom, the long ears sticking up from her head, and, when the woman finally looked over her shoulder, the upturned pink nose somewhere between human and rabbit.

That pink nose twitched and the woman’s soft, green eyes locked on Diana. The bunny girl and the lady squealed in mutual shock. The bunny girl leapt from the blanket-covered slab she was using as her bed and scampered into the corner of the chamber. She cowered fearfully, trembling and holding out the glistening carrot like it might be a weapon.

“S-stay back!” she warned.

Diana stepped into the glow of the candlelight, her diaphanous gown clinging to her ample curves and her face flushed by the raunchy scene she had just witnessed. She held up her hands to calm the frightened bunny girl.

“It’s alright, I don’t mean you any harm,” said Diana. “Please. My name is Diana. I was just out hunting mushrooms and, well, I heard some strange sounds coming from this cave. Are you, um, are you alright? What’s your name?”

“My name? I don’t, well, um, yes, I do have one. My name is Petunia. That was my mom’s favorite flower.” She giggled and lowered the carrot. “I’m not alright though. I’m in heat. And there’s nobody around to scratch my itch. Carrots can only do so much. Please. Can you help me?”

The girl suddenly bounded to her feet and came towards Diana. Petunia was disarmingly naked. Her pert breasts a bit red from rubbing on her blanket. Little pink nipples stiff and erect. Her dark-thatched cunt dripping down her slender thighs. Even standing up, the bunny girl was a head shorter than Diana and Diana was not particularly tall.

“Now, hold on,” said Diana. “I’m not… what are you… hey!”

She couldn’t come up with anything to say before Petunia was on her, tugging at her dress and pleading with her, “Pleeeeease! Please, fuck me! I need relief! Your fingers! Your tongue! You could use your toes! Or my carrot! Please, I just need to be fucked! It’s driving me crazy!”

“You’re tearing my skirt!” cried Diana. “Oh, alright, I will help you if you calm down!”

“Calm down after!” giggled Petunia, throwing her arms around Diana’s neck and pressing a hungry kiss to Diana’s lips.

The bunny girl’s tongue was small and enthusiastic, darting past Diana’s lips and into her mouth in hot little jabs. The slender girl pressed her perky tits against Diana’s soft curves and hugged tightly. Diana instinctively caught the woman with one arm and before she could react the Petunia’s fingers were working at the laces of her gown.

“Mmmmphh! Hey… I’m not…”

“Look at these! Wow!” Petunia pulled open Diana’s gown and freed the soft, creamy mounds of Diana’s breasts. The bunny girl groped and squeezed them shamelessly. She pressed the soft flesh together as if fascinated by it and tugged at Diana’s aroused nipples.

“Heeeeeyyy!” cried Diana, finally pushing her hands away. “Those are sensitive!”

“Hee hee! Mine too!” Petunia giggled and bounced up and down on her feet, causing her breasts to jiggle. She thrust her chest forward again and rubbed the pink pebbles of her nipples up and down against Diana’s larger buds. “Ooooohhh! So soft and bouncy!”

“Stop that!” cried Diana, but she had stopped fighting it and was watching what the bunny girl was doing. Each time Petunia’s hard nipples dragged against Diana’s, the erstwhile lady felt a hot tremor of pleasure run through her body. It grew as a heat in her core as the bunny girl giggled and jiggled and hopped, rubbing herself up and down against Diana. “Oh! That’s just too much! I’ll show you!”

Diana grabbed the bunny girl by her arms and pushed her back onto the slab. She fell on her back, giggling the whole way.

“Oh, yes, show me!” cried Petunia, falling backwards in a spill of slender limbs and dark hair. She parted her legs wide, shamelessly exposing her pink pussy and the delicate knot of her asshole just above her fluffy white tail. “Come on, blondie! Show me!”

Diana wasn’t sure what came over her. It was a sort of lustful fury, almost like Gren’s when he got worked up. She grabbed hold of Petunia’s ankles and pushed her feet back, further exposing the bunny girl’s glistening cunt and parting her pink folds. Diana stroked her fingers down over that steamy groove, tickling her touch against the blushing bud of Petunia’s clit.

“Oooooh! Right there!” cried the bunny girl, grabbing her own ankles to hold her legs back by her head. “Fuuuuck me!”

“You naughty doe,” laughed Diana. “Such a dirty girl!”

“Yes, I’m so bad and I need to be punished,” cried Petunia, pulling on her ankles and rocking her hips trying to fuck herself with Diana’s teasing fingers.

Diana was more aroused than interested in punishing the girl, but she played along. She growled and thrust two fingers easily into Petunia’s hot cunny. She pumped her digits in and out, then added a third, hooking it deep into Petunia’s pussy. Squelching her fingers in and out as the bunny girl gasped and squeaked with pleasure.

But Diana was only getting started. She leaned over the girl, kissing her pert breasts and running her tongue over them as she pumped her fingers into Petunia’s cunt and rubbed her little knuckle against the clench of Petunia’s asshole. She ran her tongue over Petunia’s nipples. She kissed those buds and sucked them and made Petunia squeal with pleasure.

“Ohhhhh! I’m going to… finally… to finally cummmm!” cried Petunia, her whole body was flexing and tensing. Her inner walls clenched Diana’s fingers. Her body wracked with pleasure as Diana fucked her and sucked her tits.

Petunia came, but Diana still was not finished with the trembling bunny girl. She kissed her way down the small bunny girl’s quivering body and slipped her fingers out of Petunia’s cunt. A moment later, she stuffed her tongue in that sweet channel. Tasting a woman for the first time. Tasting Petunia’s sweetness. The bunny girl’s hot, slick honey flowing with each fresh spasm of pleasure.

“Ohhhhhh! Your tongue! It’s making meeeee cummmm moreee!” shrieked Petunia. She let go of her ankles to grab the back of Diana’s head with both hands. Petunia furiously bucked and squirmed and thrust her cunt against Diana’s face. Diana licked and sucked and teased her slick fingers against Petunia’s asshole. Something Petunia seemed to really love.

And when Diana decided to lick that asshole, Petunia went wild with pleasure. She rolled over onto her tummy and thrust her perky bottom back, offering her tight hole to Diana’s tongue. Her hot cove to Diana’s fingers. Her body quivering and quaking and her fluffy tail twitching against Diana’s nose as Petunia began to cum again and again. Diana’s eyes rolled and she touched herself as she tongue-fucked Petunia’s perky bottom and finger-banged the bunny’s hot cunt.

Diana’s own cunt was positively dripping. Her slick folds parted against her fingers and she thrust three digits and then four into her Gren-stretched cunt.

Petunia recovered from one of her orgasms (Diana wasn’t sure if it was the fifth or sixth) and seemed to perk up and realize that Diana was touching herself. The bunny girl giggled and crawled out of reach, then turned around and pounced on Diana.

There on the floor, Diana was at the bunny girl’s mercy. Even when she grabbed Petunia by the ears, she could not restrain her. Petunia thrust apart Diana’s ample thighs and began to lick at Diana’s cunt.

“Ooooh! You taste so good! Much better than any carrot!” Petunia giggled and nuzzled between Diana’s thighs. Her tongue flicking rapidly at Diana’s clit. Her fingers and then her whole little fist pushing into Diana’s clutching cunt.

“Ahhhhhh! I’m going to… going to… ohhHHHHH!” Diana threw back her head and tossed her golden hair.

She gave in to the wild pleasure of being fist-fucked and clit-licked at the same time. Her body quaking around Petunia’s plunging little fist. Only slightly bigger than Gren’s huge cock. Diana held onto the bunny girl’s head as Petunia giggled and licked and even sucked at Diana’s clit. Waves of ecstasy breaking over her body. Tension releasing in a hot, gushing wave of her slick cum.

Diana slumped back onto the floor as Petunia eased her fist out of Diana’s pussy and began to fastidiously lick her fingers clean.

“Mmmmmm, you are so yummy. Like honey!” Petunia giggled and then crawled atop Diana. “Where do you come from anyway?”

“Oh, not far,” gasped Diana, draping an arm around Petunia and hugging the bunny girl against her breasts. She felt a strange guilt when she thought of Gren. She had just cheated on the minotaur. Would he be angry if she confessed as much to him? “I live… in a cave. Bigger than this one. Homier.”

“Alone?” asked Petunia, lifting her head from the soft pillow of Diana’s breast.

“Oh, no,” said Diana with a smile. “I live with a minotaur.”


6.5

The Bunny and the Bull

Finding Petunia’s cave a second time made Diana realize the rabbit girl was living much closer than she had originally believed. She had thought it was many miles away, but she seemed almost like a neighbor. Diana walked in on the bunny girl pleasuring herself and Petunia cried out with delight when she saw Diana.

“You’re just in time!” cried Petunia, sliding her three fingers from her pouting pussy. The rabbit girl spread her legs shamelessly. “I’ve been thinking of you since you left! I need more!”

“That’s, um, whoa…”

Diana stared at the sexy bunny girl and her blushing cunt. It was glistening with nectar and the scent of sex hung in the air. Petunia’s soft breasts rose and fell with each breath and her ears stiffened with excitement.

“Come on, Diana! I’ll put my tongue wherever you want! Just help me cummmm!” Petunia tweaked her own pink nipples and twitched her cottontail beneath the crinkle of her pink asshole. “Ppppllllease! You can sit on my face!”

The invitation to perch atop the bunny girl’s face while Petunia pleasured her was almost good enough to distract Diana from her original intention. She shook off the temptation and sat down on the edge of Petunia’s bed.

“Not right now, Petunia,” said Diana. “I want you to come with me tonight. I want you to meet Gren.”

“The minotaur? Ooooh. I’m afraid of minotaurs. They like to eat bunny girls.”

“There’s nothing to be afraid of with Gren,” assured Diana. “He’s as sweet as can be. And after our little, um, encounter yesterday, I was feeling a bit guilty.”

“Hmmm?” Petunia rolled over onto her side and began kissing Diana’s shoulders and nuzzling against her neck. “Why is that? Because you left me behind all horny and needing to be fucked?”

“Oh, gods, Petunia, why do you have to talk like that?” giggled Diana, shrugging off the rabbit girl’s kisses.

“Mmmmm, c’mon, Diana,” said Petunia, nibbling playfully at Diana’s ear. “Let’s do it! We can do all the stuff we didn’t do last time!”

“No,” said Diana in a stern tone that startled Petunia into flattening her ears. Diana softened her tone and continued, “I want you to come with me back to the cave I share with Gren. I want you to help me make it up to him.”

“The minotaur?”

“Yes, that’s right,” said Diana. “I want to share him with you. Or you with him. Then you can get all the relief you want.”

Petunia seemingly only needed to think about the suggestion for a moment. She hopped up off the bed and wiggled her cute little ass with its puff of white tail above her cheeks.

“Ooooh! I can’t wait! A minotaur cock!” She bounced up and down, turning excitedly around and yanking Diana off the bed by her hands. “We can kiss on it and rub on it and then he can bang us both!”

“That’s the general idea,” giggled Diana.

“Oooooh! It’s gonna be so much fun! It makes me so hot I can’t contain myself!” Petunia threw her arms around Diana and planted an enthusiastic kiss on her lips. Before Diana realized what was happening, she was tangled up with Petunia on the bed and Petunia was getting what she wanted.

A Surprise for Gren

Gren grunted as he entered the cave he shared with Diana. The huge minotaur shook a light rain from his bestial head, water dripping from his horns and darkening the fur on his shoulders.

“Diana?” he called. “What is that smell? Are you burning incense?”

Diana covered Petunia’s mouth to keep the rabbit girl from giggling. It had taken her nearly three hours to get Petunia to stop trying to have sex with her and lure her back to the cave. Keeping Petunia occupied while they were waiting for Gren had been even harder. To the point that Petunia was practically in a frenzy of desire by the time Gren finally pushed aside the heavy curtain and stepped into the bedroom he shared with Diana.

“Diana? What are you doing in the dark in here?” He lit the lantern hanging from a hook set into the ceiling. The light spread as the flame grew and illuminated Diana and Petunia, posed together on the bed. Their bodies completely naked as both women reclined among the furs.

Gren’s eyes widened.

“Hello, my love,” purred Diana, sitting up. “I ran into someone while I was out and I thought I would invite her back for some vegetable stew. Then we got to talking and Petunia here said she would like to meet—”

“That giant cock,” giggled Petunia, crawling on her hands and knees to the edge of the bed, twitching her cottontail, and staring at Gren’s bulging loincloth. “Diana said it was big, but I want to see it for myself! Show it to me! Pleeeeease!”

Gren blinked slowly. He looked from Diana to the slender young bunny girl and back again as if seeking some sort of permission. It was easy for Diana to see his interest. It was growing bigger by the moment beneath his tented loincloth.

“Rabbit girl is dangerous, Diana,” rumbled Gren. “Rabbit girls want sex too much. And have too many babies. Some places they are… what are you doing?”

Petunia had her head low to the bed and was lifting up Gren’s loincloth trying to peek under it. Diana found herself staring at Petunia’s firm little peach of a bottom and her twitching cottontail.

“I think she wants a look at your big cock, Gren,” said Diana.

If the minotaur could have blushed, his furry face would have been bright red, but he did not try to push Petunia away or step back from the bed. Petunia took that as permission to finally lift Gren’s loincloth completely and she flipped it up dramatically to reveal the huge, blunt-headed minotaur cock straining above Gren’s fat bollocks.

“Ohhhh wow!” exclaimed Petunia. “It’s sooo big!”

She wrapped her arms around Gren’s cock like she was hugging a friend, squeezing it against her pert breasts and abdomen and rubbing her face against the tip. She showered it with kisses.

Diana seized that opportunity to grab the bunny girl’s perky buns with both hands. She admired her blushing pussy and the twitching clench of Petunia’s pink pucker. Then she went down on Petunia’s ass and shamelessly sent her tongue down the rabbit hole.

“Ooooh! Yes! Mmmm! Lick my bunny butt!” cried Petunia, pushing her ass against Diana’s face as her hole clenched against Diana’s thrusting tongue.

“Mmmmm,” grunted Gren, meeting Diana’s gaze as she looked up at him from behind the mounds of Petunia’s buttocks with her face buried in Petunia’s ass. “I will not refuse this pleasure. How can I… ohhhhhh… Petunia. You have fit the whole tip in your mouth.”

“Mmmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Petunia, slurping wantonly on Gren’s dripping cockhead.

While Diana dined on derriere with her nose stuffed in Petunia’s fluffy tail, she thrust one hand between her own legs to strum the magic bud of her clit and sent three fingers of her other hand plunging into Petunia pink pussy. This only drove the bawdy bunny wilder as she loudly sucked and moaned on Gren’s huge cock. Petunia rocked her hips eagerly, fucking back against Diana’s fingers and tongue while keeping most of her attention on pleasuring minotaur meat.

The drooling bunny girl was soon so overstimulated that she let out a plaintive cry, muffled on Gren’s cock, and began to gush juice from her pussy all over Diana’s breasts and dripping down her arm. The erstwhile lady felt the orgasmic contractions squeezing around her fingers and her tongue and this was almost more than she could stand.

Petunia finally popped her lips free of Gren’s glistening cockhead and moaned in ecstasy, “Yesssss! Your tongue is so deep in my asssss!”

The clenching bunny girl reached back and grabbed Diana’s head, pulling her deeper between her cheeks.

“Nnnnnnhnnnnn!” moaned Diana, slightly humiliated by what was happening, but enjoying her own fingers too much to really care. Besides, Gren seemed to enjoy what he was seeing. He draped one big hand over Petunia and gently took hold of her ears, using them as a handle as he began to slowly thrust in and out of her drooling mouth.

Petunia gurgled happily, tears streaming down her cheeks as Gren throatfucked the bunny girl with his massive cock. She became so intent on Gren and his massive minotaur fuckpole that she let go of Diana’s head, allowing Diana to lift her face from the bunny girl’s bubble butt and get a breath of fresh air. Diana crawled beside Petunia and knelt next to her, watching Petunia’s lips stretch and her throat bulge with each thrust of Gren’s cock.

“Ohhhh, she can take it better than me,” giggled Diana, duly impressed with Petunia’s deepthroat skills.

“Bunny girls take to sex like a fish to water,” rumbled Gren with just a hint of strain in his voice as he sawed his huge cock in and out of Petunia’s mouth and slapped his fat bollocks against her chin. “They would rather be mating than almost anything else and… mmmmmmmmnnnn… they are always in heat.”

“Mmmmnnmmnnnmgggrrggllg,” agreed Petunia, blinking away tears and looking from Diana to Gren.

“Does that throat feel good, my love?” asked Diana, reaching for Gren’s cum-laden stones. “Do you want to fill her belly with your seed?”

“Diana… I… would rather… you share my seed,” groaned Gren. “I will paint you with it. Ohhhh! It boils in my sack!”

“Yes,” gasped Diana, fingering herself with one hand and stroking Gren’s tightening stones with the other. “Yes, my love! Cum all over us!”

“Mmmmmnnh!” gurgled Petunia, her throat working visibly around Gren’s thrusting cock.

Gren unsheathed his massive beast cock from the eager bunny girl’s slurping mouth with a lewd, wet pop. Long strands of mucus clung to his tip as he drew his cock back from Petunia’s mouth and gripped his wet shaft in one hand.

“Cum for usssss!” gasped Petunia, out of breath and tear streaked.

Gren beat a furious rhythm on his length and snorted loudly from his flaring nostrils. His stones were tight against his root. His pumping hand flinging droplets of precum that spattered against the two women. Petunia and Diana pressed closer together and turned their faces up to him. Petunia opened her mouth and stuck out her pink tongue.

Diana, not to be outdone, cradled her big, soft tits and moaned, “Squirt it all over us, Gren!”

“Woooorrrrrrrrr!” The mighty minotaur’s bellow of pleasure echoed through the cave.

Hot minotaur spunk fountained from Gren’s throbbing cock. It rained down upon Diana and Petunia in thick, oily splashes. It coated Diana’s breasts and showered her face. Beside her, Petunia squealed with delight and caught an overflowing mouthful of Gren’s cum. It trailed down her cheeks and dribbled onto her legs. The moment Gren’s stroking hand slowed, the two women pressed against his cock. Their hands caressed him and their lips and tongues worshipped his huge minotaur flesh.

“Gods of the forest,” groaned Gren, cradling them both against his cum-smeared cock. They licked him clean and then turned on each other, kissing and licking and sharing the thick, salty flavor of minotaur cum. Petunia moaned and licked Diana’s breasts clean. She sucked smears of spunk from Diana’s nipples and chased pearly droplets down to Diana’s thighs with her tongue.

Diana fell back onto the bed, her thighs parted by Petunia who was licking and slurping up little specks of Gren’s cream. That didn’t mean Petunia was sparing Diana. The bunny girl’s naughty tongue lapped its way up Diana’s inner thighs and flicked against Diana’s clit.

“Ohhhhhh, you bad bunny,” cried Diana, cradling Petunia’s head between her thighs and looking up at Gren. The big minotaur’s attention was elsewhere.

With Petunia’s bunny butt up and wiggling, Gren’s cock soon returned to full mast. He did not even need to stroke, but Diana could see the snorting lust on the minotaur’s face. He wanted to mate with them both.

“He wants to fuck us now,” gasped Diana, pushing the bunny girl from between her thighs.

“Oooo, yessss, he can fuck me first,” giggled Petunia, twitching her fluffy tail.

“Come here, give me a kiss,” said Diana, urging Petunia to crawl atop her. Diana looked up at Gren as she reached around Petunia to cradle the firm peach of the rabbit in heat. “Gren can take his pick. I won’t mind.”

“Mmmmmmm,” agreed Petunia, smothering Diana’s lips with a hot, melty kiss and wiggling her butt for attention.

Gren gave it to the bunny girl. He smacked one hand across her cheeks and ran that hand up her flank to stroke her hip. Petunia cried out against Diana’s lips. She arched her back and presented her slick pussy to him.

“Pleeease, big boy,” she gasped over her shoulder, “fuck my tight little bunny cunny!”

She rocked forward as Gren granted her wish. He thrust deep into her tight cunt and drove Petunia forward, breasts-to-breasts with Diana. The former lady caught her in a tighter embrace, holding Petunia to give Gren more leverage as he slammed his fat bull cock in and out of those gripping pink lips.

Gren made the whole bed shake as his thrusts picked up steam. Diana knew from experience that he was just getting started, but for Petunia it must have been a new world of giant cock pounding into her pussy. She squeaked and screamed with pleasure. She bit Diana’s shoulder to quiet her ecstasy, but it didn’t work.

“Fuck her hard, my love,” gasped Diana, looking up at her minotaur stud. “Is she tight? Are you stretching out that little bunny girl cunt?”

“Yes, Diana,” he snorted. “I will break her with this cock. If she insists.”

“I insist,” wailed Petunia, managing to lift her ass towards his slamming hips. Taking him deeper. Riding back onto his glistening brown cock. “I’ll squeeze oooooo… squeeze out your big load. You’ll be making baby bunnies in no time. Ohhhhh! Fuck! I’m cumming again!”

Petunia collapsed atop Diana. The slender bunny girl clung tightly to her busty lover as Gren’s pleasure overtook his self-control. The hulking minotaur practically climbed onto the bed and mounted Petunia. Each thrust drove her down into Diana.

And Diana felt a pang of jealousy. Why should she let him breed Petunia? Why would he prefer to spill his seed for the bunny girl?

But such thoughts were misplaced, for a moment later, Gren gave a deafening bellow of pleasure and drew his huge, blunt cock from the stretched depths of Petunia’s pink pussy. He rocked back on his heels and then drove forward again.

That thrust stole Diana’s breath. She was suddenly no longer jealous because she was stuffed with minotaur cock. It felt like up to her throat, but that was impossible. Gren bellowed and thrust again and this time Diana felt the hot flood of his beastly seed. It pumped and gushed into her cunt. It overflowed her and spurted out around his cock.

And it drove her over the edge. The pleasure of having her womb drenched in cum was like no other pleasure she had ever discovered.

“Oooooooh, I wanted that,” moaned Petunia.

The bunny girl ultimately left the cave that night without ever taking a load of Gren’s seed in her pussy. Despite that, she had been satisfied with countless orgasms, and left singing a tune to herself. Something about Petunia Cottontail and the bunny trail. Gren and Diana watched her walking down the forest path from the entrance of the cave.

“Mmmmm, that was a nice surprise,” rumbled the minotaur, sliding a huge arm around Diana.

“I thought you would like it,” replied Diana, leaning into him and finally feeling her guilt about cheating on Gren lifting. “I’m surprised though. You always like to cum inside me.”

“I know better than to cum in a bunny girl,” chuckled the minotaur. “Do that and you’ll end up with ten more bunny girls in a year or two.”

“You know I can get pregnant too,” teased Diana.

Gren rumbled and looked away. He held Diana tightly in his arms but he would not reply to her deepest desire.


6.6

The Price of Happiness

Diana had been thinking about it for months. She felt guilty that she wasn’t completely happy. Her life with Gren in the forest was so idyllic, so perfect compared to what her fate might have been had she ended up marrying her disgusting uncle or being captured by goblins. But something was missing. She didn’t need some fancy house or luxury life. Swimming in the stream and sleeping in a well-furnished cave was perfect.

It took her most of a year before it came to her: she wanted to start a family. She had mentioned it to Gren and he had seemed unenthusiastic.

“Children are difficult,” he had told her when she pressed him. “And crossbreeds have an especially difficult life.”

She wanted to argue with him, to remind Gren that he didn’t have loving parents like their children would have. That he grew up in the wild, outcast by humans and without a minotaur family. But she didn’t want to fight with Gren. She never did fight with him.

Diana dropped several more hints over the weeks following that first conversation, but Gren either missed them or did not have any desire to talk to her about starting a family. She knew that carrying Gren’s children would be difficult, but she loved him and she wanted to bear his sons and daughters. She prayed that each time they made love she might conceive and yet months passed of frequent rutting with her minotaur lover and still she was not pregnant. She even began to wonder if she might be barren. Her hope began to fade.

It was a singing witch who brought that hope back. Astyana Dorvic was slender and young for a witch, with a willowy beauty and flowers threaded in her scarlet hair. She came wearing a cloak of forest colors and carrying a pouch filled with rare herbs and a satchel full of her medicines. She was singing a song in a foreign tongue but with a familiar melody. When Diana heard the song and saw the witch, she called out to her. Astyana came skipping over and introduced herself.

“I don’t remember a pretty girl the last time I passed by Gren’s cave,” mused the witch. “Are you his captive?”

“His lover,” said Diana. “I come and go as I please.”

“Oh! His lover! Well, I have all sorts of tinctures and potions that might interest you, such as—”

Diana interrupted the witch by grabbing her arm and breathlessly asking, “Do you have a fertility potion?”

“Oh, my, yes! I have several! Half-minotaurs are virile lovers but they are often almost infertile, so a powerful potion might be necessary for conception.” The witch looked through her satchel and selected a slender vial of fizzing pink liquid. “This womb blossom philter is more potent than any druid charm or sorceress’ spell.”

“Oooh, how much?” asked Diana, reaching for the potion.

“Ah, ah, ah!” scolded Astyana, holding the vial out of Diana’s reach. “The ingredients are very rare and exotic. I don’t suppose you have a hundred crowns?”

“What? No! I only have a few crowns and silvers.”

“Well then, give me what you have,” said the witch. Then she smiled and curled a finger beneath Diana’s chin. “You can repay the rest of my fee here in the grove.”

Astyana planted a kiss on Diana’s lips that made her hum with surprise. A low, vibrating note that deepened and grew excited as the witch’s deft tongue thrust into Diana’s mouth. Diana’s body answered the willowy young witch, a warmth building in her tummy and her clit and nipples growing stiff and sensitive. She pressed against Astyana, her breasts much larger than the witch’s even though the witch was somewhat taller.

“Anything,” whispered Diana. “I will do anything you desire for a chance to conceive a son or daughter with Gren.”

Astyana laughed and kissed Diana again, her caress growing more passionate as she guided Diana to a sun dappled clearing in the forest. There, in the soft grass, beneath the swaying trees, they undressed and pressed their naked bodies together. Astyana’s lithe figure was covered in the whorls of occult tattoos. Her lips eagerly sought Diana’s heaving breasts. Her tongue circled each nipple before she sucked at Diana’s breasts and made the shapely young lady cry out with pleasure.

“Mmmmmm, no wonder Gren keeps you close,” moaned the witch. “Your body is a delight.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Diana, surprised by the elaborate tattoos and forceful lust of the witch.

Astyana smiled sweetly as she spread Diana’s legs wide and knelt astride one thigh. Rising high above the lady, the witch pressed her red-tufted cunt to the soft warmth of Diana’s mound and began to grind their cunts together with forceful thrusts of her hips.

“Ahhhh!” cried Diana, groping for the witch’s slender hip and small, firm bottom.

The intense, confident thrusts of the witch made Diana feel out of control. She had not expected such a forceful attack from the beautiful young witch. Her pleasure built with each grinding thrust of softness to softness and warmth to warmth. She bit her lip to stifle another wail of pleasure and looked up at the witch’s mischievous smile.

“It’s alright, my sweet,” chuckled the witch. “Cum for me. I will put your tongue to use to my own satisfaction.”

The dirty thought pushed Diana over the brink. She bucked her hips and thrust herself against the witch’s warm, enticing seam. Their nectar mingled in a slick flow between them as Diana arched hard and thrust her clutching cunt against the witch. Unable to stifle her pleasure and crying out into the sunny forest morning.

Astyana let her ride out her pleasure and then climbed atop Diana’s face. The witch’s slender legs boxed Diana’s head and Astyana pressed the hot, slick furrow of her cunt against Diana’s lips.

“Pleasure me now,” gasped the witch, threading her long fingers into Diana’s silky blonde hair. “Make me cum, my sweet, and you shall have your heart’s desire.”

Diana’s experiences with Petunia the bunny girl had taught her the ways of pleasuring another woman, but Astyana was not so easily driven to ecstasy. The witch moved her hips and pressed her cunt down to smother Diana’s face with that hot, raunchy scent. Diana replied with her tongue as best she could. She reached up to cradle the witch’s rump as it moved atop Diana’s face. Her tongue tasted the sweetness with a hint of sour as she drove deep into those warm folds. She felt the thick bullet of the witch’s clit. She licked and sucked it and breathed nothing but the air of her loins.

“You do well,” gasped Astyana. “Deeper now. Put your fingers to work. Your tongue, just there! Yessss! Now suck! Suck the bead that rubs your lips! Suckkkkk meee!”

“Mmmmmmm!” replied Diana, bathed in the witch’s heat and sucking as hard as she dared on Astyana’s sensitive clit.

Astyana’s thighs tensed. Her fingers tightened in Diana’s hair. The witch arched upright and let out a long, musical curse in a foreign tongue as her sweet nectar poured into Diana’s mouth. The slick spill of Astyana’s cum coated Diana’s cheeks and chin and yet still she licked and sucked to the witch’s satisfaction.

At last, Astyana rose from Diana’s face and shared a soft kiss with the flushed young lady.

“Well done, Diana, mate of Gren,” purred the witch. “I shall leave the potion here beside you. Best of luck with your minotaur.”

She giggled as she stood, her body dappled by the patterns of sunlight and leaves as she pulled on her clothes. She placed the vial containing the potion on the grass beside Diana and departed without another word.

The Minotaur’s Return

Gren grunted as he shifted the huge sack of wild potatoes off his shoulders and onto the floor of the cave. He rinsed the dirt from his hands in the basin and smiled at a fresh painting of flowers Diana had made on the wall to decorate their cave.

“Diana?” he called. “My love. I return. I have found more of those purple potatoes you like. A whole field of them not far from the burned windmill.”

“In here, Gren,” came a sweet reply from the bedroom.

Something about Diana’s tone made Gren’s cock twitch in its sheath. The huge half-minotaur walked slowly to the back of the cave and swept aside the pelt curtain that separated the bedroom from the rest of their living area. He stopped short. He had never seen Diana looking so lovely. The beautiful blonde noblewoman was scarcely covered by one of their sleeping furs. The blanket draped her ample curves, but her bare feet and legs stuck out and her shoulders and cleavage were uncovered.

“Oh, my,” chuckled Gren, standing over the cushions of their bedding and gazing down at his beautiful mate. “Do you try to tempt me with your body?”

He slowly knelt beside her and stroked her head with a huge hand. There was an unusual flush to her face. A perfumed scent in the air. Something was different about her.

“I am ready for you, Gren,” whispered Diana, kissing his hand and slowly drawing back the fur. Her plump breasts demanded Gren’s attention. Her pink nipples stiff and her soft flesh seeming engorged.

Gren looked first at her loveliness and then, with a gentle caress, he began to fondle her breasts. His rough thumb stroked her nipples and she sucked in a hot breath. She kicked the fur away from her legs and bared her thighs to him. She spread her legs wider and ran one hand down to her cunt, touching her golden thatch and the glistening pink of her arousal.

“My dear, you have missed me so much?” growled Gren.

“More than you know,” gasped Diana. “Please, Gren. I am ready, at last. Take me. Not just for pleasure. Take me and claim my womb.”

Gren hesitated. He had not wanted to have a child with Diana. Though he loved her truly, the idea of becoming a father scared him. Would he abandon his son like his father had abandoned him? Would his son be taken from Diana?

Gren pulled back. His cock stiff and rising from his sheath, but his heart beating with fear as he slowly stood from the bed.

“Diana… my love for you is… complete. But I… I cannot… there would be…”

As Gren stammered, Diana’s alluring smile never faded. She rolled over onto her hands and knees and slowly turned around so that her plush, heart-shaped bottom was facing her beloved minotaur mate.

She swung her hips back and forth, wagging slowly and letting him admire the full, luscious curves of her creamy ass. The pink of her pussy and the pink clench between her cheeks. She watched him over her shoulder. His words trailing off entirely and his cock twitching and beginning to ooze precum as he stared at her loveliness.

“Come onnnn, Gren,” she moaned, pressing her face down into the cushions and tilting her hips to present her pussy to him. “I need your huge cock inside me. Breed me, Gren. Plant your seed deep within my womb.”

It was more than just a heightened lust to be fucked full of cum. Gren sensed something different about Diana. Her scent seemed to hang in the air, stronger and more intoxicating than ever before. His nostrils flared and he watched her hips swaying back and forth almost hypnotically. His cock would not be denied. It stood out so straight from his loins that it was pointed slightly upward with his arousal. The tip so sensitive that he thought he might cum if he even touched himself with his hand.

“My love!” snorted the minotaur and he fell upon her with his unrestrained lust. He grabbed hold of Diana’s hips and dropped to his knees on their bed. His cock slid over her buttocks and back again as he drew his hips back and took aim for the glistening patch of her cunt. She spread herself wide with her fingers to entice him.

“Yessssss,” hissed Diana. “Fuck meeeee! Claim meeeeee!”

Gren took hold of his thick shaft and guided the blunted tip of his cock to his mate’s slick folds. The heat of her was incredible. She seemed to be burning up with her lust. He thrust forward, sinking his cock into her inch by careful inch. Opening her yielding cunt to the hardness of his cock until he had driven deep into her clutching channel. He drew back again and this time she pushed back onto his cock, her plush bottom colliding with his furry hips.

“Ohhhhhh, my love,” he groaned, grabbing her slender waist as he began to thrust into the sweet honeypot of her cunt.

“You’re so big,” she cried. It was a common refrain, but never one of caution. She loved his big cock and her squeezing cunt was all the proof he needed. He thrust into her faster, sending her tits swinging and clapping her bottom with his body. His cock prodding her backwalls with each stroke. Her ecstasy building around him.

“I can… can feel it, Gren,” she moaned. “Do it. Do not hold back, my love. Cum inside me. Plant your seed insiiiiiide meeeeee! AAHHHH!”

She threw back her head with the pleasure of her orgasm and Gren hilted his huge cock inside her tight cunt. He felt the spasms of her ecstasy and it was more than enough to drive him over his own precipice. With an intense rush of pleasure, his orgasm gripped him and his hot seed pumped and spurted into her squeezing channel. Such was his gushing quantity of cum that it spurted out around his cock with each pulse in a great river that not even Diana’s thirsty cunt could ever drink. 

His strokes slowed and he eased his cock out of her creamy cunt to roll beside her onto the bed.

“Oh, my love,” she moaned, climbing atop him. “Not yet. We are going to make love all night.”

“Are we?” laughed the minotaur, already feeling her fingers on his shaft. “What has come over you?”

“The witch visited me,” gasped Diana, grinding her creamy cunt against him as she massaged his cock. “She traded me a potion that would increase my fertility. Do you understand, Gren?”

“Yes,” he said, palming her ass with both hands and leaning up to kiss her. His bestial tongue mingled with hers and he thrust against her cunt, eager to resume their rutting. “Yes, my love. You have told me what you desired. I was... wrong to deny you, Diana. You will make a wonderful mother.”

“And you a wonderful father,” she giggled, kissing him again and slowly impaling her cunt on his hard cock.

This time, she was completely in charge, stroking his muscular chest as she rode atop him. Her large breasts heaving with her ride, promising how they would fill with milk to feed their child. He sat up and held her in his arms, kissing and licking at her bouncing breasts as she rode his cock. Faster and faster. Crying out his name as she finally began to cum.

“Grennnnnn!”

“Diana!” he bellowed, drawn over the edge by her deft hips. Cumming inside her in dwindling spurts. Spending every drop he thought he had, only for her ride to continue. Sloppy and frothy and lewd. Up and down on his cock and not stopping. He fell back onto the bed and her ride continued.

She smiled down at him, flushed with pleasure. A twinkle in her eyes.

Gren smiled back. Though weary, he would not stop until he could not stay awake. Judging by the determined look on Diana’s face, she might not stop even then.
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The Suburban Sex Kitten Seduces Everybody

By Amanda Clover


7.1

Getting Woke

Cornelius Brown was one of Melody’s older professors, but he didn’t look his age. The man had been drafted in Vietnam so he must have been in his late sixties or even seventy, but he looked like he was in his forties. He reminded her of Denzel Washington with a completely bald head. Handsome and dignified and with a little bit of lively anger always tucked just beneath the surface. He wore crisp button-down shirts with sleeves rolled up and neckties that flapped around when he gesticulated during lectures. His dark eyes always searching the lecture hall for someone distracted by their phone or laptop. Ready to bang his hand on the table and shout, “Wake up!”

And he had woken Melody up with his Black History class. She’d always known that Black people hadn’t had a fair deal in the United States long after slavery had been abolished. She’d learned about Jim Crow and desegregation and stuff like that in high school, but Professor Brown had taught her about the oppression built into the system and the lack of meaningful reparations.

She was eager to show him how much she’d learned about all that. He was the first professor on her “schedule” to seduce. She’d guessed he liked white girls when he made some offhanded comment about Jessica Biel’s rear in some movie. But he also had a lot of hostility to white women in general. That was something she had to get through.

Melody tested the limits of the dress code with a trainer set that was a pair of athletic shorts so tight and short they felt like panties and a crop top with spaghetti straps and no bra. Just to make absolutely sure she got his attention she wore a little gold spade symbol on a necklace and played with it in her cleavage during Professor Brown’s lecture about the Rodney King Riots.

His eyes blazed when he looked at her. His nostrils flared. She knew what that golden spade symbol meant. There was the somewhat racist implication about a white woman who liked to fuck Black men. She knew he’d get it too. He probably liked to watch those videos online. Maybe he’d even seen some of her interracial porn.

He certainly stood close to her desk all through the lecture. Looking at her crossed legs sticking out from under the desk. Her breasts straining at that crop top with each breath. The golden spade symbol in her fingers. Her nipples thick and stiff beneath the taut fabric. She was pretty sure she could see his cock in his pants when he turned to his right a little. A thick hose going down the left leg of his pants.

She kept getting hotter and hotter. Listening to him talk about the justice movement in the wake of the Rodney King Riots. About how momentum grew and reforms were fought for in a system that was perpetuated by every white man or woman who benefited from the oppression of Black men and women.

At the peak of the lecture, Professor Brown put on a 30-minute video about the LA riots that had been assembled from footage and interviews. Once he started it on the screen, he walked over to Melody and grabbed her arm. ‘

“With me, Miss Applebottom. Right now. My office.”

She could feel the righteous anger steaming off him as he walked her to his office behind the lecture hall. It turned her on. He walked with a slight limp, but an intensity and physicality that overcame that minor impediment. His steps pounded on the floor like he was marching in the military. The office door slammed shut behind him once he had her in his small, neat, windowless office. Melody looked up at him as he glared at her. She could still faintly hear the video he’d left playing for the class.

“Just what the hell do you think you’re doing, Miss Applebottom? Is that necklace and that outfit some kind of joke?”

“What do you mean?” she asked, smiling and fluttering her lashes as her hand went back to the necklace.

“Cut that shit,” he said. “You know what the necklace means. What are you trying to prove by wearing it in my class, young lady?”

“Wellllllll,” she stretched out the word as she leaned back and sat her round ass on the edge of his desk. “I didn’t seem to be getting my message across to you these last few weeks, Professor Brown. So I thought I should underline it.”

“You think this is a joke?” He looked furious and for some reason that only turned Melody on more. “This is not a joke, Miss Applebottom. About 90% of pornography about white women with Black men fetishizes that relationship. You expecting me to get my big black cock out? To bend you over my desk and stretch that tight little white girl pussy out? I am not your fetish, Miss Applebottom. Your fantasies are racist.”

“Ooooooh, when you put it like that, it makes me feel soooo bad,” moaned Melody, she slid off his desk and back to her feet. She turned slowly, leaning her elbows on his desk and arching her back to emphasize the size and roundness of her butt in those tight little pink shorts with stripes down the sides. “Maybe you should give me a spanking for being such a racist little white slut.”

“Goddamn,” murmured Professor Brown as he admired Melody’s ass. “This better not be some of that cuckold shit. You got a boyfriend?”

“No. I mean, yes, but this isn’t that. I don’t… he doesn’t need to know anything. Ever.” She looked at Professor Brown over her shoulder and wiggled her ass from side to side. “C’mon, Professor Brown. I know you want to drain those balls in my pretty little white pussy. I feel so good. You can use my pussy whenever you want.”

“Ohhhhh, you white girls are the devil,” moaned Professor Brown, finally dropping slowly to his knees behind her. “But I can’t quit you. Where have you been, sweet cheeks?”

He grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezing and spreading her until the shorts began to thong her ass. He rubbed his big, callused hands over her supple flesh. Tracing the curves. Squeezing them again. Smacking them.

“Ooo!” crooned Melody, rocking forward with each swat. “If you make it hurt too much, Professor Brown, you’ll have to put some cream on my buns.”

“Ha! You girls get dirtier every year, I swear.” He gave her another smack, seemingly entranced by the wobble of her pale ass with each swat of his hand. He pressed a kiss to one check, then the other. Then he ran three fingers down over her shorts-covered pussy mound. He pressed. He stroked. He made Melody whimper with need.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she gasped and pressed back against his touch. “Rub me there, Professor Brown. Rub that pussy. It’s soooooo wet for your big black cock.”

“Oh, you little slut,” he rumbled. “Your fat ass needs my big cock so bad.”

He yanked her shorts down and growled as he hooked his fingers into her panties. He drew them down from her jiggling cheeks, exposing her pussy and the pink knot of her asshole. His big hand smacked her ass. Both cheeks. Hard. His fingers rubbed down her crack, over her clenching pucker, down to her dripping pussy.

“Fuck yesssssss,” moaned Melody, pushing back as he screwed three fingers into her slick cunt.

“That’s right, baby. Oh, you are good and wet. Mmmmm. Come get me nice and wet too. Get yourself a taste of this.” She heard his zipper go down. When she turned, what she saw almost took her breath away. A mahogany bludgeon of rigid flesh. A massive, forearm-sized length of chocolate fuckmeat. Aimed right at Melody and her steamy little cunt.

Not for long as she went down on her knees. She grabbed his cock with both hands – it took both of them to get around it – and guided his fat chocolate tip right to her mouth.

“Ohhhh, professor, I’m going to suck this huuuuuge black dick,” she moaned, pumping her hands on his shaft.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking her blonde hair. “But don’t talk about it. Do it.”

“Yes, sir, Professor Brown,” said Melody and she stuffed that fat brown cockhead straight into her mouth. Her lips stretched wide around it. Her tongue was pressed down by the weight of it. She slid him to the back of her mouth and tried to swallow. To her surprise, she failed on the first attempt, gagging softly.

“Brave girl,” chuckled Professor Brown. “But I don’t think some little coed can handle—Ohhhhhhh shiiiitttt.”

He groaned as Melody relaxed her throat and gulped his cock down. It took her a few swallows, but she worked his thick meat down her throat and looked up at him, blue eyes watery, as she massaged him with her tongue and throat muscles.

“Holllleeeee shit,” moaned Professor Brown, his fingers tightening in Melody’s hair. “I don’t think I’ve ever met a white girl who could take me down like that. Can you get the whole thing in there? C’mon, baby, you’re doing so good. So good. A little more. Ohhhhh yes, kiss those balls. Fuck.”

His head dropped back in total ecstasy as she stroked him with her throat and tongued his fat brown balls. Her lips and throat massaged him. She sucked him and let her saliva flow down her throat around him. Swallowing again and again as his breathing grew heavier.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “Oh… fuck… I can’t hold it back, baby. Oh, yeah, Melody, I’m going to cum down that throat. You ready girl? You ready for this big load? Ohhhh shit.”

“Mmmmmmmmmmmm,” was the only reply she could offer, her lips vibrating against his balls and her throat squeezing tight around him.

Professor Brown surged forward, pressing his groin against Melody’s nose and his cock even deeper into her throat. She felt his balls twitching against her tongue and knew it was coming. A moment later, he shouted in a voice loud enough that she was sure the other students watching the video heard it. His cock pulsated in her throat and rewarded her with the first hot gush of Professor Brown’s cum. He let loose with massive spurts of spunk. She had no choice but to gulp it down. Swallow after swallow of hot professor jizz with nowhere else for it to go but down her throat to her stomach.

He groaned and finished inside her, then pulled slowly back until his cock slid free of her lips. Professor Brown’s thick cock drooped slightly as he trailed a strand of saliva from Melody’s mouth. She gasped and struggled to catch her breath. The taste of cum and a hint of acid in her throat and somehow up into her sinuses.

“Fuck,” she panted, feeling her stomach churn. “That was a big one, Professor Brown.”

“Yeah,” he said, tucking his cock back into his pants. “Yeah, right. That was. Now, uh, we better get back out there before the video ends.”

They made it just in time. He returned to the front of the class and she went back to her seat. She knew a few students were staring at her, maybe guessing what had happened. But they couldn’t know that she was the throat queen. Not really.

After the video ended, Professor Brown brought the lights back up and went into the historic inequalities that led to the Rodney King riots. The upsides and the counterproductive sides of such mass demonstrations of community outrage. And then he took questions.

Melody kept quiet. She was thinking about that big cock. Thinking about how sucking off Professor Brown wasn’t nearly enough.

She waited until the end of the class and then held her hand up.

“Uh, yes, Melody,” he asked.

“Uh, Professor Brown, I still have a few questions about, um, reparations,” she said. “I was hoping I could stay after class and ask you to help me with those.”

“Well, I have a meeting, but, ah, alright,” he said. A few of the more perceptive students murmured at the public display of their sexual games. Nobody dared speak out about them. Melody waited for the class to file out, then walked to the front of the room. Professor Brown was packing his material into his briefcase.

“I really can’t tonight, Melody,” he said. “I have…”

His words trailed off as Melody pulled her athletic op off over her head. There was no bra beneath. Her plump breasts bounced free. Tan lines and stiff pink nipples and her pale areolas. He stared at her for a second, stunned and mute. Then she walked closer, right into his arms, and all he could do was embrace her. He kissed her and his big hands went to her soft breasts.

“Oh, Professor Brown, I want to pay you back for the sins of the white race,” she gasped.

“I don’t think you can pay that back by yourself,” he hissed between kisses, his hands squeezing her tits and plucking at her nipples. “But maybe… maybe we can work on an installment plan. Every Wednesday after class?”

“Yessssss,” she moaned, groping his cock through his pants. “And it’s a Wednesday, Professor Brown. After class.”

“Well then,” he grinned down at her. “I guess we better get started.”

He yanked her shorts down like he had before and grabbed hold of his cock. They didn’t bother going back to his office. She bent over the desk she had been sitting at, her heavy tits laying against the cool surface. Her back arched and her ass offered up to that huge black cock.

“Oooooh, give it to me, Professor Brown,” she moaned, reaching back and spreading her cheeks. “Whichever hole you want.”

“Oh, baby, that little pink asshole is mighty pretty, but this being our first time and all, I’m going to get the depth of that pussy.”

He grabbed the length of his chocolate cock and spit on it, smearing the wetness over his cock and down his shaft. He pressed to her slick entrance. Melody bit her lower lip and braced herself for that first thrust.

It took her breath away. Thundering into her slick pussy, stretching and opening her up like she had not been opened up since working in the porn industry. It was an amazing sensation of fullness accompanied by the soft pat of his balls against her clit. He drew back and thrust in again, filling her with that hard cock. His full length plunging in and out.

“Goddamn, that’s good,” groaned Professor Brown. “Makes up for a lot. Makes up for… for some of it, anyway.”

His hips smacked her ass with each thrust. She pushed her chest off the desk, bracing her hands on the edges so that her dangling breasts swung with the motion of his fucking. She could feel it building inside her. A deep well of pleasure. Tightening around him. Building and building along with his orgasm. Swelling in her cunt. Precum slicking him until each stroke made lewd sounds.

“You on birth control?” he panted.

“Yeah, I am,” she gasped, not really in the mood to think about it.

“Good, cuz I like to cum inside. Especially with white girls. You ready? You ready for that deep squirt, baby?”

“Fuck yes,” she panted, thrusting back onto his huge dick. “Fill me up, Professor Brown. Take what you deserve from my white pussy.”

“Ohhhhhh ssshhhiiiitttt!” he grabbed her hips and pounded hard into her. Not fast, but hard and deep. Thrusting so slow she could count them out. One. Two. Three. Driving them both to the brink. Four. Five. Over the edge.

She was cumming. An intense, rippling, gripping, squeezing orgasm. Her pleasure riding on the full thickness of his cock as it began to throb and pump and slick her cunt with his hot load. Overflowing her pussy. Squelching out of her folds and dripping to the floor between her feet.

“Ohhhhhhh fuck,” he moaned, easing his cock back out. “That’s a good girl. Stay just like that. Let me look. Oh, yes, you’re so good, Melody. You come on back next week and I’ll give you another dose.”

“Yes, sir, Professor Brown,” she moaned, head down and ass still up. Pussy still oozing with his cream.

It was going to be a long wait until next week, but she had a lot of professors to keep her busy.


7.2

The Faithful Wife

Professor Veronica Randal was the queen of economics at Sandy State University. Not just the professor of Theory of Free Trade, but the ranking professor of the economics department. She was an aging beauty, a Catherine Zeta-Jones with a single lock of gray hair like Lily Munster. She dressed in long skirts and tight blouses that buttoned up to her slender neck. Both modest to a fault and yet incredibly sexy.

Melody was looking forward to seducing Mrs. Randal, but it was the whole “Mrs.” part that was going to cause trouble. As far as Melody knew, Mrs. Randal was completely faithful to her husband and she had every reason to believe that she was conservative and maybe even opposed to gay and lesbian lifestyles. Melody had to make this approach cautiously if she was going to obey her master’s instructions. She had to go after Mrs. Randal economically.

Melody’s first attempt at seduction was one that had worked so often before. She simply wore a low-cut blouse and did a lot of physical flirting. Mrs. Randal ignored her during her lecture on supply side economics and when Melody almost tripped her while crossing her legs Mrs. Randal simply said, “Please keep your feet under your desk.” Then she carried on speaking about a rising tide lifting boats and didn’t give Melody another glance until the end of the lecture.

“Miss Applebottom,” said Mrs. Randal. “Please see me after lecture. I would like to have a word with you.”

The leggy brunette waited for Melody behind the lecturing podium as the students cleared out of the auditorium. Melody took a deep breath and walked up the stairs and to the podium where Mrs. Randal was sorting through her papers from the lecture. Jenny admired Mrs. Randal as she approached. Firm tits and a great toned ass in her skirt. Her hair worn back in a tight bun.

“Mrs. Randal?”

“Yes, Miss Applebottom.” Mrs. Randal looked up from her notes. “I couldn’t help but notice you’ve been bit by the bug of summer.”

Melody found it hard to listen to what Mrs. Randal was saying with that smooth, sexy southern accent.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, Miss Applebottom, that you have suddenly decided to wear short skirts and flimsy blouses. That might be appropriate wear for the beach, but it’s distracting in my lecture. And I’ll not have any distractions.”

“Distracting how?” asked Melody, teasing a finger at the edge of her neckline.

“Please, Miss Applebottom, don’t play me for a fool. I’ve seen more than my share of starstruck little econ hussies who want to get ahead by charmin’ the pants off their professor.” Mrs. Randal regarded Melody over the rims of her large glasses. “I expect fewer students try this with me than with our male professors, but it does happen. I have long ago learned to recognize the signs. Mediocre grades. Soft cooing voice. Crossing and uncrossing legs.”

“But I wasn’t doing—”

Mrs. Randal held up her hand to cut short Melody’s objection.

“You know precisely what you were doing, darlin’. Showin’ off every bit of those legs. Tryin’ to get me to look between ‘em when you kept crossing and uncrossing again and again. Makin’ me look down your blouse every time I cast my eyes in your direction. Why, Melody, you are doing it now. Battin’ your lashes at me like I might want to kiss you.”

“Well, uh, do you?” asked Melody hopefully.

Mrs. Randal laughed and turned back to her notes.

“Happily married,” she said, holding up her hand to remind Melody of the ring on her finger. “I don’t think Mr. Randal would find it too amusing if I became involved with one of my students.”

Economically, thought Melody. I’ll try to do this economically.

“I think there has been some mistake, Mrs. Randal,” said Melody, stepping a little closer. “I don’t want a kiss or to sleep with you for grades or whatever. I just want to know more about economics. I’ve heard you mention libertarianism a couple times and I’ve been reading Ayn Rand and I wondered if we could talk. Maybe at lunch tomorrow?”

Mrs. Randal pursed her lips. She looked slowly over at Melody, her sharp gray eyes seeming to peer into Melody’s brain to try to decipher her true intention.

“Lunch? To talk?” Mrs. Randal tapped the back of her highlighter thoughtfully at her lower lip.

“Just to talk about economics. And libertarianism.” Melody knew a couple guys who wanted to talk about nothing else. She suspected that if she could get Mrs. Randal talking about that she might talk herself right into bed with Melody.

“Mmmmm. Alright.” She tapped her plush lower lip with the back of the highlighter again. “Café Phu Ha. Do you like Vietnamese food?”

“Sure,” said Melody. “Today?”

“Tomorrow. One. If you’re not there I’ll eat alone and you can forever wonder about my opinions of Ayn Rand.”

“I’ll be there,” said Melody, backing away from the podium. “See you there, Mrs. Randal.”

“Oh, and Melody? Try to dress appropriately to lunch.”

A Late Night Snack

“Thaaaat’s right,” groaned Hank, leaning back in his chair and pushing Melody’s head down in his lap. “This is all you get. You don’t even deserve this. But… ffffuck… suck it.”

“Mmmmmmm!” Melody’s head bobbed faster in his lap, her brow furrowed as she sucked Hank’s fat cock more urgently. Trying desperately to make up for her failure with her first attempt at seducing Mrs. Randal by giving her master the best blowjob ever. She relaxed her throat muscles and buried her nose in his groin as his cock slid into her throat.

“Yessss,” groaned Hank, his fingers tangling in Melody’s blond hair. “Almost makes up for your disappointment. Ohhhh… here it comes. Here it commmmmes!”

He jerked his hips, fucking deeper into her throat as his cock began to throb. She felt the gratifying warmth of Hank’s cum shooting into her throat and she swallowed around his cock. Sucking. Swallowing. Sucking again. Swallowing until he groaned and relaxed back into his chair. She eased him out of her throat and lifted her head from his lap trailing saliva and cum from her lips to his cock.

He tilted her face upwards with a finger beneath her chin. He gazed down into her eyes.

“Don’t come back to me until you have her,” said Hank.

“Mmmmm, yes, master,” she moaned, licking her lips free of his cum. “May I cum now?”

She started to reach a hand between her parted thighs and he caught her wrist.

“Absolutely not,” snapped Hank. “No masturbating. Don’t even pinch your nipples in the shower. You can’t cum unless it’s with Veronica Randal.”

“Pllleeease,” moaned Melody.

“I suppose you could try your boyfriend again,” chuckled Hank, releasing her wrist. “Maybe he has figured out how to satisfy you.”

Melody was almost desperate enough to try it. But not quite. Not yet.

The Lunch Date

Melody kept it simple with tight jeans and a sleeveless black T-shirt that fit well but didn’t show off too much. She wore a bra beneath it and tied a flannel around her waist. For a fun accent to the outfit, she borrowed a pair of Lucy’s snakeskin cowboy boots.

Café Phu Ha was nice but nothing fancy. Just a modern café near campus with nice natural lighting, a second-floor inner balcony, and lots of live plants. Melody fit right in with the clientele at the café but she still felt underdressed sitting across from Mrs. Randal. The older woman had worn a charcoal gray skirt and jacket with a white blouse. She looked like the head librarian at the sexiest library in town.

“People rave about the duck banh mi here,” said Mrs. Randal. “Pork is good too.”

“What are you getting?” asked Melody, barely glancing at the menu.

“I prefer the Pho,” she said.

They ordered and Melody copied Mrs. Randal’s order but went with a bubble tea instead of a milk tea.

“So, tell me about your interest in Ayn Rand,” said Mrs. Randal once the waitress had left them alone.

“Curiosity, I would say,” said Melody. “I’m still making up my mind about things, but there is something to be said about the self-reliance in her books.”

“You like bootstraps?” chuckled Mrs. Randal.

Melody didn’t quite get the reference, but she played it up like it was innuendo.

“Oh, yeah, I’m hot for them,” she chuckled. “For me it is all about freedom. I should be able to do whatever I want, you should be able to do whatever you want, and the government should be there to put out the fires and protect us from invasions.”

“And oversee the judicial system,” said Mrs. Randal. “Functioning contract law is the heart of any healthy society.”

“Do you think we have a healthy society?” asked Melody.

Mrs. Randal looked around the restaurant. Her eyes settled on a slender young woman with pink and blue hair.

“We have a society in danger of swinging the pendulum too far in one direction. Liberty comes with responsibility. People want the liberty, but they don’t want the responsibility.” Mrs. Randal played with her gold wedding band with her thumb. “That’s why the divorce rates are through the roof. Everyone wants to be polyamorous in this day and age. Especially professors who should know better.”

“You’ve never thought about it?” asked Melody, giving Mrs. Randal a little flutter of her eyelashes.

“Thought about it? Of course. Acted on it? Never, not even for a second.”

“But you have to feel certain attractions. It’s only natural.”

“I don’t want to bring religion into this, but adultery is a sin, Melody. It is to me and to god and that’s what counts. So whatever I might feel for someone else, I would never act on it.”

“Do you feel that way about me?” asked Melody.

Mrs. Randal’s brow furrowed. Melody knew it was a misfire.

“I don’t mean like to act on it,” Melody quickly added. “I just mean, I guess… jeez.”

“It’s alright. You’re new at this.” Mrs. Randal leaned back in her chair. She gave Melody an appraising look. “You’re beautiful. And bright. A bit too silly for me. But if I were attracted to women I could see myself being attracted to a woman like you.”

“Younger?”

“That would make it interesting,” confessed Mrs. Randal.

“Because I like older women,” said Melody.

“I thought our conversation was going to be all about libertarianism.” Mrs. Randal frowned.

“The freedom to do what you want and the responsibility for your actions,” said Melody. She knew it was a big risk, but she impulsively leaned across the table and pressed a kiss to Mrs. Randal’s lips. Mrs. Randal sucked in a breath through her nose. But she didn’t pull away. Not at first. She lingered. Melody pressed harder. She whispered, “This is what liberty is all about.”

“Mmmm.” Mrs. Randal, blushing slightly, pulled back slowly from the kiss. She wet her lips. Blinked. “I believe I mentioned something about contract law and society. Well, a marriage is a form of a contract.”

“Your husband doesn’t need to know,” said Melody.

“Yes, he does,” said Mrs. Randal. “I’m not a twenty-year-old college girl. This is my life and I am happy with it. I would like to keep it. Now… I believe I will tell the waitress to make my lunch ‘to go’ for me.”

She started to get up from the table. Melody caught her arm. Mrs. Randal looked down at Melody’s hand on her arm. Melody’s nails Gucci glossy red. Melody felt the burn of the reproach in Mrs. Randal’ eyes. She let go of her arm.

“I will see you in class on Monday, Melody,” said Mrs. Randal. She departed, sliding her cat’s eye sunglasses onto her nose as she walked to the counter.

Melody, pissed and feeling foolish, ate alone. Thinking of how furious Hank would be if she went to him. But more than that, thinking of how she had really felt that kiss. She had wanted Mrs. Randal. Not as a part of some game but because, well, Veronica Randal was hot and Melody wanted to fuck her.

Frustrations Continued

“You’re home early,” said Brandon, lying back on the couch with a carton of leftover Chinese food. “Not that I’m complaining. I feel like I barely see you lately.”

Melody eased onto the couch beside him, folding her legs under her body as she scooted in close to her boyfriend. He was handsome. She sometimes had to remind herself of that because she spent so much time thinking about the less handsome, but far more interesting man who lived down the hall. The one who could make her do whatever he wanted. The one who was torturing her by not letting her submit to him tonight.

But she remembered his suggestion about Brandon.

“You’re right,” said Melody, leaning her head on Brandon’s shoulder. “But I’ve been thinking about you.”

She danced her fingertips against his chest. Brandon lowered the forkful of noodles he was about to shove into his mouth. He looked over at her and raised an eyebrow.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah,” she said, moving her hand down to his jeans and giving his bulge a squeeze. As she did, she kissed him. “Mmmm. You taste like garlic noodles. Go brush your teeth and meet me in the bedroom.”

She got up, sauntering towards the bedroom and shedding clothes as she went. By the time she made it to the bed, she was wearing only her thong underwear. Brandon brushed his teeth and gargled and then was with her, falling onto the bed, his hands roaming over her body, but heading for her breasts. He gathered her soft mounds in his hands. Kissing them and licking them and sucking them. Moving between her legs as she found his hardness, drew aside the gusset of her panties, and guided him to her slick cove.

“Ohhhhh, fuck,” moaned Brandon. “Should I get a condom?”

“Do you want to wear one?” she asked.

“I mean… it might help with, you know, some of my sensitivity issues. That… ohhhhhh… you’re stroking me right against your pussy, Melody. It feels so fucking good.”

“Yeah?” She pressed a hungry kiss to his lips. “Forget about the condom. Just fuck me.”

He followed her hand and thrust through her fingers straight into the aching heat of her cunt. They moaned together as he buried his full length inside her with a single stroke. Not as long and not as thick as Hank. Downright meager compared to Professor Brown. But at that moment, Melody was sure it was what she needed. So long as he didn’t…

“Oh! Oh fuck! Ohhhh fuck!” Brandon thrust into her with desperate pleasure, shuddering and shaking and crying out with boyish ecstasy. She could feel his cock twitching inside her, pumping his hot load into her slick depths. She looked up at him with disbelief. Their eyes met and he wilted in more ways than one, turning aside and rolling off her with his cock shriveling up. She felt the cum oozing out of her pussy and trickling down her asshole.

“It’s okay,” she said. “It’s been a while. You got overexcited.”

“We can do it again tomorrow,” said Brandon.

“Yeah, sure, after class,” said Melody, heading into the bathroom to clean up.

She wondered if she would ever get the chance to cum again.


7.3

Getting Some Assistance

Professor Angela Burke tapped the corner of the digital chalkboard and the afternoon’s lesson on lesbian poetry disappeared. Professor Burke turned back to Melody with a mischievous smile.

“Sorry, Miss Applebottom, but my office time is closed today. I have a conference on lesbian literature tomorrow I have to prepare for tonight. But if you think I can help you in a few minutes…”

“Um, well,” Melody fidgeted, “I was wondering if you could help me with a sort of, um, project I am working on.”

Melody wasn’t certain whether her nervous behavior was intentional or playing into the naïve schoolgirl act to tease Angela. Something about the way Angela looked at her really did make her nervous. It also sent her mind back to the recent pleasures they had shared. The way Angela had dominated her and used her so thoroughly. It excited her to the point that her pussy felt like it was throbbing with need.

“Oh, I do like your projects,” said Angela, teasing her fingers over Melody’s cheek and down her neck to her shoulder. Melody trembled and turned her face while keeping her gaze on Angela. “Who is it this time?”

“How did you… how did you know it was that sort of project?”

“Oh, I know exactly what Hank is up to with you, young lady,” chuckled Angela. “The moment he sent you to seduce me I knew he had another one of his little playthings using the faculty like rides at an amusement park. You know he pays me to help with that?”

“P-pays you!?” Melody’s eyes went wide with shock. “Hank pays you?”

“Mmmmm, yes, but hardly enough for the digging I have to do,” said Angela, teasing her fingers down to Melody’s low-cut tank top. She ran her fingertips along the tops of Melody’s breasts, sending another shudder of desire through her. Angela watched the need playing out on Melody’s face. “So who is this really about?”

“Professor Veronica Randal,” whispered Melody as one of Angela’s fingers curled into Melody’s top and teased into the depths of her plump young cleavage.

“Oh? Welll… I might know a thing or two about her. A beautiful woman. I would like to bend her over and fuck that tight, self-righteous ass with a nice strap-on.” Angela curled two more fingers into Melody’s top and dragged it down, exposing her nipples and squeezing her tits with the neckline of the fabric. Melody moaned and let her do it, her tits pressed by the neckline and her pink nipples jutting out right there in the classroom for anyone who walked past to notice. “Mmmmm. Such a luscious young lady. We had so much fun together last time you paid me a visit.”

“Y-yes,” agreed Melody.

Angela abruptly tugged the tank top back into place over Melody’s breasts.

“Very well,” said Angela, her voice losing the husky quality and becoming almost cold. “My apartment. Tonight at nine. I’ll tell you everything you need to know.”

“At your apartment?” gasped Melody, feeling heat creeping from her flushed face down her body.

“That’s correct,” said Angela, gathering up her things for class. “Wear something nice. I’ll enjoy taking it off you.”

Angela gave her a last wink before departing from the classroom. She left Melody standing at the front of the lecture hall, her breasts heaving in her top as she struggled to catch her breath. Angela once again had her wrapped around her finger.

And Melody was eager to do whatever it took to get the answers she needed.

Answers and More

“My, my, my,” said Angela, looking Melody up and down from the door to her apartment.

Melody had gone all out for the beautiful older woman. She had gone to the salon and had her hair feathered so that it fell past her shoulders in a loose spill of wavy blonde. She had spent more than half an hour getting her eye shadow, blush, and glossy pink lipstick just right.

Most of all, she had carefully chosen something sexy to wear. In this case a killer red dress from the depths of her closet. She’d only worn it once before to a cocktail party in San Francisco with the head of a tech company who had paid her almost ten grand for a weekend as an escort. Not something she had done very often, and she had zero attraction to the guy, but the money and gifts made it worth the trip.

The red fabric shimmered and the skirt tended to ride up Melody’s toned legs. The spaghetti straps strained to hold the dress against her ample breasts. No bra beneath to contain the poking buds of her nipples.

“I love it,” said Angela, sipping a glass of red wine. “Come in. Would you like a drink?”

“Um, alright,” said Melody, following Angela into her apartment and the sounds of opera music. Melody’s fuck-me pumps clicked on the hardwood floors. Angela was dressed in a loose sweater that hung from one shoulder and revealed her bra strap. Beneath that she seemed to be wearing black leggings. Her feet were bare. Her springy black hair pulled back in a bouquet of curls behind her head. Her glasses rode low on her nose as she glanced at Melody and poured her some wine.

“So, you want to know how to get to Veronica,” said Angela, teasing the rim of her glass against her lower lip. “The best way is by playing into her conservativism. You’ll never seduce her with raw sex appeal, even if every woman is a repressed lesbian or bisexual. Angela’s repression goes all the way to her core. No, don’t delve that deep. What she wants is more common. Easier to find.”

“What is it?” gasped Melody, her desire rising and falling with every word and gesture of the older professor.

“Hmm? Oh, dear, look at you. Veronica is barely on your mind.” Angela’s full attention was focused on Melody again. Her smile was exciting and slightly cruel. “I know all about Hank’s rules for you, by the way.”

“Rules?”

“About your pleasure being off limits.” Angela took Melody’s wine glass and set it aside even though Melody had only had a single sip. “That is a restriction I can definitely appreciate. I won’t give you the relief you so desperately crave. That might, mmm, cloud your mind. Take your attention off the task of seducing Veronica. But… you can certainly do things for me.”

“Anything,” gasped Melody.

“So eager!” laughed Angela. “Turn around. Slowly. Let me have a look at you in that dress.”

Melody held her hands up as she slowly turned. She knew how the red dress clung to her shapely body. How it revealed the shape of her in such detail that the bumps on her areolas were visible through the taut fabric. Angela looked her over with obvious relish.

“Very nice. Pull the skirt up. Show me your panties.”

Melody’s pulse beat faster as she turned her back to the woman. She gathered the soft fabric in her hands and slowly lifted the dress to reveal her thighs, the curve of her buttocks, and the fact that she was not wearing panties.

“Oh, my,” chuckled Angela. She ran her fingertips over Melody’s bottom. She gave it a hard swat that made Melody stumble forward a step, her cheeks stinging from Angela’s hand. “What a naughty girl. And what a lovely fat ass you have. You want to know how to get to Anabelle Randal? It’s simple. She always wanted to have children, but Veronica’s husband is infertile. Shooting blanks.”

“So she wants a baby?” asked Melody, looking over her shoulder at the frizzy-haired lesbian beauty.

“More than anything. But there’s more to the secret. I’ll tell you… after you’ve paid for it.” Angela gave Melody another swat on her bottom, even harder than the first, then pressed against her from behind. She kissed Melody’s neck. Nibbled at her ear. Reached around Melody to cup her breasts and roughly pinch her nipples. Melody pressed back against her, desperate for relief.

Angela pulled away from her, chuckling. “Oh, no, my dear. I know Hank’s rules for you, so you won’t be cumming tonight. Only good girls cum and you have disappointed him terribly. Now, slip out of that dress and follow me.”

“Yes, Professor Burke,” said Melody, sliding the spaghetti straps from her shoulders. Angela stared at her hungrily at the soft red fabric slipped down Melody’s body, revealing her every luscious curve to the older woman. Angela smiled, turned on her heels, and sauntered into her office in one of the apartment’s back bedrooms. It was a small and slightly musty room with not enough airflow. There was a cloying perfumed scent in the air and a small computer desk with an older Apple computer.

Angela sat in the office chair at the desk and booted the computer up. She glanced over her shoulder and said, “Come here, Melody. Your work is on your knees. I think you know what to do.”

“You want me to, um…”

“Don’t be silly. Yes. I want you to do it all. Like a good little slut.” Angela parted her knees and drew up the fabric of her long, loose skirt. She bared her shapely thighs and the dark thatch of her mound visible through her white panties. She drew them to one side to expose the fleshy folds of her womanly flower.

Melody was so horny she would have done whatever the older woman commanded. She liked it when Angela told her what to do. When Angela expected her to obey.

She climbed down on her knees on the hardwood floor, naked but for her high heeled shoes. She crawled around Angela’s chair and down into the footwell of her desk. The faint aroma of the older woman’s arousal tickled her nostrils. She looked up, watching Angela’s breasts rise and fall in the sweater she was wearing. When Melody looked straight ahead, she had a close-up, raunchy view of Angela’s cunt. Oozing with arousal. Pink showing beneath her darker folds. The clenched divot of her asshole visible in the shadow beneath her.

Angela began to tap at the keyboard and move the mouse, seeming to ignore Melody leaning closer and running her hands over Angela’s thighs. Creamy white but for two dark moles on her left leg. Melody leaned lower and lower until her nose was tickled by that hair. Until she was breathing the raunchy atmosphere of Angela’s lust.

Angela curled a hand atop Melody’s head and pulled her in closer. Until Melody’s nose and lips and chin brushed against that dark thatch of hair and those warm, slippery folds.

“I have a friend in the IT department here at Sandy State,” said Angela, sliding her fingers into Melody’s hair. “She has been keeping an eye on all traffic to Professor Randal’s work computer. It turns out, Veronica likes to explore her dirty desires in between classes.”

“Mmmmmm,” was the only answer Melody could offer as her tongue slipped out and she tasted the dewy folds of Angela’s pussy. She began to lap at that hot groove. Exploring it with her tongue. Tasting deep inside the beautiful older professor’s slick cunt.

“Pay attention to my clit,” purred Angela, a hitch in her voice as she leaned back in the chair and began to savor Melody’s tongue.

“Nnnnhnnnnn,” agreed Melody, looking up at Angela and licking at the fat bud of Angela’s clit. Angela lifted one leg and draped it over Melody’s shoulder. This drew Melody deeper into that steamy nest. Angela began to rock and writhe in her chair. Smearing her nectar on Melody’s lips and chin.

“Ooooohhh ffffuck, you are a good little slut,” moaned Angela. “I’ll give you that much. An obedient little pussy eater. Yesssss. Suck it now. Suck it harder. Don’t hold back. Suck that clit. Ohhhhhhhh, fuck!”

Angela’s head fell back against her chair and she arched almost completely out of her seat, feeding her hot snatch to Melody’s eager tongue. Melody moaned loudly, wishing desperately that she could have a hand between her legs, but doing her best to enjoy the trembling thighs and spilling nectar of the older woman. Tasting Angela’s orgasm was the only relief Melody was going to be permitted.

“Oohhhhh, yesssss,” gasped Angela, slowly coming down off the chair. “Oh, you dirty slut. That’s right. So… Professor… mmmmm… Professor Randal, she has been looking up a certain type of porn. Interracial. And not just any interracial porn. Mmmmmm. Interracial creampies. Interracial pregnancy.”

“Mmmmm?” Melody finally lifted her head from between Angela’s creamy thighs. “You mean she has been getting off to interracial porn about black guys knocking up white girls?”

“Exactly, my dear,” said Angela, reaching over Melody to click with her mouse. “And some of those videos she has been watching might be very familiar to Felicia Fay.”

The video began to play even as Angela pulled Melody’s head back down between her legs. Melody began to dutifully lick at Angela’s dripping cunt. It didn’t lessen her shock when she heard her own voice between sounds of slapping flesh and moans of pleasure.

“Breed me,” cried Felicia Fay on the video. “Breed my white pussy, stepdaddy!”

“Oh, yeah, baby,” groaned Tank Turner, one of the biggest dicked black guys that Melody had ever worked with. She could remember his enormous, soda-can thick cock plowing into her and Tank plugging a thumb into her asshole as he fucked her from behind.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Melody, remembering the filming of the video as she licked at Angela’s clit.

“That’s right,” gasped Angela. “She loves your videos. She loves black guys. I think… you have the recipe for exactly what you need to seduce that stuck up bitch. Mmmmmmm. And finally get that release you’ve been chasing.”

“Ohhhhh, fuck,” gasped Melody, already beginning to formulate and expand on the plan implied by Angela’s comments. She was about to ask about Veronica’s husband, but Angela roughly grabbed Melody’s head and pulled her face lower. She leaned back in the chair and lifted her feet onto the arms.

“Enough moaning like a desperate little whore,” gasped Angela. “Be a good girl and eat my ass. Go on, don’t be shy. Ohhhhhh… that’s right. Licky-licky, baby. Get that ass nice and wet, because I want your tongue deep in my hole.”

“Nnnnnnnnnnhnnn,” was the only possible reply Melody could offer as her tongue rimmed the velvet knot of Angela’s asshole. She licked until it began to relax, then thrust her tongue deep into the bitter depths of Angela’s back passage.

“Oooooooooo,” crooned Angela, her thighs quaking as Melody reached a hand to Angela’s pussy and began to strum her clit. The combination of fingers and tongue soon had the older woman singing with ecstasy. Her tight little asshole clenching with the rhythm of her climax against Melody’s tongue. More of her hot nectar pouring from Angela’s pussy and trickling over Melody’s thrusting tongue.

She looked up at the woman obediently, her mind far away, conceiving of her plan to bring down Veronica and finally get the relief that Melody so desperately craved.


7.4

Corrupted Three Ways

“Mmmmmmmmm,” moaned Melody, bobbing her head slowly up and down Professor Brown’s cock. The middle-aged black professor cradled her head, encouraging her to go deeper and suck faster. But she resisted. She wanted to take her time.

“Ohhhh, shit, that’s good,” groaned Professor Brown. “But we have to hurry up here. There’s another class in half an hour.”

“Mmmm?” Melody popped her lips free of his big black cock, stroking his wet length and looking up at him with lust-heavy eyes. “Oh, we wouldn’t want anybody to walk in on us and catch us.”

“No, we wouldn’t,” agreed Professor Brown. “Let’s go back to my office. We can work this out in private.”

“Oh, but I can’t wait,” said Melody, running a hand down her body and thrusting it into her shorts. She moaned lustily, tonguing his tip and sliding him back into her mouth. “I need that fucking load, Professor Brown. I love your cum. Mmmmmmm. It’s so delicious.”

“Fuuuuuck,” groaned Professor Brown. “You keep that up, you’re gonna get it, baby.”

“Would it help if I sucked on your balls?” she teased, sliding him back out of her mouth and licking her way down his shaft to his fat balls. They were already tight in his sack, like he was getting close to cumming. She began licking his balls, letting him enjoy her wet mouth as she “forgot” to keep stroking his cock. She didn’t want him exploding too soon.

“Oh, Melody, that feels so fucking good,” groaned Professor Brown, leaning back against the table at the front of the lecture hall. “But I need to bust that nut. Get those pretty lips wrapped around my dick again.”

“Mmmmhmmm,” she moaned, giggling a little as she sucked on his balls. “Okay, Professor Brown. You give me all your yummy cum and I’ll be a good girl and swallow every drop.”

She licked her way slowly up his shaft and to his tip. She teased him a little more and then plunged him into her mouth. She was pretty sure she had messed up by giving too good of a blowjob to Professor Brown. She could feel him tensing up, ready to pump his spunk straight down her throat. But just as she was certain he was about to cum, the door to the classroom opened.

“Shit,” hissed Professor Brown, trying to pull his cock out of Melody’s mouth and tuck it back into his pants. But she clung to him, hands on his legs, her mouth refusing to release his thick cock from her lips.

Veronica Randal made it halfway to the front of the classroom, looking down at her phone, before she realized that someone else was there. She smiled for a second, as if she might be about to greet them both normally. Then her brain clearly made sense of what was happening and her eyes went wide.

“Professor… Professor Brown,” she gasped. “Melody… you… what is the meaning of this?”

“It’s not what it seems,” said Professor Brown.

“That’s right,” said Melody with a smile. “It looks like I’m just sucking his cock, but I’m actually doing something very important. It’s called reparations.”

“What!?”

Both Mrs. Randal and Professor Brown said the word at the same moment and stared at Melody as she remained kneeling in front of her professor.

“Do you want to explain it to her?” asked Melody, looking up at Professor Brown.

“Young lady, I think you better stop right there,” he said, trying to push Melody’s hand away. He looked at Veronica apologetically. “I didn’t tell her to do any of this, Veronica. This is, uh, what I mean to say is that—”

“So reparations is like this idea that I learned in Professor Brown’s class,” said Melody. “Basically, the white people in America have stolen wealth and inflicted untold suffering on the African Americans descended from slaves. This continued well into the 20th century with Jim Crow. Now here we are, finally equal, but with all this historic debt that white people owe to black people. Sucking Professor Brown off is one small way to repay a little debt. Even better would be to fuck him.”

“Fuck him?” Veronica was flushed and flustered as she looked from Melody to Professor Brown.

“Oh, yes, that’s a great way to do reparations. You know what the best way of all would be?”

“What’s that?” asked Veronica breathlessly.

“Mmmmmm, if you really want to pay back a long and terrible history, then you’ve gotta let a black guy knock you up.” Melody giggled, stroking Professor Brown’s cock and running her tongue beneath his fat tip. “Isn’t that what you really want too, Mrs. Randal? A nice, big load of cum from a black man to finally knock up that pink parochial pussy?”

“I… I…”

“Don’t listen to her,” said Professor Brown. “She’s a crazy girl. I couldn’t… I mean… I wouldn’t. Ohhhh, shit.” He lost his train of thought for a second as Melody resumed sucking his cock. His head jerked up and he looked Veronica in her eyes. “I mean, unless you really wanted it. Is that true? Did you want to have a mixed-race baby?”

“I just… I mean, my husband is… I love him very much,” she said, her brow furrowing as she stared at Melody sucking Professor Brown’s cock.

Melody popped her lips free of that glistening cockhead. “Come on, Veronica. I know deep down it’s what you want. You probably put on cuckold porn or interracial porn. You probably even watch my porn.”

“You… your… that’s…”

Melody released Professor Brown’s cock and walked over to Angel. The beautiful Christian professor was frozen with shock, her gaze focused on Professor Brown’s twitching wet cock. Melody joined them and pressed her lips to Veronica’s ear.

“Do it,” she whispered hotly. “I won’t tell anybody. Do it. Finally get that baby you have always wanted. Look at Professor Brown. Isn’t he hot? Isn’t that cock hot? Mmmmmm. It tastes so good. I bet it feels even better. Why don’t you—”

“Alright,” gasped Veronica. “Alright, enough.”

She tossed her purse to the floor and raised her floral-print sun dress up her long legs to reveal her peach-colored panties. With her innocent eyes ablaze with determination, Veronica Randal shed her panties and revealed her unshaved cunt with its thicket of darker hair atop her pretty, perfect, nearly-virginal pussy. She stepped out of her panties and tossed them onto a chair in the front row.

“You sure about this, Veronica?” asked Professor Brown, looking over her as she dropped her skirt back into place.

“Never surer of anything,” said Veronica, her voice husky with desire and her eyes blazing with wild lust.

Melody felt the urge to get involved, but she decided to hang back for this part to watch her two professors finally get it on. She could practically smell the lust wafting off Mrs. Randal. She had never been fucked properly and there was something intensely hot about her wanting to get knocked up by Professor Brown.

Oh, yes, Melody’s devious plan had worked perfectly. Now she could sit down in a front row seat and enjoy the show. She did literally that, plopping her bottom into one of the chairs in the front row of the lecture hall only a few feet from Veronica and Professor Brown.

“Oh, please, God forgive me,” moaned Veronica, embracing Professor Brown and pressing a kiss to his lips.

“You’re supposed to be asking for Professor Brown’s forgiveness,” said Melody, hooking one knee over the arm of the chair and idly stroking at the warm softness of her cunt through her shorts. She was close to being allowed to cum, but for now she could only tease herself.

“Mmmmhmmmhmm,” replied Professor Brown, his words smothered in a passionate kiss from the shapely do-gooder professor. He stroked Veronica’s hips and lifted her skirt to caress and squeeze the firm peach of her bottom. Melody had to admit it was a great ass. Mrs. Randal must have been doing yoga or running or something.

“Please, forgive me for everything,” moaned Veronica. “Please, I want to do it. To repay you. To repay every African American by… by letting you… do it inside me.”

“Do it inside you?” Professor Brown broke the kiss and looked at her. “You mean, you really want me to knock you up?”

“My oven is bare,” she said, caressing her midriff. “I’ve been after a bun for years, but it just won’t happen with my husband. If you could… if I could do it for you. And you could do it inside me. That would be… mmmmmmppphhhmmm.”

Professor Brown smothered her words with a kiss of his own. His tongue thrusting into her mouth as he lifted her up by her ass and carried her over to the lecture table. He slid her atop it and stood between her legs, making out with her like a teenage boy on a first date with his crush. Melody had to admit it was pretty hot. And Mrs. Randal was definitely into it judging by the way she slid her modest dress from her shoulders and let it fall beneath those perky tits.

“Ohhhhh, Professor Brown,” she moaned between kisses. “My breasts… are so sensitive right now. I think that means I’m ovulating.”

“These? Sensitive?” He looked down at them and admired them. Youthful and plump, though no match for Melody’s ample tits. Still quite lovely. He bent down to them and began kissing them and squeezing them. Mrs. Randal gasped as Professor Brown sucked at them each in turn and licked and teased her glistening nipples.

Melody was getting hotter by the moment. She lifted her shirt up over her breasts and began to play with her own thick nipples. She pictured Professor Brown sucking and pinching at her buds as she watched him teasing Mrs. Randal. Melody made eye contact with the beautiful professor, but Veronica flushed deeply and looked away as if embarrassed.

“Don’t make her wait,” called Melody, her hand moving back to her mound. “I want to see you fuck her, Professor Brown. Pound that Christian cunny. You keep the forty acres and give her a mule-sized dick.”

That joke was bad enough to earn a glance from Professor Brown over his shoulder. He scowled, but then turned his attention back to Mrs. Randal as she started to unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants. He groaned and kissed her again as she took hold of his thick black cock, still damp from the blowjob Melody had been giving him.

The trembling lust of Mrs. Randal was extremely hot to Melody. The poor pent-up bride had been making do for years with a man who couldn’t satisfy any of her needs. Here she was, finally getting everything she had ever wanted.

Their kisses grew hotter and so did Melody. Watching Veronica Randal swapping spit with Professor Brown and stroking that fat black cock had Melody’s cunt fairly steaming. She pushed her fingers into her panties and slid a finger over clit. The pulse of pleasure reminded her that she was disobeying Hank. She drew her fingers back out and let her hands return to her breasts.

A little teasing. What would that hurt, right? She’d have Veronica in her grasp soon enough.

“Go on, Professor Brown,” moaned Melody, playing with her tits. “You’re hard as a rock and ready to shoot. Bend her over that table and fuck her full of your cum.”

“Oh, Melody, do you have to speak in such a way?” moaned Veronica, but her protest seemed a little flimsy with her hand still working up and down Professor Brown’s cock.

“Yeah, she’s right,” said Professor Brown with a grin. “Bend over the table.”

“From behind? Oh, my husband never… okay… yes!” She turned and bent over the table. Professor Brown grabbed her skirt in his hands and flipped it up onto her back, baring the creamy white of her ass. He smacked once. Twice. Left two red handprints on her cheeks and made Mrs. Randal whimper submissively.

“You need this big squirt,” he chuckled, grabbing his cock and rubbing it against her folds.

“I… I do,” moaned Veronica, blushing deeply even as her hips twitched and she pushed her pussy back against him. Professor Brown chuckled and gave her ass another smack. He squeezed it and spread it and she whimpered with shame.

Then he thrust into Veronica’s slick cunt and all her worries and shameful feelings were forgotten. She let out a howl of ecstasy as she was finally fucked by a big black cock. Professor Brown started slow, probably to be sure he wasn’t hurting her, but she was so juicy and ready for him that he soon picked up the pace. He slammed his hips against her ass, driving his cock balls-deep with every stoke and banging those heavy black balls against her clit.

Angel was howling with pleasure.

“Yes! Ohhhhh, yes, this is it! Everything… ohhhhh… everything I’ve been needing!”

“Not everything,” said Professor Brown, grabbing a handful of her hair and tugging her head off the desk. “Not yet. Not until I fill you up with my cum.”

“That’s right,” moaned Melody, tugging on her nipples. “You have to knock her up. That’s what she really wants.”

“OooooOOOOoooo,” moaned Veronica, pushing up off the table and bracing on her arms. Her tits swinging beneath her with the force of Professor Brown’s hammering cock. Her pussy frothing from his size and the force of his fucking. Turning all that slippery girl nectar into foam on his black shaft.

The scent of sex was thick in the air. The cries of Veronica’s pleasure echoing in the lecture hall. Her thighs trembling and her cuntlips grips at Professor Brown’s cock on each backstroke.

Honestly, Melody was jealous. Not just of being pounded by Professor Brown, but jealous of Veronica getting a baby fucked into her. That was so hot she had to fight not to stuff her hand back down into her shorts. She stared, watching Professor Brown thrusting faster and faster. His balls visibly tightening against his cock. He hands gripping Mrs. Randal’s big, firm ass. Driving as deep as possible with each stroke. His muscles straining. Veronica screaming with pleasure.

“Here… here it comes!” groaned Professor Brown, sweat beading his forehead and tension visible in his arms.

“Yessss!” cried Veronica. “Oh, yes, cum inside me! I need it! I need your baby! I need your baby inside meeeeeeAaAAAHH!!!”

She threw head back and practically howled with her pleasure as Professor Brown drove deep and exploded. Melody couldn’t see the cum spurting out, but she began to see the whiteness of it gathering at Veronica’s cuntlips. Sliding over Professor Brown’s fat cock. Dripping from his balls.

“Hnnnn! OUNNNHH!” he grunted, pounding deep and emptying every drop into Veronica’s creamy cunt. He let out a final gasp and then drew back, unsheathing his cock from Veronica’s pink pussy and leaving his load to drool out of her in long white strands. She stayed just like that, her ass bare and marked with his handprints, her cunt gaping and dripping with spunk.

It was one of the hottest things Melody had ever seen.


7.5

Veronica’s Ring

The lecture hall was filled with the rich, raunchy musk of sex. Professor Brown’s muscular chest heaved with each breath he took. His long, cum-smeared cock gripped in one hand as he stepped back from the luscious bottom of Veronica Randal.

Melody watched the cum ooze from Veronica’s blushing cunt. The married professor’s dark trim was drenched in cream and her little pink asshole clenched with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She was panting even louder than Professor Brown. Her cunt filled with the handsome black professor’s cum. Her body devastated by the power of his huge cock.

It had all gone down just as Melody had hoped. The undersexed, baby-crazy, married wannabe MILF had been plowed and possibly knocked up by Professor Brown and his big, beautiful black dick. Melody was almost jealous.

“Mmmmmm, that looks delicious,” she purred, sauntering over to the post-coital couple. Veronica was too stunned to speak or even move from her position bent over the table. Her cunt dripping with lengthening strands of Professor Brown’s cum. Melody ran her fingers over the handprints Professor Brown had left on Veronica’s lusciously creamy ass.

“Oh, baby, what have you gotten me into?” murmured Professor Brown.

His words sounded mad, but he embraced Melody and pulled her against his chest. He crushed a kiss to her lips as she wrapped one hand around his softening cock. Of course, a monster cock like Professor Brown was packing could only soften so much. Melody parted her lips and offered her mouth to the big professor’s lazy tongue. Slipping into her mouth. Sliding over her tongue. Her hand tightened on his cock and she began to slowly and carefully stroke him.

“Not so soon,” his voice rumbled against her lips. She tried to keep stroking, but he caught her wrist. “I mean it. I know you’re crazy for dick, but you need to give it a break. You look after Veronica while I recover.”

He stepped back and the fat hose of his cock slipped from Melody’s grasp. She smiled at him, disappointed but hardly discouraged. She turned to Veronica and that gorgeous ass. Melody ran her hands up the backs of Veronica’s thighs and caressed two handfuls of Veronica’s soft cheeks.

“What are you doing?” gasped Veronica, lifting her head slowly and looking back over her shoulder.

“Professor Brown made a real mess of you, Mrs. Randal,” giggled Melody, squeezing and spreading Veronica’s ass. Her thumbs straddled her professor’s freshly-fucked cunt, spreading it as well and causing more of Professor Brown’s cum to stream out. “I think you’d better let me clean you up a little. You don’t mind, do you?”

Melody didn’t wait for an answer. She crouched behind Veronica and ran her tongue down the cleft of Veronica’s ass. She tasted sweat and the hint of salty spunk on her crack. Melody’s tongue danced around Veronica’s asshole, making her shy and conservative teacher moan with shame.

“Not there,” gasped Veronica.

Melody gave her dainty asshole several more swirling licks, savoring the way the conservative professor whimpered and clenched with shame. Then Melody moved lower. She ran her tongue over the salty mess of Veronica’s cunt. Tasting that slimy spunk mingling with the sweet nectar of Veronica’s cum. Melody could not help but moan herself as she thrust her tongue deep into Veronica’s creamy pussy. Professor Brown’s heavy load flowed into Melody’s mouth and she let it sit on her tongue. Licking deep. Teasing out more and more of all that hot, salty cream.

“Ooooooh, I can’t believe you’re doing that… right after he… he did what he did,” moaned Veronica, but she wasn’t moving from the spot.

“I can,” chuckled Professor Brown, stroking his cock as he watched. “This girl is an incurable slut. She loves cum almost as much as she loves dick. And I think she’s got a real taste for pussy too. Don’t you, baby?”

He gave Melody’s ass a good smack.

“Mmmmhmmmhm,” agreed Melody, licking and sucking wantonly at Veronica’s creamed cunt.

When she had a real mouthful, she walked around the table to confront Veronica’s face. The brunette beauty looked up at her with her hair disheveled and her face still deeply flushed.

“What… what are you doing, young lady?” Veronica’s attempt to sound tough fell a little flat considering she was naked and sweaty and bent over a table.

Melody grabbed a handful of Veronica’s hair and pressed a kiss to the wannabe MILF’s plush lips. Veronica cried out, her alarm smothered by Melody’s tongue and a mouthful of salty cum. Melody fully swapped the slimy spunk into Veronica’s mouth, laughing and pulling back trailing a strand of cum between them.

Veronica, wide-eyed, lurched forward and kissed Melody in reply, forcing all that slimy spunk back into Melody’s mouth. For several seconds they warred back and forth, moaning into the lip lock and fencing with cum-covered tongues.

“Ladies, ladies,” chuckled Professor Brown, joining them at the table and embracing both of them at once with his long arms, “there is plenty more where that came from. You can share me. You don’t have to share that mess.”

“Mmmmm?” Melody broke the kiss, pulling back as a loop of spunk broken dripped from her chin. She gulped the tablespoon or so of jizz in her mouth and Veronica did the same.

“It is nice to see two beautiful young ladies competing for my salty squirt though,” said Professor Brown. “No kisses for a while, ladies. But You can kiss on this if you want.”

He grabbed hold of his cock and wagged it back and forth between them. Veronica and Melody exchanged a glance. Veronica’s look seemed to ask, “Are we really gonna do this?” and Melody, smirking, gave her a nod of, “Hell yeah, we are!”

Melody practically dragged Veronica down to her knees before Professor Brown. She grabbed hold of the professor’s thick cock and pumped her hand on its length. A dribble of lingering cum oozed form his mahogany tip. The head was dark and purple as a plum.

“Isn’t this what you want, Veronica?” cooed Melody, kissing the older woman’s neck and nibbling at her earlobe. “Suck it. Get him nice and hard so he can fuck us both. That biiiiiiig black cock. It will satisfy us like no man ever could before.”

“That’s right, Veronica,” agreed Professor Brown. “Give it a kiss. Ohhhhhhh, yeah. Right there on the tip. Open that pretty mouth. That’s it… suck it.”

Veronica began to bob and slurp. She’d already given up on her conservative Christian side and now, with her bonds of marriage trampled, she was admitting with each slurp that she was a slut for black cock. Melody had to admire the wanton way the older brunette went to work on that big dick. She took it and gagged, but that didn’t slow Veronica down. She kept sucking through her watery eyes. Sucking Professor Brown until his dark cock was glistening with her spit and as hard as an iron pipe.

Melody gave him a little ball-licking and sucking. Adding her tongue to the mix to make sure he was good and ready to fuck. Melody needed it desperately after holding out for so long. Although she knew she needed to try to avoid cumming herself.

“You first, Melody,” said Professor Brown. “On the floor, baby. On your back. I’m going to give you this big black mamba. Veronica… you sit on that pretty face. Let her work that tongue on that tight pussy.”

“Ohhhh, yessss,” moaned Veronica.

It only took them a few seconds to get into position. They were all eager to resume fucking. Melody on her back, holding her knees almost to her chest as she offered her tight pink pussy up to Professor Brown. Veronica knelt astride Melody’s face and Melody did not hesitate to hug that pretty ass and bury her tongue in that hot, slippery snatch.

Veronica started moaning and riding atop Melody’s face, but that was hardly the main attraction when Melody finally got the full length of Professor Brown’s black pipe. It was incredible. Even better than she had remembered. She had to fight not to cum with that first stroke. In fact, Veronica’s wriggling buns in her face became something of a relief. She could suck on her pussy or stuff her tongue up her holier-than-thou ass and distract herself from the pleasure.

Of being fucked. Of being hammered. Of being pounded by that glorious black cock. Plunging balls-deep into her pussy. Making her tits bounce and sway as she noisily ate Veronica’s peachy ass and pretty pink pussy.

“Damn, girl, that pussy is good,” moaned Professor Brown. “You’re about to make me bust another nut.”

“Mmmmm!” moaned Melody, turning her head just enough to be heard from beneath Veronica’s ass. “Not yet, Professor Brown. You have to… oooooohhh… give that load to Mrs. Randal. She needs every drop.”

“Is that right?” chuckled Professor Brown.

“Ooooh, yes, that’s right,” moaned Veronica, playing with her tits as she bounced atop Melody’s face. “I need to get fucked. Please. Give me that dick.”

“Oh, Veronica,” chuckled Professor Brown. “I’m not going to say ‘no’ to that. I’m here to help.”

He splayed Veronica on the floor beside Melody and slid his cock into her cunt. She was soaking wet even though Melody had managed to tongue her pussy clean. She stroked Professor Brown’s muscular shoulders and looked up at him almost adoringly as he fucked Veronica with slow, intense, deep strokes.

Professor Brown finally overcame his aversion to kissing the two women that had been sucking his cock and he leaned down to plant a kiss on Veronica’s lips. They moaned together as he picked up the pace, really pummeling his big dick deep into Veronica’s cunt. Melody moved behind them both, reaching between Professor Brown’s legs to massage his tightening balls as she kissed his shoulders and neck.

“Ohhhh, goddamn, Veronica,” groaned Professor Brown. “I think you’re even tighter than Melody. You really save this pussy for just one man?”

“He’s my… husband…” gasped Veronica, her face burning with shame.

“Oh, it’s alright,” cooed Melody, scooting in beside her. “Even your husband would get off watching Professor Brown fuck you with that big dick. Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Y-yesss,” admitted Veronica, lifting her head from the floor to watch Professor Brown’s fat cock stretching out her pussy with his intense, rhythmic strokes. He pounded faster and faster into her. Melody was sure he was about to unload inside Veronica when suddenly he pulled his cock out.

“Get down here, Melody,” he growled, grabbing her by her hair and pulling her down to his cock. He unceremoniously stuffed his cock into her mouth and proceeded to face fuck Melody until tears were steaming down her cheeks. She didn’t mind it. She liked the rough treatment and closed her eyes and pictured Hank using her mouth like that.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, reaching a hand between her legs.

“Not yet,” said Professor Brown, reaching across Melody’s back to give her a hard smack on her perfect ass.

“Mmmmmmm!” she cried around him, wincing from the pain but unable to stop sucking. Taking him down to his balls with each thrust until his cock was throbbing in her throat.

“Ohhhh, yes, that’s right,” he groaned. “I’m gonna finish you off now, Veronica. You ready?”

“For you to… do it inside me again?” she gasped, looking up at him with lust-heavy eyes.

“That’s right,” he said with a smile so wide and white that it seemed to split his face. He yanked Melody’s head off his cock, leaving her gasping and dripping with drool. Then he pushed past her and climbed atop Veronica again. He held the backs of her knees and rammed his full cock into Veronica’s tight cunt.

“Ohhhhh my goddddd!” cried Veronica, tossing her head on the floor and practically wrapping her long legs around Professor Brown. He drove hard and deep into her sopping snatch. As he did, he planted a kiss on Melody’s lips. Pounding into Veronica as he made out with his young student.

“I’m going to… going to… I’m cumming!” cried Veronica, tossing her head wildly on the floor and arching her back to take as much of Professor Brown’s cock as she could manage.

“I’m with you, Veronica,” groaned Professor Brown, panting and dripping with sweat as he pounded intently into her. He let out a cry that filled the lecture hell with the roar of his pleasure and drove his cock hilt-deep into Veronica’s pussy. Melody clung to him. She kissed his neck and shoulder. But there was no distracting him in that moment. His eyes were locked on Veronica as he spurted again and again, deep into her clutching cunt.

Filling her all over. Filling her and potentially knocking her up if the first time had not managed. Melody whined with need, rubbing at her clit, but stopping short of letting herself cum. She was dripping wet, practically vibrating with her need to orgasm, but she could not disobey Hank.

The three of them collapsed into a panting, sweating heap as Professor Brown spent the last of his load deep into the velvet passage of Veronica’s cunt. Their bodies tangled and limbs intertwined. Melody found herself with Veronica’s arm across her chest and Veronica’s hand almost in her face. The hand with Veronica’s wedding ring.

Melody could hear Professor Brown and Veronica kissing and whispering sweet nothings to one another. Veronica was so distracted that she did not seem to notice as Melody gently took hold of the gold wedding band and eased it off Veronica’s finger. Veronica and Professor Brown’s kissing intensified. Melody took the opportunity to slip out from under Veronica’s arm and slowly clambered to her feet.

Professor Brown broke his kiss with Veronica and smiled at Melody. “Leaving already? You’re the one who got this party started.”

“I’ve got something to deliver to a friend of mine,” said Melody, squeezing Veronica’s ring in the palm of her hand.

“Mmmmm, me too,” said Professor Brown, turning back to Veronica and kissing her again. His dark hand seemed to engulf the softness of one of Veronica’s breasts and his fingers toyed with her stiff nipple. Veronica whimpered submissively, surrendering to his kiss, and parting her thighs shamelessly. Her cunt dripping with Professor Brown’s cum.

Melody realized they were so preoccupied with each other that she could easily slip away. She bid them a polite farewell and they didn’t seem to notice she was leaving.

She grabbed her clothes, pulled on what she easily could, slipped her feet into her shoes, and departed from the lecture hall. She felt Veronica’s wedding ring in the palm of her hand like it was a piece of radioactive metal pulsating with potential danger. She grinned.

“Hank had better reward me for being such a good girl,” she murmured to herself, hustling across campus towards her apartment building. Her pussy was already wet but growing wetter by the moment. She couldn’t stop fantasizing about what she might do at Hank’s apartment. She desperately needed relief after participating in the threesome and Hank was the one person who could give it to her.


7.6

Debriefed by Her Master

Melody squeezed her hand around the ring in her pocket. The simple golden band felt almost hot to the touch, as if energized by the sinful way it had been defiled.

Veronica’s wedding ring, now defiled by Professor Brown and his big black cock. The thought of that stud pumping his hot load into Veronica’s conservative pussy sent a tremor of pleasure through Melody. Not that Melody cared about politics. She just liked to see ideologies colliding in person. It had been so hot turning that buttoned-up beauty into a slut. But once Veronica had blossomed, well, those legs had opened wide.

The ring was going to make a perfect souvenir for Hank. It was proof that Melody had completed the assignment he had given her to seduce Veronica.

She was practically giddy by the time she reached her apartment building. Her mind was spinning with thoughts of what Hank would do to her. How he would finally let her cum after all this waiting. She needed it desperately. Needed to be fucked. To be used.

Melody went bouncing up the stairs of her apartment building and straight to Hank’s apartment. She didn’t even give her own door a second look. She didn’t care if Brandon was home or what her supposed boyfriend might be doing.

She was breathless as she pressed against Hank’s door. She knocked just how he liked so he would know it was her. Bum-ba-ba-bum-ba-ba-bum. She waited impatiently, her forehead pressed the door, fidgeting and twisting like an antsy addict. She knocked again. And again. She thought about texting him, but she didn’t want to make him mad.

Dejected, she turned back to her apartment door, fumbling loudly with the keys so she didn’t walk in on her useless boyfriend jacking off his pathetic cock. No, she told herself. Brandon and his cock weren’t pathetic. She was just disappointed and angry. She shouldn’t take out those feelings on her sweet doormat of a boyfriend.

She stepped into the apartment and was surprised to find Brandon standing in the kitchenette looking at his phone.

“Oh, hey, babe,” he said. He slipped an arm around her and kissed her forehead. “How were classes today?”

“Um, good,” she said. “What are you—”

She was interrupted by a loud clatter from the back hallway area of the apartment. That was where a HV/AC closet was located. It serviced the whole building and occasionally the maintenance man, Roberto, would need to come in and work on things.

“Is Roberto doing something?” asked Melody, craning her neck to see down the hallway.

“Nope. I mentioned I was having a problem with the heater cycling on and off constantly to that guy who lives across the hall and he said he would come over and take a look.”

“Hank!?” Melody’s eyes were wide. Her heart was pounding.

“Yeah, that’s him,” said Brandon. “Nice enough guy. A little weird, but hey, if he can fix our heater I’ll toss him twenty bucks or something.”

“Really? Ah, well, I think I’m going to take a shower.”

Melody started to walk out of the kitchen towards the back of the apartment.

“He’s just in the heat pump’s closet. He probably won’t even notice you go past.” Brandon raised his voice to call after her, “Hey, do you want to go to that Greek place for dinner?”

“Sure,” said Melody, barely even hearing her boyfriend as she padded down the hall and her heart pounded in her ears. She could see the closet’s door was ajar. Light spilled from the closet into the otherwise dark hallway and shadows moved through the sliver of open door. She heard a familiar grunt that sent a thrill through her body. The last time she’d heard that grunt, Hank had been leaning over her, his cock buried in her ass and twitching as it filled her with a hot load of his cum.

She leaned closer to the gap in the door and peered into the closet. Hank was in there on his back, his big, burly body stretched out on the floor and his knees bent. He was wearing his blue coveralls from the college’s custodial service and there was a red toolbox next to him. He was working on something in the heating unit. Melody’s focus was on the bulge in the front of his coveralls. Imagining the cock under that thin layer of fabric. Stiffening in her hands. Filling in her mouth. Pumping her pussy with his cum.

“Fuck,” she muttered and slipped her phone out of her pocket. She had to get Brandon out of the apartment so she could do something with Hank.

She continued past Hank to the back bedroom and into the ensuite bathroom. As the shower warmed up, Melody fired off a text to Lucy in the hopes that her old friend from suburbia might run interference so she could finally get fucked.

“Lucy!!! I need a favor!!”

A few seconds later, once Melody was half undressed, the reply came, “Anything BB!!!”

Melody explained her situation and Lucy readily agreed to do her best to draw Brandon out of the apartment. The plan was simple. Lucy would text Brandon and plead for him to come help her with her Roman history paper. Melody knew that Brandon was a big nerd when it came to ancient history and would be unable to resist the lure of helping. Melody even told Lucy she could sweeten the deal with a BJ to reward Brandon. Lucy had taken that part as a joke.

“Just get him out of the apartment,” said Melody. “And thanks! I owe you big!”

“Yes u do!!” buzzed the reply.

Melody stepped into the shower as she hoped Lucy was luring Brandon out of the apartment. She was lathering up her cunt, teasing herself with her fingers as she pictured Hank plunging his cock into her, when there was a knock on the door. She guiltily moved her hand back up her abdomen.

“Yeah?” she called over the shower.

“Hey, honey, Lucy needs help with a project,” said Brandon. “I think I can take care of it really quickly, but she said she needs me to explain it to her in person. I don’t know why. But if you want to go out for dinner I can tell her ‘no.’”

“No, no, it’s fine,” said Melody, a smile already spreading on her face. “Take as long as you need. I’ll try to stay up and wait for you.”

“Okay,” said Brandon, sounding a little confused. “It should take less than an hour.”

“You know how Lucy can be when she gets started talking,” said Melody, soaping her breasts and letting the warm spray wash away the lather. She reached for the loofah as she heard Brandon retreating and his keys jingling.

Melody didn’t even wash her hair. The moment she heard the front door close, she was out of the shower and quickly toweling off. She stepped out of the steamy bathroom and let the towel drop from her plentiful curves. The cool air prickled against her damp skin, but she felt heat like a furnace in her core.

She could hear Hank still working in the heating room, seemingly oblivious to everything that was happening. Melody’s heart skipped with joy and she hurried into the closet. The panel on the furnace was wide open and Hank was standing behind it, his upper body blocked but his lower half in the blue coveralls fully visible. Melody could make out the bulge of his cock hanging down his left pantleg.

Her pussy throbbed with need at the thought of getting that cock hard and taking it deep. She had been dreaming of that dick for days. Her master’s cock.

“Hank,” she moaned and fell to her knees before him. She crawled towards him as he slowly closed the panel and looked down at her, naked and blushing with fantasies of what he might do to her.

“Well, well, what’s this?” chuckled Hank. “Does your boyfriend know you’re in here?”

“No,” she said, reaching Hank’s feet and bracing her hands on his legs. She nuzzled her face against the bulge in the leg of his pants. She could almost smell his cock through the fabric.

“And how did your meeting go today with Veronica and Professor Brown?” asked Hank, resting a hand atop Melody’s head.

“Success, master,” she said, looking up at him and smiling. She held up her left hand so he could see the golden wedding band she had slipped on her finger. He took it off and read the inscription on the golden band.

“Oh, my, and you even brought me a trophy? What a good girl.” He stroked her head. “You want to touch it, don’t you? Go on. Take it out, Felecia.”

She felt a hot thrill as Hank called her by her porn star name.

“Yes, master,” she gasped gratefully and reached for his zipper. It only took her practiced hands a moment to unzip his coveralls and reach inside to fish out the thickening length of that glorious cock. She moaned as she saw it, grasping it with both hands and lifting his reddening crown towards her lips.

“So much better than your boyfriend’s, isn’t it?” chuckled Hank.

“Yes, master,” she said, caressing his shaft. “May I… may I suck it?”

“A little,” said Hank. “But don’t make me… ohhhhh… someone is eager.”

Eager wasn’t quite the word. Frenzied. Ravenous. Melody attacked Hank’s cock with the lust of a succubus. She stuffed his full length into her mouth until she gagged herself on his cock. She looked up at him through watery eyes, taking his swelling, hardening cock into her throat. Tonguing his balls as she massaged him with her throat muscles. When she couldn’t take it any longer, she pulled back to his tip, sucking hard and stroking both hands on his stiff, wet shaft.

“Fuck, you are a good slut,” he chuckled. “But I want to hear about your date. Tell me how you broke Little Miss Perfect and turned her from the good wife into the bred slut for big black cock.”

“Mmmmmm!” Melody moaned around his cock, desperate to suck, but obedient to her master’s wishes.

She slipped his cock from between her lips, saliva trailing from her mouth to his red cockhead as she pressed his length between her breasts. Hank’s cock was so wet and slimy from the mucus in her throat that when she squeezed her soft tits around him, she was able to easily slide them up and down on his cock. Pumping him. Massaging him as she caught her breath.

“Getting Professor Brown involved was easy,” moaned Melody, stroking Hank with her tits as she explained. “I just had to give him a blowjob there in class and then wait for Veronica to show up.”

“I’ll bet seeing you sucking that big black cock drove her wild,” said Hank, stroking Melody’s golden hair.

“Mmmmm. Yes. Then I explained all about reparations. I appealed to her Christian sense of morality.” Melody giggled and gave the oozing head of Hank’s cock a lick. “Mmmm. I felt like a devil. But it felt so good. She let him fuck her right there in the room and when I suggested she let him knock her up, well, they were both on board for that.”

“Professor Brown likes to take risks too, huh?”

“Yessss,” agreed Melody, twirling her tongue on Hank’s cock. “Oh, he was so hot pounding her pussy. I mean, not as hot as you, master, but his dick is so big.”

“Bigger than mine?”

Melody shook her head. “Definitely not. Yours is the biggest.”

“Don’t lie to me,” said Hank sternly, squeezing Melody’s cheeks.

“The best,” she amended. “Better than Professor Brown’s. Better than Brandon’s for sure.”

“Keep going,” he said, releasing her cheeks and letting her get back to stroking his cock with her soft breasts. She was moving faster and faster, pausing every so often to suck his tip and give his cock a fresh coat of saliva. Her cleavage was flushed from the rubbing. His cock was steadily leaking precum.

“I told Veronica exactly what to do,” gasped Melody, working faster and faster. “I told her how to pleasure Professor Brown and how badly she needed his hot load of cum deep in her pussy.”

“And she bought it?” grunted Hank, his muscles tensing.

“Every word,” moaned Melody, tonguing his salty cockhead again. “She was practically begging him to knock her up by the end of it. Oh, and what an end! His big black cock pounding into that perfect pink pussy. Her moaning like a whore. Begging for his load.”

“And he gave it to her?” groaned Hank, clearly on the edge.

Melody’s eyes sparkled. She smiled with delight, working her tits vigorously around Hank’s straining cock. Her face flushed. His cock almost purple.

“Yesssss!” she cried. “Oh, god, yes. He poured his load right into that pussy. Pumped her full of all that creamy cum. I know she’s knocked up. There is no way a girl could take so much cum in her unprotected pussy and not be pregnant.”

“Ohhh fuckkkk,” groaned Hank, his cock throbbing and spurting out thick white streams of spunk. His cum gushed against Melody’s face, splashing her cheeks, chin, and open mouth. Drenching her tongue in his salty load and coating her tits in the dwindling pumps of cum.

“Ohhhhh, master,” moaned Melody, squeezing him tightly and stroking out every pearly drop. As he finished, she dropped her mouth onto his cock and sucked him hard, drawing out drops of his cum and savoring it on her tongue.

“You’ve done… done a good job, Felecia,” he groaned, sagging against the heating panel. “I knew you had it in you. But I have a very important question for you before I give you your reward?”

She gave him one more good suck and then lifted her mouth from his cock. She looked up at him adoringly, her face and tits decorated with Hank’s spunk as she clung to his legs.

“What’s that, master?”

“Have you been a good girl?” he asked, stroking his thumb through a splatter of cum on her cheek and feeding it into her mouth. She sucked his thumb clean, her eyes rolling with lust.

“Yessss,” she moaned.

“No cumming? Not even masturbating?”

“It was so hard,” she admitted. “I wanted to cum. But I didn’t, master. I resisted the urge.”

“Even when you were sucking his cock? I know how hot that makes you to have a big cock in your mouth.”

“No,” she said, shaking her head vehemently. “I obeyed you master. I saved myself for you.”

“Good,” he said, pushing her away from his cock and taking a step back. He admired Veronica’s ring again. “Then I suppose it’s time I finally reward you for your accomplishments. Are you ready, Felecia?”

“Oh, yes, master,” she said, unable to suppress a grin. Melody had never been more ready for anything in her life.


7.7

Her Reward and His Command

Melody was elated. She had a tummy full of Hank’s cum and the promise of finally getting a little relief. He helped her off her knees and ran his hands over her luscious body, taking full advantage of her lack of clothing to squeeze and grope her. He kissed her, but only a little, because he no doubt tasted his cum on her lips.

“Let’s go back to his bed,” said Hank. “You can get your reward there.”

“Where Brandon sleeps?” asked Melody, feeling a hot thrill at the perverse cruelty of what Hank was suggesting.

“He’s a cuck,” laughed Hank. “If he knew we were fucking on his bed – the same bed he used to fuck you on – it would probably drive him wild.”

“Brandon isn’t…”

Her words defending her boyfriend trailed off when she saw the hard look in Hank’s eyes. She didn’t even really disagree with him. Brandon was a cuck, many times over, but she didn’t like people saying bad things about him. He was sweet and handsome.

“What is he?” demanded Hank, giving her ass a rough squeeze and then a push towards the bedroom. “Say it. Don’t pretend he is something else. What is your boyfriend? What is the man who wants to marry you?”

“Marry? I… he’s a cuckold,” admitted Melody.

“That’s right,” chuckled Hank, giving her another push through the bedroom door. “A cuckold loser. And I’m going to fuck his beautiful girlfriend right here on his bed and leave a nice big wet spot of all her cum.”

“Ohhhh fuck,” moaned Melody, trembling with excitement at the way Hank was talking.

“On your hands and knees,” he said, pushing her towards the neatly made bed. “Show me that ass.”

“Wait, one second, master,” said Melody, thinking of something extra naughty. She saw annoyance flash on Hank’s face. She quickly explained, “I owe my friend Lucy a favor. She’s distracting Brandon so we have some time to ourselves. I’d like to, um, record a video of me and you to send to her as a reward.”

“You want to make a porn of us?” Hank chuckled. “Boy, you really don’t learn your lesson, do you, Felecia Fay? Of course, that’s what you really want. To be controlled by your past. To surrender to your deepest, darkest desires and be owned by a man like me.”

He gave her ass a good, hard smack and made her moan with submissive lust. He stroked and squeezed her round cheeks.

“Please, master,” she whispered, looking up into his cruel eyes.

“Alright,” he chuckled and gave her ass another smack and another squeeze. “Get your phone. Set it up. I’ll let you show this Lucy how I own your fat college girl ass.”

“It’s not fat,” pouted Melody, but she hurried into the bathroom to collect her phone. She set it up next to the bed, getting a good angle as Hank watched her bend over and crane her neck to see the other side of the phone.

“Looks pretty fat,” chuckled Hank. “But I like it like that. Makes a lot of noise when I’m pounding you. Now quit fucking around with your phone and get on that bed.”

She was satisfied that the angle was good on the bed. It might cut off Hank’s head if he was railing her doggystyle, but pretty much everything else would be in frame and close enough for some good detail. As a last touch she turned on the bedside lamp to cast a warm glow on the bed.

Then she dropped to her hands and knees, posed so the camera could see everything, and waited for whatever Hank was going to do to her. For a few seconds, he just looked. One hand slowly stroking his hard cock as he smirked.

“Just think of how many times that limp dick has fucked you in this bed,” chuckled Hank. “Now you get to really cum. Now you get to be fucked in this bed by a real man.”

“Yes, master,” moaned Melody, feeling a hot throb of lust at the horrible things Hank was saying about Brandon.

“Poor, stupid cuck,” said Hank, moving onto the bed behind Melody. “He doesn’t even know his girlfriend’s sweet ass belongs to me.”

Hank gave her another hard swat and a squeeze. Spreading her cheeks for the camera to see her tight pink asshole and blushing cunt. Showing off the red handprints he had left on Melody’s creamy ass. Letting the camera see her clench reflexively.

“Mmmmm, I’m going to fuck you so good tonight,” growled Hank, running his big fingers down the seam of Melody’s crack and onto the hot folds of her pussy. She sucked in a breath as he spanked two fingers against her clit. Each drum of his fingertips sending pleasure shocking into her core. He thrust two fingers into her pussy, down to the last knuckle, and rubbed his thumb against the clenched divot of her asshole. “Yeah, you are wet. You want that dick. Don’t you? Tell me how bad you want it.”

He smacked her ass hard and her head jerked up from the bed. She moaned, “I want it so bad, master. I need it. I need your cock inside me.”

“Yes, you do, because it’s so much bigger and better than your boyfriend’s dick, isn’t it?” he demanded, pumping his thick fingers in and out of her slick pussy.

“Yessssss,” she moaned, her body shuddering. She began to work her hips back against his knuckles. Her clit grinding against his hand. Her cunt clutching around his thrusting fingers. She felt pressure against her asshole and moaned as his thumb worked into her tight clench. “Ohhhhh, fuck meeee, master.”

His chuckle rumbled through her. He smacked her ass harder. Spreading it and squeezing it as he fucked both of her holes with his digits. His thick thumb plundering her asshole. His two fingers – no, three fingers! – pumping in and out of her pussy. Faster and faster, rocking her forward on the bed. Making her tits swing beneath her with the force of his thrusts.

I tightened within her like a spring being compressed. Too late to stop what was going to happen.

“OooooOOOOOooooo, master, I’m cummmmming!” she cried, pushing back against him.

“Good girl,” he laughed. “Cum for your master. Cum all over his fingers. Yesssss! Oh, that’s it. Squeeze my fingers. Drip all over your cuck boyfriend’s bed.”

“NnnnnnYYESSSS master!” cried Melody, bucking her hips hard and feeling her cum bursting past Hank’s fingers and dripping down onto the bed. She was making a mess, but her orgasm felt so good she couldn’t worry about it. In fact, knowing that her master was making her cum right there on Brandon’s bed using just his fingers only made it hotter.

“That’s a good girl,” said Hank, slowing his thrusts as Melody trembled and moaned. “Let it all out. Oh, you little slut, it’s like juicing a peach. Mmmmm.”

He eased his fingers from inside her and wiped her juices on her thigh. Then he moved closer and she felt the brush of his hardness against her cunt. She was still trembling with aftershocks of her orgasm as he teased the head of his big dick against her folds. Up and down, smearing her juices from her clit up to her asshole and back down again.

“Do you want this dick now, slave?” asked Hank, thumping his cockhead against her clit.

“Ooooooh, yes, please,” she moaned, dropping her head to the bed and raising her hips to offer up her glistening, blushing cunt. “Fuck me, master!”

He made her wait for it. He rubbed his cock up and down, side-to-side, smacking it into her crack and rubbing it over her clenching divot. Teasing her like me might fuck her ass, then sliding lower to tease her pussy lips open. Rubbing her juices all over his cock. Stroking himself with the lubrication of her nectar.

“Fuck you got a hot little cunt,” me muttered. “Alright, slut. I’m going to give you what you need. You’ve been such a good whore for me.”

“Th-thank you, master,” she panted.

Hank grabbed her hips in both hands, parted her pussy with the head of his cock, and dragged her back hard and flush against him. He impaled her tight cunt on the full length of his hardness. Skewered. Speared. She cried out with ecstasy, filled like only Hank could fill her. His cock curved just right to press against that spot that drove her wild. His thickness and length so much better than Brandon.

To say nothing of how he fucked. Hank did not simply hump in and out of her like some teenager. He drove her down into the bed. He pulled her hair and bit her shoulder. He slammed his hips and spanked her ass with them. He sloshed his cock in and out of her soaking cunt until her cum was pouring out of her with every thrust. Her whole body arched beneath him. His big, strong hand on her throat. Squeezing, but not choking.

“Fuckkkkkk,” she cried, an orgasm gripping her. Pleasure exploding in starbursts at the corners of her eyes.

“You’re my slut,” he groaned. “My fuck puppet. You will do whatever I want, whenever I want, and you’ll beg to do it.”

“Yesssss, master,” she wailed, pussy pulsing hot around him. He tightened his grip on her hair, pulling her to kneel upright, reaching around with one hand to roughly squeeze her bouncing tits as he fucked her with rapid, short strokes. Her tits bouncing for the camera. His strong hands shaping them and tugging at her nipples. His hips smacking plap-plap-plap as his cock pounded into her pussy.

“I am going to fuck your fat ass now,” he said, still hammering into her pussy. “I’m going to fuck it until I cum. Until you beg me to cum. You want that?”

“Yesssss,” cried Melody. “Oh, master, fuck my ass. Fuck my big, soft, college girl ass.”

He laughed at that and rewarded her with a hot kiss over her shoulder. Their tongues reaching for one another. Her mouth open and surrendering to him. Her whole body ruled by Hank’s desire.

He pulled out of her pussy and pushed her back down into a doggystyle position. His cock was at her asshole in an instant and he eased it past her pink pucker. Filling her with his cunt-slicked hardness. Thrusting his hot, throbbing length into the depths of her ass.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” he chuckled. “I’m going to gape that little ass.”

He fucked her even harder in her ass than he had in her pussy. It was a relentless, almost cruel pounding. It hurt but that made her like it more. It made her finger her clit as he rammed his fat cock in and out of her tight hole. His balls smacking her pussy. His cock swelling inside her as his pleasure grew. His precum lubing up her asshole. Foaming at her ring.

“Fuckkkk,” she cried. “Oh, god, master, it’s so fucking big.”

“You’re just too tight,” he panted, sweat dripping from his forehead onto her back. “You just need to get fucked up the ass more often. Ohhhhhhh. Oh shit. Do you want this cum?”

“Yes, please, master,” she moaned.

“Tell me where you want it,” he groaned, his voice straining as he held back the flood of his orgasm. “Where do you want this cum?”

Deep down she wanted to feel his cum pumping into her ass, but she knew that wouldn’t be filthy enough for Hank or for the video for Lucy. She needed something dramatic. She needed it…

“All over my face,” moaned Melody. “Paint me with your hot load, master!”

“You got it you dirty… mmmm… fucking… hnnnnn… SLUT!”

Hank popped his cock out of Melody’s ass and turned her around with a rough yank of her hair. She rolled over onto her back, offering her face and her wide-open mouth to him. He groaned, stroking his red, glistening cock as he erupted across her face in hot, sticky streams. The milky spurts of his cum splashed her from her hair down to her breasts, covering her in jiggling ropes and pouring cum into her mouth. She caught him on her tongue as his flow weakened and she took him into her mouth, sucking his cock even though it had just been up her tight asshole.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, eyes rolling with lust and fingers on her clit. Cumming with his cock in her mouth. With her tits and her face and the bedspread decorated in Hank’s spunk.

“Good girl,” chuckled Hank, reaching over and picking up the phone to get a last POV shot. Even though Melody had cum covering one eye, she managed a wink at him and a teasing lick of his cock for the camera.

He turned it off and tossed the phone aside.

“Now, slut,” he growled. “Clean that cum up. Clean my fucking dick.”

She licked and slurped every filthy spatter of cum up. She used her fingers where her tongue wouldn’t reach, cleaning them for his benefit and then returning to his cock and balls. Sucking him as he grew hard once more.

He was atop her again before she even fully realized what was happening. Pushing her thighs apart and climbing between them. Kissing her. Deep and intense kisses. His cock finding the hot furrow of her cunt.

“What are you doing, master?” she gasped.

“This one,” he rasped, “is just for you and me.”

It was incredible. Like nothing Hank or Brandon or any other man had ever done to her before. He thrust into her in a deep missionary stroke, burying his cock with the downstroke and pulling it almost completely out of her soaking cunt on the upstroke. He braced his arms on either side of her head at first. Staring down at her. Sometimes kissing her passionately. His eyes burning. His strokes intensifying.

“Hank,” she gasped.

“Melody,” he replied, kissing her again. The façade was down. The game was over, at least for the moment. He thrust faster. Harder. Deeper. The bed shook and her pleasure tightened deep inside her. She could feel his cock swelling as his thrusting intensified still more. Her tits jiggling and splashing against her ribcage with each pound of Hank’s mighty cock.

“I’m going to cum,” he groaned, “deep inside you.”

“Yessss,” she moaned, stroking his back and hooking her legs around him. Drawing him deeper. Drawing him into a kiss.

“Going to cum so deep… your boyfriend will be smelling me on you for a week. No showering will get me out of you.”

“I want it,” cried Melody, on the verge of an orgasm. “Hank! Pleaaase! Cum for me! Cum inside meeee!”

He smothered her with a kiss. His tongue thrust deep as he hilted in her pussy and exploded. She felt the hot waves of his load pumping into her, and it made her cum. Intense, squeezing spasms. More intense than any of the others. More intense than anything Brandon had ever done to her.

Then, after a few breaths pressed tightly together, it was over. Hank slid his cock out and climbed out of the bed.

“You have one more professor,” said Hank. “One more man I want you to seduce. Professor Billingsly. Then. Your final reward.”

He dressed in a hurry and left the apartment. Melody wasn’t sure why, but she didn’t bother getting up or taking another shower. She slid under the comforter and fell asleep.

She awoke to Brandon returning home. She pretended to still be asleep as he walked into the bedroom. He sniffed the air. Sniffed again. Then crept back to the bathroom to brush his teeth. He slid into the bed beside her, murmuring something as he realized she was naked. He spooned against her. His underwear covered cock pressing against her cream-filled pussy.

She could feel Brandon’s hardness. Could feel that he wanted her. She ignored him. She thought of Professor Billingsly. Dull, middle aged, married, and exactly the sort of man she was craving.

Her next victim.


7.8

Conspiring With Lucy

Melody could still feel Hank’s thick cock inside her the next day. Even after a meaningless quickie with Brandon and a hot shower, she felt Hank. His hands on her body. His lips on her neck. And his whispered words in her ear.

She had one man left to seduce. Professor Billingsly. She didn’t have his Business Management class until 3:45 and her schedule was mostly clear for the day. She went for a run and some crunches at the sports center.

While Melody exercised her lovely body, her mind was on Billingsly. A schlub loser. A skinnier Paul Giamatti type who always seemed bored by his own class. She couldn’t imagine any of his students ever had a crush on him, but Melody wanted to fuck him so bad her pussy was aching while she was doing kettlebells.

It wasn’t an attraction to Professor Billingsly in particular. She just wanted to seduce and fuck the last man on Hank’s list so that she could finally get her reward. Was Hank going to make her dump Brandon? Was he going to make her do something humiliating like get a tattoo? Or a piercing? Parade around campus topless? Contemplating the power he had over her – the power Melody had willingly given to him – made her even hotter. So hot that she was worried about soaking through her workout pants.

She cooled off in the showers and then, shamelessly naked in the locker room while other women came and went in towels, she fired off a text to her bestie Lucy.

“Thanks for last night. Hot time.”

“Do tell,” replied Lucy. She added an expectant smiley.

“Let’s meet for lunch. How about Café Volante?”

“Babysitting for my sister today,” replied Lucy. “Little ones go down for a nap after lunch so why don’t you stop by around 12:30. I can’t wait to hear every slutty detail.”

“SHHHHHHH!” replied Melody, adding the shushing smiley.

She was smiling down at her phone when she realized a heavyset middle-aged woman was checking her out. Melody remembered she was naked and quickly plucked the towel out of her locker and wrapped herself up.

“Sorry,” she said to the older woman.

“Hey, I was enjoying the free show,” said the older woman with a wink.

Melody smiled back. A different time, a different day, she might have chatted the woman up to see where that wink might lead. But she had to do some grocery shopping before her lunch date with Lucy. Her head was in the clouds as she took her trip to the store.

Everything seemed to be happening so quickly. With Hank, with Brandon, and there at Sandy State. She had enjoyed – endured in retrospect – years of monogamy with Brandon, but that was a thing of the past. She was back to her old ways and living the life some part of her had always needed. Looking around the checkouts at the customers and workers at the Food King and Melody could picture herself having sex with any of them. Old guys, fat ladies, hot yoga moms, bag boys, mustachioed managers. They were all on the menu again, so long as Hank allowed her to fuck them.

She sighed, carrying her bags out of the store and back to the car. She unloaded the groceries at the apartment she shared with Brandon, then put on a cute outfit to wear to Lucy’s. Nothing fancy, just some black jeans and a billowy white drawstring top that managed to show off her cleavage even though it was otherwise shapeless. She went braless because her breasts needed a rest after her compression top at the gym.

Lucy lived across town where she was sharing her apartment with her sister and her sister’s two young children. Having the kids around meant no more parties at Lucy’s place, but Melody’s partying days were mostly behind her anyway. It was more of a problem for Lucy’s love life. Melody’s busty, redheaded friend never lacked for male attention and was never shy about accepting it.

Melody arrived and went upstairs to the second-floor apartment. She had a bottle of wine she’d picked up at the store in the hopes Lucy would be up for a little midday drinking. She knocked softly at the door in the hopes Lucy’s niece and nephew were asleep. The door cracked open and Lucy answered, a smile spreading on her face when she saw it was Melody.

“Heeeyyyyy,” she grinned. “C’mon in. Kylie and Jack just fell asleep so we should be good for a couple hours. Oooooh. Wine? I could use some wine.”

The beautiful, curvy redhead had her hair pulled back in a ponytail and was wearing her glasses. She certainly wasn’t dressed up in her loose Les Misérables T-shirt that hung to one side and drooped off her shoulder and a pair of tight pink leggings that were a little too small for Lucy’s thick thighs and plump bottom. Unlike Melody, Lucy had not worked her way back to peak physical condition after her “Freshman fifteen” and had added a sophomore seven or eight. Melody thought the slight thickness suited Lucy. Men certainly hadn’t stopped calling the redhead.

Lucy poured the wine and they sat together in the den near the back of the apartment. The blinds were pulled so the lights were low.

“Alright, dish,” said Lucy. “What the fuck is up with you and Brandon? Why all the subterfuge? Why did I listen to Brandon talk for over an hour about the Appian Way? Who is this guy? Tell me everything.”

Melody took a deep breath and launched into it. She started with her porn career, which Lucy had known about but had not realized that Melody had been working for an actual company.

“Hang on, what was your porn star name?”

“Felicia Fey,” said Melody, her face hot realizing what her bestie was about to dive into.

“Okay, you keep talking, I’m going to look this up,” said Lucy, sounding almost excited by the prospect as she took out her phone.

Melody continued, telling Lucy about her style of porn and how she had enjoyed making it so much and then abandoned it for college and for Brandon. How she kept it secret but discovered Brandon watching her porn. Not long after that how she met her neighbor Hank and started into a kinky dominant/submissive relationship with him.

Of course, continuing to pour her guts out to Lucy started to become difficult as Lucy’s eyes widened and Melody heard her own voice coming out of Lucy’s phone.

“Fuuuuuck me, daddy,” moaned Melody on the phone. “Oh, yes, shove it up my little asshole.”

“Hollly shit,” muttered Lucy. “Dominated by My Stepdaddy? Seduced by My Husband’s Lesbian Boss? Gloryhole Slaves 14? Damn, Melly, you were up to your neck in this stuff.”

“I was a porn star,” said Melody, her cheeks reddening as she heard herself being spanked and licking pussy on Lucy’s phone. “For a little over a year it was my entire life and then I quit it all to go to college.”

“Bet you made some good money,” noted Lucy, starting up another clip. “Oh, wow, Sorority Hazing 9. This girl looks almost like me. I had no idea you were into lesbian stuff.”

“It was just part of the job,” lied Melody, who had particularly enjoyed some of the girl-on-girl stuff she had shot for Dark Side Productions.

“Eat my fucking ass, you pledge slut,” whine the girl on the video getting rimmed by Felicia Fey.

Melody had to look away from her friend staring at Melody’s raunchy lesbian ass eating video. She cleared her throat and tried to continue with her story as Lucy browsed through one dirty video after another on her phone.

“So this thing I’ve got going with Hank is sort of like a dare but it’s kinky and he has me go around seducing all of my professors. So I’ve been sleeping with them.”

“How many?” asked Lucy, not looking up from the phone.

“Well, all of them,” admitted Melody. “Except one. I have one left I have to seduce. Professor Billingsly.”

“That guy?” Lucy finally looked up from her phone. “You are going to have sex with that boring old dorky guy with the ratty suit and the monotone voice that sounds like Bernie Sanders talking?”

“Uh, yeah,” said Melody, realizing how crazy it all sounded. She realized she shouldn’t have told Lucy about any of it and gulped down the rest of her glass of wine.

“That’s hot,” said Lucy with a grin. “Remember how we used to tease my boss at the pizza place?”

“Yeah,” giggled Melody, relieved that Lucy was not judging her. “Things got pretty crazy with him a couple times.”

“You don’t know the half of it,” said Lucy. “He used to finger me while he was on the phone. Then he would make me lick his fingers clean. It was so dirty.”

“Oh my god,” laughed Melody. “I knew you were giving some handies with him and—”

“Oh, we totally fucked a couple times in that big Escalade he owned.” Lucy clucked her tongue. “Not a bad fuck for such a gross guy. But I’m getting off topic. This is about you. And Hank and Brandon… so is it like over with Brandon?”

“Not yet,” admitted Melody. “But it’s close.”

“Yeah, that guy always seemed too soft for you, even before I knew about the whole ‘wanting to be choked by her stepmom in a porno’ thing.”

“Even Brandon being soft is kind of hot to me,” admitted Melody. “It turns me on when Hank calls him a cuckold and stuff like that.”

“God, you’re such a fucking kinky slut,” laughed Lucy. “So when are you doing Billingsly?”

“I have class with him tonight,” said Melody. “Although he’s so boring it might not be easy to get him in bed.”

Lucy giggled, then stopped abruptly as a strange expression came over her face.

“He’s so boring you might need something really special to seduce him.” Lucy chugged the last of her wine and set the glass aside. “You might need a wing woman.”

“What are you… you mean like how we used to tease your boss?”

“For a start,” said Lucy, her voice low and husky. She slid off the couch and onto her knees. “I mean how I just saw you in some of those videos. Two girls. One guy. Isn’t that what every creepy old professor secretly wants?”

“You don’t even have his class,” said Melody.

“I took his 101 class my freshman year. Besides, that’s no excuse. I wouldn’t be there to get a grade.” Lucy crawled close enough to Melody to put her hands on Melody’s knees. “I’d be there to get dirty with you. Like in the videos.”

Lucy’s hands crept up Melody’s thighs. Melody sucked in a breath.

“You… you want that sort of thing? I thought you had a boyfriend.”

“Two boyfriends actually,” chuckled Lucy, her hands sliding higher still, under Melody’s skirt. Fingers brushing her panties. “Two big-dicked boyfriends who fuck my brains out regularly. But that doesn’t mean I can’t have a little extra fun with my best girl.”

Melody was going to ask Lucy if she really understood what seducing Professor Billingsly would entail, but then she felt Lucy’s fingers pulling aside the front of her panties and the hot redhead leaned up to plant a kiss on Melody’s lips.

It wasn’t like they hadn’t kissed before. They had made out several times, whether drunk at parties, showing off for boys, or just to practice. Lucy was a great kisser. She had this clockwise swirl she did with her tongue and liked to suck on Melody’s lower lip. Melody usually resisted getting too hot and bothered by it, but after half a bottle of wine and listening to herself fucking on those videos, Melody couldn’t fight it for a second. 

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Melody, her tongue moving hungrily against Lucy’s. Her hips moving to lift her ass from the couch as Lucy slid Melody’s panties down her thighs. Lucy’s thumb went straight to Melody’s clit, massaging it gently as they made out like a couple of drunk highschoolers.

“You’re such a sexy slut,” giggled Lucy, rubbing Melody’s clit and darting her tongue across Melody’s lips. “Mmmmmm. You’re not just getting fucked by this Hank guy, you are turning into this Felicia Fey woman. This fantasy girl you created right out of high school.”

“Something like that,” agreed Melody, pushing her pussy against Lucy’s fingers. She knew she shouldn’t be acting like this with her friend, but she couldn’t stop it. Between the wine and her lust she felt hot all over. She kissed Lucy again and this time she slid Lucy’s top down from her shoulders. Lucy reached back and unbuckled her bra and squeezed her big, creamy tits into Melody’s face.

Melody was in heaven. Her friend’s aggression was turning her on so much that she could not hold back. She let Lucy push her back onto the couch and Melody feverishly kissed and sucked Lucy’s smothering tits. Lucy’s thigh pressed between Melody’s legs and Melody bucked her hips to fuck against that pressure.

“Ohhhhh, fuck,” moaned Lucy. “If I had known you had this in you… mmmmm… I would have suggested we fuck a long time ago.”

“Mmmmphmmm,” agreed Melody, barely able to breathe under Lucy’s big tits. She managed to free herself enough from those mounds to gasp out, “Sit on my face. Let me lick you.”

“Oh, I won’t let you lick me,” laughed Lucy, already climbing atop Melody and turning around. She grabbed a handful of Melody’s hair, poised her ass just above Melody’s face and said, “I will make you lick me!”

Melody was back on the set of Dominated by My Boyfriend’s Sister, playing the submissive good girl to redheaded Anna Lee Fires and her big-booty slut. Melody grabbed Lucy by her hips and began eagerly licking her sweet pussy and tight asshole. Lucy moaned with pleasure, holding Melody by the hair to keep her trapped against Lucy’s ass as Lucy’s other hand reached down and massaged Melody’s clit.

It was just what Melody needed. Those devilish fingers strumming her throbbing bud as she tongued Lucy’s twat and rimmed her bestie’s velvety backdoor. Lucy squirmed and bucked and moaned with pleasure, her fingers never stopping, but her attention clearly divided between what she was doing and what she was having done to her.

“Ohhhhh fuck, yes,” moaned Lucy, riding hard atop Melody’s face. “Eat that ass, Felicia! Fuck! I am going to watch all your dirty videos when we are done. Ohhhhhh yesssss. Suck my clit. Suck ittttt!”

“Mmmmmmm!” replied Melody, sucking hard at her friend’s clit as she tasted the first warm sweetness of her cum. It smeared onto her face and into her mouth. It coated her tongue in that sweet, oily, slightly tangy flavor. And as Melody’s own orgasm surged, she could not resist stuffing her tongue back into Lucy’s ass. Rimming her friend’s naughty hole as waves of orgasmic pleasure rippled through Melody’s body.

A taste of the taboo. A promise of things to come.

Melody knew one thing for sure: Professor Billingsly was in for a wild time.


7.9

The Fall of Professor Billingsly

Lucy’s plan was simple and Melody had to admit that she liked it. Any plan that started out with her having sex with her bestie in her schlubby professor’s office was sure to win her approval. There was no time before class to get too fancy about it. No matching lingerie or elaborate bondage.

While Professor Billingsly was teaching his late afternoon Business Management – the class Melody was supposed to be attending – Melody and Lucy slipped into Billingsly’s office wearing nothing but trench coats and sneakers. The office was certainly a match for the man, with books stacked everywhere, shelves overflowing with academic trinkets, and various certificates and framed photographs arranged somewhat haphazardly on the walls. His desk was piled up with binders and more books and a laptop.

Lucy made short work of all that, moving the laptop aside and shoving everything else off the desk with a sweep of one arm.

“Your stage awaits,” she giggled, pointing to the scuffed old desk.

Melody took a deep breath. Even after all the wild things she had done with her professors for Hank this semester, this one was risky. She smiled nervously at Lucy and then walked up to the desk, untied her tan trench coat, and let it slip from her shoulders.

Melody’s toned, luscious young body was banded by the strips of afternoon light coming through the cheap blinds on the windows. She left her shoes and socks on as she climbed onto Billingsly’s desk and perched sitting atop it, her legs spread wide and facing the door. She would be the first thing her boring old professor saw when he walked into his office.

“This is so wild,” giggled Lucy. “Seeing you bare-ass naked in this place it… it’s making me all hot and bothered.”

Lucy smiled with seeming confidence as she untied her own trench coat and dropped it from her luscious curves. Her pink nipples were stiff and her plump breasts visibly heaved with each excited breath she took as she stepped up to the desk. Lucy stood facing Melody. They looked into each other’s eyes and Melody appreciated the ridiculousness of their naked bodies in this musty office. Flushed and giggling with the secret knowledge of their plan. Melody trembled a little as Lucy’s fingers met her knees and slid slowly up her thighs.

“Are you ready to start?” whispered Lucy, standing between Melody’s parted legs, pressing her thighs against the desk and leaning closer.

“Yeah,” said Melody, wetting her lips. “He’ll be here any minute.”

“Then we’d better heat things up in a hurry,” murmured Lucy. She slid her left hand up Melody’s inner thigh and stroked the soft folds of Melody’s pussy. Pleasure tickled through Melody from the contact. She was already soaking wet thinking about what they were about to do. She let out a sigh of pleasure and Lucy stole the moment for a kiss.

Melody moaned against those soft lips and succumbed to the temptation of Lucy’s thrusting tongue. Their kiss turned hot and liquid, tongues tangling softly and sliding together in the hot confines of their joined mouths. As they kissed, Lucy’s fingers became more purposeful. She spread Melody’s delicate cuntlips, teased the dewy depths of her pussy, and stroked the sensitive button of her clit.

Melody’s hands cradled the soft roundness of Lucy’s ass. She pulled her friend closer, kissed her more passionately, and squeezed those luscious, lovely cheeks.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Melody, feeling the teasing of Lucy’s nipples against her own. She leaned up and into them, their soft breasts squeezing together. Their nipples rubbing and bending and sending hot little pulses of pleasure straight to Melody’s clit. “Oooh, you’re so good at that.”

“I know it,” giggled Lucy, nibbling at Melody’s lower lip and then pulling away. “But there’s something else I’m even better at…”

“Oh? Does it involve being a total slut?”

“You’re the expert there,” said Lucy, winking as she slid off Melody’s body and crouched between Melody’s thighs. Lucy pressed kisses to Melody’s inner thighs, teasing closer and closer to the steamy mound of Melody’s cunt.

“Ohhhhh, I don’t know,” moaned Melody, sliding her fingers into her friend’s scarlet hair. “I think you are a born slut. I grew into one.”

“Mmmm, maybe so,” admitted Lucy. “But I think you’ve got me beat these days. Mmmmm.”

Lucy pressed a kiss to Melody’s clit and sent pleasure pulsing deep into Melody’s core. Melody moaned and arched atop Professor Billingsly’s desk. She quickly forgot all about the plan and enjoyed the wet, slippery pleasure of Lucy’s tongue lapping at her cunt and her straining clit. Melody thrust herself against Lucy and reached up to play with her own breasts, plucking and pulling at her nipples. Pleasure and pain mingled and shot through her to her clit. Lucy added her fingers to the mix, thrusting two and then three into the slick depths of Melody’s pussy as she continued to lick at Melody’s clit.

“Oooohhhh, fuck yesss,” panted Melody, lost completely to the pleasure of what was happening. She hung one leg over Lucy’s shoulder and thrust against Lucy’s fingers. “Fuck! That’s so fucking good! Ohhhh… Lucy, babe, you’re going to make me cum.”

“I’d better suck on that clit then,” purred Lucy and she clamped her lips against Melody’s aching joy buzzer.

Lucy’s sucking lips sent intense pleasure shooting straight to Melody’s core. Melody cried out with ecstasy, jerking her hips and fucking herself against Lucy’s fingers. The pleasure of her climax burst in powerful spasms that rose from her depths and seemed to radiate from her clit. Her slick inner walls squeezed against Lucy’s thrusting fingers and she spilled out a great gush of her sweet nectar onto the desk.

It was in that exact moment of climactic release that the door to Professor Billingsly’s office swung open. Melody looked right at him. He was a scrawny, balding, chinless middle-aged man. Slightly paunchy, his brown blazer old and out of fashion, his shirt always rumpled, and the same clip-on tie on his collar. His glasses were greasy and his nose was dotted with his oversized pores.

“Professor Billingsly!” gasped Melody, pleasure still rippling through her as Lucy loudly sucked her pussy.

The schlubby professor standing in the doorway had the perfect vantage to see almost everything. Lucy’s soft ass perched atop her heels as she sucked and fucked Melody’s pussy. Melody, splayed wide, tugging at her nipples, her face flushed and lips parted in a shocked cry of pure pleasure. The small office thick with the heat and scent of raw sex.

“What… what in god’s name are you doing in my office?” he gawped, dropping his overstuffed briefcase at his feet.

“Better come inside and shut the door, professor,” moaned Melody.

“Melody Applebottom?” Professor Billingsly staggered into the room and shut the door behind him. His eyes wide behind his thick glass. His face going red as he stared ravenously at Melody and Lucy naked before him. “You can’t be… this is wildly… I mean… these aren’t even my office hours! You two need to stop this and get out! My wife is going to be here in half an hour!”

“Mmmmm?” Lucy lifted her face from between Melody’s thighs. She looked back over her shoulder at Professor Billingsly as she wiped her chin with her hand. “You want us to stop? Don’t you want to, you know…?”

“Join in,” suggested Melody, squeezing her flushed tits together.

Professor Billingsly stared at them, his magnified eyes flicking back and forth between Lucy and Melody indecisively. Melody could almost hear the gears turning in his head. The middle-aged man wondering if this was some sort of trick. Wondering if he should risk everything for a chance with the two beautiful girls sprawled on his desk.

“My wife,” he moaned.

Lucy leaned over to a shelf behind his desk and plucked a frame photo from the shelf. She turned it around so Melody could see it.

A plump, matronly woman who looked to be in her mid-fifties was pictured in the photo. She wasn’t even smiling. Beside her, Professor Billingsly was pictured with a huge grin on his face, but it was clearly fake and the smile somehow made him seem even sadder.

“This lady? I think you should forget about her.” Lucy tossed the photo face-down back onto the shelf. “You’ve got half an hour to prove you’re a man. Come on stud…”

Melody giggled as she squeezed and played with her breasts to draw the professor’s attention. She was impressed with Lucy’s enthusiasm.

“Yeaaaah,” moaned Melody, perching her feet on the edge of the professor’s desk, her knees up and thighs spread so he could see everything. “This is your one chance. Turn us down now and you’ll never get to be with either of us. Mmmmm. Come on over, professor. My hot little pussy is waiting for your big dick.”

“Fuck,” groaned Professor Billingsly, staggering towards the desk. Lucy caught him on his way and made short work of his belt and pants. He was wearing pinstriped blue-and-white boxers and his cock was so hard it was jutting out through the flap, the crown as red as a cherry tomato.

Lucy moaned and devoured the professor’s dick. She slurped on his sucker as Melody scooted to the edge of the desk and sat up to wrap her arms around his neck.

“Oh my god,” he moaned, looking down at Lucy bobbing on his prick until Melody drew his attention away and planted a kiss on his lips.

It was a scorching hot kiss. Her tongue waking up his as she let him feel the softness of her breasts against him. She put one hand on Lucy’s head to encourage her and slipped the other to the professor’s left hand. She brought it up to her breast, guiding him to fondle her perfect tits. But it was a ruse. She slipped his wedding ring off his finger and as she made out with him she dropped it into the pocket of her discarded trench coat.

“Mmmmm,” moaned Lucy, popping her lips free of the professor’s cock. “I think he’s going to bust his nuts right in my mouth. Is that what you want professor?”

“Oh, I think he would like us to share,” laughed Melody. “Isn’t that right, professor?”

“Y-yeah, right,” he said, nodding with a dumbfounded grin on his face. “Yeah, you’d better share it.”

Melody slid off the desk and onto her knees. She grabbed hold of his cock and took it between her lips, slurping him like a pro as Lucy went down on his hairy balls. He didn’t last long before shuddering and letting out a hoarse cry of, “I’m going to explode!”

“Mmmmhmmmm,” agreed Melody, bobbing one last time before pulling his twitching cock out of her mouth. “Come on, professor. Explode all over us!”

“Yeah, professor,” moaned Lucy, pressing her cheek against Melody’s as both girls looked up at him. “Give us all that nasty jizz!”

“Ohhhhh, girls,” he groaned. “I don’t… I can’t… aaaHHHHH!”

Cum launched from his cock and sailed over their heads to splatter across the top of the professor’s desk. Melody, pumping her hand on his prick, cried out with delight and aimed his cock lower. He spurted again and again, drenching their faces, and gushing into their open mouths. Melody took him back into her mouth to suck out the last of his load, then turned straight to Lucy to share it.

They swapped the slimy spunk back and forth, tongues twirling in it as Melody kept one hand moving on the professor’s cock. The naughty show she made with Lucy of licking up every drop of the professor’s thick spunk made sure his cock stayed nice and hard. By the time they were done licking and slurping cum up from each other and from his desk, Professor Billingsly was eager for another round.

“Quickly,” he groaned, bending them both over his desk, hip-to-hip, and stroking their creamy cheeks. “My wife will be here any minute.”

“Guess you’d better fuck us fast,” said Lucy, wiggling her butt against his hand.

“You can put it in my ass if you want, professor,” moaned Melody, reaching back to spread her cheeks and tantalizing him with the clench of her delicate pink hole. She saw his mind melting at the sight of two beautiful coeds bent over his desk. Whatever willpower he had was gone and he fell to his knees behind them and began loudly kissing and licking them both.

“Ohhhh! I thought you were going to hurry!” laughed Lucy.

“I think he got hungry looking at… ooooOOOOH! My ass!” Melody arched against the professor, reaching back to pull his face into her plush bottom and feeling his tongue rolling around the rim of her hole.

Both girls loudly cried out with pleasure, laughing and throwing their asses in the professor’s face. Professor Billingsly moved desperately back and forth between Lucy and Melody, licking their pink holes and stroking his cock. He was so focused on what he was doing that he didn’t even stop when the door to his office swung open.

Mrs. Billingsly froze in the doorway. Melody looked back to see her matronly face become a mask of pure rage.

“Leonard! What the HELL are you doing?”

Professor Billingsly shot to his feet, covering his cock with one hand as Lucy and Melody burst out in laughter. He faced his wife.

“Wait! Honey! I can explain everything! This is, uh, part of, this, uh—”

Mrs. Billingsly smacked him right in the face and he fell back against the desk and the two girls perched upon the desk. Melody and Lucy embraced him, giggling and kissing him from both sides.

“Go to hell, Leonard,” shouted Mrs. Billingsly. “We are THROUGH! I am going to stay with my sister in Santa Barbara! You get out of the house by the time I get back!”

“Wait… Martha…” Mr. Billingsly whimpered with defeat and sagged back against Melody and Lucy.

“Awwww, sorry, professor,” teased Melody. “Looks like your marriage is probably over. But on the plus side, we’re still here.”

“Yeah, for like another hour or so,” said Lucy, casting a glance over at Melody.

“It’s all my fault,” moaned the professor. “I’ll never be happy again.”

He was half right. It didn’t take long before the schlubby professor was smiling happily and watching Melody’s plump peach bouncing atop him. Her stretched star gripping his condom-wrapped cock and Lucy, stretched out on his desk, leaning over to cradle him against her breasts and stiff, pink nipples.

Melody’s ass proved to be more than a match for the stamina the condom gave him and before long Professor Billingsly was groaning and grabbing two handfuls of Melody’s perfect peach. He groaned as he pumped his load into the condom, stretching out the reservoir with his milky spunk.

The professor got one last treat before the girls bid him farewell. He got to watch Melody and Lucy 69 until he was hard again and then had the privilege of fucking them both, his strokes weak and weary, but his desperation keeping his saggy old body going. He finally pulled out of Melody, stripped the condom off, and shot his cum all over her tits. Lucy was only too happy to lick Melody’s breasts clean.

Professor Billingsly slumped in his chair, watching as the two girls stood up and pulled on their coats.

“You gonna be alright, professor?” asked Lucy, giving him a look of concern.

“Yeah,” he said, still breathing heavily. “I just need to… call my lawyer.”

He reached for the phone as Melody and Lucy went giggling from his office. Melody felt the ring in her pocket and smiled.

She was starting to put together quite a collection.


7.10

Mislaid Plans

“So hot,” giggled Lucy, squeezing against Melody and pressing a deep, tongue-kiss to her lips.

Their bodies tangled for a moment there in the hall outside Professor Billingsley’s office. Passing students gawped at the two of them kissing so hungrily there for everyone to see. Even after they separated, a glistening strand of saliva connected their mouths for a moment before they broke into mutual giggles.

“Totally,” said Melody, wiping her lips with her fingers. “We need to do this more often.”

“Yeah, or just skip the men altogether next time.” Lucy grabbed Melody and pulled her close again, kissing Melody’s neck and sucking hotly at her earlobe.

“Ahhhh! Enough!” Melody laughed and pushed her bestie-with-benefits away. “I gotta get out of here. But I’ll text you with how everything goes.”

“Yeah, let me know how this Hank guy appreciates you,” said Lucy, giving Melody a saucy wink.

“I’ll text you all the dirty deets,” called Melody, already starting down the echoing hallway of the building.

“Send pics too,” shouted Lucy. “And vids. I want to see it all!”

Melody waved a last farewell to her friend and hurried towards her bicycle chained outside the building. She couldn’t wait to report back to Hank and receive another of his rewards. After seducing all her professors, she knew he would have a new task for her. One that she hoped was even dirtier and more degrading.

She was just opening the padlock for her bike when she felt her phone vibrate. She was still smiling, still flying high on her sense of erotic accomplishment, until she read the text message partly visible on her phone’s screen.

“Getting on a plane right now,” began the text from Hank. “Flying to Vegas. Don’t know how long I will be gone or when I will be able to get in touch again. My boss contacted me and it was an emergency. Hope you are being a good slut for your master, Felecia.”

“Yes!” replied Melody as she began sending Hank a string of short texts. “I collected another ring for you, master! When will I see you again? Please message me again when you land! Let me know when you will be back!”

She felt a sense of panic and sadness. Her life had been going in the direction of excitement and sexual liberation in her submission and had veered hard back towards the boring life she had before she met Hank. Had he just ghosted her? Was he lying? What sort of janitor gets called away to Vegas? What boss? It all seemed fake. Like he had been using her all along and decided he had his fill.

Tears tracked down Melody’s face as she rode her bicycle back to her apartment building. She climbed the stairs and stood in the hall looking at the door to Hank’s apartment.

Was he inside? Hiding from her?

She walked right up to the door and considered knocking, but she decided she would give him time to prove that he was being honest. She considered that maybe the intensity of her sadness and distrust were just a reflection of the deep feelings she had developed for Hank in her brief time as his submissive lover. She needed her master.

Melody let out a shaky sigh, wiped the tears from her eyes, and turned to the door to the apartment she shared with her boyfriend. She nearly tripped over the package leaned against the wall. Something from Argent Provocation. Had she ordered lingerie and forgotten or was this some parting gift from Hank? Maybe a desperate attempt by Brandon to salvage their love life.

She tucked the package under her arm and stepped into the dark apartment. She carried the box to the back bedroom and stopped short. She could hear moaning coming through the door. Brandon was home! Was he with someone else?

A momentary flash of jealousy turned to amusement as she reached the door and realized the moaning voice she was hearing was her own.

“Oh, yes, fuck me, please,” moaned Felicia Fey. “Give me that cock! It’s so much bigger than my boyfriend’s!”

Melody suppressed a giggle as she eased the door open just enough to see her boyfriend lying in bed with his laptop on his chest and his cock in his hand. He was vigorously pumping his hand on his cock as he watched Melody – as Felicia Fey – fucking and sucking in her scene from Cuckolding Teen Fuck Sluts 10. Not one of her favorite shoots, but Brandon pumping his hand on his cock while watching her cuckold her “boyfriend” suddenly gave it a whole new meaning.

A wicked idea came over Melody borne of her frustration with both Brandon and Hank. She doubled back into the living room, stripped off her clothes, and quietly opened the box from Argent Provocation. Sure enough, it was a gift from Hank and included a note to “send me some sexy pics in the outfit.”

It was a cupid set with white panties and bra framed in red satin, with sheer material and sprays of tiny shimmering hearts around the waistband and the edges of the cups of the bra. She wriggled into the panties and hooked her soft tits into the bra. She regarded her reflection in the black mirror of the TV screen. Her breasts looked amazing in the bra. She put on the matching garter and sheer stockings with the red heart-shaped trim and padded back to the bedroom.

She eased the door open a little wider and slipped inside the dark bedroom. Poor Brandon couldn’t see beyond the glow of the screen and he was so focused on Felicia Fey getting her pussy reamed by David Goliath that he didn’t see Melody creeping up to the bed. She watched him for a little longer. His face blue from the video reflecting on him. His cock glistening with precum as he worked his fingers up and down its length.

She tossed the empty box of lingerie on the floor and Brandon very nearly threw his laptop off the bed. He jerked in surprise, releasing his cock and covering himself with his blanket. Too slow to hide his shame. Melody grabbed the blanket and yanked it back. She snatched the laptop from his hands and turned the screen in time to see her bent over a school desk and getting pounded by the thick, red cock of her male costar.

“Ohhh, yeah, I remember this,” said Melody, glancing down at her stunned boyfriend. “He came all over my face. Got it right in my eye. I swear my eye was red for three days. Great cock though.”

“You… you never told me,” gasped Brandon, sitting up straight in bed and yanking the blanket back out of Melody’s grasp. “You were a pornstar all this time?”

“What? I was retired. But how long have you known?”

“You… you never told… I mean, I’ve known for a little while. I didn’t know how to bring it up.” His brow furrowed as he struggled to come up with a good response. “When we started dating, I asked you how many guys you had slept with and you said less than ten. But there are like a hundred videos of you—”

“I said ‘not counting professionally’ and you thought it was a joke. It wasn’t. I’ve fucked less than ten guys outside the whole Felicia Fey thing. But that wasn’t good enough for you, was it?” Melody backed out of the video of her getting fucked by David Goliath and showed him the list of her movies that he had already watched. “You’ve known for a while. And it makes you hot, doesn’t it?”

“I mean, no, but it’s this other side of you,” he said, leaning away as she sat down next to him on the bed. “I mean, I love you, and you love me, but then there’s this whole slave thing that you do—”

“That’s not it,” said Melody, going back to the list of videos and clicking on one Brandon had recently watched. It was a scene from The Sultan’s Harem Honeys. The video was described on the site as “Felicia Fey blows and gets creampied by the fat sultan.”

The video began to play with a bit of stereotypical Arabian music. The heavyset older porn star named Loco Vidal was wearing the full dark beard and bushy mustache and headdress of a Saudi Arabian sheikh. He was actually half-Mexican, but that was close enough to Arab for the porn industry. In the video, he had just bought Felicia Fey from a slave auction and was enjoying her after a lesbian oil massage in the preceding scene. Felecia Fey’s body glistened. She knelt before “Sheikh Salami” and slurped on his big balls while her hand worked up and down his cock.

Melody tossed the laptop back at Brandon and he caught it just as Felilcia Fey started really blowing the “sheikh.” The Melody on the screen was gurgling and tears were streaming down her cheeks as the sheikh began facefucking her.

“Is this what you like to watch?” asked Melody. “You like to see me being fucked and used and degraded by other men?”

“No!” cried Brandon, but his hard cock betrayed him. “It’s just… I mean, you were a slut.”

“I could tell you I was doing it for the money,” said Melody, talking over the moaning and gurgling come from the laptop, “but the truth is I got off on every minute of it. I fucked over a hundred guys just at the studio and that’s not including the escorting I did or the one-on-one films I shot that were really just some guy with a camera and a few hundred dollars.”

“You were a prostitute?” groaned Brandon, his cock twitching and precum oozing down his shaft.

“Sex worker,” said Melody. “And I loved it. Oh, you bet, all those big, thick cocks dominating me. All those hot loads of cum shooting down my throat, on my face, all over my big tits. I bet you’ve watched it all. Watched me get fucked in the ass. Watched me do a blow bang. Didn’t you?”

Brandon could only answer with a whimper as Melody’s hand wrapped around his cock. It felt like it might explode at any moment, but she knew just how to stroke Brandon to draw it out. Rubbing, pumping, and then stopping. Letting him cool off. Letting his cock drool precum. Then starting up again as he moaned and twisted his head against the pillows. As the scene of Felicia Fey being fucked in her tight pussy by the “sheikh” played on the laptop screen.

“You should have told me,” moaned Brandon, trying not to look at the screen.

“Maybe I should have,” laughed Melody. “Look how hot it’s getting you. I bet you’ve been jacking off to me fucking other men for months. Thinking about it, fantasizing about it, knowing the woman you want to marry has been fucked in every hole by big cocks.”

“Ohhhh fuck,” moaned Brandon.

“It’s making you so hot you want to blow that load, don’t you?” she giggled, squeezing his shaft.

“Fuck,” was all he could say, looking over the laptop at her hand working up and down his cock.

Melody climbed onto him then, pressing his cock against the hot gusset of her sheer panties. So tight and so flimsy that she could feel the warmth of his cock through the material. His precum soaking against her cuntlips as she began to grind against him. Her tits heaving. A wicked smile on her face.

“Ohhhhh yessss,” he groaned and tried to cradle her hips. She pushed his hands away and pined them above his head as she began to ride her cunt against his cock. Her tits bouncing faster. The laptop nearly shaken off Brandon’s chest.

“I think this is the hottest you have ever been for me,” she laughed. “You’ve been stroking that poor cock all afternoon, thinking about me with other men. Thinking about those men dominating me and using me. Is that what you want?”

“No,” he gasped, thrusting his hips. “No! I want… you!”

Melody giggled softly, grinding her panty-covered pussy against him. Riding the seam of her cunt along the underside of his shaft. She leaned over his body, one hand pinning his hands above his head. An evil smile on her face.

“You want me… with a big, fat dick in my ass. You want me kneeling in front of a strange man. Sucking him off and gurgling on his jizz. Oh, you’re such a poor, poor boy. You want a slave, but you could never be a master. You want your little slave girl bent over and serving some other man. Admit! ADMIT IT!”

“Ahhhhh!” Brandon’s body arched and he desperately thrust his cock against her panty-covered cunt. “Yes! That’s what I want!”

“For me to belong to other men?” gasped Melody, riding hard against him. His cock like stiff iron beneath her cunt.

“YES!” cried Brandon, bucking beneath her. Fucking the panty-covered groove of her pussy. “Yes! I want you to belong to other mennnn!”

“Cum for me!” cried Melody. “Cum now, you pathetic little porn-jacking loser! Cummmmm!”

“Ahhhhhh! Felecia! AAAHHH!” Brandon drove his cock against her slick cunt, unable to enter her as he desperately tried to fuck her. She rode against him, savoring his pathetic surrender to what he really wanted. Funneling her anger towards Hank’s betrayal into her cruel torture.

Brandon’s cock twitched against her panties and a jet of milky cum shot against his abdomen and T-shirt. She rocked back and more spurted out onto his pubic hair. Cum slicked her panties and coated her cunt. Pitiful, trickling, twitching cum as her longtime boyfriend realized he had just been completely exposed and dominated.

“That’s right,” laughed Melody, sliding her cunt along his cock one last time. “That is as close you are going to get to fucking me for the foreseeable future, Brandon. I hope it felt good.”

“No, please,” he moaned, his face contorted with guilt.

She dismounted from his softening prick and stood beside the bed. Her hands on her hips as she looked at her pitiful, cum-smeared boyfriend.

“Get out,” she said. “You can sleep on the couch and jack your little dick to my videos.”

He sat up but hesitated. “Can we please just talk about this like two rational—”

She slapped his cheek.

“After catching you doing what you were doing? After finding out my boyfriend has been perving on my past for god knows how long? Fuck no. You are my little porno worm of a boyfriend. And you should feel lucky I’m not dumping you completely.” She pointed at the door. “Get out. The bedroom is mine.”

He stood up, looking like he might cry, and shuffled to the door with shorts awkwardly over his messy cock.

“We can talk about this later,” he muttered.

She slammed the door behind him and waited a beat to see if he would come bursting back in. She almost wished he had. It would have at least proven that there was some vestige of a man left in Brandon. She felt guilty herself for abusing him so brutally. Things had been getting weird between them for the past week or so, sure, but she wasn’t even sure she would ever see Hank again. Maybe patching things up with Brandon would be the right thing to do.

Her phone vibrated on the nightstand. She picked it up, saw it was a message from Hank, and all was forgotten. He had texted her a video standing in front of a wide window overlooking the lights of the Las Vegas strip.

“Hey, Felecia,” he said, dressed in a suit and tie and looking like a million bucks. “Gonna be here for a while. I hope you got the outfit I sent you. Send me a video. Let me see how it looks. Talk to you soon.”

Her heart was resolved. She still belonged to Hank. Brandon? He was just an afterthought. After all, she had a video to make for her master.

Melody’s fun with Hank had only just begun.


Book Eight: Daemonprey
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By Amanda Clover


8.1

The Hunt Begins

Being a slut trapped inside the body of a good girl was hell on earth.

Miranda Garret dealt with it every day of her life. People expected the pretty, slightly nerdy girl in the sweater and oversized glasses to behave. The dark-haired choir girl who always knew the answers in her college classes and never drank or stayed out late. Sure, she had her share of boyfriends, but they were the sort of boyfriends a girl like Miranda was expected to have. Handsome, soft, smart, awkward, and definitely not what she was craving.

She would make out with them until they were cumming in their pants or maybe feel their hand slip under hear sweater to cradle one of her soft breasts. The few who saw her in a bra always stared in awe of her tits. She dressed so conservatively they had no idea how busty she was under her loose blouse or sweater. How great her ass looked in a thong. They couldn’t even dream of what her tight, trimmed pussy might have felt like squeezing their cocks dry.

But none of them ever wanted to go all the way. If anything, they were afraid of how aggressive she became when they started making out. A few blowjobs, a single awkward finger banging, and she was in her third year of college without any real satisfaction.

“Much more of this and I’m going to start hanging out at biker bars,” moaned Miranda, walking through her off-campus apartment in nothing but her bra and panties.

She was gorgeous, with green eyes and long, lustrous black hair that hung around her slender shoulders. Her legs were long and toned and she had a killer body, with a firm, round ass and plump breasts that more than suited her slender frame. And no boy knew what to do with her.

“Maybe I’ll start fucking my professors,” she said, catching sight of her stunning body in the dark mirror of the television.

She plopped onto her bed and reached for her big magic wand vibrator. No. That wasn’t enough. She leaned across the bed and for the drawer of her nightstand. Her “extra naughty” kit was inside. A vibrating plug, lube, a realistic dildo, and nipple suckers. She gathered it all up and arranged it on the bed beside her.

Miranda arched on the bed and slipped out of her thong. She unhooked her bra and freed her large breasts, her pink nipples already budding atop her pale pink areolas. She grabbed the dildo first and brought it to her lips, moaning as she ran her tongue over the head. Muffling her moan as she slid the fat silicon cock into her mouth.

“Mmmmmmm!” she cried, brow furrowing as she began to suck and fuck the cock into her mouth. Her hand fumbled for the lube and she spilled some over her fingers. She pulled her knees up and began to massage the lube into the crack of her ass. Spreading the slick liquid over her tight pink hole. Into the clench. Pushing one and then two fingers into her ass and fucking them in and out as she fucked the cock into her mouth with one hand on its molded balls.

This was all foreplay for the main event. She set the dildo aside and picked up the plug. A small one for her tight little ass. One with a pretty, rose-colored gem in the base. She’d knelt astride a hand mirror and admired that gem nestled between her cheeks on several occasions. It looked so sexy nestled between her firm cheeks.

She pressed the tip of the plug to her well-lubed asshole and bit her lips as she eased the plug into her pucker. Once it passed her ring, the plug slid quickly inside her. She clenched around the narrower neck and savored the full sensation of the plug buried in her ass.

She reached for the wand – the main event – and she could not help but smile as she pressed the huge head to her clit and turned it on the low setting. Vibrations rippled through her body. She slowly turned up the powerful motor as pleasure pulsed through her and made her breasts jiggle.

It felt amazing, but it was never enough. Never want she wanted. Even as she gasped and bucked her hips atop the bed again and cried out with her climax, there was a hollowness to it. Just toys. Just playing around. She wanted something real. Something wild.

Something she could never find.

Unbeknownst to Miranda, as she sucked on her dildo and pressed the thrumming head of her vibrator to her clit, there were others watching her. Beyond the mortal realm. Beyond the veil of reality, in a maelstrom of chaotic urges, these vile entities were drawn to Miranda like moths to a bulb. She was sustenance for them. An incandescent entity of pure lust trapped in mortal flesh.

These strange creatures could not reach through the veil of reality and grab Miranda, but in their own way they could summon her to their realm. Like a human witch or warlock might call upon a daemon from beyond, those daemons could conjure a mortal with great effort and ceremony.

So it was that Mianda went to sleep in the wet spot she had left in her bed, the plug still buried in her ass, and she awoke on a hot stone beneath a strange red sun.

She lifted her head and looked up at the pink clouds scudding in the sky. She was naked and lying in a strange circle carved into the red stone. She sat up as three hooded figures stepped forward. One tall and lean, one huge and shapeless, and one fat and jiggling with each step. They drew back their hoods and Miranda began to scream.

The horrifying creatures waited for her to stop.

The tall one had the black face, horns, and golden eyes of a goat. The fat one, only slightly taller than Miranda, had the tusks and porcine snout of a sort of pig, though he also had four beady black eyes and a prehensile tongue that curled from his snout and dripped with slime. The third robed figure was a writhing mass of grayish tentacles. These arranged themselves into a parody of a face, with two eye-tipped tentacles and a large-mouthed tentacle serving as the roughly humanoid facial features.

“W-what… what are you!?” cried Miranda. “Where am I?”

“I am Henx,” bleated the goat man. “This is Prothus and Vaizaok. We have scented your need through the wall of reality and we have brought you to a place more suited for your desires, Miranda Garret.”

“How do you know my name?”

“Snorrrkk! We’ve been watching you!” snorted Prothus the pig, running his huge tongue over his lips. “We know what you need. To be fucked. To be bred.”

“To be consumed by pleasure,” rasped a chorus of small voices from Vaizaok.

“This… this can’t be real,” cried Miranda, panic rising volcanically inside her.

“You will soon know how very real it is,” promised Henx, running a hand over a sheath of black fur that bulged from his loins.

“No!” Miranda recoiled in disgust from the thought of what might be within that sheath. “Let me go! Send me back! I don’t want to be here!”

“If what you really desire is to be returned to your world, then we will make it so,” said Henx. “But first you will play a game with us. We will give you one hour to flee. If we find you, we will have our way with you. Once a day has passed, if you still wish to go, we will send you back. But beware, Miranda, we will hunt you for pleasure, but there are others who will hunt you for worse. This is not a safe place for a human.”

“Skkkkronkk! You could always stay right there and wait for us. Spare us the trouble of chasing after you.” Prothus rubbed at his bulging belly as if he liked the idea.

“The pleasure is in the chase,” rasped Vaizaok. “The hunt.”

“Whatever you choose,” said Henx. “You must choose wisely. For your hour begins… now.”

He inverted an enormous hourglass and placed it at the edge of the stone circle. Miranda stared at the spilling sands for a moment, looked up at the alien sky, then back at the three hideous daemons, and she ran.

Naked, save for the plug still nestled in her ass, she ran from the rocks and scrambled down from the plateau where the daemons had summoned her. Miranda’s mind rebelled. She tried to tell herself it was a dream, but every bump and scuff felt real. The sky was strange and alien. Like a matte painting used in a science fiction movie. But the oppressive heat was real. The foul humidity was real. The fear was real. She wasn’t in her bedroom at college just dreaming.

Miranda slid to the bottom of the mountain and was stopped by the sight of an unearthly jungle spreading in every direction. The trees and flowers had a fleshy, unwholesome appearance and the air was thick with a cloying sweetness. She felt the urge to turn back, to climb up the mountain and away from the jungle, but then she remembered the three daemons that had brought her here. Their hideous faces and monstrous bodies.

That furry black sheath.

She could not return to them. She could not allow herself to be caught by them.

So Miranda, terrified and beginning to drip with sweat, set off into the fleshy, alien jungle of violet, pink, and red flora. The plants glistened like the inner membranes of a body. Some twitched and drooled with foul-smelling slime. Others sported nodules resembling phalluses or knots that looked like female genitalia. The flowery scent gave way to a raunchy musk. The smell of sex, but not human sex. Something worse. Something dangerous.

Fleshy fronds reached lazily for Miranda’s naked body. Twitching tendrils writhed and tried to coil around her feet. The deeper Miranda stumbled into the jungle, the more she had to avoid these slow attacks. She batted them aside and ducked under dripping branches. She had the feeling if she tripped or fell, these creepers would engulf her and draw her towards bloated trunks. That the jungle itself wanted to fondle and violate her flesh.

“Have to get out of here,” muttered Miranda.

A lazily buzzing insect as big as Miranda’s head swooped out of a tree branch. A glistening white curl of phallus slid from its segmented belly and it buzzed behind her back. She gasped as she felt a slimy brush against her buttock. A tap against the plug in her ass. Before it could thrust its probing cock lower, she kicked backwards and sent the fat bug tumbling through the air. It smacked into a tree and splattered. The tendrils from the tree gathering up the insect’s body and drawing it into a sagging, liplike opening.

“God help me,” moaned Miranda, stumbling away from the nauseating sight.

The jungle was driving her mad. Each new turn revealed some horrifying plant growth or insect. Writhing maggots as long as her arm, squirting nodules that splattered her bare breasts with tingling slime, and a stump-like growth that produced a singular red phallus thrusting lewdly upwards. Glistening and beckoning for Miranda to sit atop its mushroom cap seat and fill her dripping snatch with its beastly protrusion.

What would happen to me then? she wondered, forcing herself to look away from the pulsating red cock. A fate worse than death, probably. Pleasure followed by some nightmarish eternity fused to the plant, feeding its unholy life with her own.

“No, I’m not going to end up that way,” gasped Miranda, staggering deeper into the jungle. Pressing through more groping vines. More pinching flowers. More tendrils that wagged like tongues and left her arms and legs slimy with their nectar.

She was driven on by picturing the hourglass running out and those three beastly daemons setting off in pursuit. She pushed through exhaustion and terror and, at last, stumbled into a clearing in the jungle’s fleshy foliage.

A wide, circular clearing surrounded a single enormous plant. It consisted of a bulb as big as a small car sitting atop a stalk as wide as a tree trunk. This bulb was vaguely egg-shaped with fat lips seeming to form the opening at the top where the petals might reveal themselves if this bulb ever flowered. Surrounding the base of this bulb were a dozen smaller trunks of green, fibrous flesh, each capped with a much smaller version of the bulb. Red and blushing. Dripping with slime.

Miranda breathed the sweet air that filled the clearing and felt her fears dissipate. She strangely came to the realization that this plant had been her destination all along. The daemons had no idea of its existence, but somehow Miranda knew that it could save her.

She approached it without caution or fear. Her arms outstretched and a dreamy smile upon her face. Unbeknownst to Miranda, the spores of the bulb had completely infected her mind and she was under the strange plant’s influence. Her fear replaced with need and her caution transformed into willing surrender.

The monstrous plant was ready for Miranda. Its smaller bulbs reached out as its limbs embraced her, drawing her towards the main trunk. Smaller bulbs parted dripping, slimy lips and revealed rippling pink interiors. They thrust at her breasts, one for each nipple, and she gasped as the warm, slimy bulbs began to suck. Her nipples pulsed with pleasure that spread within her breasts with tingling shocks with each suck.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss,” moaned Miranda, cradling the suckling bulbs against her throbbing breasts.

Thick, prehensile vines caught Miranda beneath her arms as her legs gave out. The plant lifted her from her feet and a bulb nestled between her thighs. It began to squirm and push and work its way into her pussy. It was much bigger than a cock. Even one of the dildos she had used to pleasure herself. It stretched her pussy wide and filled her with devastating ecstasy. She began to cum even as she felt another bulb pressing between her cheeks. It sucked the plug from her ass with a wet pop and then pushed inside her, joining the one in her cunt in stretching her out.

Orgasms buckled Miranda’s last defenses. Powerful, thumping, overwhelming ecstasy. It beat through her body and shuddered up from her core. The bulbs began to spurt something inside her and it only added to her pleasure. Hot pulses of thick slime drenching her womb and pouring into the depths of her bowels.

She was drunk on it. She was out of her mind with pleasure. The orgasms were relentless. The plant’s main bulb finished tilting and its tire-thick lips began to part, revealing a gaping, warm inner cavity. A perfect home for Miranda to get some rest. She continued to buck her hips and fuck against the bulbs even as the plant lifted her towards this fleshy chamber. Dripping with slime. Such an inviting entrance.

Miranda knew it was where she belonged. The pulsing pleasure in her core told her as much.

The plant lifted her into its central bulb and slowly released the suction on her breasts. The bulbs that stuffed her pussy and ass retreated with drools of slimy cum oozing from her stretched holes. She settled into the central bulb as the fleshy walls began to squeeze around her. The liplike petals closing above her head. The plant squeezing her into a warm, dark chamber that pulsated with the unholy heartbeat of the plant.

Miranda was home. Content even as the plant prepared to digest her. Unaware that she was in grave danger. Uncaring whether any of the daemons ever found her inside this bulb. She pressed her naked body against the walls and began to writhe and moan with need.

“Fuck meeeeee,” she whined, bucking her hips and fingering her clit as the last bit of light sealed shut above her head.

And the bulb began to fill with warm, syrupy liquid.


8.2

The Beast with a Thousand Arms

Miranda Garret had never imagined being eaten alive could feel so good. Trapped inside the slimy bulb of the plant, she writhed with ecstasy and plunged fingers deep into her twitching cunt. She was lost to pleasure. Her fears about the alien world and her daemonic pursuers forgotten as she bucked and squirmed inside the plant.

Some part of her brain was vaguely aware that this pleasure would be her last. That the plant had lured her into its squeezing bulb and pleasured her with its tendrils to devour her and digest her body.

At least I got to properly cum, thought Miranda as another orgasm rippled up from her core and gripped her fingers.

She rolled her hips and moaned against the slimy walls, feeling the tingling slime spurting into the chamber and smearing her naked body. Pouring over her stiff, sensitive nipples. Dribbling down the crack of her ass. Making her whole body feel hot. Her skin seemed to effervesce with pleasure.

Slime gushed into the throbbing digestive chamber. Rising until only Miranda’s head was still out of the slime. Soon that would be covered too and she began to feel slightly afraid with that realization. She would drown inside this chamber, very soon, if she didn’t stop writhing with pleasure. Her fear finally broke through and she started to claw and press against the soft walls of the digestive chamber. It tightened around her, pinning her arms to her sides and making it difficult for her to move at all.

“Let me out!” she cried, panic in her voice. “Let me out of here! I don’t want to dieeee!”

If the plant had a mind, it had no sympathy for her plight. It squeezed her and wrung her like a rag inside its digestive chamber. Its thick, tingling slime continued to fill the chamber until Miranda had to tilt her head back to keep her mouth above the slime.

“Please!” she wailed. “I have so much sex left to have! I don’t want to end up as plant food!”

The plant throbbed around her, but something had changed. It seemed agitated. She called out again, thinking that maybe she was getting to it. Something loudly cracked and made a tearing, slurping sound near Miranda. A moment later, the liquid began to rush away from her body. The cracking returned, louder than before, and a hazy red light filled the fleshy cavity.

Wriggling tentacles poured into the cavity, tearing open the plant’s bulb and widening the fissure until Miranda’s naked, slimy body slid out and into the embrace of a dozen thick, gray tentacles. They lifted her gently to her feet and set her down.

The daemon called Vaizaok was almost twice as tall as Miranda and half again as wide as her. He wore a robe with the hood pulled down to reveal the slowly writhing gray tentacles the made up his body and his “face.” Two tentacles were tipped with lidless eyes with strangely irregular pupils. A tentacle like a wide-mouthed eel formed the mouth in his “face.”

“It is fortunate I chose this path through the jungle,” he said, his voice a rasping chorus of smaller voices. “The jungle itself hungers for mortal flesh, my sweet, and you very nearly gave yourself to it. But now I have caught you and I mean to take my reward.”

“W-what reward?” she asked, retreating a step from the huge mass of tentacles.

“Why, my prize for being the first to catch you! Your lust is undimmed, human. I can feel it in the air. I can smell it oozing from your pores. Your flesh yearns for pleasure and I shall grant you satisfaction.”

“Y-you will?” she moaned, retreating two more steps.

“I will,” he rasped. He flung his robe open wide and a dozen gray tentacles shot towards Miranda. They wrapped around her arms and legs. Slimy and yet prickly like the touch of an earthworm. Coiling up her biceps and her thighs. Blunt tips stroking at the hot cove of her cunt.

“Nnnnnnnnn! Let go of me!” she twisted and jerked as the tentacles drew her nearer to the writhing gray mass. Vaizaok stared at her with those awful unblinking eyes. Large and dripping with slime. His mouth opening and closing with anticipation as he slowly dragged Miranda closer to his body.

He was a squirming pit of snakes in the rough shape of a man. A hundred tentacles tangled and twisting, that squeezed her limbs and slithered up her torso. Gray tentacles wound around her breasts, squeezing them tighter and tighter until her tits began to turn purple and her nipples stood swollen atop her bound breasts. The tentacles squeezing her breasts split open on their ends, revealing pink mouths that descended on Miranda’s swollen nipples and began to suck.

“Ohhhh! What are you… oooooh! You’re sucking my breasts!” she cried, watching the little slurping mouths rhythmically suck at her throbbing nipples. Vaizaok continued to draw her closer.

“Yes, soon your tits will grow heavy with cream and I will drink your hot milk,” rasped the daemon. “You will nourish my body with your mother’s milk. You will feed my young as they come squirming from your belly.”

“What? Ewww! No! I don’t want that!” moaned Miranda even as pleasure pulsed through her from her sucked nipples to her stroked clit.

“Your flesh differs with your words,” rasped the many voices of Vaizaok as more of his tentacles crept over Miranda’s ample curves and toned body. The daemon’s tentacles squeezed, fondled, and sought to envelop her as he drew Miranda nearer his rippling bulk.

While most of Vaizaok’s tentacles were gray, there were others of a different purpose that were pink and engorged almost to red. These three tentacles thrust from the trunk of his body, twining around each other like battling serpents until they had knotted three prehensile cocks into a single three-thick pillar of writhing flesh. Daemonic precum dripped yellow from the tips of the three cocks, now bound tightly together.

“Ohhhh my effing god,” cried Miranda, staring wide-eyed at the enormous cock. She knew she had to keep it out of her body. That thing would destroy her. “Wait! Wait, hold on, Vy-zock, wasn’t it? That’s too big for me. You’ll rip me in half.”

“You will survive,” rasped the daemon, drawing her so close that the tip of his cock pressed to her abdomen and up to her breasts. It was warm and rippling with urgent desire.

“M-maybe,” said Miranda, thinking quickly. “But… but what if I pleasure you? I could use my mouth or my breasts! I could make you cum! It will feel so good!”

“Mmmmmmmm,” rumbled the daemon. “I accept your offer.”

“Good,” gasped Miranda as she felt a moment of relief. “Just put me down and I’ll, you know, take care of…”

Her words trailed off as her gaze was drawn to another reddening cock-tentacle rising from within Vaizaok’s mass. This rose higher up his body until it was even with Miranda’s face.

“W-what are you doing with that?” she stammered.

“Pleasure it,” commanded Vaizaok, curling a gray tentacle around her head and drawing her face closer to this singular red cock.

“Oh, um, okkaaymmmmpphhhh!” Her words became a hot smear dragged over the hot, throbbing shaft of the cock. Vaizaok’s daemonic musk filled Miranda’s nostrils and made her head swim with lust. Not normal lust either. This was raw, primordial, beast-fucking horniness.

She reached out and grabbed the red shaft of the singular cock and thrust the fat tip into her mouth. It was flatter and wider than a human cock, but she was able to open wide and moaned with lust as she began to suck Vaizaok’s daemonic dick.

“Mmmmmmm!” she moaned, her eyelids fluttering as she had her first taste of hot, salty daemon precum. An intense and not very pleasant flavor. It was how she always imagined marmite or vegemite tasting, and yet she couldn’t stop from sucking, licking, and even swallowing the oily discharge.

“Yessssss, pleasure your master,” rasped Vaizaok. “His many cocks will deliver to you the ecstasy that you craved so much it called to us from your world.”

The daemon’s many tentacles lifted Miranda off the ground as she continued to slurp and gurgle upon Vaizaok’s singular cock. She felt her legs being spread wide and the massive triple cock pressing at the slick folds of her cunt. The daemonic plant’s bulb had stretched her wide and lubed her well, but nothing could have prepared her for Vaizaok’s cock. He thrust it upwards, and it seemed to impale her like a telephone pole. Her cunt was stretched to its limit. Filled to absolute capacity.

The daemon’s throbbing, triple-tipped cock bulled at her cervix. Rubbing and smearing it with his daemonic slime. Each thrust sent a shock through her body, unpleasant at first, making her choke and gag around the cock in her mouth, but with growing lubrication and tingling pleasure.

“Mmmmmnngggrmm!” she gurgled as tears began to stream down her face. Not tears of pain or even discomfort, but the tears of overwhelming physical sensation. Her body belonged to the daemon and his tentacles and there was nothing she could do to deny this to herself.

She could only suck. Drool spilled down her chin and her eyes rolled in her head. The cock tentacle in her mouth violated her throat in the exact moment that another thrust into the tight clench of her ass. Stretched by the triple cock, this seemed an even tighter fit, and more disorienting as the cock slithered and crept deep into her bowels.

“MMMMMM!” she cried around the cock pumping in and out of her throat. Her abdomen bulged with the triple cocks thrusting into her cunt. Her ass trembled and clenched around the cock delving deep into her back passage.

“Your body is a realm of pleasure for me! Each tremor of your flesh only stokes my lust! Do not fight it, human! Let the ecstasy consume you!”

Miranda gurgled with her own ecstasy, her body writhing in the tentacles of Vaizaok. The daemon was growing slimier with each passing moment. His tentacles were oozing and dripping with clear slime. His slick filth covered Miranda’s body, from her heaving breasts to her clenching thighs.

When the orgasms began, bursting and booming from deep within her core and rippling up through every violated hole, she knew they would not stop. At least, not until Vaizaok was done with her.

The daemon’s tentacles squirmed and pumped into her pussy, ass, and down her throat. His slimy tentacles squeezed and sucked her tits. They even threaded between her toes and massaged her bare feet. She was suspended in a web of squirming pleasure. Cumming again and again and bucking her hips in total surrender to the ecstasy.

“Yes! Your fertile body yearns for my seed!” hissed Vaizaok. “Prepare yourself for me! Prepare to receive my ultimate blessing, mortal! Your body will be a vessel for ten thousand of my children!”

“Mmmmmmmmnnnn!” she gurgled around the tentacle buried in her throat, tears of pleasure streaming from her eyes and every nerve ending in her body singing with ecstasy.

Miranda felt no fear at the idea of being bred by the hideous daemon. Instead, she craved it as just another peak in her climax. Another culmination of her long-denied lust. Finally, she was becoming the slut she had always wanted, and it had only taken a daemon planet and a monster with a hundred, slimy tentacles for a body.

With a shrill chorus of tiny wails, Vaizaok unleashed his orgasm deep inside Miranda’s quivering flesh. Spunk rushed down her throat as the daemon’s singular cock pulsated against her lips and pumped her stomach with the spurts of unholy semen. Vaizaok’s chorus of voices raised an octave as the daemon erupted into Miranda’s ass. She felt the throbbing of the daemon’s cock and the frothy weight of his cum spurting deep into her clenching hole.

“Take… my… SEEEED!” screamed a hundred voices all at once as Vaizaok at last unleashed a barrage of his cum deep into Miranda’s clutching cunt.

This multi-cocked eruption, flooding into her stuffed pussy and drenching her womb, drove Miranda to a terrifying height of pleasure. She felt like she was liquify with ecstasy. Her head fell back into the mass of writhing tentacles. Her eyes rolled in her head. Cum leaked from her mouth and ass and churned from her pussy as Vaizaok spurted again and again, filling her completely. Delivering her the raunchy pleasure she always craved but could never name.

The crescendo receded and the tension fled from Miranda’s body. She hung limp in the web of Vaizaok’s tentacled. One after another, his slimy cocks slid from her well-fucked holes. Her gurgling mouth was emptied first, then her ass, and then the tentacles retreated from her pussy all at once in a raunchy slurp.

“W-what happens now?” croaked Miranda, managing to lift her head and look up at those daemonic eyes atop two tentacles.

“Now, my sweet human, I will bear you to my den and make you comfortable while my young gestate within your precious flesh. I will make you happy. I will protect and pleasure you. Day and night.”

“You’ll… you’ll fuck me more?” she looked at the hideous tentacle face through a haze of pleasure-drunk lust. A tentacle caressed her slimy face almost tenderly.

“Yes, of course,” whispered Vaizaok. “Let us go now. We are vulnerable here. There are many competitors for your—”

She never saw what it was that attacked them. Only a blur of putrid, scaley flesh as something huge and roaring collided with Vaizaok. The mass of tentacles flung Miranda to the earth and began to flail in a violent frenzy as the attacker slammed Vaizaok through a fleshy tree and into the jungle.

Miranda screamed and recoiled from the crashing, thrashing, shrieking combat. She turned, naked and dizzy from her intense encounter with the daemon, and she fled through the jungle.

She was fortunate in her choice of direction, for she escaped the jungle after only a few dozen desperate strides and emerged into a dusty clearing. Several towering, bird-headed daemons, like praying mantises combined with vultures, were tearing at the carcass of a bloated humanoid creature. She watched them use their claws and beaks to pull stringy pieces of rotting flesh from the skeleton. She thought she might retch.

She could not go near these creatures. They might decide they preferred fresh meat to whatever rotting beast they were devouring. There were several tunnels into the earth nearby that seemed to be built rather than formed naturally. The nearest of these was even lit by a burning torch. Deciding the unknown could not be worse than the known, Miranda grabbed the flaming torch and ran into the tunnel.

It was as she descended steps into a hot, humid tunnel that she began to doubt her decision. It was then that she began to hear the giggling.

It was then that she heard the scratching movements and sensed the shifting shadows. Then that she saw the glittering red eyes that caught the torchlight.

She was not alone. She had not escaped.

Miranda Garret was surrounded.


8.3

The Daemon’s Web

Miranda ran in terror.

She fled from the shadows with glowing red eyes. The things that growled and scratched after her through the hellish underworld. The burning torch in her hand guttered with the hot wind of the tunnels as she pelted through the depths. The tunnels branched and looped back on themselves in a confused tangle. She was never completely certain if she was running towards the monsters or away from them. The walls were smooth and slick with the humidity. The sound of scratching feet and claws were accompanied by savage barks and strange, almost childlike giggling.

Then she saw one of the things chasing her through the nightmare tunnels.

She rounded another bend in the tunnel and the torchlight caught gray flesh, a bloated body with irregular tufts of black hair, and those red eyes. Small and horrible. A wide mouth that dripped with drool. Long, drooping ears, and spindly limbs at odds with the repulsively taut fatness of the body. Like a beach ball. Or a huge boil about to burst.

“Stay the fuck away from me!” cried Miranda, swinging the torch, and driving the creature back into the shadows.

The wretched little daemon was a few inches shorter than Miranda, though judging by its horrible fatness it might weigh more than her. It retreated from the waving torch and Miranda was able to turn down a side passage and run in another direction. She heard the creature laughing as it overcame its fear of the torch and set off in pursuit of her.

It was the stench of the creatures that she found most dispiriting. The glimpses of their glowing red eyes and their reaching claws struck terror into her, but the growing miasma of their smell was oppressive. It told her she was going in the wrong direction. Fleeing from them deeper and deeper into their lair.

Was she fleeing… or being herded? The thought struck fresh fear into her heart. Her sweaty body quivered with the terror, naked and scuffed from her encounter in the daemonic jungle above. She thought of the ravenous plant and the deranged, lustful creature made of tentacles that had hunted her among those amorous branches.

She kept praying she would wake up. That she would be back in her bed in her apartment. But there was only more cackling from behind her and more running through the dark tunnels.

She was near the point of collapse from exhaustion when she stumbled out of the tunnels and into a vast subterranean cave. A glowing aquamarine river churned softly among stalagmites. The scent of algae and water overpowered the stink of the creatures that had been pursuing her. For a moment, Miranda felt hope. Maybe she could follow the river. Maybe there was a way out.

Then the wretched creatures came scurrying out of the tunnel behind her. Five of them. Ten. Maybe more. She swung her torch in a wide arc and backed towards the river.

“I’ll burn you!” she cried.

They were more hideous underlit by the glow of the river than even what she had glimpsed in the tunnels. With their disproportionately long limbs and their round bodies of mottled gray-green flesh and excessively long limbs they took on a more spiderlike quality and moved unnaturally. Their mouths were filled with needlelike teeth and stretched so wide on their round heads that they looked like they could swallow her whole. They reached for her with clawed hands. Trying to grab her rather than trying to slash her with their black fingernails.

Miranda fled until there was nowhere else to flee. Until their sheer numbers had blocked every escape and they backed her into a corner. She set fire to one and it let out a hideous shriek, bursting into flames like kindling and running for the river. It fell short of the glowing water and collapsed into a sizzling, popping heap that filled the huge chamber with the stench of burning garbage.

This only bought Miranda a moment of freedom before the torch was knocked from her hands and extinguished underfoot. The hideous, gibbering daemons surged for her the moment the fire was out.

“Noooooo!” wailed Miranda as their horrible smell like unwashed old men stuffed her nostrils. Their hands were everywhere as they crowded in around her. Long, black-speckled tongues thrust and licked at her face and shoulders. She cried out as she felt long fingers thrusting into her cunt and more plucking at her nipples. The moment she tried to scream a foul-tasting tongue thrust into her mouth. So thick and leathery that she could not even bite through it to get it out of her mouth.

The weight of the daemons bore her down to the floor. The darkness of their mass engulfing her in their rank atmosphere. Their struggling limbs intermittently lit by the glow of the river in ghastly green. Miranda did not go easily. She retched and punched and kicked at them. Their swollen bodies absorbed the blows without apparent pain and their limbs, though very thin, overwhelmed her strength.

“SSssssskkrraaaa! Fuuuuuuuckkkk!” cried one and it bullied aside the others and thrust its round body atop Miranda. Her legs were forced wide open by two of the daemons and she felt a spongy mass rubbing between them. An awful, dripping finger of flesh that seemed to wriggle at her entrance. Dragging inside her folds. Pushing, with a rancid screech of pleasure, into the depths of her cunt.

The creature pressed a slobbery kiss to her lips and thrusts its horrid tongue into her mouth. There was nowhere to go. No escape. No more fight left in her as its horrible little cock rutted into her in a frenzy of lust. Its panting, gurgling sounds were breathed into her mouth as its tongue slithered down her throat. Another violation that made her gag helplessly. The creature was mercifully quick. Letting out a shrill screech and pumping a hot torrent of cum into Miranda’s slick pussy. Its body went slack and it was almost immediately shoved from atop her by another horrible suitor.

This one had a misshapen head, as if some huge weapon had stove in its skull, but it was too stupid or horrible to die. She felt the first daemon’s cum draining out of her pussy as thick as tapioca but feverishly hot. Gooey lumps sliding down the crack of her ass and smearing her thighs. This new daemon did not hesitate to thrust its glistening red cock directly into her cunt, dislodging and churning the cum already inside Miranda.

It kissed her too, somehow even more horrible than the first daemon, and with its frantic rutting and its thrusting tongue, something broke inside the woman. She did not see the creatures as handsome, but she no longer saw them as repellent. Their cocks were fascinating. Their bloated bodies were amusing. Their kisses, as fine as any boy she had dated in college. She returned the daemon’s kiss. Her tongue moving against the blackened thing slithering and squirming in her mouth. Her legs squeezing against the thrusting bulk atop her and her body. Her cunt, stuffed with the buttery filth of daemon spunk, began to clutch with pleasure.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she moaned against the daemon’s tongue.

Isn’t this what I wanted? To be fucked by tireless, endless groups of men. To be gangbanged in the blacklight of some cave. Fucked and used and treated like a cum dump by eager fucking beasts.

Miranda moaned and began to buck her hips beneath the daemon. It screeched into her mouth and let loose a fresh spray of cum into her already frothing cunt. Before she could cum, the daemon had been pulled aside and another had taken its place.

Miranda embraced her new lover. She sucked at his tongue and writhed beneath him. He drew back and Miranda saw a daemon’s cock close enough to reach. She turned her head and offered her mouth to the creature. The daemon let out a gleeful screech and began rutting between Miranda’s lips. Its taste horrible. Its filthy pre as sour as vinegar. Its stench literally eye-watering.

She moaned and sucked. She flicked her tongue. She squeezed her pussy around the cock thrusting into her creamy depths. She gave in to her debased desire and fumbled for more cocks. Her fingers found them and she stroked with both hands. Sucking, fucking, and stroking all at once.

At last, an orgasm came to her. Intense and volcanic. Rising and bursting from deep within her as she cried out around the cock in her mouth. The daemon fucking her soft lips screeched with pleasure and shot off its hot, thick load of cum, pumping into her mouth and down her throat with each hilting thrust. The daemon fucking her creamy cunt similarly erupted and as he retreated the two daemons she was stroking burst across her abdomen and chest. Still she was cumming. Switching lovers in the midst of an orgasm. Squeezing a fresh cock. Sucking another.

Time was measured in orgasms. Five daemons spurting spunk for every climax Miranda experience. She moved and offered herself to them. On her knees. Being fucked in her plush bottom. Sucking them. Drenched in their stinking, oily cum. Riding them and watching their bellies wobble as she slammed her filthy cunt down onto their cocks. One after another. Ten. Twenty. Thirty orgasms.

This is what I wanted. To fuck without a moment to rest. This is not hell after all. It’s some sort of heaven.

Fifty. A hundred. Her body ached. Her skin was decorated with claw marks. Exhaustion took her and she slipped into darkness more than once only to awaken to still being fucked. Were they the same lovers she had been with when she had fallen asleep? She didn’t know or care. Her enthusiasm was renewed. Her body moved eagerly against them. Beneath them. With them.

Filth caked her body and matted her hair. Foulness permeated her flesh. Miranda’s smell was no longer distinguishable from the musk of congealed spunk. Her raw holes bubbled with corruption even as her inner muscles trembled with fresh pleasure.

She was on her back, her face smothered by the loins of one of the daemons, her legs bent back and her ass being fucked by another, when she heard the scream. It was a haunting, inhuman scream and it echoed through the cave. The daemons stopped fucking her immediately. Several, including the one that had been rutting into her cunt, released streams of urine and began to flee from the cavern.

“W-what is it?” asked Miranda.

The daemons ignored her. Each was only concerned about its own wellbeing. They shoved and fought one another to escape. They were still fighting their way out of the cavern when Miranda finally saw what they were running from.

It was a daemon several times bigger than any of the others, with a head with several pairs of large red eyes and huge mandibles dripping with slime. Its long, white-speckled black body was covered in chitinous armor like that of an arachnid.

“Oh, fuck, it is a spider,” rasped Miranda, scrambling backwards.

A spider as big as an elephant, scuttling into the room on eight legs as long and skinny as stilts. It grabbed one of the fleeing daemons and plunged its mandibles into the creature’s back. The daemon screeched in agony and deflated like a juice pouch being sucked dry through a straw. The spider daemon tossed aside the deflated husk of the daemon and let out another ear-shattering scream.

That second scream broke Miranda’s horrified paralysis. Sore, exhausted, and covered in daemonic filth, she still found the adrenaline-fueled strength to get to her feet and turn to run from the cavern. She skidded in a puddle of daemon cum and fell right back down on her claw-marked butt. The impact knocked the breath out of her and before she could regain it the enormous spider was upon her.

It picked her up and lifted her with two claws towards its dripping mandibles still black with the blood of its last victim. Its four pairs of red eyes stared at her with an uncanny intelligence and holes on its face gusted hot air.

It was smelling her. Its huge mandibles opened as if it intended to bite her and slurp out all her juice like it had done to the daemon. The mandibles closed again and the huge spider lifted Miranda higher, over its armored shell, and to a spongy pad on its lower back. It pressed her forcefully against the surface and Miranda was stuck like glue.

The spider caught and drained the fluids of two more cringing daemons before the remainder had managed to escape. It turned back the way it came, bearing Miranda on its back into a web-lined tunnel and the spider’s nest.

There, Miranda was horrified to see several daemonic and apparently human bodies trapped in the spider’s web. All the males were deflated like when it had eaten the daemons earlier, as if every drop of blood had been sucked from their bodies. But there were the bodies of two elf-like women and a human woman in the web as well. These were different. They were bloated and their abdomens torn open as if they had burst from within. Their flesh had been gnawed, particularly their breasts, which seemed gruesomely eaten away.

These horrifying sights made Miranda tremble with fear. The spider reached back to her, lifting her painfully from its adhesive back and pushing her into its web. She began to struggle, which only tangled her more in the web. The huge spider watched her fruitless efforts, coldly observing, but seemingly entertained.

These women gave birth, realized Miranda. To the spawn of the spider. And their bodies were then eaten. That means it’s going to breed me and then… I’ll be eaten from within!

“No, please,” moaned Miranda. “God! Help me! Let me go!”

Just when she had resigned herself to one daemonic fate, she found herself facing another, much more gruesome fate. She did not want to be sucked dry and she definitely did not want to be eaten from within by daemonic spider babies.

The spider climbed onto the web, which somehow supported its weight as it crawled around and above Miranda. Its eight red eyes stared coldly at her and its huge mandibles and fangs dripped with paralyzing venom. She’d seen it take down those fat daemons with a single bite. Sucking them dry in seconds. Was it about to feast on her?

No. Something else was happening. Something glistening and pink was sliding from between the underside of the giant spider’s armored abdomen. Reaching out from it like a wet, throbbing arm that dripped with slime. It was almost conical at the tip, but with a hole rimmed with soft flesh. It widened just below this tip, bulging to the size of two interlocked fists before narrowing again to roughly the thickness of Miranda’s wrist for most of its length.

“An ovipositor?” rasped Miranda, her eyes wide with fear.

The spider hissed as if in answer and came scuttling towards her. Each step shook the web beneath its clawed limbs. It suddenly grasped her and began to spin her body. It curved its backside beneath its underside and began gushing out clinging ribbons of web silk. These quickly bound Miranda’s arms to her sides. The spider spun her in the flowing web and in just a few seconds it had wrapped her body up so that her breasts and head and cunt were bare, but her legs were bound together, and her arms were bound to her sides.

She was helpless as the spider moved atop her. She began to scream and it was then that Miranda felt the agonizing bite in her neck. Just a prick, but the hot stab of venom poured into her blood. She was frozen from the neck down, unable to move, but fully able to feel.

The spider’s weight moving atop her back. The spider’s ovipositor dragging against Miranda’s buttocks. The backs of her thighs. Pressing at the hot folds of her cunt.

“Noooooo,” she moaned, the word distorted by the venom causing even her face to grow numb. “Help me! Pleeeease! Anyone!”

She cried out but all she saw were the desiccated corpses of the spider’s past meals and past lovers. These were almost skeletal, with their mouths hanging open and their eye sockets dark hollows that stared back at Miranda,

Miranda felt the spider’s ovipositor pressing at her tight entrance and she knew she was doomed.


8.4

The Horned Beast

Miranda Garret hung helpless in the giant spider’s web. Her arms were bound in the spider’s silk and her body was contorted and paralyzed by the spider’s agonizing venom. Her fears had come to despair as the spider climbed atop her back, clamping its clawed limbs around her and brushing its glistening pink ovipositor against the backs of her thighs and the plush roundness of her bare bottom.

Around Miranda hung the withered remains of the giant spider’s previous victims. Male humanoids that resembled elves had been drained of their fluids by the hungry spider while the females had swollen and ruptured before being devoured by the grisly birth of the spider’s young.

“Nooooo,” whimpered Miranda, her face numb but her mouth still working with effort. “Please! Don’t do this! I don’t want to die!”

The spider answered her with a pitiless hiss through its mandibles and it thrust its curling abdomen. Its ovipositor narrowly missed Miranda’s cunt and slid along the crack of her ass. The sensation made her lip curl in revulsion. She could feel everything, but she could do nothing to move or stop it from happening.

“Pleeease,” she moaned, her lips growing limp and the word coming out as a series of vowels.

The spider drew back its ovipositor and rubbed the narrow tip down the crack of Miranda’s round bottom and over the hot folds of her cunt. Her pussy was dripping with her desire, her readiness heightened by the spider’s venom. Her lust so intense that she almost wanted to be fucked even though the web was full of the horrifying proof of what would happen if she was bred by the spider.

Not if she was bred, when she was bred. She saw no way out of the web. All she could do was moan wordlessly through her paralyzed lips as the giant daemonic spider’s claws tightened on her silk-wrapped body and the oozing tip of its ovipositor pressed to the hot entrance of her cunt. 

There was nothing she could do to stop the thrust of that diabolical appendage. So slick with daemonic secretions that it thrust easily into Miranda’s cunt, opening her wide as it wedged itself all the way to her cervix. There, its ovipositor spilled out another sort of venom that numbed her womb and prepared her to be claimed by the daemonic spider. She felt herself opening up to this vile invasion. Her body surrendering to the creature’s arachnid lust.

“Ohhhhhhhhh,” she moaned desperately as drool trickled from her paralyzed lips. Something like a tiny tongue probed past her cervix and began flicking and wriggling inside her. Opening and dilating her womb so that the spider could deliver its blasphemous clutch of eggs. But not yet. Not until it had properly fucked Miranda.

The spider let out a hiss of pleasure and it began to move with the urgency of the inhuman need to procreate. Its abdomen clicked with the mechanical motion of its lower a half and its huge, slick ovipositor began to fuck Miranda like a monstrously massive cock. She whimpered, her breasts hanging exposed between the bands of silk wrapped around her. Her soft mounds began to swing with the rhythm of the rutting arachnid. Her head limp and bobbling with the same motion. Hair hung in her face and drool streamed from her slack mouth.

“OOOOOooooOOOooo,” she moaned.

“SSSSSHHHHHSSSSSSSSSSsssss!” replied her daemonic lover, squeezing her tighter against its underside and ramming even harder into her cunt. The entire web shook with the force of the daemonic arachnid rutting into Miranda. The hollowed carcasses of her fellow victims bounced and shook along with her as the arachnid’s abdomen spanked hard into her reddened bottom. Lubricating slime dripped from her cunt as pleasure pulsed through her.

“Ooooo,” she moaned, her voice low and despairing as her ecstasy rose with each savage thrust of the spider’s cock. Its pleasure was building. Its cock was swelling. She knew it would cum soon and her doom would be certain.

The spider brought its mandibles down to Miranda’s neck. Hot, venomous saliva dripping from her shoulder and swinging breasts. It bit down, but not hard enough to pierce her flesh. It was holding her steady for its final rapturous thrusts.

“SSSSSKREEEEEEEEE!” it shrieked with deafening pleasure. Miranda wailed with her own pleasure and felt the bulge of its ovipositor cock inside her as a rush of cum and eggs spurted down the length of it and erupted into Miranda’s womb.

The first gush of gelatinous eggs and cum into her body sent pleasure crashing through Miranda. It should have been agonizing, but she only felt pleasure, cumming again and again from deep within her core in shuddering spasms. Her wracked body milked the cum and eggs from the spider’s ovipositor. Her womb drank the fertile stew that soon bulged Miranda’s slender body.

The spider released her at last, slithering its cock from her stretched, dripping cunt and letting Miranda hang limply in its web. She was in a daze. Finally fully understanding her fate as the giant arachnid began to wrap the exposed portions of her body in its silk. It was tender, almost gentle with her. Why not? She was nothing more than an egg sac for the spider now. A source of food for its hatching clutch.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Miranda as the spider’s silk covered her head.

The giant arachnid was still working on binding her tightly in her final, mummy-like wrap when something bellowed. It sounded almost like words, but in a cursed language that Miranda couldn’t comprehend. The spider released Miranda and went scurry across its web. The whole web began to shake and the spider clattered and clacked. It seemed to be in combat with some sort of creature. A creature, Miranda was certain, that would be far more terrifying than the spider.

The web jerked violently, twice, and suddenly Miranda fell. Her upper body swung loose from the web with only her feet still caught in it. She stopped, caught by her bound feet, her body hung upside down. It slammed into something hard enough to knock the wind out of her. She heard something with a deep, booming voice shout triumphantly and the spider gave a final arachnid shriek.

Footsteps thumped closer to Miranda. Hands caught her and tore her loose from the web. Powerful fingers curled into the silk and stripped it from her naked, egg-stuffed body.

Henx, the black-furred, goat-headed beast of a man stood over her. His muscular arms were wet with spider’s ichor. His heavy brow furrowed as he saw Miranda’s abdomen swollen with the spider daemon’s eggs. She looked up at the horned daemon and fought to form words with her numb lips.

“Kill… mmmeeee…”

“Forgive me for reaching you too late, human,” said the daemon. “You should not have been subjected to this creature and its terror. But you have no reason to fear now. Magic will restore your body and purge you of the spider’s eggs. I will protect you from further danger.”

The daemon was terrifying and brutish to look upon, but through her tears Miranda could see the kindness in his golden goat eyes. Or maybe she only imagined it out of desperation.

He tugged the last of the silk from her body and brought a vial of a thick green liquid to her lips. She could not refuse the liquid as he poured it directly into her mouth. She managed to swallow and felt the spider’s paralyzing venom beginning to ebb almost at once. In seconds she could blink and begin to move her lips. In a minute she could turn her head.

Henx carried her out of the spider’s nest and into another chamber within the depths of the daemonic planet. It was warmer there and Henx placed Miranda on her back atop a bed of moss and began to chant and run one hand over her lower abdomen. Warmth began to build in her body. A warmth that seemed to ease the tightness and fullness within her abdomen. She felt a sudden disgusting rush of liquid from between her thighs and then a cool, relaxing sensation.

She lifted her head and the bulge of the eggs was gone. She looked up at Henx and managed a slight, weary smile.

“Th-thank you,” she rasped.

It felt strange to be grateful to the very creature that had imprisoned her in this hellish realm, but she could not help it. Henx had spared her from a fate beyond comprehension.

“There will be time to thank me later,” said the horned daemon. “Sleep now, Miranda.”

There was magic to his words that she could not resist and she fell into a deep, restorative sleep. The hellish prison world receded and she was back at college. Unsatisfied with the boys. Finding fleeting pleasures when she craved more. She saw Henx in her statistics 302 class. Sitting in one of the desks. Standing in front of the white board. Pulling her close and embracing her naked body against his furry black chest.

She awoke on the bed of moss. There was a faint bestial scent in the air. She felt much better and her body had fully returned to her control. She sat up in the dark chamber and saw the immense form of the goat-headed daemon sitting up beside her.

He was asleep. His chest rising and falling and his beastly nostrils flaring steadily. There was nothing stopping her from getting up and running from the chamber. Yes, after the horrors she had faced, Miranda did not feel the urge to run.

In fact, her dreams and the kindness of Henx had filled her with other urges. She crawled closer to him. She ran her fingers over his furry thigh and felt the muscles concealed beneath his pelt. She looked down at his legs. Powerful and resembling a man’s legs, but also inverted at his knees and with cloven hooves instead of feet.

Her fingers brushed against a furry sheath. She slid her touch lower and felt the bulge of his bollocks. They were large and well-hidden in the thicker fur between his legs. Her caress returned to the sheath and after only a moment she saw a small pink protrusion of flesh, almost like a tiny worm sliding out of the sheath. Curious, she leaned closer, breathing the rich musky aroma of the daemon’s loins. His forbidden, aroused scent invaded her sinuses and caused her face to grow hot with desire.

She wrapped her fingers around Henx’s sheath and gently squeezed. The “worm” slid further out of his sheath followed by the head of what was unmistakably his penis. It was slender too, even compared to a human cock, but as Miranda stroked him it grew and grew until ten or more inches of slender pink cock was jutting straight and stiff from his sheath. There was a slight cap on the tip and from this extended the finger’s length of twitching pink flesh. Curious, Miranda touched this protrusion and elicited an immediate shudder and groan of pleasure from the sleeping daemon.

The reaction excited her. It made her feel almost powerful. She slowly trailed her finger down the protrusion and Henx groaned louder, his head turning and his chest heaving with a deep, shuddering breath. Glistening precum began to ooze from the head of his cock and the scent of it intrigued Miranda. Like a man’s smell, but somehow more beastly.

She leaned her face closer. She gathered his long, slender cock in both hands and began to slowly work her caress up and down his shaft. This made the fleshy protrusion on his tip jerk reflexively.

She let her breasts fall against Henx’s shaft, catching half his length between their warm weight. She tucked her chin and faced the protrusion. That portion of his cock bent easily, soft and flexible rather than stiff like the rest of his length. She let it rub at her lips. She tasted it with her tongue. Then, with a moan of lust, Miranda took it into her mouth. First, just the protrusion, which she sucked gently like a straw in her mouth. Then she took it deeper, tickling her throat as she engulfed Henx’s cock itself in her mouth.

“Mmmmmmmm?” The daemon lifted his head, his eyes slowly opening. “What are you… ohhhhhh…”

She looked up at him as she began to bob her mouth on his cock. She could not take much of his length, particularly with his strange protrusion rubbing at her throat and almost gagging her, but her breasts squeezed and caressed his warm shaft while she concentrated on his cockhead. She popped her lips free only to get out a few words.

“I’m thanking you,” she panted, “for saving my life. Mmmmmmphmmmm.”

“Yes, I see that,” chuckled Henx, curling a huge black hand around the back of her head. “I think you can thank me more. Thank me… mmmmm… deeper.”

Her eyes began to water as he pulled her head down harder and thrust his twitching tickler into her throat. It wiggled against her tonsils and jerked down her esophagus. His oily precum covered her tongue. More and more of it flowed out so that she had to swallow repeatedly as she sucked him. Each swallow exciting her more. Making her crave him.

Making her want to taste his cum.

Her bobbing intensified. She squeezed her tits up and down the daemon’s slick shaft as she gagged softly on his cock. The thicker tip bulled at her throat as she swallowed the twitching worm of his daemonic pizzle. Another swallow and she took the head of his cock into her throat. It was easier than some of the guys she had deepthroated in the past. So slick and stiff. Pulsating as if it might explode at any moment.

“Ohhhhhhhh,” groaned Henx, stroking the back of her head with his furry hand. His goat eyes stared down at her and she saw herself reflected in those glassy orbs. Her wanton face swallowing daemon dick. Her big, soft tits squeezing around his pink shaft.

“MMmmmmmmmm!” she moaned, her brow knitting as she felt his cock begin to twitch.

“Yessss! Take it, my sweet! Once you’ve tasted my seed… hhhhnnnnn… lust will make you my slave. My bride. I will protect you. Yes, that’s it… suck! SUCK! AAAAABEHHHHHHHH!”

Henx bleated with pleasure, the sound loud and animal as he threw back his horned head and exploded down Miranda’s throat. It was all she could do to swallow his hot, spurting spunk. Forceful gushes painted her throat and drenched her belly in warm daemon cum. She swallowed again and again and nursed his throbbing cock until she felt sick with his seed.

True to his words, the daemonic spunk made Miranda want more. Not just another mouthful of his cum either. She wanted to bathe in it. She wanted to drown. She wanted to be used and filled in every hole again and again.

“MMMMMMM!” she cried, cumming from the thought. From the oily taste. From the cock, still hard and buried in her throat.

Henx smiled down at her, stroking her hair as he watched her debase herself for him. Oh, yes, the daemon’s fun with Miranda had only just begun.


8.5

Hunger of the Succubus

The goat-headed daemon called Henx caressed Miranda Garret’s naked body. Her lovely curves surrendered to his black-furred hands. His fingers kneaded her plush breasts and squeezed the globes of her ass.

For once, she did not mind being fondled by a daemon. In fact, Miranda was feverish with desire. She was drunk on the daemon’s beastly cum. Thrusting her body against him, rubbing against his cock so that the daemon could feel the dripping heat of her cunt.

“Ohhhh, yessss, Henx,” she moaned, bucking her hips and writhing on the moss bed he had found for her. “Please, I need more. Mmmmm. Let me suck it more. Let me drink your cum.”

She squeezed his long, slender cock between her breasts and pressed eager kisses to the drip head of his cock and its strange, wormlike protrusion. It wiggled against her tongue and Henx bleated like a goat as he cradled her with one hand.

“You have drunk enough of my seed, girl,” he said, tangling his fingers in her hair and yanking her head back. “You will give yourself over to madness if you swallow more now.”

“I don’t caaare!” cried Miranda, desperately slurping on the goat daemon’s cock. He pulled her back by her hair and his cock popped free of her wanton lips.

“There are other ways you can know the pleasure of my cock,” bleated Henx, pushing her back onto the mossy bed and spreading her pale legs wide. He took his cock in hand and teased it against her slit as she moaned and jerked her hips. “The time has come for me to breed you, my beauty. My rivals will never stand a chance with my seed in your sweet human womb. BAAAAHHHHH! The goat cannot be outbred!”

“Yesssss!” cried Miranda, lifting her hips off the bed and offering her blushing cunt to the daemon. “Breed me! Breed me with your goat cum!”

The huge goat-headed daemon bleated with lust and grabbed Miranda by her slender waist. He rutted his cock against her slick folds, making Miranda howl with lust and grab the backs of her knees to offer her cunt to him eagerly. He thrust forward, skewering her soft cunt on the straining hardness of his cock. Miranda, in her fever of cum-drunken desire, began to cum with the first stroke. Ripples and wave of intense pleasure causing her inner walls to grip at Henx’s thrusting daemon dick.

“Sooo good!” howled Mirana, tossing her head against the bed of moss and bucking her hips. “Fuck meeeee! It’s what I’ve needed! Exactly OHHHH what I have needed!”

“BAAAAAAAEEEEHHH! Yes, from the moment we brought you to our realm, I knew you would be mine, mortal. Sweet, beautiful human. I will breed you again and again. I will make of you my bride!” Henx hammered his long daemon cock furiously in and out of Miranda. The protrusion tickled so deep inside Miranda that it made her eyes roll back in her head and her mouth fall open in a wordless gasp. A wordless gasp that Henx took full advantage of by thrusting his snout against her and pushing his long daemonic tongue into her mouth.

A kiss from a daemon, she thought, on the verge of going mad with pleasure. She embraced his furry neck and kissed him back. Her tongue slid against Henx’s as her mouth seemed to fill with his saliva. His furry bollocks beat against her asshole. His long cock was a saber of pleasure sheathed and drawn and re-sheathed in her trembling twat.

“You are far more beautiful than the others we have BAAAEEEHHHH brought through! Ha! Those fools! I would never lose a wager over a queen of earth like you!” He kissed her again, but only briefly. Pushing back onto his haunches and drawing his cock from inside her.

Miranda whimpered and bucked, desperate to get his cock back into her pussy. He pushed her hands away and turned her over roughly onto her hands and knees. His hands pinned her slender waist. His cock rammed into her cunt from behind. His swinging stones beat a maddening rhythm of ecstasy against Miranda’s clit. The fleshy piston of his cock stirred pleasure deep into her core.

“OOooOOOOo!” she sang. “Fuck mmeeee! Fill me with your seed! I belong to you, Henx! I will be your daemon slave!”

“Ha! Listen to you! So quickly you have fallen!” He pounded her harder, sending her tits swinging beneath her ribcage. “I feel the vise of your mortal quim! Prepare yourself BEHHHH! Prepare to be bound to me for all of time!”

“Yes!” cried Miranda, throwing her head back and surrendering to the pleasure. “Yes! I am yours, Henx!”

Her orgasm was unending. A squeezing tempest of pleasure that gripped every stroke of that long daemonic cock. She could feel him on the brink. His bollocks tightening. Her cunt eager for his daemon seed. Eager for the demented contest to end, even if it was in her defeat.

“Cummmm! Pllleeeasse, cum inside me!” she wailed, tears streaming down her cheeks, breasts swinging, and her head bouncing with each stroke of Henx’s daemon cock.

But Henx’s climax was interrupted before he could release his seed into Miranda’s slick, squeezing cunt. Something huge and glistening wet launched from the darkness nearby and caught Henx in his face, arms, and across his chest. It struck him like liquid, splashing over him, but rebounding back into a formless glob that encased his head.

The impact of it threw him from Miranda’s hindquarters and back against the cave wall. His stiff red cock popped free of Miranda’s cunt and she let out a terrified gasp as she realized Henx was being attacked.

“Henx! What’s happening!?” she cried, turning over to see him fighting desperately with a translucent black slime creature.

“Go! Get to the--MMMMPHHH!” Henx’s words were cut off as the slime creature wrapped around his neck and seemed to try to engulf Henx’s entire horned head. He began fighting it off, pulling at it and yanking loose slimy strands, but each time he would pull some from his horns more would wrap around him. The goat-headed daemon let out a gurgling bleat as the slime suddenly engulfed his penis. It began to slither and pump up and down on his cock and after only a few seconds of slurping on his red daemonic dick Henx grunted and his cum began to spew into a bubble within the slime.

Miranda did not understand what was happening as the slime seemed to be both trying to make Henx cum repeatedly and trying to kill him. What she did know is that the big daemon was barely fending the slime off and there was nothing she could contribute. She decided to take his advice and go. She ran from the room, fleeing into the dark passage beyond the chamber.

As she ran, the thrashing battle between Henx and the slime seemed to grow more violent. The walls shook and impacts reverberated down the dark tunnel. Henx let out a savage bleat and there was a loud crash. A moment later, the entire wall and part of the floor gave way. Miranda lost her footing and plunged into the unknown abyss beneath the crumbling floor.

Miranda said her prayers as she plummeted into darkness, although she suspected she was about to land hard and break some bones. Instead, she collided with a soft, warm, wet floor that sloped downward. She tumbled through a velvety-soft sphincter and went end-over-end down a ropey, bouncing tunnel before somersaulting into the open.

She felt hard objects crunching beneath her. She lifted her dizzy, greasy head and looked around. A faint red light glowed above her, pulsating like the throbbing of a glowing heart seen through the throbbing veil of some fleshy membrane. She was sprawled in a glistening charnel field that stretched as far as she could see into thick, unwholesome mists.

The field was littered with the extremely decayed remains of hundreds of some sort of humanoid creatures. Daemons like skeletal birds strode on four clawed legs around the field, poking beaks as big as spears into the bones of whatever lay dead upon the field. The daemons occasionally caught some sinewy morsel and stretched each pieces of rotten flesh until it snapped clean of the bone.

One daemon seemed to take note of Miranda’s arrival. It lifted its head up from the dead and stood tall and gangly. It stared at her with big, black eyes rimmed with red. It cocked its head to one side and let out a squawk that sent a cold shudder through her body.

It's going to tear my flesh from my bones, she realized and started to retreat among the slippery remains.

Gripped by fear, Miranda tumbled backwards down into a shallow ditch filled with bones. She felt something grasp her shoulder, certain that she was about to be torn apart by the bird daemon. Instead, she was yanked into a fleshy passage by a small human.

No, realized Miranda, her eyes adjusting to the darkness, not quite human.

The woman was petite and comely in a delicate, doll-like way. Her skin was porcelain white, her nose small, and her lips a girlish red bow. Her pink hair framed her face and from her forehead sprouted two small nubs of horn. Her eyes were as pink as her hair and her body was shockingly naked. Lovely and delicate like her face. Her breasts perky and firm with small pink nipples, her hips slender, and her cunt hairless. A pair of small leathery wings sprouted from her back and a spade-tipped tail curled against her leg.

“This way,” hissed the pretty woman. “Come. There is a safe place. Shelter. Perxephone will keep you safe there in her house.”

“Oh-ar-uh?” Miranda asked, doing her best to keep up as the girl crawled through a fleshy tunnel and emerged into another misty chamber.

“Here, this way,” said the woman. When Miranda hesitated, the daemon girl doubled back and planted a kiss on Miranda’s lips. Pleasure sparked in Miranda’s core and the pretty girl’s tongue darted into Miranda’s mouth. Desire bloomed in Miranda’s breast and she leaned into the kiss. But the girl pulled away, smiling sweetly. “Perxephone is waiting. Come, come. Her house is close now.”

The petite daemoness took Miranda’s hand and led her through the mists. The ground beneath them was covered in thick, fleshy roots of trees that must have been too far away to see in the misty gloom. Miranda wondered how they were growing in such abundance. How they could survive at all in this dark interior world.

“Here,” said the girl. “It is here. Come, come.”

She gave Miranda’s hand a squeeze and tugged her towards a large house that emerged from the mists, red light glowing faintly from its windows. As they drew nearer, the mists parted, revealing that the house was covered from roof to gutter to the ground in more of the thick roots. It seemed as if a massive tree should be growing from atop the house. In fact, only the windows and the red-painted door were visible, but the outline of the house’s shape was plain to see.

The daemon girl opened the door, allowing the red light to spill out. She stood aside and motioned for Miranda to enter.

“I’m not sure,” said Miranda, but there was something disarming about the warm interior of the house. Patterns of flowers on antique wallpaper. Tables and chairs of human design. A hearth with a crackling fire. Even a steaming teapot. “What is this place?”

“Perxephone’s house is recursive,” said the daemon girl and she smiled sweetly. “Go on. You will be safe inside. Nothing bad can happen.”

Miranda found herself walking into the house before she realized the girl had not followed her inside. The door had closed behind her. And the door was gone. She was alone in the rose-patterned hallway, but she could feel a pulsating presence deeper in the house. She approached it and another door opened into a throne room lit by red torches. A towering figure of a woman, or something like a woman, sat upon a mound of naked flesh.

“God, no,” gasped Miranda, looking up at the woman as she lifted her head.

The woman’s humanlike upper body was three times the size of Miranda, sporting long pink hair and huge, antlerlike horns that branched from her forehead. She was impossibly beautiful, a mature version of the delicate beauty of the girl Miranda had met in the field of bones. The giant woman’s loveliness was maternal, with enormous breasts that rested atop the outward bulge of her lower body. Milk drooled from her fist-sized nipples and left stains trailing down her massive lower half.

It was this lower body that made Miranda’s skin crawl. It resembled nothing so much as the roots that had grown around the house. But this great fleshy tangle was moving and undulating and the “roots” were clearly alive, like huge arms and legs that stretched out into the darkness. Some ended in hands, others feet, and still others were covered with swaying lumps like laden, milky breasts, or the soft-lipped openings of mouths. A few even sported twitching penises of various sizes and descriptions.

“What… what do you want?”

“To hold you in my arms,” said Perxephone. “To give you a home. To make you one with my flesh.”

It was this last offer that sent a hot thrill through Miranda’s body. She found she could not move from the spot as the giantess reached out with her countless boneless limbs. Hands collected Miranda, almost gently, and brought her closer. She was engulfed in the soft, curious caress of a dozen or more appendages. Flaccid cocks rubbed against her, growing stiff with excitement. Some trimmed and hardening, others still drooping beneath their hoods. One, with a flattened tip like a horse’s cock, dragged up Miranda’s back and flopped over her shoulder.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she moaned, the rich musk of sex overpowering as she was drawn closer and closer to the mound of writhing flesh. More of these appendages parted and revealed a great, glistening maw wiped by a dripping tongue. Miranda saw the maw open, revealing a toothless pink interior. She began to struggle with fear. “N-no! No, you can’t!”

“You must have a home,” smiled the giantess above this squirming mound of limbs. “This is where you belong, girl. To nourish me. To feed my growth so that I may spread to cover this whole world.”

The cocks rubbing against Miranda began to drip with unholy pre. A breast pressed against her face as she tried to cry out and a thick nipple thrust into her mouth. Warm cream spurted across her tongue and down her throat. Sweet, calming. She struggled still, fighting the binding tendrils as mouths descended upon her breasts and began to suck at Miranda’s sensitive buds. A tongue flicked against her cunt. A cock slithered between her cheeks. Warm cum spurted across her thighs.

She was drawn into the nest of appendages and engulfed in a smothering blanket of pleasure. The breast pulled free, milk dribbling from Miranda’s chin as she gasped for air. A moment later, a thick cock spread her lips and pushed down her throat. Another, huge and twitching, invaded her cunt. Two, much smaller, pushed into her ass. Hands squeezed and spread and fondled Miranda. Tongues caressed her naked flesh. Cum spurted over her. Into her. She dripped with milk.

She came.

Again and again, slowly being pulled closer and closer to that giant mouth. Until she could feel its daemonic breath upon her. Looking up through the writhing tentacles she could see the smile of the daemon watching over her lower half. The glow in those evil eyes.

No, thought Miranda. No, please.

But the words did not come. Her throat was full of cock. Her cunt was drenched in daemon cum. Her breasts were being squeezed and sucked and her ass was being plundered. She could even feel tongues slithering over and between her toes. A full body pleasure that continued as she was drawn into the warm opening of the mouth. As she felt herself being sucked into the gullet of the daemon. As the mouth closed behind her and the life force began to drain from her body.

I am just food for her, realized Miranda, still writhing and cumming as she slid down the gullet of the daemon and into the churning depths of her stomach. There, Miranda felt waves of pleasure warm her body. Waves that seemed to ebb and melt away at her until she was completely attuned to the steady beat of the daemon’s heart. The warm liquid dissolving. Miranda thrust her own fingers into her cunt. The pleasure too strange and intense to be ignored. She cried out, cumming against her fingers. Surrendering to the inevitable doom that was lapping at her flesh.

“That’s right,” came a muffled voice, “Melt away. But this is not goodbye. Only until we meet again. Your pleasures have only begun, my sweet.”

Pleasure receded into the warmth. Darkness engulfed Miranda as she came one last time. Certain that, at last, this was the end. She was content for it to be. To at last be free of this hell.

But her eyes opened just as the darkness seemed endless, as oblivion beckoned, and Miranda found herself standing in the foyer of the strange house. Looking down the flowery hall. Her body intact.

“Come to me,” called the voice of the giant daemoness. “You are home now, Miranda. There is no other place.”

And Miranda knew if she followed the beckoning voice of the daemoness, she would experience the same fate again. A fate of pleasure melting darkness. To become one with Perxephone. She started towards the voice, towards her inevitable doom, but just as she did there came a powerful, echoing knock against the wall of the house.

“Open your door to me, Perxephone!” boomed a familiar voice. “This one is mine!”

“Noooo!” cried the daemoness, but the booming persisted and the wall began to crack. Someone was coming for Miranda…


8.6

The Beast with a Snout

The flowery house shook with the impacts of the pounding fists of the daemon at the door. The immense succubus daemon that inhabited the house wailed with anger and despair.

“Go away! You cannot have her! She is miiiiiine! I have already tasted of her flesh! She is a part of me!”

The booming grew more intense. The wall and front door bulged inward, and pieces of masonry fell from the wall, revealing bloody cracks and disgusting, pulsating flesh. A thick, snorting voice shouted through the door.

“SSSSsskkkrrrroonk! This one is mine, Perxephone! I will destroy you if I must! Open this door and prepare yourself ssssskkrronkkkk for pain!”

Miranda Garret was trapped between the daemon outside pounding on the door and the succubus with her perverse promise to endlessly devour Miranda. She knew the pleasures of melting inside the succubus and the ugly brutishness of the daemon outside. She could not decide which way to run. Towards an eternity as a morsel for a daemoness or towards the loud snorting of a gluttonous pig man named Prothus intent on fucking her senseless.

“Please,” moaned Miranda, covering her head with her hands to shut out the booming impacts of the daemon’s fists on the door. Her hands did little to silence the blows.

She closed her eyes as she saw thick, fleshy roots reaching down the hall towards her from Perxephone. These blasphemous tentacles were tipped with hands, tongues, and cocks. They slithered over Miranda, wrapping her body, groping and squeezing her, and drawing her off her feet.

Miranda moaned, wrapped up in thick tentacles and aroused by the way they touched her naked body. One cock rubbing between her legs like it was sniffing her sex. An oversized tongue licking at Miranda’s lips. Hands fondling and squeezing her breasts. Hands and a cock working together to squeeze and caress her ass.

“You are mine, my delicious girl,” whispered lips pressed against Miranda’s ear. “He will not have you when you are in my belly once more. I will protect you from him.”

Miranda moaned and parted her lips. The tongue thrust into her mouth, nearly gagging her as tendrils wrapped around her arms and legs and waist and bore her down the hallway towards Perxephone. The mother succubus was ever-hungry for pleasure and flesh. Miranda gurgled around the tongue as the beating on the door intensified. More bloody chunks of plaster fell loose from the walls and daemonic blood gushed from cracks and sprayed across wallpaper.

Just as Miranda was pulled into the lair of Perxephone, the door burst inward, and she glimpsed the brutish, tusked, pig-nosed face and flabby body of Prothus holding two hand axes. He bellowed with rage and came thumping into the house.

“Stay back!” warned Perxephone, drawing Miranda against her huge, warm breasts. She wrapped a dozen arms around Miranda, fondling and caressing her as she held her tight.

“This is your last warning!” roared the pig.

“You cannot have her!” wailed the immense succubus daemon Perxephone. “Stay away, Prothus! I will devour you both if you don’t—”

THUNK!

The tongue thrusting into Miranda’s mouth suddenly slid out. The arms squeezed her a little tighter for a moment and then went slack. Miranda felt hot liquid pouring onto her body. Black daemon’s blood was gushing out of the forehead of Perxephone, drenching Miranda in its sticky flow. Miranda began to scream as she tumbled free of the monstrous succubus and into the arms of Prothus.

“Skkkroonk! I have you!” he snorted and there was a hint of exultation in his tone.

“You… you killed her,” moaned Miranda, wiping black blood from her face.

“Aye, as I’m sure she killed you,” said Prothus, holding Miranda tight against his belly as he began to retrace his steps through the house. “SSKREEOoonnk! In this cursed den of hers she will come back to life soon enough. We need to go before that happens. She’ll be very angry when it does.”

Prothus was only a little taller than Miranda, but he was much bigger. With layers of jiggling fat that saddled his shoulders, back and, thick thighs and hung heavily from his immense gut. He wore only a loincloth, half-buried under his belly and indecent on his broad backside, but his pink skin was covered in daemonic tattoos and writing. Miranda tried to read the strange symbols on his arm holding her and the runes seemed to twist and crawl before her eyes.

“Eeuuuugghhh,” she moaned, feeling nauseous.

“You’ll feel better soon,” chuckled Prothus, hefting her higher on his wide shoulder. “Ssskkroonkkk! My castle is not far and unlike the others… I know how to treat a human properly!”

He smacked her bare bottom and gave it a squeeze, his thick fingers teasing into Miranda’s crack and making her suck in a shuddering breath.

Prothus was a prince of gluttony. A daemon who savored and over-indulged in all the fine things of daemonic life. Whether it was food, wine, or the pleasures of the flesh.

The pig’s castle loomed over a churning river of black water that stank of filth. They were met at the gate to the castle by skeletal daemons who escorted them into Prothus’ quarters. The walls were decorated with tapestries and paintings depicting daemonic revelry. The air was thick with cloying perfume to cover the smell of the river outside. A huge four-poster stood draped in crimson velvet tasseled with gold. A pair of large-breasted women stood close at hand, their heads those of hideous insects but their bodies otherwise lovely. They poured cool water to drink and prepared a bath for Miranda.

“Rest yourself,” snorted Prothus. “I will come for you soon. When you are clean and ready. A feast to celebrate my victory. And our SKKKORRROOONK marriage.”

Miranda could only nod, still stunned by everything that had transpired in her nightmare journey on this hellish planet. She allowed the insect-headed daemon women to lead her to the bathtub. They helped her into the warm water. They lathered and massaged Miranda’s naked body. Their mandibles clacked. Their compound eyes stared. Their expert hands squeezed, fondled, and stroked.

She had seen too much to be horrified by the strange, bug-headed daemon girls. She sunk back into the water and closed her eyes. Other than a few clicking sounds she could forget they were daemons at all and enjoy their gentle hands squeezing her breasts, fingers circling her nipples, hands moving beneath the water to ease fingers into her cunt and ass. Slippery and insistent. Sliding in and out of Miranda until she let out a shuddering moan of pleasure.

After a long, restful soak, the two daemons hissed and clicked and helped Miranda out of the bath. They toweled off her body and dressed her in a delicate sheer slip dress. They corseted her and put her in an extravagant red gown decorated with gold threads and twin roses that curled up her bodice. Her plump breasts were squeezed and lifted, her lower half made wasp-waisted and wide-hipped. The layers of the skirt trailed the black stone floor.

The insect-headed daemon girls led her out of the room and to the dining hall where Prothus was waiting for her. His table was heaped with unspeakable daemonic morsels and loathsome desserts. The fat pig daemon had dressed in a crimson and gold cape with a high collar that seemed chosen to match Miranda’s dress. He stood as Miranda entered, his gut bumping the table and causing gelatin to slosh from a tureen. He wiped food from his mouth on the back of his arm and snorted happily.

“SSskkrroiiink! Is this my bride? Loveliest – SSKKKWEEEAAAA – loveliest creature on this world. Come to me, my beautiful bride. Come to your husband. Come here, my sweet. I have a gift.” He reached down beneath his belly to the codpiece he wore over his cock and plucked a thick necklace of pearls from his belt. “The pearls of hell clams. Do you know how many slave girls died to collect these pearls? Each is the soul of some fool who fell into the clam. Fifty souls to decorate your beautiful neck. SSSKKKRRRONK! Come!”

Miranda walked in a daze. She was distracted by the view through the window behind Prothus. An endless field of suffering and brutality. Flames gusting from fleshy masses of daemons. Bat-winged reptiles patrolling writhing hills of lost souls. Skeletal giants plucking victims from the masses and subjecting them to special suffering within slimy entrails.

“It’s horrible,” moaned Miranda as Prothus placed the necklace around her neck.

“SSKRONK! It’s beautiful!” He closed the clasp and Miranda seemed to feel a writhing weight upon the shelf of her corseted bust. As though the souls inside the pearls were trying to escape. Prothus ran his fat, greasy fingers through Miranda’s hair and cradled her head. “Do I get a kiss from my bride for such a gift?”

He did not wait for an answer. He pulled her close, squeezing her against his bloated body and pressing a tusked kiss to her lips. His prehensile tongue slithered into her mouth and Miranda found herself fighting against it just to keep it from thrusting down her throat. Her body grew warm as Prothus squeezed and caressed her and thrust his tongue against hers.

“SSKRrronk!” he snorted, pulling back from the kiss with a last slimy lick of his lips. “Come. Sit with me, my bride, so that we may dine together.”

He pulled her with him and sat her down on his lap. The firm bulge of the codpiece beneath her shapely bottom. His hands quick to loosen her corset and flop out her soft breasts to lay atop the material. He scooped the foul innards of dishes of food into his mouth, dripping them on Miranda’s soft breasts and further smearing her with grease as he fondled her between bites.

He looked over her shoulder, his long tentacle of a tongue licking her cheek, across her lips, and then down into her cleavage to scoop up the spilled food. She moaned and shuddered as his tongue dragged warmly across her nipples. Despite the grisly meal on the table and Prothus’ general boar-like foulness, his fondling and licking were making her hot with desire.

How perverted has this place made me?

Soon enough, she had relented to Prothus and his gluttonous desire, leaning back against his shoulder and soft belly as he reached around her and roughly fondled Miranda’s breasts. His greasy fingers shaping her titflesh and plucking at her nipples. Her face turned towards his and she replied to his kiss, tongue moving against tongue, his sickly saliva melting into her mouth. No longer disgusted by him as she began to move and grind against the bulge of his codpiece.

Prothus snorted suddenly and lifted her from his lap. He tossed her onto the table, splattering food and dishes of thick sauces and badly staining her dress. Miranda squealed in surprise as greasy liquid splattered her body. Prothus did not care. He tore her bodice away and ripped her skirt down the front. He ran his hands up her stockinged thighs and ripped her panties away.

“SKRRRONK! Dessert!” He dropped to his knees and began snuffling, snorting, and licking her with his huge, fat tongue. Miranda shrieked with surprise as his warm saliva bathed her cunt and drooled down to her crack. Pleasure shot through her as Prothus’ thick tongue delved deep. Pumping into her and tickling her womb. Slithering back out to lick and thrust into her asshole. He snorted and slurped and tongue-fucked her holes, looking up at her with his snout pressed against her pubis. His saliva only made her hotter. Made her crave more.

“Yessssss!” she cried. “Ohhhh, make me cum! Ohhhhhh! FUUUUCK!”

Miranda arched shamelessly atop the table, grabbing Prothus by his little piggie ears and thrusting her cunt against his snout. His tongue plunged up her ass and he slurped lewdly at her cunt. It was more than she could stand as hot pulses of ecstasy wracked her quivering body. She rode her cunt against his face and drenched him in her sweet girly cum.

Prothus gave a last snort and stood up from between Miranda’s trembling thighs. He wiped his lips on his arm and loomed over her. One fat hand went beneath his belly to release his codpiece. It dropped away with a clank and a huge, reddish-pink cock with a slight corkscrew to the shaft stuck out from beneath his belly.

“Ohhhhhh, god forgive me,” moaned Miranda, grasping her own legs and spreading them wider. “I need it. I need to be fucked.”

“SSSKRREEEONK!” laughed Prothus, his belly shaking with mirth. “I am here to give you what you need then, my bride!”

He grabbed hold of Miranda’s legs and spread them even wider. She felt like a wishbone as he held her ankles as far apart as her body would allow. He hunched over her, sweat dripping from his porcine face and soft, fleshy body. His cock radiated heat as he rubbed it against Miranda’s slick entrance. It was huge, like everything else about Prothus, but the narrow tip easily parted her folds and teased inside Miranda’s steamy honeypot.

“Ooooohhhh, yesssss,” she moaned, looking up at him with wild eyes. “Do it. Why hold back now? Claim… mmmmm… claim your bride. You won.”

“SSKRRRONK! The madness has gotten to you, my sweet. But I will give you exactly what you deserve. Your reward for surviving to be my bride!” He thrust forward, driving his cock deep into Miranda’s cunt until his tip was bulling against her womb and his big, hairless bollocks were mashed against her ass. He drew back and corkscrewed his cock in again. It seemed to twist and pulsate inside her and Miranda realized she was about to cum after only a few strokes.

“Yes! God forgive me! AHHH! I’m cumming! Ohhhh! You daemon! You beast! I’m cummmmming!”

She threw back her head, her hair splayed across the mess on the table, her soft tits heaving and shaking with each of Prothus’ oinking thrusts. His cock stretching her. His weight slapping and smacking against her. Pink and fat and hideous atop her. His cock a revelation. A foul revelation as it plunged like an auger into her cunny and drove her wild with ecstasy.

“SKRRRONK! Here it comes, my bride!” snorted Prothus, drawing back and slamming his fat corkscrew into her again. “Perhaps I will claim your womb with this CUMMM!! SSSKKKRREEEEE!”

His squeal of pleasure was deafening. He threw back his porcine head and bared his tusks as he pounded deep into her clutching cunt. Miranda felt his huge balls tighten and throb. His cock thrashed inside her.

And then came the first gush of his cum. Thick and hot, spurting forcefully into her depths. Again and again, pumping until it was spilling out of her cunt around each stroke. Until it had drenched her thighs, his bollocks, and puddled onto the table. She could hear it splattering onto the stone floor. She could hear his wheezing breaths and the distant wails of tormented souls. She came again, flooded with daemon spunk, and savoring every spurt.

When he had pumped out his last, Prothus fell back into his chair, his huge cock leaving Miranda’s creamy cunt gaping wide. She felt to her knees before him and buried her face in his lap. She would rather suck him than face what she had become. Her mouth engulfed his daemonic cock as he snorted with amusement and rested a hand atop her head. Tasting his filthy spunk. Licking him clean. She was still sucking him when the drums began to beat beyond the wall.

“Skrrroonkkk?” Prothus frowned and squinted his piggie eyes.

“Mmmmm.” Miranda lifted her head from his lap and looked up at him. “What is it?”

“Unwanted visitors,” he said, guiding her head back down to his cock. “But they can wait.”

She could hear shouts as the drumming grew louder, but she had no choice but to continue pleasuring the daemon. Not that she minded. After being fucked and filled, she was eager to taste his cum.


8.7

The Final Hunt

Miranda’s head thudded to the beating of the war drums. Her movements took on the rhythm of the pounding, her head bobbing in time to the beat of the drums as she sucked the piggy cock of the daemon Prothus. Her lips stretched wide around his slippery shaft and the tip of his corkscrew prodded the back of her throat.

“Mmmmmmmpphmmm,” she moaned around him, spit spilling from her lips and down the reddening shaft of his cock.

The sounds of her lustful pleasuring filled the room, but beyond the inner sanctum of Prothus’ palace, she could hear snarling and shouting. Prothus seemed unconcerned. The daemon kept one hand draped on Miranda’s head as she obediently pleased him. She massaged his fat bollocks, and her other hand stroked her creamy cunt, still dripping with the raunchy froth of the porcine daemon’s load.

“Skkkrrronk! Good. Suck it deeper!” He snorted, pushing down on her head and urging her throat to accept his fat cock.

Miranda gurgled submissively, deepthroating his hot daemonic flesh as her eyes began to water with the effort. The drums beat faster. The sounds of fighting grew closer. Miranda fought back her bile and sucked Prothus adoringly. Her tongue on his bollocks as his cock filled her throat. Drool and mucus spilling down over the hairless sack of his fist-sized stones.

“SSSKKKRRRREEEONK!” cried the pig daemon, his head lolling back and his tusked mouth hanging open with pleasure. “Suck! Suck me well, human! SKREEEEE! You make my cum boil!”

Miranda’s moaned and gurgled around him. Though her mind was reeling with sinful pleasure, she had not passed over into total madness. She still remembered her life attending classes at Sandy State University. Even as she sucked the cock of the pig daemon she could still recall the timid boys she met. Those memories made her fingers plunge into her creamy cunt. To savor the realization that these foul daemons that had brought her to their hellish world gave her more pleasure than any man she had ever met.

Had the daemons Prothus, the goat-headed Henx, and the mysterious Vaizoak been telling the truth? Would they permit her to return to her life on earth? Was such a thing even possible?

“MmMmnnnnng,” she moaned, looking up over Prothus’ belly as tears of effort smeared her vision and tracked down her cheeks. The fat daemon gripped her head tighter and pushed her face down into his groin. Her nose mashed into his musty loins and his tight bollocks throbbing against her chin. His cock impaled her throat completely and the lusty coed could scarcely breathe.

“SSSSSKRREEEEEEEOOONKKK!” squealed Prothus as the drums beat just outside the barred doors of his throne room.

The tusked pig gave a final bellow of pleasure, his fingers tightening painfully in Miranda’s hair as his fat, corkscrew cock began to pulsate between Miranda’s lips. She could feel that intense twitching all the way down her neck. An instant later, his cock bucked again and thick, slimy liquid erupted down her throat.

“SSKKKREEEONK! Drink! Drink the seed of your master! Your husband! Your SSKKKKREEEEONKKKK mate!” Each word he squealed was punctuated with another spurt of his cum straight down Miranda’s throat. It bubbled out of her mouth and washed her belly in the daemonic elixir of the pig’s throbbing bollocks.

Swallowing it, keeping it down, felt like an accomplishment. It sloshed heavily in her stomach as the daemon finally relaxed his grip on her hair and let her lift her head from his lap. She gasped for breath and tasted the intense, salty flavor of his cum in her mouth as his softening cock dragged across her tongue. Daemon spunk drooled down her chin and splashed against her breasts as his twitching cock finally pulled free of her mouth.

Prothus stroked her face almost sweetly and Miranda could not help but smile up at him.

“Did I please you… master?” she asked, feeling a hot thrill as she asked him the question.

An explosion tore the door from its hinges and sent the braced bar flying across the room to impale the wall near the head of the porcine daemon. Prothus shoved Miranda aside and rose to his feet to meet the invaders. He drew a gleaming red scimitar from its scabbard.

“Who dares invade my seraglio!?” snorted Prothus as figures stepped through the smoke. “Who dares disturb me on the night of my triumph!?”

Miranda scrambled back against the throne, holding her knees against her chest, and cringing in fear of what might come through the door. After all the horrors she had encountered in this daemon-ruled realm she knew it could be almost anything.

Two figures strode through the smoke and debris. Two familiar figures. One a living cloak of tentacles with two tentacles for eyes and the other a giant black goat man.

“Henx! Vaizaok!” Prothus snorted with amusement and took a menacing step towards them. “You are too late my old foes! I have already mated the human! The prize is mine!”

“You might have fucked her, you glob of lard, but the human is not bred,” sneered Henx. “She is only now coming to fertility. Do you not scent it?”

“It is true,” whispered Vaizaok. “I have mated with the human and—”

“What of you, Henx?” Snorted Prothus, his belly jiggling as he crossed his arms. “Did you not manage to spread your seed in this lovely bit of human flesh?”

Henx looked away, his beastly cock dangling limp against his furry legs. For Prothus, that was answer enough, and he began to bellow with laughter. Miranda felt a strange twinge of regret that she never felt that beastly goat daemon flood her womb with his seed. Her date with Henx had been interrupted by another daemon attacking unexpectedly.

“You dare mock me!?” roared Henx. “I will tear the heart from your chest!”

“The human issss mine by right! I was first!” hissed Vaizaok.

“You’ll have to come through me to take her,” snarled Prothus, drawing and brandishing a second scimitar that glistened with filth.

The three daemons collided with unearthly, savage roars. Prothus swung his scimitars and battered Vaizaok back in a writhing tangle of tentacles. Henx jabbed a black dagger into the side of Prothus and blood gushed from the wound. Prothus flung Henx aside, swinging his sword again and smashing through a pillar. Vaizaok’s tentacles reformed into an upright, humanoid shape and leapt at Prothus with hissing fury.

Miranda was powerless to intervene. She was not even sure which side she would choose in the battle. Blood and fur and severed tentacle tips flew from the wild daemonic melee. Miranda crept back from the violent battle. The more intense it became, the more she knew she had to escape.

There had to be another way out of the palace of the pig daemon. She tried to creep to the entrance, but that was impossible with the intense battle filling the chamber. Instead, she cowered behind the throne, and in so doing discovered a secret hatch beneath the chair. It was hidden by a rug that depicted a human sacrifice upon an altar.

“Not exactly comforting,” muttered Miranda, tossing the rug aside and opening the hatch. A dank tunnel descended into the foundations of the unholy palace. She had no choice but to take her chances with that darkness. Better than waiting around to find out which of her daemonic suitors won the combat. She said a silent prayer, somehow doubting god would help her after all the naughty things she had been doing in this realm of daemons, and she jumped into the darkness.

Almost instantly, Miranda regretted doing it. The tunnel was narrow, but warm and slippery, like the gullet of some giant beast that had just swallowed her up. After her nightmare in the belly of the succubus, it was hardly a comforting scenario. She plunged deeper and the sounds of snarling and fighting receded above her. A thin layer of mucus coated Miranda’s body as she emerged from the tunnel and tumbled out into a slimy, steamy chamber lit blood red.

The ominous glow emanated through membranous walls. Glistening, pulsating columns of flesh held up a roof of living tissue. Gurgling sphincters released spurts of foul-smelling yellow liquid. But this was unmistakably a room of some sort and not just some digestive organ of the daemonic world itself. There were chairs, tables, and altars to unspeakable daemon gods. Foul statues stood alongside the columns of writhing flesh. They depicted hooded women with pendulous breasts and giant-cocked porcine beasts.

Miranda moved towards the light. She sensed whatever strange power resided in that daemonic glow. She also sensed something following her. It was big and dark and slithered behind the columns and in the ghastly shadows of the room’s fleshy archways. A guardian? A predator? She quickened her pace, bare feet squelching through pools of daemonic slime.

She stumbled through the throbbing red haze, driven on by the fear of being caught by whatever was hunting in the shadows and the hope that reaching that light might offer her a way home. It almost seemed too farfetched to believe, and yet, when Miranda stumbled into the adjoining chamber, she found her greatest hope had manifested.

A glowing portal stood open. A portal that offered a comforting view of a familiar place. Astonishingly, she was seeing her own bedroom, just as it had been when she had been taken. The sheets were still as she left them. The bedside lamp was still overturned.

She approached the glowing portal, rimmed with pulsing red energy, and reached a hand to touch the image. Her fingers passed through to the other side, creating ripples on the surface. She could feel the cool, dry temperature in her bedroom.

“Oh, thank you god,” she moaned.

The portal grew in a fleshy ring atop a disgusting, throbbing altar like the pumping meat of a heart. Whatever unholy power allowed this entryway to Miranda’s room was rooted in the evil within this disgusting organ. Miranda would have to climb on its slimy surface to pass her entire body through the portal.

She was trying to figure out where to place her feet to get onto the slimy surface when she heard a foul slurping sound behind her. It grew closer. A wet rasping like a great mound of soaked towels was being dragged across the floor. She turned slowly and a scream caught in her throat.

It was huge, black, and oozing with slime. For a moment, she thought it had no shape at all, but then she realized it had a rudimentary head that lifted from the floor and revealed a circular mouth and rows of rasping teeth. It was a slug of some kind. A daemonic slug as big as a grizzly bear. Slurping and slithering towards her with clear intention.

Miranda pictured it dragging her down to the floor. That rasping mouth tearing into her flesh. Its slimy bulk smothering her. In this gruesome fantasy, she let out a final dying scream as blood poured from her eyes and nose and she disappeared beneath the giant black slug.

The horror of her fantasy shocked Miranda out of her paralysis.

“Fuck. That.”

After everything she had been through, Miranda was not about to be this thing’s next meal. She turned and threw herself at the pulsating muscle that held up the portal. Her breasts squeezed against the pumping meat and she grabbed its surface with determined fingers. She jumped and slid upwards. Her face hit the portal and passed through a wobbling membrane. She sucked in a breath of the familiar air of her apartment. She kicked again, feeling something reaching out for her toes.

One more kick and she went sliding through the portal, tumbling out of the air and onto her bed. She rolled over and saw nothing. No sign of a portal. She was drenched in sweat and slime. She could feel the weight of daemon cum in her body. But she was alive. She was home. Her ordeal was over.

“Ha!” she laughed. “Ha! You fucking stupid daemons! You can’t have me! I’m free!”

It was at that precise moment that reality parted like a peeking curtain and the slug came surging out of thin air above Miranda’s bed. Half its length extruded across dimensions as it grabbed Miranda with two powerful stubby tentacles on either side of its head. She screamed once and was pulled back through the nothingness and into the realm of chaos.

Madness took hold of Miranda as the slug fell upon her, not with hunger but with the inhuman lust of a daemonic beast acting purely on instinct. It had sensed the warm, throbbing fertility within her human body. It had been drawn to her through the subterranean realm beneath Prothus’ castle. And it had found what it wanted.

A lover.

A breeder.

A mate.

It dragged Miranda’s flailing body beneath it and prodded at her warm cunt with the arm’s length of its greasy white cock. The tip teased between her cuntlips. The slug hunched its body double over her and thrust into her with sudden violence.

Miranda howled in mad despair as her cunt was violated again. This time, the daemon smothered her and trapped her beneath its disgusting weight. The rippling motions of its inner muscles propelled its loathsome cock in and out of her pussy. She felt the slopping slime pouring over her curves and down her crack and the huge tip bulling at her womb. She gurgled as slime poured into her mouth and choked her nostrils.

There was no escape, she realized. She had been a fool to ever believe it was possible.

The slug thrust faster, though never truly fast after that first impaling stroke. Its tension built. Its pleasure causing it to shake and shudder irregularly.

“No, please,” moaned Miranda, the last words of sanity to ever scape her lips.

Then the slug was cumming. Hot gushes that drowned the last of Miranda’s hope. Pulsating spurts that flooded her body with virile daemon sperm. Her womb was claimed at last. Not by a goat, not a pig, not a beast of tentacles, but a mindless, slithering slug as big as a bear had finally impregnated the lusty coed. Pleasure shook her body. Orgasms that rang through her as loudly as a church bell and sent her into madness.

Miranda was laughing as her lover carried her off to a deep lair within the living rock of the daemonic planet. Laughing still as it fucked her again and again. Laughing until she was hoarse as her belly swelled with its eggs.

She was smiling and muttering as she birthed the first of many daemon slugs. A good wife to her mindless master. A warm sheath for its cock and plentiful milk for the suckling slugs.

Somewhere, far away, Miranda’s mind lived on in a human world with simple concerns. A fantasy conjured to keep her alive. But her body remained in the daemon realm. It belonged to the daemons.


Book Nine: Melody and the Hobo
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The Suburban Sex Kitten Falls for an Old Bum

By Amanda Clover


9.1

An Old Friend from Her Past

It was a beautiful Sunday morning. The birds were out and there was a hint of fog still on the ground as Melody Applebottom went running along the jogging trail through the park. She had dressed a little warmer than usual, with tight-fitting workout pants and a loose windbreaker over her midriff-baring workout top. Her plump breasts were cradled tightly in the compression top. Her blonde ponytail bounced with each step she took.

She was on her fourth mile, feeling the Zenlike groove, when she heard a sharp wolf whistle that cut through the music in her earbuds. A distinctive “Shweeeet woooooo!” of someone looking at her as she ran past.

She looked around and saw an old man standing not far from the path with a duffle bag over one shoulder. He had wispy white hair and a scraggly beard. He looked very old. Way too old to be whistling at teenagers running through the park. She was about to give him a piece of her mind when a cold bolt of recognition went through her body.

This man was no stranger. Not at all. In fact, this old man knew Melody better than most people in town. This old man… had been inside her.

The thought sent a warm ripple through her to crash against the ice in her veins. She pulled her earbuds out and jogged in place as she looked at him.

“Red?” she asked.

“In the flesh,” he said, grinning and revealing his aging teeth. He looked her up and down with an appreciative twinkle in his eyes. “It’s good as hell to see you, baby doll. Where have you been?”

“Around, um, getting ready for college.” She smiled nervously, but something drew her closer to him. Memories. A heat between her legs. “What are you doing in the park? Where are the other guys?”

“Oh, them? Well, we all sorta gone our own ways, you know? Like cockroaches when the lights come on. Heh. The trainyard cops came looking for trouble and we had to get the heck out of there. I’ve been sleepin’ in a picnic shelter over there the past couple nights. Before that it was a tent, but that got trashed by the regular cops.”

“Sounds like you’ve had a tough time of it,” she said. Then another thought occurred to her. She had been left alone and in charge of the house. Her mother and stepdad would be gone for a full week still. There was no reason Red should be sleeping on a picnic table when he could be in a comfortable house.

“Don’t suppose you got a couple bucks for a sandwich or something,” said Red. “I hate to ask, only my food has run out.”

“I do,” said Melody. “But I don’t bring my wallet with me running. How about… how about you come back home with me? My parents are out of town and I could make you some lunch.”

“Oh… oh my goodness.” Red looked genuinely touched. He took Melody’s hand and kissed her fingers. “You’d bring me to your house? Oh, darlin’, you make grandpappy the happiest man in the world.”

She felt that heat again. That throbbing need. Her cheeks reddened.

“Um, yeah, I’ll circle back when I’m finishing up and we can go back to my house together.”

“Oh, alright,” said Red. “I’ll go clean up in the public bathroom.”

“You don’t need to do that. You can take a shower at my house.” She popped her earbuds back in. “See you soon, Red!”

She went running off. Her mind turning back to that wild day in the trainyard. She wondered if he had noticed her stiff nipples as she ran past him. If he had guessed how hot it made her to be around him after all those weeks.

She had three more miles of running to think about what she’d done. She had been contented spending Sunday night alone and watching streaming shows. She had not expected some old man from her recent past to pop up and remind her that she had done some really dirty things earlier in the summer.

And maybe she wanted to do some more.

“’Be good, Melody,’” she said to herself, imitating her mother’s voice. “’Don’t have any boys over while we’re gone.’”

Red certainly wasn’t a boy. He was a well-aged, vintage, antique of a man. A full-on grandpa. Maybe a great grandpa. She wondered if he’d been alive during the civil war. No, that was way too long ago. But probably all the other wars.

The morning warmed up as Melody finished her run. She was quite sweaty by the time she circled back to the spot where she had first encountered Red. She was surprised that he wasn’t standing around.

“Red?” she called. “Red, are you there?”

A voice came from the nearby bushes. She couldn’t quite make out what was being said. She walked closer to the bushes, a big leafy type with a lot of stems creating a canopy for the leaves.

“Red? Is that you?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m hidin’ from the park cops,” he said. “Come in here until they go away.”

Melody sighed and crouched down to crawl into the bush. It was dark and surprisingly spacious inside the huge bush. Red was there, drinking a cup of MacDonald’s coffee and biding his time. He grinned at Melody and helped her crawl all the way in. It was like they were hiding in a closet together.

“Work up a sweat?” he asked, nodding at the sweat trickling into her cleavage.

“Yeah, nine miles today,” she said, smiling wearily. “Trying to get in shape for college.”

“Oh? You look fit as hell to me, darlin’,” he said. “Beautiful. Yeah. Watching you run around like a gazelle, only one with a nice juicy rear on you.”

“Thanks,” laughed Melody, a little more color heating up her already flushed face.

Red scooted closer. “Remember the fun we had in that train car?”

“Uh, yeah, I do,” she said, her pulse racing as the homeless old man moved close enough to touch her.

He brushed her golden hair from one shoulder and leaned in close. His lips were close to her ear. His voice raspy and randy as he whispered to her.

“Still remember how that tight little pussy sucked on me. I bet you ain’t never forgot about that day.”

“N-no, I haven’t,” she admitted.

His rough, callused hand caressed her arm. She trembled against him.

“I bet you remember suckin’ on my pecker,” he whispered. “Did that make you hot?”

“Y-yeah,” gasped Melody, her breath coming faster and faster. By the time Red’s hand moved from her arm to her breasts she was ready to explode. She let out a soft whine of desire as he squeezed her plump mound through the padded material.

“Oh, that’s right, darlin’,” groaned Red. “I been thinkin’ about it too. About that pretty mouth of yours. So warm and soft. And these nice titties. Ohhhhhh, darlin’!”

He let out a growling moan as he dropped his face to her neck and began kissing her there. As his hot breath caressed her with a faint boozy scent and his fingers began to drag her top up, she felt the urge growing inside her. Her tits dropped free as he pulled the compression top up to her neck. Soft mounds and stiff nipples instantly in his hands. He groped and squeezed her sweaty breasts and plucked at her buds as he kissed her neck hotly.

All Melody could do was moan and arch against the old man. He stank of old sweat and tobacco and booze and even a little bit of piss. The filthiness of it only made her hotter. She turned her face to his and her lips met Red’s kiss. Immediately their mouths were open. His tongue probing into her mouth. Her tasting the bitterness of his old mouth and the coffee he had been drinking.

“Mmmmmphmmmm,” she moaned softly against his lips as his fingers kneaded her breasts.

“Oh, darlin’, been thinkin’ about these titties ever since we were last together,” he panted against her lips. “You feel how hard they’re makin’ me?”

She could feel his hardness poking against her, but he took her hand and brought it down to his cock anyway. She grasped him through his dirty pants. Squeezing his cock and moaning against his chapped lips.

“Fuck,” she moaned, feeling that sick fever of lust come over her that she hadn’t felt in weeks. “Oh, Red, do you want… want me to suck on it?”

“Shit yeah, I do,” he wheezed. “Scootch back. Let me get it out and you can suck on it.”

She pressed into the branches a bit uncomfortably and gave him room to undo his fly and pull his prick out of his pants. It was long and stiff. Pink and red in places. With long, low-hanging balls and dark capillaries down the shaft. The sight of it and the musty smell of it reawakened feelings she thought she had suppressed completely.

She’s been so bad that day back at the start of summer. So bad that she had told herself she would behave until she got to Sandy State University. But seeing that filthy old cock made her want to be bad all over again.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, realizing she was about to suck on Red’s grimy cock.

The thought made her so hot.

She leaned over and was hit by the strong smell of his sweaty, unwashed groin. Nearly enough to make her call off the blowjob. But then she felt his callused hand stroke her neck and his fingers slid into her hair. Fingers wrapped around her ponytail.

“That’s it, darlin’. Suck on grandpappy’s pecker.”

She didn’t tease. Didn’t dare. She might have had second or third thoughts.

She took him into her mouth and began to suck. Her saliva soaked away the bitter taste of his unwashed flesh as the wetness spilled down his shaft. She moaned around him, bobbing her lips at the urging of his hand on the back of her head.

His cock twitched and began to ooze with salty liquid. Precum. She recognized that taste. Spreading over her tongue. Mixing with her saliva and coating her lips like lip gloss as she worked her mouth on the old man’s cock.

His breathing grew heavier and heavier until he was wheezing and shaking with pleasure. The ecstasy building in his withered old dick as she slurped on him like the slut she had been that day in that train car.

She reached a hand between his legs and cupped the sagging sack of his balls. Squeezing gently as she bobbed faster. Feeling him tense. Red wheezing. His fingers tightening in her hair.

“That’s it,” he urged. “Oh, darlin’, you’re gonna make my pecker pop. Ohhhh, you want it?”

“Mmmmhmmm,” she moaned.

“Then take itttt!” He wheezed hard, tensing and shuddering. His cock throbbed between her lips and the hot spurt of his seed hit the back of her throat. Pump after pump. An impressive load for such an old man. And Melody swallowed it all.

She sucked him until he was twitching with sensitivity. He groaned as she eased him out of her mouth and lifted her head from his lap.

“Think they’re gone now?” she asked, squinting out of the bushes, and wiping the back of her hand across her lips.

“Huh? Oh, yeah, right. I’m sure they’re gone. Let’s go back to your place.”

Hot Blonde Lunch

Melody was making a grilled ham and cheese in a skillet and a pot of tomato soup for Red. She was still in her workout clothes with an apron tied around her waist. Normally she liked to shower as soon as she got home, but she’d sent her guest straight to the showers to get clean.

She heard the shower shut off and Red thumping around upstairs. Her heart began to beat a little faster as she heard him descending the stairs.

Not enough time to get dressed, she thought.

“Mmmmmmmm! Somethin’ good is cookin’ in here!” He padded up behind Melody and put his arms around her waist inside the apron. She sucked in a breath as she felt his damp cock against the small of her back.

“Redddd,” she gasped. “You didn’t dry off!”

“A little,” he said. “Oh, darlin’ I just had to get back down here and see what was cookin’. Turns out it was you. Fixing up a hot order of that sexy body. You gonna give old Grandpappy a taste?”

“Not without a shower,” she said, swatting at his hands as he tried to pull down her workout pants.

Red let her push his hands away, then grabbed her arms and turned her around. He moved her a few steps to the left and then shut off the burners on the stove. He pushed the skillet with the sandwich to one of the cool back burners.

“What are you up to?” asked Melody.

He answered her with a smile. He stepped back in front of her, stark naked, with dark tan lines from his clothes and being in the sun all the time. The pale portion of his body was unhealthy looking. Lots of dark and red spots on his skin. But his long, drooping cock was beginning to redden and stir.

Red pressed a kiss to her lips and Melody, though trying to object, succumbed to his lusty tongue. It invaded her mouth and brought with it the minty taste of the mouthwash from the upstairs bathroom. As Red kissed her, she could feel his hands untying the apron. He broke the kiss to pull it off over her head. Then the tight compression top. Then, with his withered chest against her soft breasts, his fingers curled into the waist of her workout pants and he slid them down.

“Red,” she gasped, feeling the cool air-conditioned air against her damp pussy. “You’ve got to let me get cleaned up.”

“Oh, no, darlin’,” he chuckled, running a hand between her toned thighs. “Grandpappy ain’t waitin’. You sit your butt up on that counter.”

She slid her ass up onto the kitchen counter and Red parted her knees. He kissed her again, his hands stroking and squeezing her tits as he moved lower. Kissing her shuddering breasts. His scruffy face brushing against her sensitive nipples. His hot tongue tracing down her abdomen. Then, between her legs, tonguing lewdly at her folds. She had to cover her mouth with her hand to keep from crying out. Her face hot with embarrassment. She was so sweaty down there from her run and he was licking like he was having his favorite ice cream sundae.

“Mmmmmm! Oh, yes, darlin’! That coochie tastes so good!” He licked her until she was shuddering and shaking with pleasure. Working his tongue into her cunt and out again. Driving her right to the edge. It was such a dirty, sloppy feeling. None of her boyfriends had ever licked her so wantonly as Red.

She was on the brink, her legs over his shoulders, her tummy tensing. Just as she was sure she was about to cum, Red stood up. His red cock in hand. He grazed her sensitive folds once, then thrust deep into her teenage pussy.

That was enough. She howled with ecstasy as pleasure took over. Intense contractions from deep within her core. Pulse after pulse of cock-gripping pleasure.

“Ohhhhh, fuck, Reddddd! Make me cum!” she cried. “Ohhhh, god, you make me cum better… better than anyone!”

It was true. She admitted it in the throes of her ecstasy. The old man’s dick was good and he knew just how to use it. He leaned down and pressed a kiss to her lips, pounding into her with fast, deep strokes. His balls swinging against her ass overhanging the counter. His cock swelling.

“Mmmmmm! I’m going to pop, baby,” he wheezed. “Ohhhh, goddang! I’m gonna bust this load… all over those pretty titties!”

“Yessss! Cum on my tits!” she cried, lifting her head to watch as he slid back. His hand on his cock. Stroking his slick length over her abdomen. Hot cum burst from his red tip, splashing all the way up to the divot under her chin. A lovely pearl necklace that splattered her tits and spilled into her cleavage. Hot pumps onto her tummy and ending with a final dribbling in her little blond triangle of trimmed hair.

“Fuck, darlin’, you know how to make an old man’s summer,” he chuckled and pressed another kiss to Melody’s lips. His tongue invaded her mouth. But this time, there was confusion in addition to lust.

What was she doing? Her parents were going to be gone a week and she was fucking this old man in her family’s house!

It was so totally wrong. And it felt so fucking good.


9.2

Catching Up with Her Grandpappy

Melody’s misgivings about sleeping with Red were all but forgotten the next morning when the old man stepped into the bathroom while she was in the shower. She tensed, but then he pressed into the shower with her, stepping under the flowing water and wrapping her in his arms. His withered old body felt somehow comforting as he squeezed her against his chest. She looked up at him, squinting against the flow from the shower.

“Oh, Red, I don’t know if I can keep doing this,” she whispered.

“That’s alright, sugar,” he said, his hands sliding down to her peachy bottom. “I gotta run back to the train car tonight. The workers will be gone on a Sunday and I can pick up some things I stashed in there.”

“And bring them back here?” she asked.

“So long as you’re still okay with that,” he said, giving her ass a two-handed squeeze.

“Mmmmhmmm,” she agreed, her heart pounding heavily. Her pink nipples stiff against his chest. “My parents are gone for a week. You can… stay with me the whole time.”

“Mighty generous of you to invite your Grandpappy into your home like that,” he chuckled and leaned his face down to kiss her. His tongue thrust into her mouth and he pressed her against the back wall of the shower. The steamy tiles slippery behind her as his cock pressed against her tummy.

She offered Red no resistance. Though she was uncertain about this sudden fling with the old homeless man, she could not deny her desires. The heat pulsing from her core. The stiffness of her nipples against his hairy chest. The way his tongue roved into her mouth and took her passionately.

“Mmmmmmmhmmmm,” she moaned louder against his lips, clinging to him. Squeezing her body against his beneath the steamy flow of the shower. Her hand found his erect cock and she began to stroke him as they kissed.

“Turn around, darlin’,” he whispered. “If you want that pecker in your sweet little coochie.”

“Ohhhh, fuck,” gasped Melody with a smile on her face. “I was just trying to get cleaned up.”

“We can get a little dirtier first,” chuckled Red, pulling back just enough to give Melody room to turn around.

She faced the tiles on the wall, her hands spread, her tits pressing to the slippery surface as she arched her back and thrust her ass towards the old man. He reached between her thighs and lifted her left leg, guiding her foot to the soap dish. Her position cocked her hips to one side, but also bared the hot folds of her cunt and allowed Red to admire the water cascading down her luscious nineteen-year-old body.

“Oh, darlin’, we’re gonna have some fun today,” he murmured, grabbing hold of his cock and guiding it to the pretty pink petals of her pussy.

“Ooooh, do it,” gasped Melody, pushing back and feeling his cock nudge against her pussy and his hands caressing her creamy ass.

Red thrust forward with a grunt and buried his hard cock deep in her tempting teenage twat. Melody’s eyelids fluttered and her head tilted back as that big old man dick plowed into her pussy and his low-hanging balls slapped against her clit.

“Oh, that’s the stuff, darlin’,” groaned Red, pressing against her back as his hips began to move. His cock began to piston. His balls began to steadily swing and slap, slap, slap. Their bodies wet. Her pleasure clutching around his thrusting cock. He reached one hand around her and groped her slippery tits. Playing with her nipples. Kissing her shoulder and neck as his skinny hips spanked her round ass.

“Sooo good,” cried Melody, working her hips to fuck back against him. “Oh, Red, you know just how to do it.”

Was it the taboo thrill of being fucked by an old man? The way his cock felt? Or did he really know how to do it just right? She wasn’t sure, but he was stirring up a cauldron of pleasure deep inside her and before long all that pounding had her body bursting with ecstasy.

“OOOOOooooooooOOOoo!” she sang, her voice loud in the shower as Red hilted inside her and let loose with hot torrents of his slimy old spunk. His orgasm surprised her, but it was no time to worry. Her creamy cunny gripped his pulsating prick and drained every drop until she could feel it running down her thighs. Dripping to the shower floor between her feet.

“Oh, darlin’, you know just how to wake Grandpappy up,” chuckled Red, breathing heavily over her shoulder.

He pulled his cock out and they cleaned up together with a little help from Melody’s soapy sponge. They shared a long, lazy kiss beneath the steamy shower water before Melody stepped out to dry off and get dressed.

She made them both breakfast – bacon and pancakes – and served up a sexy look of pink athletic shorts, a white cupcake tank top, and a pink trainer jacket. Soft and sexy, with her hair back in a blond ponytail once it had dried. She did the dishes while Red finished his breakfast.

“Alright, darlin’,” he said, wiping his mouth with a napkin. “Thanks for the grub. I’ll be headin’ out now to go pick somethin’ up from the train.”

“Oh, no, I’m going with,” said Melody with a smile. “I don’t want you getting into trouble with those security guards. If they catch you and I’m with you they won’t call the cops. I’ll just say you’re my Grandpappy and you got confused so I came to get you.”

“Well, heck, lookin’ as cute as you, sugar, I’m sure that’ll work.” He rubbed his scruffy chin. “Alright. You can come with. But you gotta keep my stash spot secret.”

Melody pantomimed locking her lips and tossing away the key.

They walked the several blocks to the shopping plaza and then down behind it to the derelict rail line under the bridge. The box cars were still there, just like Melody remembered, but there was yellow construction tape up and all sorts of digging and excavation equipment. It seemed like they were repairing the rail line. But Red’s prediction proved true. There was no security and no workers out there on a Sunday morning.

The sky darkened above them and a cool, late summer rain began to patter. It built quickly into a downpour that beat loudly on the metal roof of the boxcar.

“Gonna get soaked,” said Red. “Let’s get inside.”

He yanked open the boxcar with Melody’s help and they climbed inside together. It was a little musty in there and there was nothing but a tarp and some old boxes. Red stood up on one of the crates while Melody held his hips to keep him steady. He reached under the broken ceiling lamp and took out a small package wrapped in plastic bags.

Inside was a very small tin like from breath mints and a flask of something called Old Rye XXX.

“Oooh, something extra,” said Red, unscrewing the top of the flask.

“What’s in the tin?” asked Melody.

“That?” Red took a swig of the whiskey and passed it to Melody. “Well, it’s my wedding ring and my wife’s ring.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Melody, wincing at the strong booze.

“It’s alright,” said Red, opening the tin and showing the two golden rings to Melody. “I’ve been savin’ ‘em all these years. I guess for something special. I dunno. I just couldn’t pawn ‘em off.”

“They mean a lot to you,” said Melody, lifting the smaller of the two rings from the tin.

“Looks like it would fit,” said Red. “Try it on.”

“Are you sure?” Melody gave him a doubting look as the old man chugged more of the whiskey.

“Just for fun,” said Red.

“Okay.” Melody blushed as she put the ring on her finger. It sent a strange thrill through her to be wearing a wedding band. The old man’s wife. She held it up and showed it to him. “It does fit! You were right!”

“Fits like it was meant to be there,” said Red with a wink. “Hey, while it’s rainin’, we can always pretend.”

“You mean, like I’m your wife? I don’t know, Red.”

“Just pretend,” said Red, moving closer and putting his arm around Melody’s shoulders. He pulled her in for a whiskey flavored kiss. Gentle, slow, but then opening as she yielded to his desire. Her lips parting. His tongue sliding into her mouth and tasting the sweetness of her youth. He tugged down the zipper of her jacket. His hand slipped under her tank and he began to fondle her soft, pert breasts.

“Ohhhh, Red, I’m too young to be marrying anybody,” she chuckled.

“Too late for all that,” he said, pinching her nipple and eliciting a gasp from her. “I already got the ring on you. That means we’re married now. Gonna start a family and everything. Wifey.”

“Ooohhh,” she moaned louder, reaching a hand into his lap and feeling the swelling of his bulge. It didn’t take much to get his zipper down and his stiff prick sprung into her hand. “Well, since we’re married, Red. Guess I’d better do my wifey duties.”

Red chuckled as she leaned her head into his lap and began to suck on his stiff, reddened old man cock. Her head bobbing slowly in his lap as her warm mouth eased down almost to his root and her fingers massaged his balls. Red chuckled with pleasure, one hand resting lightly atop Melody’s head and the other holding his flask as he finished off the whiskey.

Melody could feel the heat of lust and of booze in her tummy. She slurped and sucked at Red’s cock. She stroked him as she went down to worship his low-hanging balls. Tonguing them and sucking them. Making him groan with pleasure.

“You keep foolin’ around down there, darlin’, and you’re gonna get something else to drink.”

“Oh yeah?” Melody looked up at him as she ran her tongue up the underside of his cock to his tip. “Maybe I’m thirsty. Come on, Red. Give your wife a hot load. Mmmmmmm!”

There was little Red could do to refuse her offer once she started bobbing on his cock again.

Melody felt him tense. Felt his hand tighten on her head. Her spit soaking down to his balls. Her hand massaging his sack as his testicles tightened up against his cock.

“Ohhhh, Melody,” he moaned. “You got me fixin’ to… to… exploooodddee!”

He let out a deep, rumbling groan as his cock burst in Melody’s mouth and his hot jizz painted her tonsils. The horny teen sucked him off, drinking his cum like it was sweeter than his whiskey and popping her lips on him until he had emptied every drop. When she finally lifted her mouth from his lap, it was to give him a kiss.

“Mmmmm, that was hot,” giggled Melody. “You got some more for me?”

They kissed as the rain beat down on the boxcar. Red slipped a hand into her shorts and teased her slick teenage cunt. His fingers explored her. Teased her. Aroused her until she was rocking her hips and fucking against his rough old fingers. Two of them pumping into her pussy as she went tongue-to-tongue with him in an increasingly hot and passionate kiss.

“Ohhhh, yeah, you got me so wet, old timer,” gasped Melody. “You gonna do it, Red? You gonna fuck your wifey good? Her pussy needs it… mmmmm… needs it so bad.”

“Hell yeah,” croaked Red.

He pushed her back on the tarp, kissing all over her as he pulled off her tank and ran his tongue over her stiff nipples. Melody kicked out of her panties and shorts and shamelessly spread her legs for the rangy old man. His red cock in hand, he knelt between her legs, kissing all over her heaving, jiggling breasts as he lined his dick up with her steamy slit.

He thrust into her pussy without much teasing. The sound of the rain beating against the boxcar covered up the sound of Melody’s cry of pleasure.

“Darlin’, you’re burnin’ up,” groaned Red as he sheathed his cock inside her. “Is it the whiskey?”

Melody nodded. Then added, “Maybe it’s… oooohhh… the ring too.”

Red laced his fingers with hers and stretched out atop Melody as he began to thrust into her tight teenage pussy. His old cock hammered into her with surprising vigor. His lips pressed to hers. Grandfatherly. Hungry for her eager mouth. His tongue invading her and exciting her further. His cock slamming harder into her. Making her breasts shudder and shake with each stroke.

Melody wrapped her legs around the old man. She couldn’t believe how good it felt. Everything taboo about hooking up with a man as old as Red only felt hotter with half a flask of whiskey and a load of his spunk in her belly. She was so wet that his cock seemed to stir and churn the cauldron of her cunt. His kisses overpowered her. They grew more breathless as he wheezed with effort.

“Let me get on top,” she gasped.

“Alright, darlin’,” said Red, clearly exhausted.

He rolled onto his back and Melody was on him in seconds, straddling his slender hips and guiding his red cock to the slick folds of her cunt. She slid down onto him, wet and ready, no need to go slow or take it easy. She stroked his withered chest and began to ride hard against his hips. Bouncing her ass on him. Making her tits heave and splash with the force of her ride.

When Melody had too much to drink, she turned into a total slut and she was in full slut mode as she rode Red’s cock.

“Ohhh, fuck yes, that old dick feels so good,” she cried, her ass slapping against him and her tits swinging almost into his face as she leaned over him. Throwing her pussy back onto that cock with growing urgency. Her pleasure building. His cock stiffening.

“Darlin’, oooh, that’s so good, I don’t know if my ticker can take it!”

“You can take it,” cried Melody, fucking him even harder. Gripping him with her inner muscles. Massaging his old dick with that silky teenage twat. “Fuck yes. I’m going to cum all over… all over your big dick. Ohhh, fuck, Red! Ohhhh, your new wifey wants it! OhhHHHHH! I’m cumming!”

She threw her head back and rode hard up and down on his cock. Her pussy bursting with her pleasure. Her nectar flooding his cock and dripping from his balls. Wave after wave of ecstasy that Red answered with a throbbing eruption. Pumping his old man spunk straight into her teenage pussy. Old enough to be her grandfather and drenching her fertile womb in his hot old spunk. Was he shooting blanks? Was he going to knock her up?

Melody didn’t care! All that mattered was the intensity of that orgasm. The drunken waves of pleasure rippling hard through her body until she collapsed atop him. Panting. Breathless.

“Ohhhh, Red,” she moaned. “Smack my ass.”

He did, slapping a hand against her plush bottom.

“Harder,” she moaned. “Tell me what a bad girl I am.”

“Oh, Melody,” he chuckled, smacking her ass twice more. “You are the baddest little slut I ever did meet.”


9.3

More Than One Old Goat

Melody Applebottom was on the run. She was trying to escape Red, or at least what she had done with him the night before, and the best way she could think to do that was with a punishing run around the neighborhood and through the nearby park. She couldn’t face the way she had not only given in to all her desires but pushed them even further with a horny roleplay. She had pretended to be Red’s happy teenage wife. Eager to spend her life with him and get knocked up by him.

But that had only been some kinky roleplaying, right?

Right, she told herself as her breath came in panting gulps and her breasts bounced in her workout top. She wasn’t entirely convincing even in her own mind. She grimaced and decided she needed to push herself a little harder than usual. Wear herself out so no matter how much booze she drank she wouldn’t have the energy to do anything else with Red. She veered towards the entrance to the woodland preserve. That was a brutal running course. Beautiful, but mostly uphill through the forest.

“You got this,” she urged herself and picked up the pace. She was huffing and puffing through the woods, really getting her pulse up into the peak range, and doing a good job of not thinking about Red. Then she heard moans.

At first they were loud enough that she thought they were screams, but she yanked out her earbuds and padded to a stop on the path through the woods.

“OOoooooohhhh fuck yes, do it,” moaned a soft voice. Melody cocked her head to try to judge the direction. “Oooooh, fuck let me see it. Ohhhh, it’s so nasty, Silvio. I want to suck on that dick.”

Melody’s heart was already beating hard from her run, but if anything, her pulse started racing even faster. Silvio was the name of that bum she had met in the laundromat. Well, “met” wasn’t exactly the right word. He fucked her in the laundromat and she let him blow a big load inside her. So big she was afraid for weeks that he had knocked her up. He was nasty and hairy and grimy and not a gentleman like Red.

But it had been hot getting fucked by him. She never would have met Red if he hadn’t.

Apparently, he had struck again and whoever he was with sounded very eager. She also sounded more than a little familiar. Melody decided she had to know and she started to creep closer to the source of the sounds.

“Fuck, haven’t you washed this thing lately?” gasped the woman.

“Baby, that’s for you to do,” grunted Silvio. “Get down there and wash it. Yeaaaahhh.”

Moments later Melody heard wet slurping sounds and had little doubt what the woman was doing in the bushes. Silvio’s deep groan of pleasure drew Melody closer.

“Fffffffuck, baby, that’s goooood,” slurred Silvio, clearly drunk even though it was still early in the morning. “Suck on those fuckin’ balls. Suck ‘em, girl. Fuck yes, you’re a nasty slut. Oh, put that dick back in your mouth.”

“Mmmmmmmmhmmm,” moaned the female voice, followed by loud slurping and muffled gagging.

Melody pressed against the bark of an oak tree as she reached a small clearing. There were a few brightly colored pieces of camping equipment strewn around. A worn tent, a blanket, and the snuffed remains of a campfire. The smell of smoke hung in the air, but it looked as if someone had poured a bucket of water on the fire.

Melody spotted Silvio, leaned with one arm against a tree trunk and his stained blue jeans and underwear hanging around his knees. His brown cock was out and stuffed into the mouth of a topless blonde kneeling with her back to Melody. The girl’s hair was back in a ponytail that was bouncing with the bobbing motion of her head as she slobbered all over Silvio’s cock. He held the ponytail in one hand and watched her sucking on him.

The girl was a top shelf cocksucker judging by the sounds she was making and the groaning pleasure of the swarthy hobo. He seemed to be almost at the girl’s mercy even though she was the one on her knees. Melody still could not see the girl’s face, but her feeling that she recognized her was growing by the moment. Even the moans she was making as she sucked Silvio’s cock were somehow familiar.

She seemed to be around Melody’s age. Was she a classmate? That slender neck and those killer curves were familiar. The way her round ass in pink workout shorts rested against her heels as she knelt on the forest floor was oddly familiar.

Then the girl turned her face to the side as she popped her lips from Silvio’s cock and it all snapped into place. The girl’s profile matched Mrs. Davenport, Melody’s next-door neighbor. But younger. Because this wasn’t Mrs. Davenport, it was her stuck-up bitch of a daughter, Rachel.

On her knees and sucking bum cock in the woods.

“Ohhhh, fuck your dick is so nasty,” moaned Rachel, spit smearing her lips and chin. “It’s going to make me gag. I love it. Let me suck those filthy balls some more.”

Melody’s eyes widened with shock at Rachel’s behavior and the words coming out of her mouth. Rachel dipped her head between Silvio’s hairy thighs and started obscenely slurping away on his dangling sack.

“Fuck, baby, I know you want that big load,” groaned Silvio, swaying unsteadily and then leaning heavily against the tree. “You want that cum in your mouth.”

“Mmmm?” Rachel’s head lifted from between his legs. “No, I want you to fuck it into me, old man. Do you think I want to taste that rancid old jizz? Yuck. I want it in my pussy. Are you going to fuck my pussy with that nasty old dick?”

“Shit, I’ll fuck it twice if you want,” growled Silvio. “Turn around, baby. Get on all fours.”

Rachel turned around on her hands and knees and she was facing Melody. For a moment, Melody thought she was caught. She ducked quickly behind the tree trunk. She didn’t hear any reaction from Rachel so she waited a few seconds before peeking back around the tree.

“Ooooh, fuck yeah, lookit that firm peach.” Silvio’s hands gathered up the soft pink fabric of Rachel’s shorts, giving her a wedgie to admire her cheeks before yanking her shorts and panties down her thighs. “Goddamn. This tight little pussy going to make me bust my nuts in five seconds. Let me feel that thing. Ooooh, yeah, you’re all wet, baby. Alllllll wet.”

“Quit fooling around with your fingers and put that dick in me, old man,” moaned Rachel, lowering herself to her elbows and tilting her hips to present her pussy and ass to Silvio. Melody could see the delight in the old bum’s bloodshot eyes. He stroked and squeezed and spread Rachel’s ass. He gave it a hard swat that made Rachel cry out. She frowned and looked back at him over her shoulder. “Don’t do that again!”

“Shut up,” laughed Silvio. “I can tell how bad you want this dick. You watch your tone with me, young lady, or I won’t give it to ya!”

“Oooooh, you fucker,” moaned Rachel, lowering her face to the soft earth of the forest.

Melody took the opportunity to slip from one tree to the next, moving closer as Silvio grabbed his cock and began to tease it against Rachel’s slit. The horny teen whimpering with pleasure and began to roll her hips and rock back against the old man’s teasing dick. Melody moved behind a tree less than a dozen feet away. Close enough that she could faintly smell the raw sex in the air and hear the wet sound Silvio’s cock was making as he rubbed it up and down the slick folds of Rachel’s pussy.

Melody couldn’t quite keep a smile off her face. Rachel, the biggest bitch on the block. The girl who once lectured Melody through the backyard fence about how Melody should stop wearing a bikini at her own pool when Rachel’s boyfriend was around in the Davenport’s backyard. Melody hadn’t even noticed Rachel’s boyfriend was over there but she made sure to wear thongs and tiny bikini tops whenever he was around after that.

Poor Cliff. Melody was willing to bet he didn’t know his girlfriend was out in the woods with her pussy getting teased open by a hobo dick.

“Quit fooling around,” moaned Rachel impatiently. “I neeeed it. Fuck me, Silvio.”

“Heh, you got it, slut,” he said, smacking her ass so loudly that it echoed through the forest. Rachel yelped, but her angry retort was interrupted by Silvio’s first thrust.

From her new angle, Melody had a view of everything. A profile of Rachel as she rocked forward on her knees, her face pressed into the ground and her fat, dangling tits dragging against the grass. Melody could almost imagine the blades of grass tickling her own stiff nipples. Silvio smacked Rachel’s ass again. He grunted and drove deep into her and back out again.

“Fuck,” muttered Melody. She could remember how that filthy bum cock felt in her pussy. How it felt when Red fucked her. The harder Silvio rammed his cock into Rachel, the more Melody wished Red was behind her, grabbing Melody’s hips and impaling her nineteen-year-old pussy on his fat cock.

“Oooooooh, fuck me harder,” moaned Rachel, clawing at the dirt. “Don’t hold back, old man. Pound me. Oooooh, fuck yes! Pound me with that filthy hobo cock!”

Melody pressed against the tree, panting with lust as she watched Rachel getting fucked. She began to rock her hips and grind against the tree trunk in time to Silvio’s thrusts. Imagining the dirty old man making her tits swing. Hammering his hips against her ass. Slamming that fat cock into her clutching cunt.

“Gonna make me cum,” gasped Rachel. “Ooohhhh, yes! Ohhhh, slam me hard! Don’t you dare slow down, old man!”

Silvio was wheezing and grunting, but Rachel’s encouragement made him redouble his efforts. He held her slender waist and leaned his body over her, driving deep and spanking her hard with his hips. Melody could see his balls tightening. His glistening cock disappearing into Rachel’s pussy and reappearing again an instant later as he jackhammered into her.

Rachel’s cries of pleasure were so loud that it sounded like a wild animal was loose in the forest. The sound of Rachel cumming, singing out with pleasure at each stroke, finally pushed Melody over the line between lust and shame. She thrust her hand into her hot, sweaty running shorts and between her thighs. Her cunt was soaked. Her panties damp with her lust. She plunged three fingers into her cunt, stretching herself around them as she watched Rachel getting fucked hard.

Melody was practically whining as she heard Silvio let out a wheezing cry of pleasure.

“Going to… fucking… bust my load in that pussy,” groaned that old man. “Gonna cum deep. Hope… hope you’re on the pill, baby!”

“OOOoooooo! Do it, you nasty old fuck! Pump me full of your cummmmm!” Rachel looked back at him over her shoulder as she threw her round ass back against him.

Melody’s fingers pumped faster into her pussy. She could almost feel Silvio’s thick, greasy cock pounding into her pussy. She leaned a shoulder against the tree trunk, fingers squelching into her slick cunt. Watching as the old bum drove deep and let out a loud, hoarse groan of pleasure. Melody was close enough that she could see his cock pulsating and his balls twitching. Her own pleasure shuddered up from her depths. Hot waves of it clutching at her fingers as she imagined Silvio’s hot load pumping into her cunt.

“Oh, that’s it, give it all to me,” moaned Rachel. “I can feel you squirting all that nasty cum inside me! Ooooo! That’s right! It’s oozing out! Dripping out of me!”

Melody felt the last tremors of pleasure ripple through her body as Silvio leaned heavily against Rachel’s back. His breath coming in wheezing gasps. His potbelly mashed against her as he slowly eased his cum-smeared cock out of Rachel’s creamed cunny. Melody let out a soft moan as she saw her neighbor’s gaping cunt. So raunchy and smeared with old hobo spunk. Her cuntlips dripped with his frothy load.

“Ooooh, fuck, old man,” moaned Rachel. “You know how to fuck me so good.”

“Sweetcakes, you got no idea,” wheezed Silvio. “Next time maybe I’ll fuck your ass.”

He fell against Rachel’s back, kissing her shoulder and neck as she pushed upright on her hands and knees. His cock mashed against the seam of her ass crack. His lips travelling all over her supple skin as he reached one hand beneath her to play with her dangling breasts.

Melody’s fingers slowed inside her as the last tremors of her orgasm rippled up from her depths. A last squeeze against her fingers. A last exhalation that came out as a soft sigh.

Soft, but loud enough to be heard. For a split second, Melody saw Rachel look directly at her. Melody ducked behind the tree so quickly that she fell into a crouch. She pressed against the tree trunk, holding her breath and trying to quiet the hammering drum of her heartbeat in her chest.

“What? Didja hear something?” rasped Silvio.

“Mmmmm, maybe not,” said Rachel, although there was doubt in her tone.

“Probably just a possum or somethin’,” said Silvio. “Forget about it, hot stuff. Get over here and sit on my lap. Give me a kiss.”

Melody heard them shifting their position and then soft moaning and kissing. When she finally dared to sneak another look around the tree trunk, she saw that Silvio was sitting down against a tree and had Rachel in his lap. His big, hairy arms were around her and he was making out with her like they were old lovers. With one hand groping her tits and the other cradling her round bottom. Melody felt a wave of relief wash over her. Maybe Rachel hadn’t seen her after all.

Melody slipped out from behind the tree and headed back towards the path through the woods. She was a little squishy from pleasuring herself while watching and decided to just walk the rest of the way back home.

By the time she made it back, Red was already up and lounging on the couch in a robe borrowed from her stepdad. The old man smiled at her, showing off a couple gaps in his teeth as he leaned back on the couch with a steaming cup of coffee.

“My, my, somebody was up early. And lookin’ fit as a fiddle! That little outfit suits you well.” He reached an arm out lazily and Melody let the old timer catch her in his grasp. He pulled her into his lap and kissed her lips. She kissed him back and opened her mouth to him, tasting the coffee on his tongue.

“Mmmmmmm, coffee breath,” she said, pushing away from him. “I’m going to go take a shower. I’m all sweaty.”

“I like you just fine like that, rememner?” he said, even as she climbed out of his lap. He gave her a swat on the bottom and she wiggled her hips to tease him before hurrying up the steps. He called after her, “I might be up to join you in a bit.”

As Melody stepped under the shower and her mind drifted back to Rachel Davenport and Silvio, she started to wish Red would join her. At least it would get her mind off that look Rachel had given her when their eyes met.

It had seemed an awful lot like a look of recognition.


9.4

Back Home with Red

Melody’s fantasies were taking her mind to bad places again. Seeing that stuck-up bitch Rachel Davenport getting fucked by Silvio had turned Melody on more than she had expected. As she stood beneath the warm water of the shower, those recent memories were only making her hotter. She had gone running to get away from her lust for Red and had run right into Rachel and Silvio getting it on.

Maybe it was fate. Or maybe she had a greasy, hobo-seeking, kinky mind. Her fingers pressed between her thighs and she leaned her shoulder against the wall of the shower.

“Fuck meeeee, Red,” she gasped, pushing three fingers into her hungry cove. For once, the old man was showing some restraint. Melody had hoped he would throw open the door and step into the shower behind her to plow her tight pussy with that fantastic old man dick. “Ohhhh, grandpappy, fuck meeee!”

She cried louder, bucking her hips and fucking her fingers harder into her pussy. It felt good, but it wasn’t nearly enough. Not to satisfy her. Not to quench her thirst. With a grunt of frustration, she pushed away from the wall and staggered out of the shower.

She tied a towel around herself and went thumping down the stairs. Red was lounging on the couch where she’d left him. His feet up on the coffee table as he flicked through channel on the TV.

“Ya got a million damn channels on here now,” he said, slowly looking away from the screen.

His beady eyes widened as Melody untied the towel and let him see her glistening teenage curves. Her face flushed, her luscious breasts heaving with need, and her pussy blushing with her arousal.

“I wouldn’t want to interrupt your TV time,” said Melody, pouting a little bit.

“Oh? Oh! No, forget about that dang blabber box!” He switched the TV off and tossed the remote aside. “You bring them pretty tits over here. Let your Grandpappy kiss on ‘em.”

She broke into a smile as she came bouncing over to him and thrust her breasts into his waiting hands. He cradled her soft teenage tits, letting out a raspy moan as he buried his scruffy face in the valley of her breasts. Kissing them. Hands pressing them tighter against his face as Melody giggled and felt the warmth of his breath and the roughness of his callused fingers.

“I’ve been so horny thinking about you, Grandpappy,” she confessed as Red buried himself in her luscious teenage bounty. Kissing and then sucking at her breasts. Moaning roughly around a nipple as Melody made her confession.

“Ol’ Red makes you horny, huh?” He dropped a hand to her hip and gave it a squeeze. “Well, I figure there’s somethin’ we can do about that, sugar.”

Red gave her breasts a few more kisses and then circled her slender waist with his big hands and drew her onto his lap. Melody felt the bulge beneath his robe right away. She straddled his lap, kissing him and pressing against the terrycloth robe he had borrowed from her stepdad’s closet. That only made it hotter. Tongue kissing the old man and getting a faint scent of her stepdad’s aftershave. It was so kinky that it made her moan against Red’s lips. She pressed her hand into his lap.

“Oh, you do have something for me here, don’t you?” She giggled, already working to reach a hand into the robe.

“You’d better take a look and check me out,” he said, watching her with a wry grin.

Melody slid towards his knees on his lap, making more room to open up the robe and feel for that bulging cock. He’d snagged a pair of her stepdad’s plaid boxers as well and Melody savored the feel of reaching inside them and stroking the hot length of Red’s cock. She grasped his hardness and drew it out and let out a coo of delight as it stood up from his lap.

“Stiff as a college boy’s pecker,” laughed Red.

“Mmmmm, even better,” purred Melody, gathering his long cock in both hands and pumping her fingers up and down his dick. “This one has some extra seasoning.”

She bent forward, letting her tits dangle against the head of his cock as she stroked him with both hands. That brought her face very close to Red’s again and he gave her a big, hot, sloppy kiss. Moaning as she stroked him against her breasts. Tongue kissing her like that college boy creeping around the high school.

“Ohhhh, fuck, Grandpappy,” she gasped. “I need it inside me.”

“Oh yeah? You gonna ride that dick?”

“Yesssss,” hissed Melody, already lifting herself off his legs to straddle his lap. She held him by his root and looked into his rheumy eyes as she pressed his cock to the velvet folds of her teenage pussy. She bit her lower lip and let out a deep moan as she slid down onto that hard dick. Down, down, down on his hardness, until he was buried inside her.

“Oh, darlin’, that’s a tight fit,” groaned Red, reaching around her to cradle her plush bottom.

“You like the fit? Wait until you feel the ride.” She was flushed with the heat of her desire. A satisfied smile on her face as she began to move atop him. Rolling her hips slowly at first, savoring the way his cock prodded inside her and seemed to reach to her womb. Tightening her inner muscles around him. Moaning with pleasure as she felt him twitch.

“Ohhhhhh, goddang, darlin’,” wheezed Red, watching her tits begin to bounce with her motion. “Ohhhhhh, you’re too good to me. I could live like this. Like a king. Ol’ Grandpappy king.”

“That’s right,” moaned Melody, riding harder atop his lap. “You be the king. I’ll be… mmmmmm… your naughty little princess. Ohhhhh… Grandpappy. That big scepter of yours is going to make me cummmm all over it.”

“Yes, baby, yes,” he gasped, smacking her ass with both hands, and squeezing her cheeks. “Take it! Cum all over me! Let me feel that pussy juice on my pecker!”

Melody let loose with her lust, riding hard on Red’s lap and, for at least a minute or two, forgetting just how old he was. She bounced her soft tits right into his face and clung to the back of the couch as she slid up and down the twitching length of his cock. Feeling him stiffen. Feeling his body tense.

“Ohhhhh, Grandpappy!” she cried, her own pleasure peaking as her ass slapped against him and her slick cunt tightened around him. Her ecstasy rippled from deep within her. She was with every boyfriend she’d ever had for a moment, comparing them to Red and coming away, in hot waves of pleasure, realizing that no man had ever given her so much pleasure. His perfect old cock. His scruffy face buried in her tits. His callused hands gripping her teenage ass.

“Mmmmmmm!” he cried into her cleavage and she felt his cock swell and throb and begin to pump his hot cum deep into her pussy.

Her unprotected pussy. Again. Which only made it hotter. How many boyfriends had she carefully used birth control or condoms with? And here she was gasping with an orgasm atop Red’s lap, grinding down onto him and squeezing his cock with her climax as his cum shot into her fertile teenage pussy.

“Ohhhhh, god, I feel it! Inside me!” she cried, pressing down hard and staying like that, with his cock buried inside her. Squeezing out every pearly drop. She took hold of Red’s scruffy cheeks and planted a kiss on his lips. He had to turn his head aside as he was still trying to catch his breath.

“Goddang, baby cakes, you’re tryin’ to suck the life out of me like some kind of succubus or somethin’,” wheezed Red. He finished the accusation with a smile.

Melody giggled and kissed his cheek, her inner muscles giving him a little squeeze as he slowly began to soften inside her.

“I got a little carried away,” said Melody. “The truth is, I was thinking about my Grandpappy in the shower. My fingers weren’t doing the job.”

“You needed the real thing?” he chuckled and gave her ass a double-handed squeeze.

“Yeah, Grandpappy,” she said, giving his cock a squeeze in reply.

“Ohhhh,” he groaned. “Darlin’, I think I’m all wore out after that.”

“Already?” She pouted her lower lip. “I could go ten more times.”

“I know you could, darlin’, but I’m old. My bones are tired. Even if you make me feel young, the body is still old.”

“Awwww, I understand,” said Melody, easing her weight from his lap. She felt his cock slip from her creamy pussy. As she stepped back, she saw the mess she had made of his lap with all her cum and his smearing his cock and his pubic hair. “Let me get you a washcloth for that.”

She danced out of the room and back to the bathroom, taking the time to clean up her messy pussy before heating up a washcloth beneath the flowing water. She returned to find Red leaned back on the couch with a contented smile on his face.

“I guess we did get a little messy,” he said, looking at his lap.

“You make me sooooo wet, Grandpappy,” she giggled, crouching beside him. She slid the washcloth into his lap and began to massage him and squeeze him and clean up all the cum. Red groaned, his gaze admiring Melody’s naked body as she crouched beside him and stroked him through the washcloth.

“Darlin’, I think it’s probably clean,” he said after a couple of minutes.

“Let’s check,” she said, lifting the washcloth to have a look. He was partially erect again. His cock very hard and still a little bit smeared with white under the head of his cock. Melody pressed a fingertip to the underside of his shaft and leaned his cock towards his abdomen. “Looks like I missed a spot or two.”

“Oh?” he raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” she said, her eyes heavy with lust as she looked up at him. “Right here.”

She leaned her head down to his lap and ran her tongue up the underside of his cock to the ridge of his glans. She tasted their sex on him. Sweet and salty and naughty. She licked under the head of his cock, looking up at him with those wanton blue eyes.

“Mmmmm, yummy,” she purred, stroking him with her fingers and pressing her lips to his tip. “I just want to suck on it, Grandpappy. Can I suck on your cock?”

“Ohhhhh, darlin’,” moaned Red, threading his fingers into her still-damp hair. “You can suck on that pecker until it melts in your mouth.”

“Oh, thank you!” cried Melody, parting her lips and taking Red into her mouth. Her eyes locked on his and seemed to blaze with relentless teenage hunger as she began to suck his cock. Her cheeks hollowed with her sucking. Her tongue flicked Red’s tip. She sucked him and slurped on him and bobbed her mouth on his cock. Savoring the salty taste of his post-orgasmic release. Beginning to taste the oily precum of a second arousal.

Red cradled her head the whole time, watching her with contentment. A man with a long, hard life delivered to heaven by this beautiful teenager.

With the TV off, the room was very quiet, but it soon filled with the sounds of Melody sucking and moaning softly around Red’s cock. His breathing grew heavier and heavier. Melody’s peachy bottom rested on her heels as she went from a crouch to kneeling between Red’s legs. Bobbing faster and sucking more urgently.

His fingers tightened in her damp hair. He began to groan and whisper hoarsely, “Yes, oh, baby girl, yes. Suck on that cock. Suck on your Grandpappy’s cock.”

Melody was in heaven. She loved to ride Red’s cock, but she also loved to suck on him. Sliding her lips down his shaft until her nose was buried in his gray pubes. It reminded her of what an old man he really was. The only thing that did it even more was sucking on his droopy balls. All wet with her spit and leftovers of their sex. It made her feel so dirty, licking and sucking on them while she pumped her hand on his cock. Looking up at the white-haired old man.

Why did he turn her on so much? She didn’t know, but more and more she knew she didn’t want it to stop.

“Grandpappy,” she gasped, her face flushed with need. “I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to suck out every drop.”

“Oh, I know you do, darlin’,” he moaned, stroking her head. “You’re such a good girl. Always takin’ care of your Grandpappy. Go on then. Get those sweet lips back around that pecker. I’m close now.”

“Fuck yes,” hissed Melody, rising again and squeezing her tits against his cock. “Shoot that Grandpappy load in my mouth.”

She tightened her lips around his tip and began to bob needfully on his cock. Her blue eyes almost drunk with the lust of it. One hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as she bobbed on his cock and slurped loudly. She was so intent on sucking him off that she did not notice someone was coming towards the door until their shadow crossed the curtains in the living room. By then, it was too late. Red’s hand had tightened in her hair and he was holding her down on his cock.

“Ohhhhhh ffffuuuckkkk,” he groaned, his cock throbbing between Melody’s lips.

“Mmmmm!” she exclaimed, seeing the silhouette of a woman moving towards the front door.

But then Red was cumming in her mouth and all Melody could do was suck. She closed her eyes to the world around her and gave his orgasm her full attention. Sliding down onto his cock. Taking it deep and sucking as she felt his warm cum hit the back of her throat. She swallowed again and again, nursing out every thick, salty drop of Red’s spunk until she had drained his load.

Just as she was lifting her mouth from his drooping cock, the doorbell rang. Not once, not twice, but over and over. Almost frantically.

Red jerked back from Melody and looked at the door wide-eyed with fear.

“Who the fuck is that?” he whispered. “Why’re they ringin’ on your bell like that?”

“I don’t know,” whispered Melody. “Just stay quiet and maybe they’ll go away.”

For a few seconds at least, it seemed that they wouldn’t. They just kept ringing the doorbell and knocking on the door.

“I know you’re in there,” said a familiar voice.

“Rachel?” Melody’s eyes went wide, but she kept quiet.

A few more rings and some muttering and Rachel Davenport walked back past the living room windows and disappeared from view. Relief flooded Melody and she sagged against Red’s lap.

“Who the hell was that?” asked Red, still clearly alarmed.

“The neighbor girl. Rachel. She’s… a bit of a bitch.”

“She seemed pissed off about something,” said Red.

“Yeah,” said Melody, looking back towards the door, but thinking about earlier that morning when she had watched Rachel with Silvio. “Yeah, for once she might have a reason to be mad.”


9.5

Rachel Davenport’s Story

Rachel Davenport gave Applebottom house’s doorbell a last press and then stepped back. Her brow furrowed as she tapped her foot impatiently.

“Come on, you stupid slut,” she muttered. “What are you doing in there?”

She had heard moans coming from the living room not thirty seconds earlier. Now it was dead silent inside Melody Applebottom’s house. Was Melody just pretending not to be home? Did she have a man in there with her?

More importantly, did Rachel’s cock-loving next-door neighbor know what she had seen? Did Melody know that it had been Rachel hooking up with that old greasy bum Silvio? Melody had to know. She’d looked right at Rachel. So what was the bitch going to do with that information?

Humping a dirty old bum might be a lot of fun, but it was the sort of thing that was really going to do a number on Rachel’s reputation if word got out. Melody was just the sort of bitch to spread the word.

“Fuck,” muttered Rachel. She gave up on Melody ever coming to the door and went walking back to her house. Her stupid brother, Tommy, was playing video games in his room and Rachel’s mom was doing laundry downstairs. Rachel didn’t want to talk to either of them. She went straight upstairs to her room, slammed the door, and flopped down heavily on her bed.

Rachel had her mother’s killer curves with a little more perkiness in her teenage body. She also had her mother’s honey-blonde hair. She was hot and she knew it, but she’d lived her life in the shadow of Peach Valley’s Number One Suburban Sex Kitten, Melody Applebottom. That bitch could have any man she wanted. So why did she always have to hang around Rachel’s boyfriends? She didn’t even go to the same school.

“She is the last person I need knowing about my bad habits,” muttered Rachel.

Silvio was Rachel’s guilty pleasure. He had been for the past three weeks. No matter how much Rachel tried to deny it, having a nasty old bum to fuck whenever she wanted was making her last summer before college a lot of fun. But now she had been caught by her nemesis in the act.

Rachel stretched on her bed and closed her eyes, the sun warm on her skin and bare midriff. Her long legs sticking out of a tight pink pair of shorts. Her feet clad in long white socks and white tennis shoes hung over the edge of her bed.

She tried to calm herself. Tried to ignore the warm, slippery residue in her pussy from being fucked by Silvio. She took a deep breath and pictured when the trouble had started…

Three Weeks Earlier

It was the annual charity car wash in the parking lot of Holy Cross High School to raise money for the Holy Cross athletics program. Like any decent car wash employing eighteen-year-old girls, a little cheekiness was part of the appeal to the donors. Rachel Davenport and her friends were wearing tight yellow Holy Cross t-shirts with bum-hugging shorts that kept getting “accidentally” a little too wet. They didn’t go as far as the slutty Peach Valley High School girls who would wear bikinis and put their tits on windshields, but Rachel wasn’t above showing off her body and bending over to wring out a sponge.

Mr. Burnham, one of the teachers at the school, watched as Rachel let water tickle down her thighs and then began washing down the hood of his car with a hose.

“Wow, Rachel, you sure are thorough,” he said, ogling her tits hanging against her damp shirt as she sprayed his car with the hose.

“I aim to please,” she said, giving him a saucy wink.

“Well, heck, you’re doing the Lord’s Work,” he laughed and handed her a twenty. “Keep the change on that. For the new fieldhouse.”

“Every little bit helps!” she grinned, tucking the money into her pocket.

Mr. Burnham pulled away. No doubt with his pecker poking in his khakis. Before the next car could pull into his spot, Rachel gathered her bucket and her friend, Isabella’s, bucket.

“I’ll go empty these and get some more soap,” said Rachel. “And take a break. Can you cover?”

“No problem,” said Isabella as she grabbed the spare bucket and walked towards the next car in the long line.

The drains were in the back of the school, which meant walking all the way around the building and to the fenced in area to pour out the dirty water. Girls used a trip to clean the buckets as an excuse to take a break, go to the bathroom, or just stand around vaping and texting people. Rachel flipped the buckets over the drain and took out her phone to start texting with her friend Kylie. She was so intent on a conversation about doggystyle sex in the back of a car that she didn’t even look up as the stranger walked back into the drain area.

The first warning she got that a man was creeping on her was two grubby hands reaching around her and grabbing two handfuls of her breasts in her damp yellow t-shirt.

“Ahh!” she cried, looking down at the grimy fingers sinking into her soft breasts. “Who the fuck?”

She started to turn and saw a filthy old bum with graying hair, a deeply tanned leathery face, and bloodshot eyes. Then he clamped one of his hands over her mouth and kept her from screaming bloody murder.

“Shhhhhhhh,” rasped the bum. “I jus’ want to have a little fun. No need to make no fuss.”

His breath reeked. Or maybe that was his filthy hand over Rachel’s mouth. Her eyes widened and then narrowed. Her brow furrowed. The bum started to lift her shirt, exposing her white lace bra and her cleavage. His attention was focused on those luscious tits of hers. He was practically drooling.

“Yeah, baby, yeah,” he moaned, running his free hand over her left breast and onto her right. “You’re a fine piece of OOF!”

She was, in fact, a fine piece of oof. But the last word of the sentence came courtesy of Rachel Davenport’s knee slamming into his stiffening cock and big, cum-filled balls. The bum sagged to the ground next to the drain, his hands reaching for the source of his sudden agony.

“Ooooooohhhhh, you fuckin’ bitch,” moaned the old bum. “That fuckin’ hurrrrt. I’m dying!”

“Yeah, right,” said Rachel, backing away a couple more steps. “You know what’s going to hurt even more? When I scream and the cops come and they pepper spray you and drag you off to jail.”

“Noooo, please,” moaned the bum, lifting his weathered face and looking up at her with watery red eyes. “Don’ call the pigs. Please. I’ll leave.”

“Oh, no, after you groped me like that? No way you’re getting off that easy. Get on your feet.” She took one more step back for safe measure as the bum grunted and got back up on his feet. He was a mess, even before she kneed his balls. Like some bandito from an old western who had been living in the mountains for years. His scraggly hair was oily and long, his face was sunbaked, his eyes bloodshot, and his body scrawny save for a potbelly under all his layers of clothes.

“Please, sweetie,” said the bum. “I won’t ever do it again.”

“Right, sure,” laughed Rachel. “Cured of lust by a kick in the nuts? I don’t think so. No. I need to punish you. You wanted to feel me up? See my tits? Let’s see you naked. Come on. Show me.”

He moaned and groaned but she just threatened to scream again and that got him slowly undressing. He took off two coats and then a sweat-stained sweater. Three t-shirts followed, filthy with sweat and body soil, before he finally revealed his much paler, tattooed, battle-scarred torso. His unhealthy paunch and his scrawny chest. He gestured sheepishly as Rachel looked him over.

“You could go in a medical textbook,” she sneered. “Malnutrition. Have you been trying to survive on tequila or something? You stink!”

“Sorry,” he moaned and hung his head.

“Shut up,” said Rachel, circling back around to his front. “Alright, pants off. Let’s see what sort of pitiful dick you have in your pants. No arguing. Take it all off, old man.”

She felt powerful making the old man strip naked. A gloating, self-satisfied superiority that withered as the man dropped his trousers to his ankles and revealed the biggest cock that Rachel had ever seen in person. Not that she had seen many, but the bum’s big, brown, uncut cock dangled halfway to his knees. Slightly erect, but only a little.

“Oh my god,” murmured Rachel.

“Huh?” He looked up as he kicked his pants away and he saw her staring at his cock. A crooked smile returned to his face. The old bum grabbed his shaft and stroked his prick, peeling back the foreskin as he slowly worked his hand on his cock. “You like that? I call it my pussy pleaser. Them girls never forget me.”

She reached for it without thinking or asking. Her fingers brushed the tip. Caught a single drop of precum that trailed to her fingertips as she drew her hand away. The bum grabbed her suddenly by her wrist, bringing her hand back down to his cock.

“It’s alright, baby,” he whispered, grinning now. “You’re curious. Wonderin’ how I got a pecker so big. Go on. You can stroke it.”

She did. Growing more and more breathless. Forgetting all about punishing the old man as her small hand worked his cock until it stood up from his scarred thighs.

“I have to feel it,” said Rachel, talking to herself.

“Yeah, you do, baby,” said the bum, stroking Rachel’s hips as she pumped both hands on his cock.

“Hmm?” She remembered the greasy old man was more than just his big dick. “Right. Not here though. The old fieldhouse is abandoned. We can do it there.”

She was giddy at how naughty she was being. How it would kill her mom and especially her dad to know she was sneaking off to the old dusty, sweat-stinking fieldhouse with a creepy old bum. But as she led the old man by his hard cock, she hardly cared. If anything, the thought of their reaction only made her want to do it more.

In the hot, humid dark of the abandoned fieldhouse, Rachel got down on her knees and let the bum slid her shorts and panties down from her round ass. His hands were rough. His face scruffy as he pressed kisses to her buttocks and the backs of her thighs. His fingers stroked her unshaved cunt. Rubbed at her clit and made her moan.

“Come onnnnnn,” she gasped impatiently. “Put it in me.”

“You got to get ready first,” he said, and brought his face down to her pussy. She stiffened as his filthy tongue lapped at her cunt. Tasted her sweet folds and inside her. He sucked lewdly at her pussy. Shamelessly. Probing her with his fingers. Pumping two and then three digits into her soaking slit.

“Ohhh fuck,” she moaned, his tongue and hot breath stirring the pleasure in her core.

“Mmmmm, you sweet as a mango baby,” chuckled the bum. “What’s your name anyway?”

“Rachel,” she said. “Davenport.”

“Ha? Well, I’m Silvio. Just Silvio. I’m about to wreck this sweet little pussy.”

He lifted his face from behind her and grabbed his cock one hand, stroking it as he slapped its heavy length across her buttocks. Teasing her crack before rubbing his cockhead against her soaking slit. Then he grabbed her slender waist, told her, “Take a breath, baby,” and slammed his full length into her tight teenage twat.

It stole her breath completely. She fell forward off her hands and face down into an old gym mat. Her ass in the air. Her pussy stuffed full of the bum’s cock.

“Ohhhhhhh fuckkkkkk!” she cried, completely crammed full of his hardness. “Ohhhhhhh my goodddddd!”

“Just Silvio, baby! I’m the king of dick!” He laughed like a maniac as he pounded his cock into her tight cunt. Loosening her and stretching her with each mighty stroke. Driving her face and her tits down into the gym mat as his hips spanked her jiggling ass.

Rachel was at his mercy. Loving every stroke. Her pussy tightening around him as pleasure built deep inside her.

“Ohhhh, fuck,” she gasped. “Fuck me. Fuck me harrrrd! Oh my goodddddd! Silvio… I’m… cummmmmmingggg!”

“They always do, baby!” He laughed, leaning over her and kissing her shoulder and neck as he slammed deep into her cunt. “Cum for me! Make that stuck up pussy cum all over this big bum dick!”

“OOOOOOO!!!!” she howled with an ecstasy she had never felt before. No high school boyfriends or riding the pillow or fingering herself while watching Smut Hub could ever match the pleasure of that big, throbbing, nasty dick slamming in and out of her pussy. She let go of her last inhibitions and came with powerful, pulsating spasms. Gripping his cock. Spilling her nectar down his twitching shaft. Cumming in hot, satisfying waves.

It was, without a doubt, the best orgasm of her life. So intense and prolonged that even the aftershocks were better than most of her orgasms.

“I can feel that pussy grippin’ on me,” wheezed Silvio, slowing his strokes. “You really want my load. Oh, babe, I’m gonna give it to ya!”

He pressed his scruffy face to her long, slender neck. He kissed and sucked at her as he took her pussy with intense, deep strokes that seemed to savor the squeezing warmth of her teenage pussy.

Cold fear shot through Rachel. The old bum wasn’t wearing a condom. There could be some serious consequences if she let him unload inside her.

“Not inside,” she gasped. “Cum… cum all over my ass.”

“Hmmm?” He lifted his face from her neck. “Oh, you worried about getting’ knocked up? Well, maybe I will just go on and do it.”

He thrust two more times. It felt incredible, but Rachel pushed against him with one hand.

“Stop,” she gasped. “Not like that.”

“Suck it then,” he said, rising on his knees and letting her slide her pussy off his cock. “Suck me off, girlie. Suck it all out.”

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, flushed and drunk with pleasure as she turned and grabbed his slippery cock. She stroked him and fed his tip right into her mouth. It didn’t take long of bobbing and slurping on his filthy dick. He grabbed her hair, grimy fingers tangled against her sweaty scalp, and then he let out a long, low groan.

“Cumming,” was all he said.

Rachel looked up at the old man. Pleasure on his wrinkled face. She felt ashamed of what she was doing, but then his cock throbbed and hot cum hit the back of her throat. She was swallowing him. Sucking out his cum. And her hand went between her thighs and she rubbed her clit. Getting off as she took his load. Getting off and cumming on her fingers as she drained old Silvio’s balls.

When she’d sucked out every drop, she lifted her mouth from his cock and the old bum kissed her. A long, deep, tequila-flavored kiss.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking her head. “You suck on that pecker a little more and I’ll be ready to go again.”

“Not here,” she said between sloppy kisses with Silvio. “Tomorrow morning. Meet me at the park. I’ll make it worth your trip.”

“Oh, babe, I know you well,” he chuckled, practically shoving his tongue down her throat as he squeezed her plush ass with both hands.

The memory of that hot encounter with Silvio faded out of Rachel’s mind and she was back in her house. Her nipples stiff beneath her shirt and her pussy steamy and soaking wet. Thinking about Silvio. And thinking about Melody catching her with the old bum.

So why did that suburban slut watch? Did she get off on watching as much as Rachel got off on Silvio’s big brown cock? Didn’t that make Melody the real pervert?

The questions dispelled some of Rachel’s fear and brought a smile to her face.


9.6

Confronted and Accused

“I haven’t been in a grocery store in years,” said Red, hefting two bags of groceries out of the trunk of the car. “It was like bein’ at an amusement park or something. Do folks really need two-hundred different salad dressings?”

“Everybody likes something different, I guess,” chuckled Melody, picking up the other two bags and shutting the trunk with a swing of her hips. “Anyway, I’ll unload the groceries and then I’ll really blow your mind by showing you something called Netflix.”

“What’s that?” asked Red, following Melody towards the front door of the house.

“It’s sort of like a video store, only you can watch whatever you want and your stepdad pays for the—”

“I don’t know what you were doing spying on me, Melody Applebottom,” said Rachel Davenport, stepping suddenly out from behind one of the front bushes, “or what you think you saw, but if you breathe a word of whatever you saw to my mother or anyone else, I’m going to make your life a living hell. I’m going to tell everyone what you do in this house.”

Melody and Red both stopped and looked at Rachel with confusion. Melody could see her teenage bitch of a neighbor was practically shaking with anger. Rachel’s eyes blazed and her face was red. She looked like she was going to take a swing at Melody. A real psycho performance and Melody didn’t doubt that Rachel would follow through on her threat.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” said Melody. “I didn’t do anything to you. I didn’t see anything.”

“Yeah, sure, right,” sneered Rachel in the nastiest tone possible. “You’ve had it in for me ever since I dated Brody Reeves.”

“Who?” It took Melody a moment to remember Brody Reeves. A lanky, dark-haired boy she went on exactly one date with. He was a terrible kisser and even worse at finger-fucking. She never returned his calls. “Oh, Brody. Rachel, hon, I don’t care that you hooked up with Brody. Go wild. He wasn’t even one of my exes, but you are welcome to all my ex-boyfriends.”

“You can pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about, but I saw you watching me like a little creeping tomboy. And I can hear you hooking it up with this old man regularly. I know what you—”

“Uh, hold on, young lady,” interrupted Red, shifting the bags of groceries in his arms. “My name is Elden Applebottom. I’m Melody’s Grandpappy visiting from out of town.”

A grin spread on Melody’s face. She bumped Red with her hip.

“That’s right,” said Melody. “You’ve got it all wrong. This is my Grandpappy. I love him so much.”

Melody could see the wheels turning in Rachel’s pretty little head. The certainty crumbling. The anger melting into confusion.

“Well, you know, whatever,” said Rachel. “But you’d better not spread, you know, rumors about me. Lies. Um… and nice to meet you, Mr. Applebottom.”

“The pleasure is all mine,” said Red, winking at the flustered teen and sending her retreating. He waited until she had disappeared into her own house before turning to Melody and asking, “What the heck was all that about?”

“Don’t worry about that bitch.” Melody gave him another bump with her hip. “But you really came to my rescue, Grandpappy. I owe you for that.”

“Oh, yeah?” He grinned. “Well, do I get a reward?”

“Mmmmm, yeah, I think so,” said Melody, a little color appearing in her cheeks. “I’ll think of something. Come on, let’s get these groceries put away.”

Melody and Red made it into the kitchen and began stocking the groceries into the cabinets, pantry, and refrigerator. Melody did most of the work since she knew where stuff went in the house. Red mostly watched her, admiring her shapely young body as she bent to place cans on a lower shelf or reached up to slide a box of crackers on top of the refrigerator. She knew he was watching too and lingered in teasing poses as the old man observed.

It excited Melody. Not just knowing that he was watching, but knowing, without knowing the specifics, what would come later. She was going to fuck him again. A hot, dirty, nasty fuck with this old homeless man she had let into her house. No, homeless wasn’t quite it. He was her Grandpappy, and that taboo thought sent another thrill through her body.

Grandpappy. Coming to her aid when she was confronted by that bitch from next door. She wanted him more with each passing day they spent together. She wanted him caressing her with those callused old hands. Kissing her with that boozy old mouth. Fucking her with that cock. Old as sin, but still hard despite the years.

Fuck! She realized how wet it was making her just thinking about him. Her nipples had grown stiff and sensitive and her pussy was throbbing with need.

“That’s enough,” she declared. “The frozen stuff is put away. I can finish the rest later.”

“Uh, sure, whatever you want, darlin’,” said Red, setting the bag he was holding onto the kitchen counter. “You have somethin’ on your mind? Somethin’ that needs tendin’ to right away?”

“Mmmmmm, yeah, Grandpappy,” purred Melody, sauntering up to him and biting her lower lip coquettishly. “I have this strange feeling in my tummy. Right here. And… right here.”

She pressed the flat of her hand from her abdomen to the front of the denim shorts she was wearing. She kneaded her pussy through the fabric, feeling a hot pulse of pleasure in her cunt as she watched Red’s reaction. The old man knew exactly what she was doing. Without hesitation, he took Melody in his arms. They were past the point of teasing about stuff like this.

“Sounds serious, sweetie. But Grandpappy will make you feel all better.” Red planted a scorching hot kiss on her eager lips.

His rough hands were on her hips, squeezing her ass, as he thrust his tongue into her mouth. For once, it didn’t taste like booze. It didn’t taste good exactly. It was an old, old man’s mouth. But that only made it hotter for Melody. She moaned against his lips, her teen body responding to Red’s kiss and caress.

He lifted her shirt to bare the flat of her abdomen. His hand rough against her smooth skin and moving upwards, slowly exposing the underside of her ribcage and the pink cups of her bra. He lifted the shirt higher, and she leaned back just enough to help him strip her shirt off over her head. The moment it was gone and on the kitchen floor she pressed in close again, mashing her bra-cradled tits against his chest and pressing another hot kiss to his lips.

“Ohh, Grandpappy,” she moaned against his lips. “It feels even worse. This ache inside me is, mmmmm, driving me crazy.”

“Poor baby,” he said, sliding his rough hands down her body and squeezing her ass through her shorts. “I’ll take care of you. Grandpappy will always take care of his sweet little Melody.”

“Ohhhhhh, Red,” she moaned, feeling a hot rush when he called himself ‘Grandpappy’ and used her name. It brought home how filthy and wrong all this was and that just made her want it more.

She took his hand and turned slowly as she drew him across the kitchen. One hand clasping his callused fingers and the other working open the buttons of her shorts and letting the hip-hugging denim slide down and drop from her legs. She stepped neatly out of it, her ass threaded with a pink thong that didn’t quite match the pink of her bra.

Red was apparently mesmerized by the sight of her swinging hips, long legs, and firm teenage ass. He followed her up the stairs, led by his hand as she took him to her special place. Her bedroom with too much pink and too many artifacts of being a little girl still lingering on her shelves. Dolls and trophies alongside pictures of her with Lucy and Samara and others from various parties and sleepovers.

“This is my place,” she said, finally releasing his hand. She turned in the center of the room to face, color in her cheeks and a hungry smile on her face. “I don’t even let my parents in here anymore. But you, Grandpappy, are always welcome.”

She reached behind her back and unbuckled her bra. Her hands crushed the soft cups against her ample breasts. Her eyes smoldered as she met his gaze and pulled the cups away, tossing the bra into the laundry basket and proudly showing Red those pert, large teenage tits with their light areolas and stiff pink nipples. Almost too big for Melody’s slender body, but her hips didn’t lie either.

Red came closer as Melody slipped her thong down from her hips. Naked for him. Like Venus in a museum, only alive and breathing. Smiling at him and fluttering her lashes.

“Oh, by god, darlin’, you’re too good to this old man. But Grandpappy’s got the cure for what’s troublin’ you. Yes, he does.”

Old Red’s hands were everywhere. His kiss was devouring her. A tender, teenage morsel for this old man and his lips and tongue. Her lips, her neck, her shoulder, one breast and then both. He crushed her tits in his hands, squeezing them against his face. His hot mouth on her nipple. Sucking and tonguing her sensitive bud. One hand moving between her thighs. Fingers stroking. Spreading. Plunging into the hot honeypot of her pussy.

“Ohhhhhh, Grandpappy!” her voice was soft and hoarse. She clung tightly to him, squeezing her soft breasts into his face. Thrusting herself against his fingers. Two and then three. Fucking in and out of her slick pussy. Her hips working. Her pleasure rising.

He lifted his face from her breasts just in time for another kiss, molten hot, their saliva mingling and tongues twisting as an orgasm rippled up from inside her. Red’s deft fingers stirring and stroking and pumping into her as her cum dripped from inside her.

“Melody, my sweet,” he gasped, “does that feel better?”

“Oh, better,” she moaned, still thrusting slowly against his long fingers. “But I need more, Red. I need… ohhhh… I need to drink some of Grandpappy’s medicine.”

He staggered under the weight of his lust, so Melody turned him around and sat him down on the edge of her bed.

“Let me take care of you now, Grandpappy,” she cooed, her eyes heavy with lust and her hand already reaching into his lap.

Red’s cock was as stiff and upright as a totem pole. She wrapped her hands around it, stroking him as precum welled at his tip. Her pink tongue cleaned it away and Melody tasted that familiar salty tang. Her lips descended, her eyes still on him, and she began to bob her head in the old man’s lap. Sucking him and stroking him with one hand as her other hand slipped lower and massaged his droopy balls.

“Ohhhhh, darlin’, back in that box car, your ol’ Grandpappy could never even dream of a young beauty like you doin’ this for him. You’re like an angel sent down from heaven to me.” He stroked his fingers through her long, golden hair. She looked up at him, her blue eyes catching the light. Her lips wrapped around his glistening red cock. Her tongue flicking beneath him.

Melody moaned appreciatively. She knew what she was doing for the old man, and it turned her on. She bobbed faster and sucked more urgently on him. She slid her mouth to the straining tip of his cock, swirling her tongue around the crown of his cock as she leaned her breasts against his shaft.

“Goddang,” he moaned. “You know what you’re doin’ with that, darlin’.”

“Mmmhmmm,” she agreed, sucking on his tip, massaging his balls, and squeezing his shaft with her breasts. She felt him growing stiffer. His fingers tightening in her hair. She bobbed lower, twice more, then back to the tip, freeing his cock from her lips. She looked up at him with lust. “I need to drink some of your medicine, Red. Give it to me. Okay? Shoot it right in my mouth.”

“Ohhhhh, yeah, darlin’,” he groaned, leaning back with his hands on the bed and surrendering his cock to Melody’s attention.

She bobbed and slurped and squeezed her tits around him. Her eyes were full of lust. Her tongue was from a succubus. She took him to the edge, feeling his cock straining between her soft lips and then, with a hoarse groan, he shot into her mouth. Warm, thick, oily cum spurted across her tongue. Salty and strong in her throat as she swallowed again and again. Taking him deep and drinking it all down.

She let him slide from her mouth and climbed onto the bed beside him. His kiss was unafraid of tasting his own cum and her tongue was excited.

Red mumbled something about being a doctor and giving an exam as he kissed lower, all the way down to the heaving peaks of her breasts and then between her thighs. Kissing them and breathing her fresh, teenage scent. His tongue stroked her. Slid inside her. Tasted the sweet honey of her pussy. He made love to her with his tongue and what he lacked for youthful energy he more than made up for with his experience.

It was not long before Red had her on the brink of an orgasm. Lapping and sucking at her more boldly than any of her boyfriends.

“Ohhhh, Grandpappy,” she cried, stroking the back of his head and his snowy white hair. “Ohhhh, your tongue is amazing! But I want…more than your tongue.”

He lifted his face from between her thighs and wiped his arm across his glistening lips.

“I think I got what you need,” he said, rising between her legs and gripping his hard cock. “Only a girl like you could get my pecker goin’ again that fast.”

“Oh, Doctor Red,” moaned Melody, grabbing the backs of her knees and pulling her legs up. “Give me a hot injection of your medicine.”

Melody was more than ready for him. In fact, she was cumming the moment he thrust his long cock deep into her teenage pussy. The bed shook with his surprisingly forceful thrusts. Her breasts swayed and bounced with the intensity of his strokes.

Old Red let her cum, but he wasn’t nearly done. He pulled his cock out, turned her over, and took her from behind. His withered hips beating a steady rhythm against her creamy, round ass and his cock plunging deep into her clenching pussy from behind. She pushed up off the bed on her hands, then upright, her back to him and his hands reaching around to grope and squeeze her tits as he fucked her and kissed her shoulder.

Finally, he was exhausted and wheezing, but Melody wanted his cum. She wanted to feel it inside her. She climbed atop him, eased her pussy down onto his cock, and rode the old man. He was out of breath and damp with sweat, but he had the strength to cradle her ass while she rode his hard prick. Faster and faster, the small bedroom filling with the sounds and scent of their sex.

“Ohh, Grandpappy, cum for me,” gasped Melody, feeling a fresh orgasm approaching. “Cum with me. Cum inside me.”

“Ohhhhhh, I gotta do it,” agreed Red, his face flushed with the strain as he climbed the peak with her. Their bodies tensed. Their pleasure reached the summit in the same instant. Her pussy clutched at his cock as she rode atop him. His hard pecker erupted and pumped his cum deep into her teenage honeypot.

She bucked her hips and ground her pussy down against him until she had drained every drop. The slick, slimy feel of his big load lubricating the motion of his cock inside her.

“Red,” she panted, falling atop him, and kissing his sweaty lips. “Oh, you’re my hero.”

“I’m your Grandpappy,” he chuckled and kissed her back.

To be continued…
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Part Two: The Suburban Sex Kitten’s Bum Deal

By Amanda Clover


10.1

Rachel’s Secret Lover

Rachel Davenport was still reeling from a dizzying one-two punch. First, she had been caught fucking around with the scruffy trainyard bum Silvio by her slutty neighbor Melody Applebottom. When Rachel had confronted the bimbo and threatened to strike back if Melody started any rumors it had blown up in Rachel’s face. She had apparently been all wrong about Melody and the old man she was hanging around with. Just her ‘Grandpappy’? They seemed romantically involved, but without any proof otherwise Rachel had come across like a hysterical bitch.

After that, Rachel’s urge to get revenge on Melody for being such an annoying slut had been overwhelmed by Rachel’s need for selfcare for her emotional troubles. In this case, selfcare meant doing something she had told herself she wouldn’t do ever again.

She called Silvio on his greasy old cell phone with the cracked screen.

It rang twice before the shaggy old bum picked up.

“Eehhhhhhh, darlin’, you think’ about my dick?” he chuckled. Rachel wasn’t sure where the old bum was, but she heard music and people talking in the background of the call.

“Fucking disgusting,” muttered Rachel. Doubly disgusting because the nasty old bum was right. She had been thinking about his big cock and how incredible and dirty it felt when he had been fucking her in the park.

“Oh, disgusting is how you like it,” laughed Silvio. “Right up that pretty pink ass. Right?”

“Are you at the park? Where are you?” she asked, hearing more voices. “Who is with you?”

The voices cut off abruptly and Silvio gave a chuckle. “Not at the park. Not tonight. I’m down at the Peach Valley Road Stop. Got me a room for the whole rest of the month at least.”

“Huh? How’d you swing that?” wondered Rachel.

“Oh, you just come on down to the room and I’ll tell ya.”

“Come down to… I don’t think I should,” said Rachel, feeling fingers of heat creeping up her neck onto her cheeks. “I don’t think I should see you ever again, Silvio.”

“So why you callin’ me up?” chuckled the old bum. “I think truth is you got a taste of the wild side from Silvio and you’re wantin’ more. Well, that’s just perfect, baby. You come on down to the motel, room 27, and we’ll party allllll night. I got enough hooch to pickle a watermelon.”

Every rational part of Rachel told her to stay away from Silvio and that infamously sleazy motel. That was where married dads went to meet up with online escorts. The sort of place where a bum who came into a little cash might set up camp for a month. She knew she was asking for trouble to go anywhere near Silvio or the Peach Valley Road Stop.

The exact sort of trouble her body was craving.

“I’ll be there,” she answered and hung up the phone as she heard Silvio start laughing.

Rachel decided there was no point in going halfway. She pulled out her favorite club dress that she had worn all of once. It was a clingy white slip dress so tight that she could see her hipbones when she looked in the mirror. So skintight on her that a bra was right out of the question and she had to wear a a white thong to minimize her panty lines. She accessorized with a slutty white and gold belt, and a red scarf that wrapped her neck but didn’t come close to hiding her big, soft breasts outlined in the white fabric. She finished her look with her favorite anklet with the word “heartbreaker” in gold.

She remembered wearing the outfit to a party a few months earlier and striking out with the dumb jock she was trying to get into bed. Carlos Jimenez. He wanted to talk to his buds about riding dirt bikes and barely showed her any interest even though she had been hanging on him.

Rachel did a turn and looked at herself in the mirror. She gave her firm ass a swat and admired the brief jiggle of her firm flesh. She doubted she would have any trouble getting Silvio’s attention.

She finished the outfit with her hair loose around her shoulders and her high heels very high and chunky.

“There’s no turning back from this,” she said to herself as she put on her eyeliner. “You’re going full slut.”

Full slut like that bimbo next door. Full old man fucking, bum screwing slut like Melody Applebottom.

“Grandpappy my ass,” muttered Rachel, slinging her purse over her shoulder and heading out the door. She dodged her mom working in the kitchen and swiped the family minivan.

Did she have second thoughts on her way out to the edge of town to meet Silvio at a fleabag motel? Sure, but her hostility towards Melody kept her focused on getting dick from that old bum. That disgusting, horny, perverted old fucker.

The Peach Valley Road Stop had a neon sign advertising vacancies and a logo of a truck pulled over to the side of the road. The exterior looked like it hadn’t been updated since being built in the 1970s. It had a clientele that ranged from dirtbag bikers to dirtbag truckers to dirtbag prostitutes.

Rachel turned the minivan into the lot and the beams of the headlights swung across a pair of bleached blonde hookers fighting outside one room and a guy so drunk or high he could barely stand outside another. A few doors down from that a skinny young man was making out with a fat older prostitute wearing shorts and a tank top. Rachel shook her head in disgust as she gingerly maneuvered her van to the parking space outside room 27.

Silvio was waiting for her. The moment she stepped out of the van, the door opened for the room and the bum stood in the doorway clad in boxers, socks, a grimy tank top, and a brand-new gray overcoat. His scruffy face and yellow smile almost made her turn around. But then his bloodshot eyes locked onto her and she knew she couldn’t turn back. The wolf whistles from some bikers a few rooms down made her hurry to Silvio’s door.

“Heeeeeeyyyy, lookin’ good, baby,” said Silvio, taking in Rachel in her slinky outfit. “Damn. Turn around. Let me see you from every angle. Shit, you got some curves, darlin’. Come on in. Let’s get this party started.”

He drew her into the dark of the motel room. The weird mix of smells of booze and pizza and mildew and Silvio’s body odor almost sent Rachel running. But then the old bum slammed the door behind her and pulled the chain on the door. His hands were all over her. Groping her hips. Her ass. Reaching up to cup her breasts as he pressed against her from behind and breathed hotly against her neck.

“Won big, baby,” he rasped, grinding the bulge of his cock into her ass. “Ohhhhh yeah. Twenty-five on the scratchers. I’m rich, baby. Booze for months. A bed to sleep on. Mmmmmmm. And now I got myself the hottest piece of ass since that girl in the laundromat.”

“Who?” Rachel looked at Silvio over her shoulder.

“Never you mind, sweet cheeks,” he said, squeezing and shaping Rachel’s soft tits through her dress. His sloppy, tickling kisses to her neck were disgusting and turning her on at the same time. The way he rubbed against her ass made her think he was going to fuck her right then and there. But, no, he pulled away. He walked past her into the room to the bathroom counter which was covered in bottles of booze, party cups, and pizza boxes. A carton of cigarettes and an ashtray rested on the small table. The old tube TV was blasting some premium porn channel with softcore fucking happening on the screen.

“Oooooohhhhh, yes, Hector! Fuck meeee!” cried the blonde on the screen.

“You like something fruity or something strong?” asked Silvio, looking over his collection of booze.

“Strong,” answered Rachel without hesitation.

“Attagirl,” he chuckled and unscrewed the top from a bottle of vodka. He sloshed several shots into a cup and splashed in a little orange juice. He handed Rachel the cup and she chugged the burning drink as fast as her stomach would allow. Silvio watched her gulping down the booze with obvious delight. “Ooooh. You were thirsty. Mmmmmm. C’mere, baby. You warmed up? Let old Silvio warm you up.”

Silvio planted a wet kiss on Rachel’s lips. His mouth tasted of booze and onions as he thrust his tongue past her teenage lips and circled his hands around her hips to squeeze her firm ass. Rachel was disgusted. Revolted. She almost gagged on Silvio’s tongue. But then she didn’t. And her tongue began to move against his. And she stopped thinking about fighting her way out of his groping hands and pressed herself back against him.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned as he carried her back towards the bed. They fell together and Silvio’s rough fingers tore at her dress and pulled it down from her shoulders.

“Lemme see those sweet things,” rasped Silvio.

He rolled her onto her back as her breasts heaved free of the ripping fabric. Silvio pounced, laughing to himself as he kissed her soft mounds and tongued her stiff nipples. Rachel howled as Silvio’s lips encircled her bud and he sucked hard at her nipple. One of his rough hands pressed between her thighs and under her skirt. She felt his touch at the hot mound of her cunt.

Everything was happening so fast. Her head was spinning and it wasn’t just from the booze.

“Condoms,” she gasped, remembering her deepest fears and pushing at Silvio’s shoulder.

“Mmmmm?” He lifted his face from her breasts. “I ain’t got no rubbers, baby.”

“Then you can’t put it in me,” she scolded. “I told you after last time, no condoms, no pussy.”

“Well, you didn’t come all the way out here just to swap spit, didja?” asked Silvio, looking at her with annoyance. “Ya got me all worked up, you little slut. You better be ready to get nasty.”

She was. The vodka was definitely helping almost as much as getting her titties sucked by the old geezer. She wanted more almost as much as the filthy bum. She pushed him off her and then slid off the bed and onto her knees. Her shapely ass rested on her heels as she knelt on the dirty carpet and got down between Silvio’s legs. His brown cock was already sticking out of his boxers. All she had to do was push the flap open a little.

“Yeaaaah, that’s it,” groaned Silvio as her fingers made contact with his cock. “Wrap your hand around it. Oooooohh… just like that. Now lick around the tip. You taste that, baby? Once you get a taste, I know you can’t stop. Uhhhhhhh yeaaaaahh. Suck it. Fuck. Pull up the back of that dress let me see that ass while you’re suckin’ my dick.”

Rachel had her mouth full of bum cock, but she still managed to reach back and pull up her dress so Silvio could see her heart-shaped bottom threaded with her thong. Her head bobbed in Silvio’s lap and she sucked with growing enthusiasm. One hand on his balls and the other gripping his hairy root as she slurped up and down on his hard tip.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned.

“Oh, fuck yeah, slut,” groaned Silvio. “You’re so good at that, girl. You’re a pro. Love those pretty lips wrapped around my pecker. Suck it good. Suck on those balls too. You’re a dirty girl. Ohhhh, fuck, yes you are. You like it when I lean over you and rub my fingers down your crack?”

Silvio was hunched over her as she tried to suck him, two of his fingers between her cheeks and rubbing her asshole through her thong. She moaned around his cock, drool spilling down her chin as she tried to suck him but was getting distracted.

“Yesssss,” she managed, finally popping her lips free of his cock.

“I want to celebrate with my favorite slut,” growled Silvio. “Come on, baby. Don’t need no rubbers to play in the back yard. Get back up on this bed and show me your ass. Don’t be afraid. That’s it. I’ll treat it real good.”

She climbed up on the bed on her hands and knees, her breasts hanging out of her dress and the back of her skirt pulled up over her peachy bottom. Silvio moved behind her as she tensed. Not sure if she really wanted the bum messing around back there. His hands spreading her cheeks. His fingers curling under the thong and pulling it aside.

“Be careful, okay?” she asked, looking over her shoulder.

Silvio was off in his own world, staring at her ass and moving closer and closer until she realized he wasn’t going straight in with his cock. Oh, no, Silvio was going to warm her up first. His hands spreading her even wider and then, with a hot lash, his tongue sliding down her crack and over her clenching hole.

“MMmmmnnnnn! You’re licking my ass?”

“Mmmmnnnnnhmmm,” murmured Silvio, giving Rachel’s tight backdoor a good rimming. Rachel’s face burned with shame. She had only had it done once before and certainly not by some scruffy bearded old man. But that warm, wet tongue rolling around her most intimate of areas felt… good. No, it felt amazing. Her head fell back and she let out a moan, pushing her ass back against Silvio’s face. He licked and licked until she began to relax.

Then he rose on his knees behind her, steadying himself with one hand on her lower back. The other guiding his cock to her cheeks and the hot, spit-slicked divot of her backdoor. He rubbed his tip and Rachel bit at her lower lip to keep from begging him to fuck her ass.

“I can tell you want it by the way you’re all archin’ your back like that,” laughed the old geezer. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll fuck that slutty ass for you.”

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, her face hot with shame but her body aching to be fucked. She slid a hand between her legs, stroking her clit as Silvio’s cock pressed to her tender pink flower. She sucked in a breath and it caught in her throat as the bum’s fat cock sunk into her tight backdoor.

“Ooooohhhhh goddamn, that is good,” groaned Silvio. “Oh, fuck, I got to pound it. Fuck. Spanking those cheeks with my hips. You like that? Yeah, ya do. Mmmmmm!”

He grabbed her slender waist and started to fuck her ass hard. There was discomfort, bordering on pain, but the shameful pleasure of it was even greater. The feeling of that thick hard cock plowing her ass while she played with her straining clit. With her face down in the dirty old motel bed and her teenage ass up in the air. Getting hammered by Silvio. A man more than four times her age. Getting fucked.

“Yessss, do it,” cried Rachel. “Fuck my assssss!”

How easily he had broken down her defenses. She’d barely put up a fight and now she was practically begging him for anal sex. The fingers of one hand clawed at the blanket beneath her. She pushed her ass back, feeling his coarse hair rubbing at her pussy as her tight hole squeezed his shaft. Her fingers furiously rubbing her clit as she drove towards an intense, thigh-shaking orgasm.

“Fuuuuuck!” cried Silvio. “I’m going to fuckin’ bust my load! I’m going to fill that pretty ass with cum!”

“Yesssss!” wailed Rachel, already cumming on his cock. “Shoot it inside me! Squirt your hobo load deep in my asssss!”

She threw back her head and wailed with pleasure as Silvio’s rough hands held her hips and he skewered her twitching asshole. She felt his throbbing cock unleash a hot flood into her guts. Spurt after spurt of his slimy cum drenching her insides and making her feel filthy. He collapsed against her, wheezing and gasping for breath, his weight resting on his hips and his cock still twitching in her ass.

“You like that, baby?” he panted. “Good. Cuz I’m just getting’ this party started tonight!”

Against all good sense, Rachel smiled. She was looking forward to a long night of fun with the perverted old fucker.


10.2

Rachel Plays It Risky

Silvio looked ridiculous sitting naked in the crummy motel chair. His feet were digging into the gross motel carpet and his scrawny legs were at odds with the paunch of his midsection. He had a weathered brown coloration to his face, arms, and lower legs and much paler color on his upper legs and body. And lots of hair and moles. A disgusting amount of both. But at least he had showered.

“That’s it, baby,” moaned the old bum, teasing his callused fingers into Rachel’s silky hair. “Ohhhh, take your time. We got days. Yeeeeaaaah.”

“Mmmmmm,” agreed Rachel, bobbing her head slowly in his lap and letting her tongue circle the fat head of his cock. She looked up at him, her eyes heavy with lust even as she worked up and down on the old bum’s hard dick.

Silvio stuffed a cigarette into his mouth and lit it with his free hand. He exhaled a cloud of smoke as he curled his fingers around Rachel’s head and pulled her head down. His cock hit the back of her throat and caused a spasm of nausea. Spit and mucus spilled from her throat and coated his cock and balls.

“Goooood girl,” he said, puffing on the cigarette. “You can take it. Just swallow that dick, baby. Ohhhh yeah, I know it’s big. Swallow. Thaaat’s it. Fuck.”

His head fell back against the back of the chair as Rachel gurgled on Silvio’s fat cock. She wanted to puke, but she fought the urge. Tears welled in her eyes and then streamed down her face. She could barely breathe with her nose stuffed in his musty pubic hair and his cock shoved into her throat.

This was not how she had planned to spend her night, but after half a bottle of booze and a hot assfucking from Silvio, Rachel could think of nothing she wanted to do more. She found herself oddly enjoying the way Silvio used her and treated her like some back-alley slut. The way he promised her money or fine dinners, but just lounged around on the bed or in the chair. It made her hot. It made her feel like Melody Applebottom.

“Nnnnngggghhhhh!” she gurgled, furrowing her brow and trying hard to deepthroat Silvio’s fat cock.

“That’s right, darlin’,” he laughed. “Ohhhh, you love it. I feel that spit drippin’ off my fuckin’ sack. Ohhh, that’s it. Slurp on it. Really messy. Did I make you all hot? Did you like that dick up your ass?”

“NGggnngggg,” she admitted, looking up through bleary, tear-filled eyes. She went deeper, her ass clenching as she remembered his fat cock stuffed between her cheeks. She gurgled softly, tears dripping from her chin and her throat finally opening to Silvio’s cock.

“Goood girl,” groaned Silvio, sucking in a breath. “Oh, yes, you’re my sweet slut. Fuckin’ hell, baby. Ohhhhhh…”

“Grk-grk-grk-grk!” Rachel was driven on by his words and his hand on the back of her head. Through the nausea and pain she deepthroated him and bobbed on his cock. It was a move she had seen in porn vids before. Filthy and wet and humiliating. And she loved it. Gurgling and slurping like a porno whore on the old bum’s fat cock. Her throat raw and swallowing around him as his cock twitched and he let out a wheezing moan and a puff of smoke.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he groaned, his fingers wrapped tight in Rachel’s hair. “Here it comes! Swallow it! Nnnnnaaaaa! Swallow it all!”

The intensity of the moment cut through the haze of lust and alcohol. She was keenly aware of every detail. Her sweet, innocent face smeared with tears and mucus. Her throat gurgling around the old bum’s fat cock as Silvio groaned and his prick began to pulse.

Rachel nearly puked when the first pump of hot cum spewed down her throat. She sputtered, her eyes clenching, but Silvio held her down on his cock. Pumping again and again. Filling her throat with the hot, thick, choking spurts of his nasty old cum.

He didn’t let up until his cock started to go soft in her mouth.

“Oooohhhhhhh, fuckin’ hell, you’re a nasty girl,” he groaned, flicking ashes on the dirty old motel carpet. “You love that cum though, don’t you?”

He let her up so she could answer.

“Yessss,” she moaned, looking up at him through bleary, smoke-stung eyes.

He offered her a flask of cheap booze and she gulped several mouthfuls to clear the thick taste of his cum. She wiped her chin on the back of her arm and smiled at him, almost proud of what she had done. She would show Melody Applebottom who the biggest slut was in Peach Valley.

She gulped down another mouthful of the booze and leaned up to press a kiss to Silvio’s lips. His tongue invaded her mouth and she let the booze flow into his mouth. It came rushing back a moment later, shared on his tongue as they kissed wantonly.

“Mmmm,” he moaned, reaching down with one hand to give her spit-spattered tits a good squeeze. He broke the kiss to finish off his cigarette and stub it out in an ashtray. “You’re a peach, baby. Ha! Go get cleaned up. You’re a mess. I got something special for you when you’re done.”

“Alright,” giggled Rachel, bouncing to her feet. She went sauntering off to the bathroom, drunkenly wiggling her hips and shaking her firm, round ass for Silvio’s benefit. He chuckled and swigged from a twist-top handle of fortified wine. 

In the grimy bathroom, Rachel confronted her tear-streaked face and flushed body. Her knees red from kneeling on the carpet and her eyes red from all the gagging. She had already taken one shower, but she needed another. Washing her face thoroughly and feeling the warm wooziness of the booze through the tepid motel water. She cleaned her breasts and then stepped out of the shower, toweling off and tossing the towel aside.

Silvio was waiting for her propped up in the motel bed. Stark naked with an ashtray on his gut and an envelope on the pillow next to him. He stubbed out another cigarette and set the ashtray aside when he saw Rachel.

“Ohhhh, yeah, gorgeous,” he chuckled. “C’mere. Give me a little of that sugar.”

She climbed onto the bed beside him and he pulled her roughly into his arms. He smothered her with foul, smoky kisses, thrusting his fat tongue into her mouth and groping her firm ass with both hands. She kissed him back, letting the warmth of the booze overcome her objections.

“What’s the envelope?” she asked when he finally let her up for air.

“Oh, I wanted to make you an offer,” chuckled Silvio. “Go on. Look in the envelope.”

She took it off the pillow and opened it up. There was a fat wad of cash inside. Fresh, crisp bills straight from some bank.

“There’s must be like a thousand dollars here,” gasped Rachel.

“Try two thousand,” said Silvio.

“What’s it for?”

“For you, babe,” said Silvio, giving her ass a smack and a squeeze. “But I get somethin’ in return. I always wanted a grandkid, but my son never gave me any. I lost touch with him a long time ago, dead for all I know, but I figured, hey, havin’ a kid now would be like havin’ a grandkid. So that’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to make a baby in you.”

“You’re going to what?” Rachel’s eyes went wide. “Silvio, I mean, this is a lot of money, but I’m not sure… I mean that’s not something I’ve thought about or that—”

“I ain’t takin’ ‘no’ for an answer on this one,” said Silvio, his look hardening. “I made up my mind. I want to knock you up. You’re not gonna try to refuse me, are ya?”

“No, but, I was just—”

“Good,” said Silvio, grabbing her with both hands and planting another smothering kiss on Rachel’s lips. His thrusting tongue and kneading hands worked with the booze to relieve her resistance. He rolled atop her, still kissing her, but his lips and scruffy face moved to her neck, her shoulder, and down to her breasts. He was muttering to himself, something about the Venus, as his whiskers tickled her nipples and his tongue lashed at her sensitive buds.

“Ohhhhh,” moaned Rachel, fingers in his still-damp hair. Cradling him against her chest as he sucked at her tits. One callused hand thrusting between her legs, spreading her thighs, and prodding her slick cunt with his fingers. He opened her folds and screwed two digits inside her. Rachel shook and arched against him.

Silvio’s kiss moved lower. He kissed her abdomen. Her mound. He looked up at her with those old bloodshot eyes as he began messily tonguing her twat. Each thrust of his tongue sent another shudder of pleasure through her.

“Ohhhh, yesss, Silvio,” she moaned, climbing towards a peak of ecstasy. Forgetting her worries as she submitted her body to the raw, drunken lust of the old bum. She began to fuck against his face, thrusting her hips and even savoring his scruffy cheeks and chin rubbing against her sensitive cunt. His tongue was pushing deep into her tight twat. His drool was spilling down her crack reminding her of the assfucking he gave her scarcely an hour earlier.

Her clit throbbed. Her pussy tightened around his sloppy, thrusting tongue.

“Fuck meeee,” she cried, giving in to his demand. “Fuck me, Silvio, please. Knock me up. I don’t caaare! I want it!”

That would finally, undeniably show Melody who the biggest slut was in Peach Valley. Rachel with her bum baby in her pregnant tummy while Melody still lied about it all and hung around with her white-haired old man.

Silvio gave Rachel’s cunt a last lick and lifted his face from between her thighs. He was wet with her nectar and grinning like a drunken old fool.

“Oh, yeah, you’re ready for me now,” he chuckled, pushing up onto his hands and then onto his knees. “I’m going to give it to you good, sweetheart. I’m going to fuck you full of this big, hot load.”

He took hold of the hairy root of his brown cock and guided it to Rachel’s slick pussy. She lifted her head to watch as he teased it at her entrance, smacking the weight of it against her clit and rubbing the tip up and down her slick slit. He thrust forward suddenly, driving deep and stretching her wide. His cockhead bulled against her backwalls and his fat, hairy balls rubbed at her spit-damp asshole.

“Ohhhhhh, god, it feels so fucking big,” moaned Rachel, wrapping her slender legs around him as he pressed atop her.

“Yeah, it is big, baby,” he laughed, leaning down to sample her lips with a kiss. “It’s all swole up for you, sweetness. That tight little teenage pussy of yours. Ohhhh, I won the lottery twice today. Fuckkkkk.”

He started to move atop her, thrusting in and out of her slick pussy as if struggling to force his cock past her squeezing inner walls. Her plentiful nectar helped lube his thrusting cock and he began to build up a good head of steam. The bed shook with each thrust and his balls swung and slapped against Rachel’s ass.

His cock felt incredible. She clung to him, squeezing her thighs around him and looking up at his weathered old face. Unkempt and faded. Maybe he was handsome once, but that was long ago. And that only made Rachel hotter.

“Fuck mmeeeee,” she cried. “Slam that cock into me, Silvio. I want it sooo bad!”

Her head pressed back into the pillows and Silvio hammered his cock into her cunt. He was wheezing with exertion, his cock stretching her wide and his tightening balls rubbing against her. Each stroke made Rachel’s perky tits bounce and sway. Her head twisted against the pillows. Her cunt tightened.

“YESSSSSS!” she cried, her orgasm overtaking any worries about getting pregnant. She forgot all about her fears as the drunken orgasm washed over her in rippling waves. Each spasm making her squeeze and stroke against Silvio’s bareback cock.

He slowed his thrusts, grinning down at her as the last spasms of her orgasm subsided. He slowed more and finally eased his hard cock out of her pussy.

“You didn’t cum inside me?” she gasped, lifting her head and realizing nothing was oozing out of her freshly-fucked cunt.

“Not yet, sweetcakes,” he chuckled, out of breath from the effort. “I want you on top. You’re gonna ride me until you’re beggin’ for it. You’re gonna do all the work and make me blast off in that sweet little coochie of yours. Right?”

“Yeah,” she said, smiling and nodding seriously. “Yeah, I’ll do all the work.”

There was an almost crazed grin on her face as Silvio rolled off her and onto his back. His obscene wet cock stuck straight up from his groin. She grasped it as she swung her legs over him and knelt above his fat tip. Her squishy, slippery cunt teasing against his twitching crown as she grinned down at him.

“You ready, Silvio?” she giggled.

“Oh, yeah,” he laughed, stroking her hips and reaching around to squeeze her firm bottom. “Slide down on that dick. It’s time for you to take my load.”

“Ffffffuck,” she moaned, biting her lower lip as she eased down onto Silvio’s fat cock. It somehow filled her even better in this position and she began to ride atop him with a new sense of urgency. Silvio stared up at her, cradling her ass and encouraging her to ride higher and faster atop him, bouncing her sweet cheeks against his hands and down onto his hairy thighs. His cock stuffing her. A fat, brown totem pole of pleasure.

Rachel’s cunt made lewd, slippery wet sounds as she bounced on the old bum. Her pleasure tightening once more inside her and making her inner walls grip at him. She might have slowed her ride, but she wanted him to cum. Desperately. She needed to feel it.

“Getting’ close, baby,” he said, giving her ass a smack. “You ready? Yeah? Tell me how bad you want it! Tell me—”

“I want it!” cried Rachel, bucking hard atop Silvio’s fat cock. “I want all your hot sperm in my fertile pussy! Okay? Fucking do it, old man! Shoot it in me! Knock me uppppppp!”

“Arrrgghhhh!” He roared with pleasure, thrusting into her and holding her ass so tightly it hurt. She felt his cock spasm and the hot spray of his cum deep into her pussy. It sent her over the edge, the sensation of his hot spermy load drenching her unprotected womb. She came with him, crying out, perky tits shuddering, her body stiff as she rode atop his cock.

As she took spurt after slimy spurt of his cream deep inside her.

As she let the horny old bum knock her up and forever change her future.

She collapsed atop him, whimpering and moaning, his cock slowly softening inside her and still drooling out more of Silvio’s cum. Rachel’s shuddering aftershocks made her mewl pitifully.

“It’s alright, baby,” chuckled Silvio, caressing and squeezing her ass. “It’s all good. How’s it feel? You like that? You like how you’re gonna be a mommy now?”

“Ohhhhhh,” moaned Rachel, almost sick with the realization but unable to deny him, “yesssss. It feels so fucking dirty.”

“And we’re just getting started,” laughed Silvio, yanking her hair and turning her face towards him. He pressed a kiss to her lips and thrust his hot tongue deep into her mouth.

She could only moan in reply.


10.3

Melody and Red’s Hot Date

Melody awoke with the window open in her pink-on-pink bedroom. The curtains billowing over her pink bed and a warm summer breezing tickling across her parted lips and her golden blonde hair. She stretched on the bed, yawned, and turned to face the man beside her. Only he wasn’t there. The bed was empty. And for a moment she thought the past few days had been a dream. A lingering echo of that one wild day earlier in the summer when she had first met Red and the other men in the boxcars.

Then she heard a sound from the lower floor of the house. A creak of feet on the wood floor and a sign that someone was in the house with her. She slipped out of bed wearing nothing but a long t-shirt that barely covered her buns. Her nipples stiff beneath the clinging fabric. Her breasts bouncing free of any bra. She brushed her teeth and then went downstairs. She was met by the hiss of bacon in a hot skillet and the distinct smell of bacon and eggs cooking.

Red was full dressed, including in her stepdad’s apron, and working on what looked like a real feast to start the day.

“Well, there ya are, sleepyhead,” chuckled the old man. “Have a nice long rest?”

“Long? It’s not even eight in the morning yet.” She walked up behind him, smiling and putting her arms around him to hug against his back. Her breasts squeezed against him. Her lips brushed against his cheek. She breathed in his increasingly familiar scent. “Mmmmm. You shaved, grandpappy.”

He chuckled and stood up a little straighter.

“Hope your dad won’t mind I borrowed one of his razors,” said the old man. “Now go sit down. Pour us some orange juice. I’m almost done cooking.”

Melody smiled at him and obeyed. She was a little taken aback by this new, cleanshaven, take-charge version of her “grandpappy.” He looked a decade younger, although still easily old enough to be her grandfather. She poured the orange juice and was soon joined at the table by Red with a plate of eggs, bacon, and hashbrowns. He scooped some onto their plates and then sat down next to her.

“I don’t know if you’re the traditional sort,” said Red, “but would you mind if I said a blessing?”

“Um, yeah, sure,” said Melody. “We pray sometimes at like Thanksgiving and Christmas dinner.”

“Sure, the big ones,” said Red. “Gimme your hand.”

It felt weird to Melody to be taking Red’s callused old hand and sitting next to him to pray with her nipples all hard and the feel of yesterday’s sex with him still clinging to her body. But it also felt sort of good. Sort of right, in an odd way.

Red smiled at her, then closed his eyes and bowed his head. She followed him, her hair hanging loose in her face as she closed her eyes and listened to his gravelly voice.

“Holy Father, I want to thank ya in all your wisdom for blessing me with this little bit of heaven here on earth near to the end of my days. I don’t pray much, not enough, but you sent an angel down from heaven to me and I want you to know I will do everything I can think to lead a good life from here on out.”

“Does that mean no more sex?” interjected Melody.

Red opened one eye and glared at her. She mouthed a “sorry” and squeezed his hand a little tighter.

“And thank you for this breakfast, and this soft bed, and these borrowed clothes. Even if all this ends in a couple days, it’s more of a taste of heaven than any old ramblin’ grandpappy like me deserves to expect. So thank you. God bless. Amen.”

“Amen,” agreed Melody, reaching for her fork.

The food was delicious and Melody had worked up quite an appetite with all the fun she had been having with Red. As they were enjoying coffee after the food, she decided to suggest something for the day’s fun.

“I was thinking,” she said, looking over at him.

“Uh-oh,” he chuckled. “Sounds dangerous.”

She kicked him under the table and continued.

“Today is the summer festival at the park. There are games and rides and then fireworks at night. I was thinking, well, would you want to be my date there?” She looked at him and felt a surprising flash of shyness. As if the old man might say she was being ridiculous and refuse her.

“Your date? Like out in public?” He lifted a bushy white eyebrow as he looked over at her.

“Yeah, that’s what I mean,” said Melody. “Unless you don’t want to do that.”

“For me it’s all good,” he said with a grin. “I am honored to have a hot little number like you on my arm. But won’t your school friends see ya? Won’t teachers and whatnot be there?”

“The whole town will be there,” said Melody. “But who cares, right? I’m an adult. I can do whatever I want. Or whoever.”

“But you picked me and I’m over three times your age.” Red took a sip of coffee. “After this week you’ll have to live with everybody knowin’ that.”

“Maybe… maybe I want that,” said Melody, feeling a hot stir deep in her tummy. “Maybe I want everybody to see me with you. I want something that I can’t take back.”

“Oh, darlin’, you always know how to put a smile on my wrinkly old face.” Red’s brows knitted with emotion as he took Melody’s hand and kissed her fingers. “Of course, I’ll be your date.”

“Thanks, grandpappy,” she said, throwing her arms around him and planting a kiss on his cheek. She slid onto his lap and one kiss became another and then another. Coffee mouth or not, Melody was falling hard for her grandpappy, and she could not keep her lips off of him. The deeper their kiss became, the more she felt him poking her bottom.

“You better knock that off,” he chuckled, “or I won’t be able to make it to your little shindig tonight.”

“Right,” gasped Melody and then she stole one last kiss. “I better get cleaned up and changed. Can you do the dishes?”

“Cook is supposed to be able to relax,” he said, giving her a smack on the butt as she got up from his lap. “You go do ‘em.”

“Alright, alright,” she giggled, heading into the kitchen. While she washed the dishes by hand and wiggled her cute butt, Red watched from the kitchen’s island. He sipped at his coffee and smiled at Melody whenever she cast a glance over her shoulder.

Finally, the teasing became too much, and Red got up and walked over to her. He grabbed her from behind and it happened almost as quickly with Red as it had that first time with Silvio in the laundromat. She felt Red’s rough hands lift the back of her shirt over her pink panties. She heard the soft zip of his zipper as he kissed her neck and reached one hand under her shirt to fondle her breasts. She felt those fingers dig into her panties and pull the back of them aside.

“Ooooo, grandpappy,” she breathlessly moaned. “What are you doin’?”

“Shaking that ass at me all morning? Exactly what you wanted,” he growled.

Then his cock was inside her. Warm and stiff and always bigger than she remembered. She gasped as she felt him hilt in her steamy pussy. She turned so he could see her pleasure, laughing because her teasing had won out. He kissed her moaning lips and their tongues twisted together. His cock so hard and hot inside her.

Five strokes and she was on the brink. She had worked him into a frenzy. His cock was so big and hard inside her, rubbing against her tight, sugary walls, that she might have taken his pulse with each squeeze of her inner muscles.

Ten strokes and a hot, gasping grunt against her lips and Red was cumming inside her. Hot twitches of his length sending her over the edge with him. She loved that slick, warm feel of his cum on his cock as he took three more thrusts and then eased his cock back out of her pussy. She felt him spilling down her thighs.

“Now,” he wheezed softly, “you should go get cleaned up.”

“Yeah, I suddenly feel all messy,” she giggled, running her fingers over her creamy cunt and feeling the warm cum slick her digits. She glanced down at Red’s glistening, cum smeared cock and her flushed smile was joined by a twinkle in her blue eyes. “I’d better clean you up first.”

She started to get down on her knees.

“Just hand me one of them towels there by… ohhh… goddang…”

Red’s words trailed off with his finger still pointing at the towel hanging behind the sink. Melody giggled with Red’s entire cock in her mouth. She tasted the saltiness of his cum and the sweetness of her pussy. She let her mouth flood with saliva and worked her tongue all over him, licking every bump and ridge until Red’s cock was nice and clean. Her hand took over as her tongue moved lower, circling his hairy balls before sucking them one at a time in her warm, eager mouth. She pumped her fingers on his cock as she slurped on her grandpappy’s drooping nuts.

It took a lot of work to get the old man back to something resembling hardness. Melody wanted him to fuck her again. To pump another big load into her tight teenage pussy or, even better, paint her throat with that delicious old spunk.

“You’re out of control,” he laughed, leaning back against the counter and resting his waiting on his elbows.

“Mmmm?” She popped her lips free of his cock. “Did you want me to stop, Grandpappy?”

“Ohhhh, goddang,” he groaned, curling his fingers in her hair and drawing her mouth back down onto his cock.

She sucked off the old man. She hadn’t given a blowjob that good since senior prom night. Complete with ball-sucking and tonsil-tickling. She got him wheezing and panting, gripping the edge of the counter as she slid her hot mouth up and down on that red old cock.

“Darling… can’t hold back much longer,” he groaned.

She slid her lips free of his tip, spit trailing to her lips and chin as she smiled up at him and breathlessly said, “What are you holding back for then? Shoot that big load down my throat, Grandpappy.”

“Oh, really?” He grinned and stroked her silky blonde hair.

“Mmmmmhmmm,” she replied, fingers working in her creamy cunt as she slurped wantonly on his cock. It only took a few more seconds of her pro BJ skills before she had him groaning with pleasure. She looked up at him, at that weathered old face and that crooked grin, and she felt the first hot rush of his cum to the back of her throat. Melody moaned louder, taking his oily spunk with each gush. Swallowing again and again until she had drained Red’s balls.

“Holy shit,” he gasped as she eased her mouth off his shrinking cock.

“I know, it was great.” She winked at him and rose slowly to her feet. “That was for the breakfast you made me. Now you get your shoes on, old man. We’re going to the festival when I get back down here.”

Melody showered and dried her hair while Red puttered around downstairs. She tasted a hint of salty spunk lingering in the corner of her mouth, so she made sure to brush her teeth.

She came bouncing back down wearing an airy summer dress and her favorite open-toed sandals. The dress was loose around her thighs but cinched tightly against her ample bust. Red was waiting for her, smiling up at her as she bounced into his arms and planted a soft kiss on his lips. His rough old hands caressed her hips.

“Goddang you are sexy,” he murmured, giving her butt a squeeze through the skirt.

“I know,” giggled Melody. “But don’t get too worked up, grandpappy. Or we’ll never make it to the festival.”

“Right,” he said, letting go of her sexy teenage ass and straightening up.

“C’mon,” she said, hooking her arm through his. “Let’s go on that date.”

They decided to take the bus to the park because there would be no good place to leave the car with all the people there for the festival. At first, people seemed to ignore the young, beautiful blonde sitting next to the very old man. But then Melody took Red’s hand and leaned her head on his shoulder and some people started to stare.

“People are lookin’ at us,” whispered Red.

“Oh? Do you want them to stop?” she asked, looking into his eyes.

“Nah, let ‘em look,” he murmured and kissed her on the lips.

Melody could hear people muttering, but she was focused on Red and his tongue sliding against hers as they made out on the bus seat. She almost put her hand in his lap, but the bus hissed to a stop and people began to file off.

“Oh, we’re here,” said Melody, looking around. “Let’s go!”

She took his hand and led him off the bus. The festival filled the main common area of the park and sprawled back towards the lake. There were carnival rides and games, tons of food, and all sorts of live performances.

“What do you want to do?” asked Melody. “Everything is on me. Don’t worry about paying.”

“I dunno, sweetie,” said Red, seeming a little overwhelmed. “But I’ll let ya know if I get any ideas.”

Melody had never gone to a fair or carnival on a date. It was like a romantic dream for her, walking with Red to see the booths, sample the food, and try out the rides. They had ice cream, trading licks of his chocolate and her vanilla. They tried ring toss and Red won her a cute angel doll. At the shooting gallery, Melody won Red a big brown teddy bear. They made out on the Ferris wheel even though anyone could see them kissing. They kissed so much that their lips were red and they were out of breath by the time the ride stopped.

“Where next?” asked Red, adjusting his jeans.

“How about the Tunnel of Love?” suggested Melody with a wink.

They earned questioning stares from the fat kid running the boats at the Tunnel of Love. She winked at the goggling punk as she climbed in next to her Grandpappy and took Red’s hand. As their boat floated down the dark tunnel, Melody reached over and unzipped Red’s pants. They could see the couple in the boat ahead of them, clearly making out, and that meant the couple in the boat behind them could see her with Red.

She didn’t care.

“What’re you doin’?” chuckled Red as she reached into his pants and took his hard prick out through his boxers.

“I think we’re supposed to kiss on this ride,” she purred, teasing her lips against his. “So I thought I would kiss you down here.”

Her head descended into Red’s lap and he groaned as she filled her mouth with the old man’s hard meat. She sucked him softly but insistently, bobbing her head in his lap as the boat floated and thumped down the canal. Soft music played and hearts and cupid angels appeared dangling from the ceiling as they passed garish fake sunsets and stuffed swans. Melody didn’t let up. She kept sucking Red’s cock as he cradled her head in his lap. Her spit soaked down onto his balls as she reached and fondled them.

“Ohhhh, Grandpappy,” she moaned, finally coming up for air. “I want it. Cum in my mouth. Pleeeease.”

“Sweetheart, I think the ride is almost over,” he said, pointing over her shoulder to the light at the end of the tunnel.

“Oh, guess we better save that for later then,” she said, giving his cock one last kiss and then tucking it back into Red’s pants. He grunted as she zipped him up and sat back up beside him, wiping her lips. The couple behind them was staring daggers at her. She waved as the boat coasted back out into the light of evening.

She smiled at the fat kid running the boat ride again as he pulled their boat to the side with a long hook and helped Red out. He looked down Melody’s blouse as he helped her out.

“Thanks,” she said. “Sorry if I got any drool on your seat.”

“Huh?” His eyes widened, but she was already giggling as she descended the stairs with Red.

“You are bad,” laughed Red, nudging her as they reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Oh, you wanna see bad, grandpappy? I’ll show you bad. Come on!” She took his hand and pulled him along behind her. They weaved between food trailers and cargo trucks and reached a picnic pavilion on the far side of the park. The fireworks were just starting over the lake. Blue and red sparkling golden bursts lighting the night sky.

Melody pressed herself against Red, kissing him passionately. Wind stirred her hair and her skirt. Her hands caressed him as he took her in his arms and kissed her right back. He sat back atop the picnic table and Melody climbed right atop his lap, reaching down to draw out his cock and guide it to her hot, damp panties.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since we were on that bus,” moaned Melody, rubbing her slit against him.

“You are such a bad girl,” laughed Red, giving her ass a two-handed squeeze. Another kiss and his tongue thrust into her mouth. That was enough to make Melody drag aside the front of her panties and guide the old man’s cock to her hot, slick folds. She eased down onto him and they gasped together. Their bodies lit by fireworks as she began to ride atop him.

“It’s beautiful,” groaned Red, looking past her for a moment at the sky. His gaze returned to her. “But not as beautiful as you.”

She rode harder, savoring his hands on her ass. Gripping his hard old cock with her tight cunt. The boom of fireworks exploding in the sky. People watching them from the trees. From the nearby field. Melody didn’t care. Silhouetted in strobing bursts of fireworks, her breasts bouncing with each ride up and down Red’s cock.

“Grandpappy,” she moaned. “Cum for me.”

“Yessss, darlin’,” he gasped. “I’m close now. I’m close. Ohhhhhh, goddang, I want to cum inside you.”

“Oh, Red,” gasped Melody, her arms on his shoulders, her back arched, and her ass bouncing on his lap. She could feel his cock swelling. So hard and stiff and slick with precum that it felt incredible. Her orgasm was surging. Her body tightening around him. “Cum! Cum with me!”

“Ahhhhh! Yesssss, darlin’! I’m shootin’ in you! OHHHHH! GET IT!”

“Yessss!” cried Melody, throwing her head back and riding hard atop him. Her inner walls seizing around his cock as ecstasy took hold. She felt the hot rush of Red’s sperm deep in her unprotected cunt and she didn’t care. It felt too good to worry about any potential consequences. Her orgasm in perfect sync with Red’s. Her contractions milking every drop of his spunk into her tight teenage pussy.

“Ohhhhh, darlin’,” wheezed Red, bracing his arms behind his back and look up at her wearily as the last fireworks burst in the sky. “I love you.”

“I… I love you too, Red,” she gasped, kissing him again, both of them out of breath as she squeezed his softening cock with her inner muscles. Too in love to worry about the consequences or about who was watching. Kissing the old man she loved in the midst of the most romantic date of her life.

She had never guessed she would find love with an old bum in a train car, but somehow, against all the odds, it was happening.


10.4

Spoiling Grandpappy

Red woke Melody with a kiss on her lips. Her eyes fluttered open and she looked up at the old man standing over her. She was surprised to realize she was sleeping on the couch, but then remembered the night before. Coming home from the festival after an intense, romantic lovemaking session in the park. Giggling as she kissed him again in the living room. Drinking a bottle of wine and letting herself be free in a way she had rarely felt free.

“Mmmmmmm. G’morning, Grandpappy.” Melody stretched and smiled up at him, the comforter pulling away from her naked body and soft, jiggling breasts. Red did not hide the fact that he was admiring her as she turned and dropped the comforter completely from her body, showing off her perky round butt as she rolled onto her tummy. She looked up at him over her shoulder. “You been awake long?”

“I get up at the crack of dawn,” chuckled Red, sitting down on the couch beside her and teasing his callused fingers slowly up and down her back. “But that’s alright. I cleaned up a little around the house. Stashed that empty bottle of vino out in the garbage.”

“Good thinking,” purred Melody, moaning softly as he began to massage her shoulders. Then down her back. Then squeezed and massaging her buttocks. “Oooh, Red, are you trying to get me going again?”

“Darlin’, I haven’t felt like this in twenty plus years. Havin’ a warm bed, hot food, and a hotter woman like you has rolled back my clock. I could go all day. Heck, I could go all night too. I never want to sleep again. I figure I might wake up from this dream.”

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Melody as Red’s thumbs pressed wonderfully against her lower back. “It’s not a dream. It’s real.”

“So you don’t regret what you said to me last night?” asked Red.

“Which thing?” Melody looked back over her shoulder again.

“That L-word you used,” said Red.

“Love?” She rolled it around in her head for a moment, then smiled at him. “Of course, I meant it. I love my Grandpappy. Mmmmm, and I love all the wonderful ways he makes me feel.”

His hands moved down to her hips and Red pressed a kiss to the back of her neck. Then her shoulder. Then she turned her head and their lips met over Melody’s shoulder. Her moan of morning desire was smothered by his kiss. His lips hungry and his tongue eager. He had freshened up from the night before, but Melody still felt dirty.

“Let me shower and brush my teeth,” she said, pulling back from the kiss.

“Oh, no,” said Red, tightening his grasp on her hips. “I’m not lettin’ go of you, darlin’.”

Another kiss, growing hotter than before. He straddled the backs of her thighs and pressed his body against her from behind and she felt the bulge of his hardness through his trousers against her bare pussy. It made her feel extra dirty to realize he was wearing a pair of her stepdad’s khakis. Her self-consciousness about being dirty was forgotten as Red ground his weight down against her hot, sensitive cunt.

“Let me lift my hips,” she panted, squirming beneath him, and trying to at least raise her ass for a better angle.

“Is that how you want it?” chuckled Red, shifting enough to give her room to raise her hips. “Cuz Grandpappy is gonna give it to ya. My little teenage darlin’ needs my prick to wake her up.”

“Yesssss,” moaned Melody, tossing her tangled hair as she raised her ass and looked back at Red over her shoulder. “Give it to me, Grandpappy.”

“Ooooo, baby, you know I will,” laughed Red, reaching for his zipper and yanking it down. Melody cried out with delight as she saw Red’s stiff cock in his hand. He wasted no time, guiding it to her soft, slippery folds and rubbing up and down her slit. “Goddang, darlin’, maybe you were awake.”

“Mmmmm, I just get so hot when you kiss me like that,” she moaned, hanging onto the arm of the couch, and rubbing her pussy back against his cock. The press of her pussy and ass angled his cock upwards and she bounced her rear up and down against him, massaging the underside of his shaft with her warm cheeks and her slick pussy.

“I don’t like to cuss,” groaned Red, squeezing and gently smacking her ass while he watched her use his cock like a stripper pole, “but… fuck… darlin’. That feels so good. You’re makin’ me all slippery with your juice.”

“Mmmmmm, but I want it inside me,” moaned Melody, rocking forward against the arm of the couch and letting Red’s old cock prod at her hot little teenage pussy. “Come on, Grandpappy. Slide it in me.”

How could the old man resist? His eyes bulged as he stared down at her shameless wiggling and the blush of her pussy beneath the light gold of her hair. He let his cock drag over her folds one last time and then lurched forward, skewering her slick teenage twat on the full length of his stiff old prick. Melody felt him go deep and she rocked forward, bouncing her ass against his hips as her slick cunt took every inch. Then riding forward and almost off his full length. He grabbed her hips and pulled her back, driving deep again.

“OOOOOOooooo! Grandpappy!” cried Melody, remembering in the span of three strokes why she loved the old timer and his hard cock.

“Darlin’, you’re incredible! I can’t stop it! You got my hips movin’ on their own!” He hunched over her, hands on the arm of the couch to either side of her as he slammed against her ass and the slick piston of his cock worked in and out of her pussy. The slap-slap-slap of saggy old flesh against her supple teenage rump grew louder and more intense. Their pleasure built together to the rhythm of Red’s rutting.

The hot smell of sex, raw and raunchy, filled the air. The couch creaked with the intensity of the fucking. Melody could feel her climax tightening inside her. She gripped the arm of the couch, her tits squashed against it. Her pussy fluttering and clutching around Red’s driving cock.

“Ohhhh, fuck,” she gasped. “Ohhhh, I’m close.”

“Me too,” wheezed Red, laughing a little even though he was out of breath with effort. “But I ain’t cummin’ until you do, darlin’. Go on. Let me feel it. Let me feel that sweet little peach squeezin’ on me good!”

“Yesssss! Ohhhh, Grandpappy! Your big dick feels so fucking gggOOOOOD! OH MY GOD!” Melody nearly screamed with pleasure as she was overtaken by her intense orgasm. Her cunt writhed around Red’s thrusting cock and she pushed up off the arm of the couch, her soft tits swinging freely beneath her as she threw her firm bottom back against him.

Red drove deep, groaning with his own climax as he hilted his cock down to the gray pubes in Melody’s clutching teenage cunt. She felt him explode inside her. Hot, slippery pulses of his old man cum drenching her cervix and her unprotected pussy. Lubing them both up with that filthy sensation as his cum trickled down her thigh. She milked his cock as his thrusts slowed and he collapsed atop her back, shuddering and gasping for air.

“Ohhhhhh, sweetheart,” moaned the old man, his cock still twitching in Melody’s creamy cunt. “That wake you up good?”

“Yesssssss, Grandpappy,” she purred, rocking her hips and squeezing him with her inner muscles. “You got me all messy. Now I definitely need a shower.”

“Yeah,” wheezed Red, easing off her back and sliding his cock out of her pussy. “Yeah, me too. We’d better clean up.”

That hot fuck on the couch was just a start of what would become one of the most memorable days of Melody’s life. Second only to maybe her day of liberation earlier in the summer, her day with Red turned into a wild fuck fest. They went from their filthy fuck on the couch straight to the shower. She made out with her Grandpappy under the hot water, stroking him as he pressed his face into her tits and sucked at her stiff pink nipples.

She dropped to a crouch and sucked on his pecker until it was hard again, then Red fucked her right there in the shower. Intense, loud slaps of his hips against her wet ass, her swinging breasts hitting the shower glass, before he pulled out and shot his cum all over her cheeks and left it dripping down her crack. She let the warm water wash it away.

They made it halfway through breakfast before Melody decided she wanted Red’s sausage more than the links she had cooked up in a skillet. She went down on him while he was finishing up his coffee. Almost made him cum, but then at the last minute she climbed onto his lap, kissing him passionately and riding out his orgasm right there at the kitchen table. He squeezed her ass tight and pumped his spunk deep into her teenage pussy. His pleasure wheezed out of him against her lips and she slowed her ride down to savor every twitch of his cock.

“Three times and it ain’t even ten in the mornin’,” he gasped, leaning back in the chair as she continued to wiggle atop his lap. “I think we’re done early.”

“Oh, no,” giggled Melody, her tits barely covered by her tight tank top and her nipples stiff and poking with no bra in the way. “We’re just getting started, Grandpappy. I want you to fuck me all day long.”

“Don’t know if I have any more spunk left in my nuts,” he chuckled as his flaccid cock finally slipped free of her pussy.

“Oh, I know you can make some more for me,” purred Melody, sliding off his lap and under the table. She grasped his soft prick and began licking up their mingled juices from his cock and balls. He groaned as her eager mouth began to suck him once more.

It turned out that Melody’s skill with blowjobs and her young and gorgeous body were all it took to keep Red going throughout the day. After breakfast they went out by the pool and Melody’s gorgeous ass and firm young tits in her bikini were enough to keep Red rock hard. After watching her take a few laps around the pool, he decided to join her and received an incredible underwater blowjob from her.

“Not sure how you hold your breath that long,” he gasped, holding onto the side of the pool as her warm mouth pleasured him under the water. “But I ain’t complain’. You’re a regular mermaid.”

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, hearing his words distorted by the water.

She kept sucking. Her lungs aching. Red’s cock throbbing. She was finally rewarded with hot spurts of his salty old spunk. She drained his prick in her mouth, swirling her tongue in his thick load. She surfaced, showed it to him, and then swallowed.

“Oh, you are naughty, baby,” he laughed, pulling her into his arms and planting a kiss on her lips. Their tongues twined and Red reached down to pull her bikini under her breasts. She pressed her bare tits and stiff nipples against the old man’s body, making out with him where the neighbors could plainly see. She didn’t care. A part of her wanted to get caught in the act. Maybe Rachel Davenport would get an eyeful. That prying bitch.

But Rachel and the other neighbors were not watching. Melody and Red got away with it. Melody suggested getting dressed and going to the mall in the afternoon. Maybe even going to a movie together.

Instead, they ended up in a steamy 69 on the floor of the living room. This turned into a hot missionary fuck on the stairs. Her legs wrapped around Red and the old man plowing her pussy with relentless strokes.

“Oohhhhhh, yessss!” cried Melody. “Fuck me, Grandpappy!”

“Tell me… tell me that pussy is mine,” he wheezed.

“It’s yours!” she cried, digging her heels into his back and pulling him deeper with each stroke. “Ohhhhhh, fuck yes, that’s incredible. My pussy belongs… belongs to you, Red! It belongs to my GrandpapAAAAAAIIIEEE!”

She threw back her head, cumming hard on his cock as he took her with powerful, almost youthful strokes. Her tightening cunt was too much for the old man and he let loose with yet another massive load deep into Melody’s slick cunt. She took it all until she felt it drooling down her ass crack and onto the stairs. She held red atop her, kissing him. Moaning with her lips against his.

“I love you, darlin’,” he moaned, his cock going soft inside her creamy depths.

“I love you too, Grandppapy,” she replied and kissed him again.

He was down for the count after that one, at least for a while. They went upstairs and Red lounged in Melody’s pink bed wearing nothing but a T-shirt and a pair of tighty whities. She danced around in her bra and panties, playing music for him and talking to him about her plans for the future. More and more, those plans involved Red, but she didn’t dare mention any of that to him.

“So Sandy State is totally where I’m going,” she said, wiggling her hips. “I’m thinking sports medicine or maybe psychology. But, like, maybe I’ll take a skip year. You know? Travel around.”

“Ride the rails?” suggested Red.

“Oooo, now there’s an idea,” she said. “I bet you don’t get too many nineteen-year-old blondes riding in boxcars these days.”

“None of ‘em like you at least,” chuckled Red. “You’re one of a kind, darlin’. Where do you think you’d go? Just see the sights?”

“Yeah, probably,” said Melody. “You know, get some good experiences. Travel to the big cities. The cool places. I’d like to see New Orleans. Or go back to Florida. I went there as a little girl, but I barely remember.”

“Sounds like you got it all figured out,” said Red, admiring her sexy body as she posed for him.

“Still working on the details,” admitted Melody. “Maybe it’s just a fantasy.”

“Those come true,” said Red, reaching out for her. She let him catch her with his lazy hand and draw her down into the bed. Into his arms. She rolled to face him, pressing her soft curves against his rangy body. Feeling his callused hand on her hip and savoring the slight tobacco and whisky smell that clung to him no matter how much he showered.

Her hand moved almost unconsciously to his underwear. She stroked him with her gentle fingers. She gave his cock a squeeze and felt it twitch in reply.

“What’re you doin’?” asked Red, looking into her mischievous eyes.

She rested her head innocently on his shoulder, batting her lashes at him as her hand felt the shape of his cock and made it stiffen in her grasp.

“I have something a little special for you,” she whispered to him, brushing her lips against his.

“After all we’ve done today?” chuckled Red, stroking her hip and glancing down as Melody pulled his undies under his prick.

“Oh, yessss, Grandpappy,” she moaned. “Something extra special. And extra naughty.”

She let go of his hard cock and looked into his eyes as she stuffed three fingers into her mouth and began sucking on them. He looked at her with bewildered interest as her sucking grew wetter and messier. Then, her eyes still locked on his, Melody reached back with her wet fingers and massaged them into the crack of her ass. She bit her lower lip as she worked three fingers past the clench of her asshole.

“Oh, darlin’, what… what are you up to?” groaned Red, watching breasts jiggle as she worked her fingers in and out of her ass.

“I think you know,” she murmured to him. “I want it right here. Right now. Put it in my ass, Grandpappy.”

“Are you sure, darlin’?” he asked.

“Mmmmmnnnn, yessss,” she whined, slipping her fingers back out of her spit-lubed pucker.

She turned over onto her other side and pressed her soft cheeks against Red’s cock. He rolled onto his side, reaching one arm around her to cradle and grope her soft breasts. His hardness rubbed between her cheeks. Melody moaned as she felt his tip at the tight ring of her asshole.

“Do itttttt,” she moaned, wiggling for his benefit.

“Alright, darlin’,” he rasped. “I’ll take it slow.”

He eased forward and Melody whimpered as she felt his fat cock sliding into her ass. She stretched around him as his hardness pushed deep into her back passage. He drew back and thrust in again. Holding her tits tightly. Kissing her shoulder and breathing heavily almost directly into her ear.

“Ohhhhh, you’re such a good girl,” he moaned, working his cock in and out with gentle thrusts. “You like Grandpappy’s cock in your ass?”

“Mmmnnnnnhmmmm,” moaned Melody, nodding her head. “It feels so… dirty.”

“Cuz of me,” growled Red, working a little faster. A little hotter. “I’m a dirty old man, baby. I’m your dirty old Grandpappy. You’re sweet… innocent… and my dick is in your ass.”

“Ohhhhh, not so innocent,” moaned Melody. “But plenty sweet.”

“Goddang, yes,” he groaned, the bed rocking and thumping against the wall with the force of his thrusts. “Ohhhh, Melody, I’m going to cum. I can’t… can’t stop.”

He squeezed her breast roughly in one hand and powered through to his climax. It was delightfully filthy being assfucked by the old bum. Melody realized she was going to cum just from his cock in her ass just as his dick began to pulse and throb. He pumped his load deep into her hole as his strokes slowed and his head leaned wearily against her shoulder.

“Ohhhhhh, Melody,” he moaned. “Grandpappy… Grandpappy loves you.”

“And I love him,” she moaned, squeezing his shrinking cock with her tight ring. She savored the feel of his warm cum filling her ass. It felt good to get dirty with Grandpappy.


10.5

Melody Plays It Risky

Melody waited for the door to close to the bathroom across the hall and for the shower to start. She dropped the towel from her luscious teenage body and padded over to her dresser. No point getting all the way dressed. She suspected Red would just peel her clothes back off when he was out of the shower. The thought made her blush a little and smile.

“Alright, let’s make it easy on him,” she murmured, picking a pair of sheer white panties and a loose tank top that hung against her large breasts and stiff nipples and left little to the imagination. She turned her attention to her bed, which was a mess. There were several dark spots of wetness soaked through the comforter and the sheets. Everything was twisted and the mattress cover had even come up in one corner.

She sighed, remembering how she’d made each of those dark spots with Red during their fuck fest. She pulled the bedding up and rolled it into an untidy ball. She went downstairs and stuffed it into the washing machine. She was just coming upstairs to collect her clothes and Red’s clothes for a second load when she realized it was quiet on the second floor. The shower was shut off. The bathroom door was open.

“Red?” she called, peeking into her bedroom. Empty. “Grandpappy?”

“In here!” The voice came from the bedroom at the back of the hall shared by Melody’s mom and stepdad. It was much bigger than her own, with a king-size bed and decorating that was clearly done by her mother. The windows were hung with heavy curtains and the room was dominated by the large, almost medieval bed frame with its big headboard.

Red, wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist, was sitting propped up with several pillows, a pair of Melody’s mother’s reading glasses perched on his nose and a steamy romance novel open in his hands. The Duke of Venus. It was a science fiction erotica romp and Melody’s mother was so embarrassed by the raunchy cover art she did not even take it out of the bedroom.

“Catching up on your reading?” giggled Melody.

“This dang thing is filthy,” said the old man, lowering the book and looking at Melody over the rims of the reading glasses.

“Filthier than what we’ve been doing?” teased Melody, climbing into the bed next to him.

His watery gaze slowly took in the sight of Melody’s curvy body as she stretched out beside him on the bed. Her breasts hanging free beneath the tank and her hips and panties and long, supple legs fully on display. She lay on her side, her head braced on one hand as she looked back at him.

“Well,” croaked Red, a smile spreading on his face, “You have been up to some real mischief.”

“You too, Grandpappy,” agreed Melody, her voice low and husky with desire.

He put the book aside and turned his full attention to Melody. He settled a weathered old hand on her hip and gave it a squeeze. She bit her lower lip and fluttered her lashes at him. Eager to be touched again. Eager to feel dirty again.

His hand traveled up her side. He let his thumb drag across one breast and catch against her stiffening nipple through the fabric of her tank. She moaned softly, pressing her soft mound into his grasp. But Red’s hand slid higher. To Melody’s shoulder. Callused fingers slipped through her golden hair and he caressed her cheek.

“This week has been so good for me, Melody,” croaked Red, admiring her nubile body as he stroked her cheek. “I feel like it has rolled back the clock by twenty years. Maybe more. Hell, you got my pecker workin’ like I was eighteen again.”

“Oh, do I, grandpappy?” she giggled and reached out to caress the bulge in the towel. Sure enough, he was hard as a pistol down there and ready to go off. “Well, you’ve got me hot and bothered all the time. I can’t think of anything but my grandpappy. How good he makes me feel. How much I like to make him feel good.”

She squeezed his cock through the towel and Red let out a chuckling groan.

“You’ve given me a new outlook on life,” rasped Red, bringing her closer to him. Her breasts squeezing against his chest. His face leaning down to hers. “It’s not just these old bones that are feelin’ younger. I’ve gone from just getting by to havin’ hope about the future.”

“Oh, Red, I want that for you. For my Grandpappy.” She leaned past his caressing hands and planted a kiss on Red’s lips. It lingered without intensifying. He drew back a little. His hazy eyes finally clear. His smile seeming young and self-assured.

“But we gotta be careful, darlin’,” said Red. “We been playin’ real dangerous. I don’t want to cause you any trouble. But here, I found these.”

He leaned back, grunting softly as he stretched his arm behind him and snagged the strip of plastic from the drawer. He pressed it into Melody’s hands and she blinked as she realized it was a strip of four condoms in their wrappers.

She held them up, looking at the little rings in their plastic wrappers. She couldn’t help but giggle a little bit.

“You know, you’re right,” she admitted. “It doesn’t feel as good… not having you skin-to-skin. But this is a really dangerous day for me and we should be smart. I’ll put one on you.”

Red offered no objections. He held his hands aside and smiled down at her as she untied his towel and let his stiff cock spring free. Melody caught it with one hand, winked at him, and leaned down to his cock. She ran her tongue around his tip, eliciting one of those chuckling groans from Red. She moaned as she slid his hard prick between her soft lips. The warmth of her mouth engulfed him and she began to bob her head a little as her fingers worked open one of the condom wrappers.

She sucked him until she had her first taste of his salty precum, then she popped her lips free and kissed her way back up his chest. Her fingers had freed one of the greasy condoms from its wrapper. She fitted the latex ring against his straining cockhead and, as she pressed a kiss to Red’s lips, she began to unroll the slender sheath over his cock.

“You know, my stepdad probably wears these same condoms when he’s fucking my mom,” giggled Melody.

“Mmmmm. Right here in this bed? That’s a dirty thought.” Red reached a hand around Melody and squeezed her plush bottom. “I like it. I bet your stepdad would blow a gasket if he walked in on you fuckin’ your grandpappy right here in his bed.”

He kissed her again, his tongue thrusting hungrily into Melody’s mouth as he rolled her onto her back. One hand slipping under her tank top to fondle the softness of her breast. His other hand yanking aside her panties as he climbed between her thighs. He never stopped kissing her as he moved atop her. His tongue thick and forceful as it claimed Melody’s mouth. She spread her legs wide for him. She grasped his condom-wrapped cock and helped guide it to the steamy folds of her cunt.

“Oh, I’d be in so much trouble,” she panted against Red’s lips. “Especially when he saw his condom on your big old man dick. Plunging… mmm… into my teenage pussy. Oh, Red… mmmmMMM!”

“You Grandpappy loves that sweet little cunny,” growled Red and he thrust through Melody’s fingers and into the hot channel of her cunt. The condom crinkled softly as Red’s hardness entered her. There were little ridges along the shaft and Melody cried out against Red’s lips as she tightened around him.

“Ooooh, it’s so slippery,” cried Melody as Red began to pound his hardness in and out of her tight pussy. His hairy balls beat against the soft divot of her asshole as he fed every throbbing inch in and out of her soaking cunt. Her juices squeezed out around his latex-wrapped hardness.

Red growled. He was smiling but had an intense look in his eyes. He grabbed hold of Melody’s hands and pinned them above her head. His cock sawed in and out of her even faster. Her soft breasts swayed and shook with the force of his thrusts. Her cunt fluttered around his condom-wrapped dick.

“Ohhh, Grandpappy,” she moaned. “You’re like a beast!”

“Grrrrr,” he teased, leaning over her and kissing her neck. Her ear. His breath hot and his tongue wild as it tasted her. His cock pounded into her with the vigor of a much younger man. She wrapped her legs around him, drawing him deeper as he kept her hands pinned down.

“My life would be over if my parents walked in right now,” gasped Melody. “Saw you pounding me right her on their bed.”

“Yeah, you like thinkin’ about that?” teased Red, nibbling at her ear. He lifted his head and looked down at her as he kept pounding into her pussy. “You like thinkin’ about how your stepdaddy might take it to see you gettin’ off on ol’ Grandpappy’s pecker?”

“Yesssss!” cried Melody.

“Think about if he caught us… right after,” wheezed Red, slamming into her with intense lust. “Think about if he saw you dripping with my sperm.”

“But the condom,” gasped Melody. “The danger.”

“Oh, baby, to hell with that,” laughed Red, reaching down and grabbing his cock as he pulled it from her pussy. “I want to feel you on me. I want to give you what I’ve been wantin’.”

“But today I’m at my most fertile,” gasped Melody, looking down at Red’s condom-wrapped cock all slick with her juices. She wanted it back inside her so badly that she tried to reach for it, but he kept her hands pinned down.

“That’s why I shouldn’t be wearin’ this,” said Red. “You’re my girl, Melody. My sweet girl. I want more than just fuckin’. I want… I want that pussy to be mine.”

“You mean… you want to…?”

“Yeah,” said Red, grinning like a madman. “You tell me I can and I’m takin’ this thing off and—”

“You can,” gasped Melody, raising her hips and offering her pussy to him. “Take it off. Put your cock back inside me. I want… I want to feel it, Red. I want to feel al that hot sperm shooting into my fertile teenage pussy.”

“You going to take ol’ Grandpappy’s load like a good girl?” he asked, starting to unroll the condom from his red pecker.

Melody felt a spasm of pleasure at his raunchy words. She couldn’t speak. She smiled and nodded at him, her legs spread wide and her gaze fixed on his cock as he snapped the condom free and tossed it aside.

“Oh, darlin’, your Grandpappy loves you,” he said and thrust his red prick deep into her slick folds. The heat of that first thrust sent Melody plunging into ecstasy. She wailed and wrapped her legs around him again, ankles crossed behind his back as Red pounded her pussy with his rejuvenated vigor.

“Love… love you too… Grandpappy,” she gasped, breaking into a smile as he kissed her. As their tongues met and she moaned with her intense orgasm straight into his mouth. He pounded her through her orgasm and left her quivering and moaning. His strokes slowed but grew more intense. Deeper.

“I’m close, baby,” he whispered against her lips. “I’m going to cum deep. I’m going to cum deep in that pussy, darlin’.”

“Yessss,” hissed Melody, her hands finally freed to cradle his head. Her heels drawing him deeper. She could feel his tight balls against her asshole. His cock so thick and pulsating inside her with each stroke. “Oh, Red. I’m totally unprotected.”

“Tell me… tell me you want to risk it,” he said, looking down into her eyes. She leaned up and kissed him. Her tongue darted into his mouth and out again.

“Not just risk it,” she gasped. “I want it to make me… make me pregnant. I want your baby, Red. Ohhhhh fuck. Red. I’m close again. Knock me up, Grandpappy. Breed… breed my teenage pussy!”

His thrusts intensified. His body slapped against hers. She couldn’t even keep her legs locked around him. Her feet were in the air as Red plowed her slick, fertile pussy. His face contorted with pleasure.

“Last chance,” he gasped. “Last chance… baby… I’ll pull it out if you tell me. If you don’t… don’t want to risk it. I’m going to cum. Going to… shot all this sperm inside you. I could still… still pull it out.”

She kissed him again. Pressed her face to his. Felt his scruff and breathed the scent of his aftershave.

“Never pull out,” she moaned. “Cum inside me. Give me every drop.”

“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, darlin’! AHHHHH!” He bellowed like he never had before. Red-faced and roaring as he hilted his cock inside Melody and let loose the hot rush of his cum. She cried out, feeling that first spurt deep inside her. She squeezed him with her inner muscles, her silky walls clutching at him and milking his cock. Spurt after spurt of elderly spunk, still potent despite his advanced age, flooding into her fertile teenage cunt. Drenching her cervix and feeding her womb with his massive payload of sperm.

The dirty feel of her Grandpappy’s cum all thick and warm and slippery inside her pushed Melody back over the edge. She wailed in ecstasy, taking him and cumming long after he had finished. Her pussy wringing every drop from his cock.

He lay atop her, his weight caught in her arms and legs as he fought to catch his breath. She held him tightly, squeezing him with intentional contractions of her inner muscles. Stroking him as his cock grew soft and slipped free of her creamy cunt.

“You did it, Grandpappy,” she whispered in his ear.

“You’re my woman now, baby,” he said, turning to her, still wheezing as he kissed her repeatedly. “You’re my woman.”

His cock finally slipped free of her pussy and he rolled beside her on the bed. Melody cuddled up to her Grandpappy, one leg thrown across his lap, feeling the squishy sensation of his cum oozing out of her freshly fucked folds. Despite the magnitude of what had just happened, she had never felt happier. She had never been more sure she had done the right thing. She pressed her soft tits against him as he cradled her ass with one callused hand.

“I love you, Grandpappy,” she whispered in his ear.

He turned to her, smiled, and took her lips with another kiss. Tired and still breathless on his part. Their mouths opening to each other. Their tongues worked slowly. He thigh brushing against his wet cock as she pressed against him.

As she craved more. To surrender to him. To embrace him. To be his, for as long as they both should live.


10.6

The Bum Deal

He was still inside her when she woke up in his arms. She had never felt something like that before. Slightly uncomfortable, dirty, but also incredibly intimate and sweet. She moved slowly and Red stirred with a soft groan. Melody’s bottom pressed against his hips. His arm tightened across her breasts, and he nuzzled his cleanshaven face against her neck.

“Mmmmmmm,” he moaned, his breath hot and his cock shifting inside her sticky cunt. His voice hoarse as he said, “Darlin’?”

“Grandpappy?” she gasped, moving her hips just a little and feeling his cock drag against her clit.

They were still in her parents’ bed. The sheets a mess from a long night of intense fucking. Melody’s skin stiff with dried sweat. The dirtiness of it and the lingering musk of sex clung to them and to the bed.

“Yeah, baby, I’m still here,” he said, playing with her soft breasts. Gently toying with her soft nipples until they stiffened against his callused fingers. “Mmmmm. It’s nice to wake up like this. It’s… warm.”

He gave her a little push, pressing his hips against her ass and making his half-hard cock move inside her. She gasped at the sensation.

“My… my parents are coming back tomorrow, Red,” she said. “I think… I think we’d better get the house cleaned up.”

“Of course, darlin’,” he said, kissing her shoulder. Her neck. Nibbling at her ear. Moving his hips. Again. Again. His cock stiffening inside her and beginning to stir the cum that had been in her pussy all night. Filthy and churning against his hardening cock. “I’ll help you clean up everything. I can’t… mmmm… can’t wait to meet your folks.”

“Red,” She gasped, reaching a hand back to his hip and trying to slow him. “You should… you should stop. We should… ohhhh…”

Red’s hand tightened over Melody’s left breast. His hips began to move faster. His cock hard inside her and stirring the remains of last night’s pleasures into a frothy mess. She could smell it. The filthy musk of it. The sensation of it moving inside her made her feel so dirty and yet that was part of the fun of it. Her dirty old man. Her Grandpappy. Fucking her first thing in the morning. Her fertile nineteen year old pussy still loaded up with his cum.

“Oh, darling, you’re so wet,” he said, kissing her neck. “So tight on my pecker. I want to cum inside you again. I’m going to do it. And I ain’t never pulling out of you ever again.”

“Yessss,” she gasped, riding back against his cock. Writhing in his arms as her pleasure built alongside him. Her pussy tightening until she could feel every ridge and vein on his slippery cock. He felt so big. So virile.

Because they were both on their sides and pressed so closely together, his strokes were deep, intense, and could only go so fast. Melody’s rolling hips helped to move him inside her. She squeezed tighter and leaned her head back against his shoulder. Red’s hand on her breast held her against him. Pinning her back to his chest as he leaned over her shoulder and planted a kiss on her lips.

Their tongues reached out to meet one another. The hot, slippery, morning meld of their bodies matched by their sloppy kiss. Lips barely touching, but tongues slipping and sliding together. His cock inside her like a greased piston. Her back arched and body pressed back against him.

“Oh, Red,” she moaned. “I’m going to… going to cum all over your cock.”

“Yeah? Lemme feel it, darling. Squeeze your Grandpappy’s dick good. Ooooohhh. Mmmmmm!” His lips pressed tightly to hers as she began to cum. Rocking back against him. Her pussy rippling around him. She never wanted it to stop as wave after wave of pure pleasure banished any lingering doubts or fears.

Red gasped against her lips, a wheeze rattling his chest as he thrust deep and let loose with a fresh, pumping load of his Grandpappy goo. She could feel his cock pulsating inside her. Feel the slippery wetness of his cream drenching her womb.

Maybe this is it, she thought, a thrill running through her body. Maybe all that fucking last night didn’t make me pregnant, but this is finally what does it.

The thought sent a fresh ripple through her cunt and her inner walls milked him. Her womb seemed to drink him. She pictured his wriggling sperm meeting her egg and wished more than anything that he was knocking her up then and there.

Afterwards, in his arms, in the shower, he held her tightly.

“Oh, Red, I love you, but I’m scared,” she said, pressing her soapy breasts to his chest. “What will my parents say? What will happen if I’m pregnant?”

“We’ll figure it all out,” said Red. “Because all that matters is you love me and I love you.”

She leaned up on her tiptoes, her soft, soapy body sliding against him as she pressed a kiss to his lips.

“I want to go somewhere special tonight,” said Red. “I got something I want to give you. A gift.”

“Wherever you want,” gasped Melody. “Whatever you want to do. But you don’t need to give me any gifts. You’re my Grandpappy and I know you love me.”

“No, I have to give you this one,” said Red. “It means a lot to me.”

Their libidos had cooled enough after their morning fuck to keep things from getting too hot and heavy in their shared shower. After lathering up and cleaning off, Melody left Red to borrow some more clothes from her stepdad and changed into a pair of pink panties and a loose tank. It was the sort of thing she might wear if she were home alone. She liked the way Red looked at her when she was so scantily dressed.

She made him breakfast and cleaned up her parents’ bedroom. While the bedclothes were turning in the laundry, Melody did some more cleaning of the downstairs. Picking up some trash and even vacuuming the living room. Red watched her everywhere she went as she bounced around without a bra and had to pluck the occasional wedgie out from between her luscious cheeks.

“I can help, you know,” Red said, watching her from the kitchen island.

“Oh, no,” said Melody with a shake of her head. “I know your idea of help. It involves me bent over on all fours and my panties pulled to the side.”

“Really?” Red stroked his chin. “I hadn’t thought of that, but now that I’m picturing it, hmmm… yeah. That would be pretty good.”

Melody rolled her eyes melodramatically and pretended to ignore Red as she went back to cleaning. She was on her knees on the back of the couch, bent over it to reach the bookcases, dusting and wiggling her hips. She knew doing almost exactly this had enticed him before. The more she cleaned, the more she wiggled, and the more she wiggled, the more she wanted Red’s cock.

She heard him get up and continued to pretend to ignore him as he walked up behind her. He watched her wiggle without saying a word. The next time she got a wedgie, her teen cheeks devouring the back of her pink panties, it was Red’s finger that hooked into the side of her underwear and pulled her panties out from between her cheeks.

“Hey!” cried Melody, pretending to just notice Red bending over behind her.

“Just helpin’ out, darlin’,” he chuckled.

“Do some helping that keeps your hands to yourself,” pouted Melody, folding her arms across her chest. Red laughed harder and scooped her up, kissing her on the lips and then the neck when she kept pouting and turned her head away from him.

“Let’s get dressed,” he said. “I want to go out. I want to take you on a date.”

“Oooh, a date?” she teased him with another kiss.

“Let’s make this last day count.”

“Alright,” agreed Melody. “But I’m wearing something special for my Grandpappy.”

“Me too,” said Red. “Something special out of your stepdaddy’s closet. Something rugged. Outdoorsy.”

“Ooooh, I like my man outdoorsy,” giggled Melody, pressing a soft kiss to Red’s lips. It lingered. It grew hotter. She could feel his hands moving down her body and playfully squeezing her ass. Their tongues worked together in a slow, adoring swirl.

“Mmmmm.” Red managed to break the kiss and step back from Melody’s lovely young body, so scantily covered by her t-shirt and panties. “We’ll spend all day gettin’ dirty if we don’t get movin’.”

“Awwww,” she pouted and playfully squeezed his cock through his pants. “Alright. We can get moving.”

Red and Melody reluctantly went their separate ways in the house and found things to wear on their date. Melody picked out a pair of the tightest little khaki shorts and a tight, braless t-shirt with socks and hiking boots. She pulled her hair back in a ponytail and admired herself in the mirror.

“I’ll call this look… ‘slutty Tomb Raider’,” she said, admiring her ass in the tiny shorts before turning back around and watching her tits jiggle with the motion.

Red was waiting for her downstairs. He’d picked out a pair of her stepdad’s jeans that fit him nicely and a red flannel shirt that made him look like an old lumberjack. He’d put something in his hair and mussed it up too. Like a gelled look.

“Oh, look at my hunky Grandpappy,” giggled Melody. She pressed against him and kissed him. He smelled like her stepdad’s aftershave. His cheek tasted faintly of it.

“My beautiful girl,” replied Red, stroking her hips and kissing her on the lips. “Makin’ my pecker as stiff as steel, darlin’.”

“Want me to do something about it?” she asked, reaching down to give him a squeeze.

“Mmmmm,” he said, shuddering. “’Course I do. But like I said, we gotta go or we ain’t never gonna have that date.”

He took Melody’s hand, picked up a paper bag from the counter that crinkled under his arm, and led her out the door into the warm, summery afternoon. Melody smiled and squeezed his hand tightly in reply. She looked over at him. Feeling love, yes, but also a gnawing sense of worry. What would the future hold for her with Red? How could a relationship with a man this much older than her – a homeless man, no less – survive?

She told herself there would be time to worry about that sort of thing in the future. To figure it out one step at a time. Starting with whether or not he had managed to get her pregnant. The thought was both terrifying and thrilling.

And arousing. She gave his big, callused hand another squeeze and when he glanced over and smiled at her she suddenly wanted to be back at the house. In his arms. In the bed.

“So where are we going?” she asked, the pattern of shade from the suburban trees painting their faces as they passed beneath one after another.

“You’ll see,” said Red. “It’s special for us.”

It wasn’t long before she figured it out. The park. And more specifically the spot in the park where they had hidden from the park cops on that first day. A spot concealed from the picnicking families and softballs games and runners by dense bushes. She crawled in behind Red to the secret, shaded spot in the park.

There were sordid remnants of their last visit there. A crumpled cup from MacDonald’s. A crinkled napkin Melody had used to wipe up afterward. She even saw the stick that had uncomfortably poked her in the butt when she had tried to sit down. She moved it this time before squeezing in beside Red.

“It’s tight in here,” she said, pressing against him and caressing his with one hand.

“Yeah, I like it tight,” he said with a wink. “And blonde.”

“Oh, lucky me, Grandpappy, I have just what you’re looking for, you old romantic.” She tried to kiss him, but he leaned his head back. She pouted.

“I’ll give ya plenty of kisses, darlin’, but first I want to give you somethin’ special.” He unrolled the top of the paper bag and took out a bottle of cheap hooch. “Not the whisky. That’s for celebratin’. I got you this.”

Melody’s heart was suddenly in her throat as Red pulled a scuffed ring box out of the paper bag. He held the little blue box out to her, and Melody snapped it open. The ring inside was beautiful. A gold band and a huge diamond flanked by two smaller diamonds. They caught the sunlight through the bushes and sparkled.

“Red… where did you get this?”

“It was my wife’s before she passed,” said Red. “I loved her so much, Melody. She been gone near on twenty years now and I hung onto that. Coulda pawned it for a lot of cash, but somethin’ told me to hang onto it. Until I found somebody I loved as much as her.”

“Red… I…” Melody’s heart was pounding in her chest.

“I ain’t got many years left, so it ain’t right to ask a girl as young and pretty as you to marry an old man like me,” said Red, his rough hand on Melody’s. “I’m just asking you to accept this ring as, you know, a symbol of how I feel about ya and… you know… aww heck, darlin’, I ain’t good at this. I don’t know how to put it.”

“I do,” said Melody. “Yes.”

She put the ring on her finger and held it up. It was thrilling. So wrong and yet so right for her in so many ways. She looked over at Red and found him smiling and staring at her with tears in his eyes.

“Goddang, darlin’,” he said, “you just keep on makin’ me the happiest man in the whole world. I don’t—MMMMPPHHH!”

She threw her arms around Red and kissed him passionately. It was the hottest, most heartfelt kiss of her life. A kiss of pure love and raw lust swirling together, melting into an intense, deep tongue kiss. She pressed him back into the bushes, both of them laughing as sticks broke and leaves shook.

Then she was reaching for those blue jeans. Still kissing him as she got them unzipped and filled her hand with Red’s stiff old cock. Stroking him deftly as her tongue worked against his and her soft tits pressed to his chest.

“Ohhhhh… mmmm… darlin’,” he moaned as she stroked his stiff cock. “What are you… ohhhhh… ohhhh goddang…”

He laughed as Melody climbed atop him, her round ass in his face and her mouth descending onto his cock. She moaned around him, savoring the freshness of his cock as her lips glided up and down his length. Red got the message of her khaki-clad ass in his face. He squeezed and spanked it before working his fingers into the gusset of those tight shorts and drawing them aside.

“Ooommmmmmmphhh,” she moaned, pushing her slick pussy back towards him. She felt his hot tongue roaming over her folds. Thrusting into her slick channel. Tasting her sweet arousal as he resumed eagerly bobbing on his cock.

Their impromptu 69 in the bushes built towards an explosive crescendo. Melody would have happily gulped her Grandpappy’s load, but the old man decided he wanted something a little more.

“Roll over,” he gasped, urging her with his hands on her hip. “I want to… want to feel it.”

“Yeah,” agreed Melody. “I want it, Grandpappy.”

She rolled off him, peeling off her shorts and panties as she went. Awkwardly pulling them off over her boots as she rolled onto her back. He moved atop her, his hard, wet cock teasing against her folds. His hands bracing him on either side of her head as he looked down at her.

“I love you, Melody,” he said, gazing down into her eyes.

She steadied him with her hands on his hips, her thighs spread wide and her hot cunt hungry for his cock. The romantic moment was sealed as she pulled him downward with both hands on her hips and his cock found the soft, yielding furrow of her pussy.

“I love you too, Grandpappy,” she gasped, feeling his hard cock sink its full length into her tight, clutching cunt.

She wrapped her legs around him as he thrust deep and took her with intense, plunging strokes. He slipped one hand under her shirt, engulfing her soft breast as the other bounced and swayed with each thrust of his cock.

“Ohhhh, Red, it feels… feels just right,” she gasped, taking every inch of him and feeling his droopy old balls spanking against her ass. She wrapped her legs tighter. Pulled him even deeper. Until his cock was beating gently against her cervix with each stroke.

“Darlin’, I want this to last forever,” he panted hotly against her neck, “but you did so good… with those pretty lips of yours and…”

“Your tongue… was pretty good too,” she laughed. “I’m almost there, Red. Cum with me, okay? Cum inside me.”

“Y-yes,” he wheezed, thrusting faster, looking down into her eyes as their love burned in the secret spot in the bushes. Their pleasure surging together. His cock reaching deep inside her as he let out a ragged moan.

Her slick walls tightened around him. Her own pleasure gripping her body. Her arms and legs around him. Her lips meeting his in a wordless cry that vibrated between them and became a wet tangle of tongues.

She felt his cock throbbing. His whole body tensed atop her as the warmth of his cum spurted into her fluttering depths. Her ecstasy gripping him rhythmically. His cum pouring out again and again until it was overflowing down the crack of her ass.

“Red… we’ll make it work,” she panted beneath him, squeezing his cock with warm aftershocks. “I will love you… for as long as we can be together.”

“Oh, darlin’,” he sighed, kissing her wearily. “Until I can’t go no more.”

He never even pulled his cock out of her creamy cunt. They embraced tightly, kissed, and after a few minutes, began to move once again. Chasing a secret pleasure that most everyone would have frowned upon, but which fulfilled them both in ways they could not describe to the world outside their love.


Book Eleven: The Dark Queen of the Seas
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Every Port in a Storm

By Amanda Clover


11.1

The Mutiny on the Booty

Though her sails were tattered, and her deck was holed from another fierce battle, the Dark Queen endured. Battered but seaworthy. For the first time in several days, the seas were calm, and the skies were clear. Almost too calm and too clear. As if the Bounded Sea had been consumed by a vast tempest and Queen had made her way into its treacherous eye. An illusion of safety that could be broken at any moment.

Knuckles hammered heavily on the door to the captain’s cabin and Captain Iluxa Demyr sat up sharply in her chair.

“What?” she rasped, tension fraying that single word. Sweat dewed her pale blue forehead as her gaze flicked to the barred door.

“Crew’s assembled, miss,” announced her first mate, Charles Coggins. “Been waitin’ too long. Much longer and they’ll batter down your door.”

“They,” she said bitterly. Coggins spoke as if he weren’t part of the mutiny. They all wanted a piece of her, whether it was to stretch out her neck or bury their pricks in her cunny. She said, loud enough to be heard, “You can wait a minute more. I’ll be out.”

“Best be,” said Coggins, his tone polite even though it was meant as a threat.

She bit back a snarl of anger and knocked the charts, maps, and books from her desk. She stood from her chair and turned to face the mirror.

Iluxa was a hard woman, exceptionally beautiful for a dark elf and attractive by most any standard. A shapely body beneath her tight trousers and low-cut blouse. Her pale blue skin darkened a shade at her lips and in the freckles across her cheeks.

Her eyes were large, sharply angled in the manner of all elves, with red irises that allowed her to see well in the darkness. A useful ability when navigating at night. But those red eyes betrayed a haunted quality. She was exhausted and at the end of her rope.

She ran her fingers through her long white hair and drew it back into a ponytail. She tied her hair behind her head with a length of ribbon held in her clicking mechanical hand and lower arm. She’d lost that hand the very day she had become a true pirate captain. When she made the Dark Queen her own, fired its cannons to take the trophy ship as its captain, and she’d received a parting shot from her old master. A cannonball from Red Thomas that had taken off her left arm at the elbow.

She’d bought the arm from a trader at a jungle port in the south. Clockwork genius from the glory of the hidden cities of Iden. It buzzed and clacked and sometimes needed a little oil, but it worked as well as her own arm. And it was stronger. A symbol of her resilience and determination.

As the captain of the Dark Queen, she was responsible for leading a crew that had grown tired of her obsession with that damned ghost ship. Vainglory. A treasure ship from Anglesey wandering the waters of the Bounded Sea. Shimmering in the distance. Always just out of reach. Sometimes drifting aimlessly, but other times, glimpsed through mists, lit from within and with full sails. A fortune, waiting to be had, if only Iluxa could have it.

The hammering came again.

“Last warning,” said Coggins. “Afraid they’ll bash it in shortly if you don’t open up.”

She could hear the lot of them clamoring for her blood on the other side of the door.

“I’m coming! Calm your cunts!” she shouted. She belted her cutlass onto her hip and then thought better of it and slid the sword and scabbard into a smuggler’s cavity beneath her desk. It clicked shut just as her crew began to hammer on the door. She pulled her heavy captain’s coat on and set her battered cap rakishly on her head.

Just as the door began to shake and the hinges flexed inward, she unbarred it, unlocked it, and stepped back. Several sweaty men tumbled into the cabin at her feet.

“Mind the first step,” she said.

Her bosun was at the front of the party. Flint Harrick, neckless and bald. A slab of a man, he had enormously muscular arms and legs and shoulders framing a taut barrel of a belly. His skin was bronzed and sweaty. His face pug ugly. He grinned at her as he pulled himself to his feet.

“Cap’n,” he said. “Gonna have to grab you now.”

“Do as you must,” said Iluxa.

Her bosun grabbed hold of her arms and lifted her off her feet. He marched her out of her cabin and to the cheers of the crow. She could see the wild lust and hatred in their eyes. The fools. How could they not see the fortune so close to being won. But this mob was beyond reason. She only smiled at them as Flint carried her onto the foredeck, into the clear blue surrounded by a placid see. He turned her around and set her down on her feet to face the crew crowded onto the lower deck.

Her first mate appeared at her other side. Charles Coggins was a handsome fellow with sandy blond hair and brown eyes. Leaner than Flint. A bit older than the bosun and better educated. He could hold a conversation with Iluxa at least. Play a game of cards.

“Sorry, captain,” said Charles. “There was no discouraging this course of action.”

“I’m sure you tried very hard,” said Iluxa, sparing Charles a doubtful glance.

“Strip her bare!” shouted someone.

“Get her tits out!” laughed another.

“Lash her to the mizzenmast and we’ll take turns!” said another and this was met with cheers.

Iluxa looked out and saw rabid excitement and yellow-toothed grins from her once trusted crew of rogues and cutthroats. She sought a friendly face among the crowd. Even Goro, the ship’s cook, looked away from her when she faced him.

Her gaze finally settled lower as a floppy-eared goblin poked his head out from among the crew. His brow was furrowed with worry, and he looked her sadly in the eye. Winkle. Her pet turned cabin boy turned personal pleasure toy. The goblin might be in grave danger if her crew managed to kill her, so his worry might be fear for his own neck. But Iluxa liked to think he was genuinely worried for her.

Well, either way, it was time to make the only play she had left.

Iluxa held up one hand and quieted the shouts to angry murmurs.

“I would speak before you do something you will regret!”

She was answered with a chorus of “No!” and “You’ve jabbered enough!” and “Go to hell, bitch!” and the creative “No, bitch, go to hell!”

“Let her speak,” barked Flint. He brandished his club and fear of being brained by that shut them up. Iluxa stepped closer to the edge.

“I have known this was coming and I do not blame you for it. This has been a long and arduous quest for—”

“For nothin’! We’ve no riches to show for it!” shouted a man from one of the gun crews.

“Five men dead! Half us got scurvy!” shouted another.

“Quiet, the both of you, or I’ll come down there and bash your skulls,” warned Flint.

“You are right. Both of you are right. Terrible luck has befallen us, and I cannot help but think myself responsible. It would be only fair if I stepped down as captain.” She took her cap from her head and saw that the crew was genuinely shocked. Few captains ever surrendered to a mutiny. The poor fools were buying it. “Just drop me in the nearest port and we can go our separate ways.”

Charles and Flint looked at her as if trying to comprehend her capitulation. Charles took her pirate’s hat. Flint grasped her biceps.

“It’s going to take more than that to convince us and the rest of ‘em to spare your hide,” said Flint with a gold-toothed grin.

“Then unhand me, Flint, and I’ll prove myself to you in a very particular way.” He let go of her again and she stepped back and reached into the pocket of her captain’s coat. Some crew ducked their heads thinking she held a secret pistol. Others leaned in with anticipation of what she might produce from her pocket.

Iluxa felt the small vial beneath her fingers. She took it from her pocket and held it aloft so that everyone could see the swirling pink fluid within the glass.

“Estrea,” she said. “For those who do not know, this elixir is priceless and powerful. It will bring me to a state of heightened arousal and it will make me fertile. Do you understand that?”

“Ya mean, like knockin’ you up?” asked one rather dim crewman.

“Yes, exactly,” said Iluxa. “One among you will have the chance to impregnate me. Then I’ll be a breeder for the lot of you and so horny that I won’t be able to refuse you anything. Sounds nice enough, doesn’t it?”

She shrugged out of her coat as some of them began to agree with her. Even Flint looked ready to take her offer. Only Charles seemed to doubt her. But as she peeled out of her blouse, such doubts were lost to wild cheers as she bared her large, soft, pale blue breasts to her crew. Her darker nipples stiff and erect. Her cleavage was marked with freckles that matched those on her cheeks.

“It’s five days to the nearest port,” she said, easing her trousers down and revealing her slender waist and the luscious curve of her hips. “Plenty of time for you to… punish me for being such a naughty captain.”

She slid her pants lower and bared the trimmed white of her pubic hair and the darker blue of her cuntlips. Her powerful thighs. Her long, well-toned legs.

The crew stared in awe. Some of them with mouths agape. They’d lusted after her for weeks at sea. A lucky few had shared her bed, though mostly it had been little Winkle and his incredible goblin cock. So small and yet so perfectly shaped for pleasuring a woman.

Iluxa turned slowly, showing off the swing of her hips and the plush peach of her bottom. The supple blue skin of her body marked here and there with tan lines where her clothing protected her from the sun.

Her lusty movements finally broke the paralyzing spell of her naked beauty. The crew surged closer, and Flint had to swing his bludgeon and snarl threats at them.

“Back! Back you dogs! You’ll have a turn! We’ll all have a turn!” Flint grabbed Iluxa and pulled her against him.

“Enough!” Charles Coggins drew his pistol and fired it into the air, which finally sent the crew back down the stairs. “I shall take my turn first! Then you lads will draw lots to decide who is next.”

“I’m not waiting,” growled Flint, sliding a hand down to Iluxa’s backside and giving it a squeeze.

“Then we share her,” said Charles.

“Right ‘ere?” wondered Flint.

“You’re not shy, are you?” teased Iluxa.

They weren’t shy at all. Flint and Charles crowded to either side of her and their hands were everywhere, caressing and fondling and squeezing her naked body. She could feel their bulging trousers press against her. She reached one hand down to Flint’s bulge as her bosun smothered her lips in a kiss. She groped behind her for Charles’ bulge as the taller man kissed between her shoulders and the back of her neck.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned into Flint’s brandy-flavored kiss. “What you need is a good sucking to warm you both up.”

“Aye, that’d do nicely,” grinned Flint.

“It would be fine to see you on your knees, cap’n,” agreed Charles.

The crew cheered Iluxa on as she went down to a crouch between the two men. They untied their trousers and got out their cocks. Charles had a prick that was no more or less than average in size but was completely shorn of hair and with a delicate feel beneath her fingers. It twitched as she stroked back the foreskin and leaned her mouth to cradle and suck at him. While she gently nursed on Charles’ cock, her hand found Flint’s. She popped her lips free of Charles to get a good look at the fat cock in her other hand. Thick and long and slightly curved upwards. She tongued it and made her beefy bosun groan with pleasure.

“Thaaat’s a good cap’n,” rasped Flint. “Get your tongue all over it. Yeaaahh. That’s right. Kiss me bollocks. Mmmmm. Just like that. Give us a wank while you suck them.”

She did exactly as he commanded, slurping on his sweaty bollocks as her hand worked on his thick shaft. While she lavished attention on her bosun, her first mate thrust through the fingers of her other hand. She could feel his growing lust and turned back to him after sucking Flint’s stones. She looked up at Charles, winked, and slid his slender cock deep into her mouth. His slimy tip tickled the back of her throat and nearly made her gag. She bobbed and slurped on his cock while she pumped her hand up and down Flint’s fat cock.

“Cap’n, we need more than a suck,” said Flint, reaching down to squeeze Iluxa’s right breast. She winced as he gave her nipple a hard pinch.

“Mmmm?” She slid her lips free of Charles’ cock. “You want to be the first, Flint?”

“Aye,” he said with a gapped grin. “I’ve got sons in every port! I’ll be the one to knock ye up for certain!”

The crew laughed. A few jeered jealously.

Flint sprawled on the sun-warmed deck, his cock jutting in the air as Iluxa squatted over him and took hold of his root. She held him tightly and lowered her slick seam onto his spit-shined hardness, letting out a soft moan as her folds enveloped him.

“Ooooohh, bosun,” she moaned. “There’s another mast on the deck this morning.”

“Aye, a fine one,” he said, grabbing and spreading her ass for all to see the dusky blue knot between her cheeks. “Charles, have a sample of that one. Finer hindquarters you’ll never see.”

“Agreed, sir,” said Charles with a smile. He spit into his hand and smeared the saliva into Iluxa’s crack. A moment later, she felt the head of his cock bulling against the tight divot of her asshole. She tried to relax and let it happen. Easier said than done with Flint bucking beneath her and ramming his fat cock into her cunt. She groaned and bit her lip as Charles finally found the right angle and drove his slender prick as deep as he could into her ass.

It was a show for the ages. The comely dark elf captain being fucked by her two supposedly trusted officers in front of the whole crew. Flint grabbing her hips and spanking her ass while Charles moved like a serpent against her back, groping her tits with both hands as he pounded his prick in and out of her ass.

Iluxa was not ashamed that being plundered by the two pirates at once drove her over the edge. She wailed with ecstasy and made sure everyone on the ship knew how much she liked to be fucked. So long as she was enjoying herself, she was in control of the situation.

It wasn’t long before her fluttering orgasm drove both men to their own ecstasy. Flint let out a hearty bellow and pulled her down heavily onto his cock while Charles drilled her stretched back passage with a sudden frantic series of thrusts. Both men cried out and she felt their hot cum pumping into her pussy and ass in almost perfect unison.

The crew cheered. Some leaning close to watch and others wanking themselves so furiously they began to spill their seed on the deck in that climactic moment.

Iluxa sighed and gave Flint a shuddering kiss before lifting her hips. His cock slid from her creamy cunt with a wet flop against his belly. Charles grunted and unsheathed his cock from Iluxa’s ass and the crew cheered again as spunk dripped from her fresh-fucked hole.

“Well then,” she giggled, on hands and knees as she looked down at her crew. “The die has been cast. Who among you is next?”

The crew surged towards her, clamoring for a turn and Iluxa smiled, her slender neck intact and her insatiable dark elf body aching for more. Every man thought he might knock her up, but Iluxa alone knew the truth: that she had trained an immunity to estrea. She was no more fertile than usual and dark elves only reproduced once every century or so.


11.2

Stranded On a Desert Island

Captain Iluxa Demyr was a captain no more. She stood on the sandy beach of an unnamed island, her clothes tossed haphazardly nearby, the sun blazing down on her naked, pale blue body. She shielded her eyes with one hand and watched the Dark Queen disappearing over the horizon. Her mutinous former crew had taken her ship and her dreams of finding the ghost ship Vainglory along with it.

Oh, but she had tried to convince them otherwise. She had fucked and sucked the entire lot of them for the better part of two days. An exhausting, if intermittently delightful, attempt to regain their favor that had left her sore and sloshing with spunk. Her efforts had failed, but at least her crew had almost held up their end of the deal to drop her at a port. They had left her with her life on a forgotten speck of an island in the middle of the Bounded Sea.

“Found coconuts!” squeaked a voice nearby.

They hadn’t left her entirely alone on the island. Winkle, her trusty goblin cabin boy had come with her. Winkle was part pet, part ship’s mascot, part faithful crewman, and part Iluxa’s personal stress reliever. The scrawny goblin had leaped into her arms when the mutineers had rowed her ashore. He had insisted on staying with her on the island. No doubt the little green runt had suspected his grim fate if he had remained aboard the Dark Queen without his protector.

He padded over to Iluxa on the beach carrying an armful of small, green coconuts. He dropped them at her feet and smiled hopefully at his mistress. His long ears flopped to the sides as he looked up at her expectantly.

“At least we won’t starve,” sighed Iluxa, picking up one of the coconuts. She shook it and held it to her ear listening to the slosh of its milk. “Or die of thirst.”

Iluxa tossed the coconut back onto the beach and plopped down on her bottom. The warm blue water lapped at her toes. The white sand was cool despite the blazing sun. Winkle sat down beside her, imitating her posture with his arms resting on his bent knees as he squinted his beady eyes at the horizon.

Iluxa sighed and gave him pats on his bald head. His long ears flopped up and down with each smack of her hand.

“We might be here for months,” said Iluxa. “If we ever manage to get off this island. Still glad you decided to abandon ship with your captain?”

“I get rope around neck if I stay with them,” said Winkle, nuzzling against the softness of Iluxa’s chest. “Much rather help Captain Iluxa. Best cabin boy. She use Winkle however she like. Winkle is good.”

He ran his bony little hand over Iluxa’s thigh. She was completely naked and could not hide the stiffening of her nipples as the goblin caressed her leg.

“Oh? You going to be a good boy for your captain?” Iluxa stroked the goblin’s head and he nodded eagerly. His hand moved from the top of her thigh to the supple valley between her legs. His fingers brushing her bare cunt. Iluxa crooned, “OooOOOOoooo!”

Iluxa leaned back on the sand, bracing her arms behind her. She spread her legs wider so the horny little goblin could better stroke her bare cunny. His fingers dipped past her folds, and she moaned as his touch dragged across her clit. Winkle looked up for permission and she smiled at him, another spasm rippling through her body as the goblin pushed four bony fingers into her cunt. He fucked them in and out and crawled closer to her to press kisses to the softness of her breasts. Her budding nipples. His long goblin tongue slipping and sliding over her sweaty tits.

“Did you work up an appetite for me while you were watching those awful mutineers have their way with me?”

“Ohhhh, captain,” he squeaked, running his warm tongue back across her tits. “Big appetite. You taste so good.”

“You’ve barely had a taste at all,” chuckled Iluxa. “Go on, my pet. Have a nice taste of my honeypot. I know how you like to dip your tongue into the nectar.”

“Yes, mistress!” cried Winkled excitedly.

He dropped almost flat to the sand between her thighs, drawing her powerful legs over his scrawny shoulders and burying his face against her cunt. His skinny green hips worked excitedly from side to side as he began to hungrily lap at Iluxa’s folds. She sucked in a breath, watching his tongue disappear into her quim. Feeling it slither deeper inside than his little goblin fingers had reached.

Winkle was an eager cunt-eater. A long-tongued fiend that no human had ever matched. Iluxa bucked her hips and mashed her cunt against his nose and lips. Her juice spilled from his chin and her inner walls squeezed hard against his thrusting tongue.

“Yessss! There it is! Ohhhh, Winkle! You almost… make me… forget my ship!” Her whole body shook as she began to cum. Her breasts jiggled and her thighs quivered. The intensity grew and grew until she could not stand the sensation of his tongue flicking against her clit. Until she cried out and had to push her naughty little green cabin boy away. “Enough! Ohhhh! I’m still shaking!”

“More!” cried Winkle, jumping to his feet. “Now I do fucka-fucka!”

“Wait, I don’t know if… hold on… AHH!” Iluxa was caught by surprise and overpowered by the goblin’s enthusiasm. He managed to turn her over onto her hands and knees. As she tried to crawl away, he grabbed hold of her hips and practically jumped atop the firm, round, creamy blue peach of her bottom. She cried out as his hard prick gazed her quivering cunt. She looked back over her shoulder and tried to tame him with a command, “Down, Winkle! Not so soon after I’ve cum! AH!”

He was too lost in the heat of the moment. He ignored Iluxa’s attempt at a sharp, commanding voice and thrust his cock into the slick petals of her dripping flower.

“You just wait a—OOOOOOOoooooOOO!”

Iluxa’s objections tumbled out of her mind as Winkle’s bumpy little cock hilted in her steamy cove. The goblin’s weapon was no match for most of the men aboard her former ship, at least in terms of size, but the bumps…

“Oh, by the gods, those bumps are incredible,” moaned Iluxa.

Each of the goblin’s thrusts beat against her clit followed by the soft pat of his stones hitting her bud. Her breasts swung slightly with each impact. Her firm rump rippling as Winkle’s pace grew more feverish and his scrawny hips spanked her bottom.

It was the bumps and it was his frantic thrusting that drove Iluxa wild. Every time. Once the little goblin got his way and slid his cock into her pussy, he lost all self-control. Not that she wanted him to have control at that moment. The rubbing was making her eyes roll back in her head. Her long, pointed ears twitching as Winkle practically climbed onto her ass and pounded relentlessly into her clutching cunt.

“So good! So soft and warms!” panted Winkle, humping Iluxa’s firm rear with the relentless strokes of a scrawny little beast.

All those bastards aboard Dark Queen had been trying to knock Iluxa up with their filthy sperm, but she reckoned she would rather have someone like Winkle as the father of any spawn. At least he was loyal and always eager to satisfy.

“Fuck meee!” cried Iluxa. “Fuck me, you naughty little beast! Fuck me and cum deep inside me! Oooooh, Winkle, I want to feel all that hot goblin spunk shooting deep!”

“Yes, captain!” cried Winkle, almost screeching with his frantic pleasure. She could feel it building inside him. Feel it in the clenching tension of his body slamming into her ass and the hard pinch of his clawed fingers against her hips. “Ohhhh! Captain Iluxa! Seed coming out now! Here it comeeeeess!”

Iluxa pushed back against the goblin as he mounted her from behind. Her fingers tore at the sand of the beach, and she finally fell face down on the sand, her ass up and smothered by Winkle’s frantically rutting body. The little goblin screeched with pleasure, driving his bumpy cock as deep as it could reach into her pussy and letting loose a rapid-fire salvo of hot goblin spunk. Spurt after spurt basted her depths and left her twitching and gasping for more.

“Yessss,” she moaned, shivering with pleasure as the last of Winkle’s cum dribbled out of his cock. “Incredible. You naughty scamp. Squeeze out every… mmmm… drop.”

She milked him with her inner muscles until his cock gave a final twitch and he slid from the sweaty roundness of Iluxa’s bottom. He dropped to his feet and seemed to admire the freshly fucked folds of his captain’s cunt. No doubt dripping with his oily goblin seed.

Once they had both recovered enough to move, they went for a swim in the crystalline waters of the Bounded Sea. Arrow fish darted around them in schools of yellow and the afternoon tide brought a scurrying mass of toecutter crabs.

Iluxa and Winkle avoided the pinching crabs and sheltered in the shade of a coconut tree. They lounged naked beneath the gently waving palm fronds.

“I could use something to drink,” said Iluxa.

“Yes, captain,” said Winkle, scurrying up the tree and bringing down a nice ripe coconut. She split its husk on a rock and shared the milk-filled halves with the goblin. He slurped his down and she sipped at it, enjoying the rich, sweet milk.

“I think it’s fermented a little,” said Iluxa, sipping again at the milky liquid.

“Mmm?” Winkle patted his bulging abdomen. “I do feel warm inside. Feel good.”

He smiled at her. “I drink coconut grog on the job.”

He jumped up and down, making his little green finger of cock flap up and down as well. Iluxa stared, both amused by Winkle and curious whether the coconut milk was fermented enough to get her drunk as well. She gulped down the contents of her coconut. Sure enough, it warmed her body and brought a flush to her face.

“You feel too?” chuckled Winkle.

“Yes, I do feel a bit drunk,” laughed Iluxa. “We’ll have to be careful about not having too much. But… maybe one more.”

Five coconuts later, the pair were laughing and singing their favorite sea shanties. Iluxa was a good singer, even drunk, but she only knew the words to a few of the older shanties while Winkle could belt them all out from memory. His singing, unfortunately, was atrocious.

“Alright, enough, enough,” laughed Iluxa as the little green cabin boy finished his rendition of “Safe Upon the Sail.”

“Yes, captain!” he said, bowing deeply.

“Mmmm, come here,” said Iluxa, curling a finger and focusing her drunken gaze on the dangling length of Winkle’s pinkie prick. “Bring that thing over here. I’d like a little… mmmm… digestif.”

She sat Winkle down on a rock at the edge of the tiny island’s palm jungle. She stretched out on the edge of the sand, her perky bottom soaking up the sun and one leg bent upwards playfully at the knee. Winkle grinned from ear to floppy ear as he spread his scrawny legs and watched Iluxa reach for his prick. It was growing to thumb-sized and still a bit floppy as she grasped it in her hand.

She leaned closer, her soft breasts grazing the sand as she lifted her face to his prick. It smelled of sex and the sea. She had to brush a little sand off the tip. She stroked him and he began to stiffen between her fingers. His cock swelling. Impressive considering his small size, but still smaller than a human’s cock. With bumps along the underside and ringing his green prick just beneath the little mushroom cap.

She looked up at him, watching his reaction as she teased her tongue beneath his cockhead. Around it. And then took him between her soft, pouty blue lips and began to suck gently on his cock.

“Ohhhhh, captain,” moaned Winkle, squirming on the rock.

It was a rare treat to receive oral pleasure from Iluxa. Generally, she did not bother with reciprocating any sort of pleasure to her cabin boy. But the coconut had made her giddy and tipsy and she felt strangely indebted to him. She was eager to repay the pleasure the scrawny runt had given her earlier.

“Mmmm,” she moaned around him, sliding him deeper into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked harder. His cock growing fully erect and beginning to leak his salty oil down the back of her throat. Winkle squeaked with pleasure, thrusting forward and burying his full length in her mouth. His tip prodding her throat. Surprising her and pushing past it.

Iluxa’s eyes opened wide with shock as the presumptuous rascal began to vigorously fuck her mouth. He was humping away at her and pushing his cockhead into her throat with each stroke. She sputtered and tears welled in her eyes. She tried to push him away, but he was too excited. Feeling too much pleasure.

“Mistressss!” he cried. “Oh, Iluxa! Me cumming! Me cumming! Suck it all for Winkle!”

Drool spilled from her chin and she could only gurgle with annoyance as he practically mounted her face as he had mounted her ass earlier. Both scrawny arms wrapped around her head. Fingers tangled in her silky white hair. Thrusting, humping, and fucking until he let out a raspy squeak and exploded into her mouth. Hot waves of goblin spunk drenched Iluxa’s throat.

“NHNNNNNH!” she exclaimed, her words gurgling around his spurting prick as she was made to drink the goblin’s briny seed. His thrusts slowed. The flowing cum subsided. Finally, he drew his prick from between her lips and looked down at her.

“Sorry, captain,” squeaked Winkle, seeing the annoyance on her face.

“You little rat,” she choked, cum trailing in a long strand from her chin.

She reached for his neck, intent on strangling him like a chicken. As her fingers closed around his scrawny neck, the goblin’s eyes went wide and he looked past her.

“Captain!” he choked. “Captain! Someone coming!”

“You’re not fooling me, Winkle!” she said, beginning to squeeze.

His eyes bulged but instead of fighting her he pointed frantically past her.

“Ship!” he managed to choke out.

Iluxa dropped him to the sand at her feet and turned. Sure enough, a huge war galleon sat at anchor less than a league from the shore. It was huge, with an armored ram prow and a red flag flying above its white-painted hull.

“Ismarthan,” choked Iluxa, wiping Winkle’s spunk from her chin. “Why did it have to be Ismarthan?”

She watched a launch from the ship glide up to the shore under rowing power. A trio of men in silver cuirasses stepped off, followed by an older man, swarthy, bearded and handsome, with a white cape billowing behind him.

Admiral Ahmet Ozman. Commander of the Ismarthan Navy in the Bounded Sea and a famed pirate hunter. He had pursued her and the Dark Queen countless times. Today, there was nowhere for her to run. No ship to carry her away. Ozman was already staring directly at her. She blushed and covered her ample breasts with one arm. Ozman and a trio of guards carrying glinting sabers approached Iluxa. The armed men ogled her nudity. Ozman looked Iluxa only in her eyes.

Ozman, always a gentleman, swept his cape from his shoulders and draped it over Iluxa. She grudgingly accepted.

“Well, my pirate captain,” he smiled, his teeth white against the darkness of his beard, “it seems you have run aground. And I am here to at last collect on that promise I made you so long ago.”

“You don’t have me on the gallows yet, you old sea dog,” said Iluxa.

“No, no,” his smile did not falter as he took hold of her slender wrist. “There is no rush to hang you, my dear. I would like to savor this victory over you, no matter how easily it has come to me. And where is your ship, Iluxa?”

“You’ll never find it,” she spat.

He pulled her closer, her soft curves colliding with his neat uniform and ramrod posture. How many times had she fantasized of burying a dagger in Ozman’s chest? She hated the arrogant navy man, but she managed to reassure herself with a single thought: Ozman could get her off this island and off this island meant she was one step closer to returning to her goal.

Getting Dark Queen back, getting revenge on the mutineers, and finally finding the ghostly treasure ship Vainglory.


11.3

An Unlucky Prize

Captain Lydia Floros was a big woman in every way. She was tall, broad-shouldered, extraordinarily buxom, thick-thighed and long-legged, with a pile of scarlet curls that spilled past her shoulders and reached down her back almost to her plump buttocks. She was loud when she laughed and louder when she shouted at her crew. To be loved by Lydia was almost as intimidating as to be hated by her. She always knew what she wanted and she always got it.

“Enough,” she said, splaying her fingers on the muscular abdomen of Fetcher Kres, her current favorite deckhand. She stopped his thrusting with his cock half-submerged in the stewing honeypot of her cunt.

“Something wrong, captain?” asked the towheaded young stud.

“Nothing, Kres,” she said, pushing him away so that his long cock slid from her depths and thumped against the scarlet thatch of hair atop her mound. She took hold of his cock and pushed him back onto the bed. “I will be on top now.”

She climbed atop the young deckhand, smiling with delight as she straddled him and guided his cock to the slick folds of her cunny. His eyes went wide as she enveloped him in her thighs and the hot, sucking depths of her cunt. Her inner muscles tightening around him. Her hands pinning his above his head as she kissed him and began to ride atop him. Her cabin filled with the creaking of her bed and the soft slosh of his cock in her oft-used cunt.

“Mmmmmm!” he moaned beneath her kiss. Her large breasts hanging and slapping against his muscular chest. “Oh, Captain Floros. It feels… so good!”

“Damned right it does, swabbie,” she panted, make the whole bed shake and creak beneath her slapping ass and clenching thighs. Kres grabbed two handfuls of Lydia’s soft ass, moaning beneath her kiss. Yielding to her thrusting tongue. “That’s right. Nice and hard. Bury that saber deep! Ohhhh! You’ve a fine shape to you, boy. I’ll wear you out! Ohhhhhh!”

Lydia tossed her scarlet hair across her face as she sat upright. High above the lad. Her tits bouncing and slapping loudly against her ribs as she rode him hard. To the peak of her pleasure. Singing out against the rafters of her cabin. Crying with an ecstasy that surely sounded to every gunwale and joint of Endeavour, Lydia’s beloved ship.

As she peaked, she heard shouts of alarm from the deck. Her orgasm squeezing and wringing around the deckhand’s throbbing cock as he began to cum. The shouting on the deck grew so loud that Lydia dismounted as her orgasm finished, leaving the poor deckhand to spurt and sputter out his seed onto his own abdomen.

“What is it now?” growled Lydia, grabbing her heavy captain’s coat and belting it around her nakedness. She threw open the door to her cabin, hardly giving Kres a chance to cover himself with the blanket. She strode out onto the deck barefoot as her crew crowded at the railings.

“What is it, Tocquevillar?” she called to her first mate.

“Cap’n, its bodies in the water!” he shouted. “And ships on the horizon. Two of ‘em all locked up!”

“Fish one of the bodies out,” shouted Lydia, leaping down from the upper deck in a way that left her lower half exposed for a moment. She did not care if the crew saw her. Most of them had seen her intimately on more than one occasion. She hastened to the prow as the men used spear hooks to haul one of the dead bodies out of the water.

The man was swollen with the bloat, his skin purpling and wheezing out putrid stench as the crew dragged him onto the deck and turned him onto his back at Lydia’s bare feet.

“By the gods, it’s Charles Coggins,” said Lydia.

His eyes were wide open, as if staring in horror, and his face was frozen in an expression of shock. There were no wounds on his flesh. Even the usual scavengers seemed to have left him alone.

Lydia felt conflicted about finding the dead man. He was from the Dark Queen and she both hated and lusted after that ship’s captain, Iluxa Demyr. The elf had a knack for piracy that made Lydia burn with jealousy. The thought that the white-haired beauty had gotten herself into trouble made Lydia smile, yet she did not want Iluxa dead. There was a close brotherhood among pirate captains and an even closer sisterhood among the handful of women captains.

Lydia slipped the spyglass from her pocket and snapped it open. She held it to one eye and looked at the two ships on the horizon. One was clearly the Dark Queen, her black standard tattered but still flying. Her sails tangled up with the other ship. That one was bigger, darker, its rigging and masts like some dread forest and no standard at all flying above her.

“She’s rammed a ship trying to take a prize,” said Lydia, passing her spyglass to Tocquevillar. “No motion on the deck of either though. Something terrible has happened.”

“Should be cautious, cap’n,” advised Tocquevillar. He was usually the first to suggest ramming or boarding another vessel.

“Run out the guns, port side!” shouted Lydia. “Half sails! We’ll circle in on them with our guns facing!”

It was a cautious, time-consuming maneuver and Lydia did it without any pants on. The warm sea air stirring between her legs as she felt her juices and Kres’ mingling and trickling down her thighs. The closer Endeavour circled, the more she began to fear that Iluxa Demyr was dead. She could see bodies in the water around the two ships, although still no one was living or dead on the deck of either vessel.

The silence was most ominous of all. Not a crack of shot or a shout of alarm from either vessel. Nothing to be heard over the sounds of her own ship maneuvering.

She watched through her spyglass as they rounded the aftercastle of the larger ship. Black and ominous. Rotted and yet completely intact. The ship’s structure bulged as if it was swollen like the body of Charles Coggins and black liquid oozed from between the planking.

Lydia read each letter of its accursed name with growing fear, spelling out the vessel’s name and whispering it aloud, “Vainglory.”

“What’s that, cap’n?” asked Tocquevillar.

“Prepare to board,” she said. “We’ve found the greatest prize on the Bounded Sea. One that claimed the Dark Queen but will not take us down so easily. I will maneuver alongside myself. Prepare a boarding party, Tocquevillar. I will raid the treasure of the Vainglory and bring it aboard for all of us to share.”

Her men gathered at the railing, brandishing pistols and swords, ready to go over the side but growing quiet as they approached the eerily silent ships. The grapples were thrown, the ropes creaked and the sails were trimmed to bring Endeavour in against the huge hulk of Vainglory. The two ships collided with a dull, wet thump that Lydia felt through her bare feet. She held a cutlass and was among the first to swing across. Her captain’s coat flared open and revealed a flash of her pale buttocks and blushing cunt.

Not that there was anyone but her own crew to see her. The smell of blood and death was in the air on the Vainglory. The dark ship had sailed the sea a rotting derelict and something had brought it here. Was its treasure intact?

“Search the hold for treasure!” she shouted. “Some of you climb across to the Dark Queen. See if anyone is alive over there!”

She heard something. Whispering in her ear. Tickling in the back of her head. Cold crept up her back through the tropical warmth. She felt as if something was watching her from the looming aftercastle. The captain’s cabin.

The door stood open. Purple, sun-faded curtains billowed from broken windows and cloaked the interior in darkness. Lydia heard the whisper again. This time, clear enough to make out the words.

“You are not the one I seek,” said the oily whisper. “Join with me. Serve me. You will be rewarded with eternal life.”

“Eternal… life?” croaked Lydia, feeling very cold despite the beating sun. She barely noticed the fog gathering around the grappled ships as she slowly padded up the rotten staircase towards the captain’s cabin.

“Yessss, come to me,” hissed the voice, like warm pitch pouring into her brain. “Tell me what you know of Iluxa Demyr.”

“You seek her?” rasped Lydia, reaching the entrance to the captain’s cabin.

“Help me find her and I might even return your ship to you,” replied the oily voice.

She turned just outside the cabin and realized the fog had enveloped all three ships and was even blotting out the sun. Dark shapes moved through the fog on deck. Men struggled and screamed. Pistols flashed within the fog bank.

“Return my ship?”

“Ssssssserve me,” whispered the voice. A dozen glistening tendrils launched from the darkness of the captain’s cabin and ensnared Lydia’s arms, legs, and body. It drew her into the cabin with spring loaded force, lifting her off her feet, over a rotting desk, and into the embrace of a gelatinous body the size of a dozen men. This jiggling mass filled the cabin. Perhaps it filled the entire ship.

Lydia opened her mouth to scream and a glistening phallus of slime surged forth from the gooey mound, impaling her mouth with a pillar of sour-tasting filth. Formless and yet too tough to bite down on with her teeth. Like wet leather in the shape of a cock it plunged into her throat. She gurgled, eyes wide, as the other tendrils ripped her captain’s coat from her body and launched an all-out assault on her pale curves.

Slimy tentacles bound her arms and legs, stretching them wide. They crawled up her naked body, squeezing her ample flesh, thonging her prodigious posterior, and constricting her fat tits until they were red and sore. She gurgled around the cock fucking her throat and she felt more tentacles slithering against her asshole. Wriggling against her cunt.

“NNnggghhnnnnggg!” she cried, her wild eyes searching the gelatinous mass for some face or sensory organ she might appeal to for mercy.

Instead of a face, the slime that inhabited Vainglory presented Lydia with its thoughts. Its presence was like a smothering blanket upon her mind. She stopped struggling against the tentacles. She relaxed as three invaded her cunt and two thrust into her ass. Slowly. Matching the slimy thrusting into her throat.

“I might return your ship to you,” came that male voice. “Beg me now. Beg me to let you be my servant. Beg me to transform you into the sea dog that will hunt down my true prey.”

The slime withdrew its tentacle from Lydia’s throat. She sputtered and retched. Drool spilled down her chin. Her body rebelled against the foul flavor of the slime coating her throat and in the inside of her mouth. But she recovered quickly. She stared at the inhuman mass seething around her. The screams had died down outside. There was only the occasional shout or pistol shot.

She knew that her crew was almost dead and she would be too if she refused to obey this slime. With its alien intellect pressing down on her, it was so terribly easy to give in to its will.

“Please,” she rasped. “Please, let me serve you. Let me become your hunter.”

“Your wish is granted,” replied the slime. The tentacles that had all but stopped suddenly resumed fondling, squeezing, binding and penetrating Lydia. The tentacle plunged back into her throat. Two more thrust into her cunt until it was dripping with thick streamers of slime.

She howled and gurgled with pleasure, cumming hard on the thrusting tentacles. Feeling the first hot pulses and the first slimy eruptions. A flood of thick, yellowish cum raced up the translucent tentacles and into Lydia’s body. A baptism in monstrous spunk that filled her ass, poured down her throat, and gushed into her womb.

She had never felt such rapturous pleasure. She bucked wantonly as the slime drew her closer. It pulled tentacles from her cunt and sprayed her body with hits foul-smelling spunk. It drenched her face in a humiliating wave of cum and left her squeezed tits glazed with its raunchy goo.

It was an orgy of fucking more intense than her wildest night at Cutthroat’s Refuge. It dangled her upside down over its body, plunging tentacles into her cunt, stretching it wide, and shooting so much cum into her that it frothed and overflowed her pussy and oozed down her body. Her breasts shook and slapped against her ribcage with the vigorous fucking. Her belly bulged with the massive amounts of cum she drank. She lost all track of time and no longer even cared if she lived or died. This was a pleasure she had scarcely imagined. Perverse, terrifying, overwhelming, and intoxicating.

“Mmmmnnnnn!” she moaned with ecstasy, cumming for the tenth or twentieth time in what felt like minutes. Or maybe an eternity. It was dark and humid inside the cabin. Her body swung in the embrace of the tentacles. Her breasts throbbed with the binding tentacles. Her shapely body was drenched in gushing filth.

It continued fucking her with its gelatinous appendages as it drew Lydia’s writhing body into its formless body. She continued to moan and cum as she felt her feet sinking into the slime. Her nipples pressing and penetrating the slimy surface. Her body being absorbed into the jiggling body of the slime creature.

Was it going to devour her? Digest her like some morsel of food?

“No, my dear,” it replied, its tone almost gentle. “Your crew has fed me. Your body will be reborn in my image.”

“MMmmmmnnnn!” cried Lydia around the spurting cock as the slime drew her fully into its massive, shapeless body.

She floated down into the dark slime. Bubbles escaped her lips and her eyes rolled in her head. The transformation was pleasurable. It began from the tips of its thrusting cocks, her organs melting and reforming into gelatinous replicas. Her flesh becoming translucent, transparent, and then darkening again. Her bones liquified into springy duplicates of her skeletal structure. She retained her human shape, but her flesh, blood, and skeleton had become slime.

Lydia the human was gone. Lydia the slime girl oozed out of the mass of slime as a shapeless puddle that reformed from the feet up into a translucent purple replica of the woman she had been. Her thoughts and memories and even her personality remained, but they had been absorbed first and filtered through her master’s inhuman intellect. She was the product of what he believed she should be.

A loyal, adoring servant. A clever huntress. A ravenous slime girl.

“I am ready to serve you, master,” she said, managing the words with some difficulty.

The slime still did not present her with a human face, but she could feel the slime’s mind connected to her own. He was pleased. And she was eager to offer him every pleasure he demanded. She would obey his will.

She would search the Bounded Sea from Ismartha to Heraklion until she found Iluxa Demyr.


11.4

The Admiral’s Guest

Iluxa Demyr watched the massive, armored prow of Talons of Ismartha slicing through the waters of the Bounded Sea. There were significant waves and a summer storm on the horizon. The huge warship navigated the churning sea with ease under the orders of Iluxa’s nemesis, Admiral Ahmet Ozman.

Things had been strange since her rescue by the admiral. He had given her a private cabin and she had the run of the ship’s upper decks. Even Winkle, her goblin cabin boy, was free to roam about the upper decks of the warship. And what a warship! With a crew several times larger than Dark Queen and with enough cannons to tear her old ship apart in a single volley. This was not merely a warship, it was a juggernaut. A flagship meant to lay ruin to pirate forts and destroy ships at long range.

The Ismarthan sailors did not seem to resent the presence of a captive pirate and her pet goblin on the ship. Some nodded grudgingly to her when she passed them on deck, but most smiled and greeted her. It was strange being asked if she needed anything by a veteran sailor as if she were a guest on a pleasure cruise. When she asked for fruit, a uniformed sailor had brought her a tray of sliced pemmerines. A reward for good behavior? A treat for a favored pet?

“Maybe that’s what this is,” she muttered to herself, watching the choppy sea part before Talons of Ismartha. “I’m Ozman’s pet now. His trophy. He’ll take me back to Ismartha and hang me in front of a crowd to prove he’s tough on piracy.”

The grim thought had a ring of truth to it. She knew Ozman to be relatively honorable, as far as navy scum went, but he was a pirate hunter and pirate hunters didn’t just befriend a notorious pirate like Iluxa. Easier to imagine a grim fate on the gallows in the Grand Square of Ismarinople, waiting for the platform to drop beneath her feet.

“Excuse me, Miss Demyr?”

Iluxa stiffened at hearing her name. She turned slowly and looked at the Ismarthan sailor in his clean, crisp uniform of navy blue and white. An ensign judging by the officer’s cap and single golden triangle. The man was handsome in the swarthy way of many Ismarthans. Clean-shaven and dark-eyed. He scarcely spared a glance at Iluxa’s cleavage or bare midriff as he stood with his hands behind his back.

“Yes, what is it?” she demanded, feeling a little annoyed he wasn’t even bothering to stare at her breasts.

“Admiral Ozman wishes to see you immediately in his quarters,” said the officer. He stood at attention.

Iluxa waved him away, saying, “I know my way. Ozman can wait for me.”

“Very good, miss,” said the ensign. He gave her a last, wary look before departing for his other duties.

Iluxa sighed and spared a last glance for the ocean. The mighty prow of Ozman’s ship still slicing through the waves, her fate in the admiral’s hands as his ship took her wherever he pleased.

“Yeah, Ozman can wait, that old, starched prick,” she muttered.

She took a circuitous path through Talons of Ismartha, descending into the lower decks of the ship where she was technically not allowed, passing the galley, and making her way back up into the crew compartments. She was still on the lower decks, climbing the stairs towards the officer’s level, when she heard a woman giggling from one of the passenger cabins. She stopped and listened closely and heard a second woman giggling.

“By the depths, what was that?” whispered Iluxa. She knew Ozman would be cross at her for making him wait, but she had to know what was happening down the hall. She crept down the corridor towards the door where she had heard all the giggling. She could make out muffled voices and then a long, low moan. Someone was having a good time in that cabin.

Iluxa carefully tried the latch and found that it was not even locked. She eased the door open and was immediately treated to hot and heavy panting and a familiar wet slurping sound. She pressed the door open a little wider and her suspicions were confirmed: someone was getting their mizzenmast swabbed. No, not just someone. It was Winkle!

Iluxa pushed the door open all the way and was confronted by the sight of two female sailors kneeling on the deck beside the wee goblin’s bunk. Winkle’s scrawny legs dangled over the side of the bed and the two women, dark-haired, lovely, and with their large breasts hanging out of their unbuttoned uniforms, were paying their full attention to Winkle’s wee green cock and his plump bollocks.

One of the women had the goblin’s cock stuffed in her mouth and was bobbing slowly up and down. The other woman, who also had her trousers down to expose her golden-brown bottom, was tonguing and slurping at Winkle’s goblin bollocks.

Winkle, clearly, was in heaven. He sat on the bunk with his arms braced behind him and his shoulders leaned back as he watched the two beautiful sailors pleasuring his goblin cock. The woman sucking his hard prick lifted her mouth and leaned up to kiss him. Her hand taking over for her mouth as she seemed to passionately tongue-kiss the lucky goblin.

Iluxa could hardly believe what she was witnessing. Sure, she had an appreciation for the little green rascal, it was why she kept him around, but she’d never met another woman who was so keen to lavish attention on him. Let alone two women. On a navy ship of Ismartha no less.

It almost made Iluxa feel a little jealous. Then again, she didn’t fancy being down on her knees serving Winkle’s cock like these two women. One slurping madly at his balls and the other swapping spit with the spoiled green spunk monkey.

“They are doing a good job of it though, aren’t they?” murmured Iluxa.

The two raven-haired beauties were all over the little goblin. The one kissing him dropped her head back into his lap and took his cock to the hilt in her eager mouth. She moaned something about how delicious his goblin cock tasted between sucks.

The other sailor gave the goblin’s bollocks a few more licks and kisses and then leaned up over her friend, offering her soft tits for Winkle to fondle and suck. He attacked her breasts eagerly, burying his face in them and noisily slurping away at the sailor’s brown nipples while her friend continued to bob her head in his lap.

It was all a bit much for Iluxa. She found herself growing excited by the carnal performance and felt a distinct throbbing in her core. She could tell the action was growing hotter and heavier by the moment and it wouldn’t be long before Winkle was shooting his oily goblin spunk into the pretty sailor’s mouth. Iluxa was curious to see how the two would react to the distinct flavor of goblin goo, but she didn’t want Winkle to catch her watching.

“I’ll discuss this with him some other time,” she muttered, and walked back out into the hall just as Winkle started to squeak with pleasure.

Iluxa shook her head, trying not to think about those lucky girls being treated to a creamy Winkle special. It made her pussy ache with need.

“He’s my pet,” she muttered. “I should be the one abusing his little green body.”

She grumbled about being deprived of Winkle’s company as she stomped up the last flight of stairs to the officer’s deck. The ship was too clean and well-lit for Iluxa’s liking. Particularly on the officer’s deck, where corridors and state rooms had open areas and windows. Where were the half-rotten timbers and dripping puddles of black tar? Where were the stacks of cannonballs? The barrels of rum? This ship with its white walls and swept decks felt like an infirmary run by hospitallers.

She stopped outside the door to the captain’s cabin. Which happened to be the admiral’s cabin when Ozman was using Talons of Ismartha as his flagship. She wondered where the unlucky captain had moved. Then she decided she didn’t really care where a navy captain ended up and knocked heavily on Ozman’s door.

“Enter,” came the answer.

Iluxa found Ozman’s cabin pleasant compared to the rest of the ship. There were scarlet curtains, a brass telescope, and maps on the walls and on the map table. She noted with interest the markers denoting the positions of Ismarthan patrols, ripe merchant vessels, and suspected pirate locations. Before she could plot out a course for plundering, Admiral Ozman took her by her arm and greeted her with a warm handshake.

“Ah, my dear, thank you for joining me. Something to drink? Something to eat? I could have the cook bring up some stew.”

“Any rum?” asked Iluxa. “Preferably dipped from an eighty centari cask.”

“No, no,” chuckled Ozman, guiding her towards the wide picture window looking out the back of the ship at its wake. “Forgive me, Iluxa, but I am a man of my faith. I do not drink nor smoke and in this navy we do not permit rum or any other spirit aboard.”

“You sail a hellish sortie then, admiral,” sighed Iluxa. “What is it you want of me? My ship is lost, I have no idea where, and my crew have turned on me. I’ve told you all I know of the Vainglory.”

“This is not an interrogation,” said Ozman, his dark eyebrows knitting with disappointment. “This is a friendly visit. I want to talk to you, Iluxa. I want to be sure you are comfortable on my ship and feel at home alongside my crew.”

She pictured Ozman’s crew on their knees with their tits out in Winkle’s cabin.

“Maybe a little too comfortable,” said Iluxa. “Why are you being so accommodating to me and my goblin cabin boy?”

“I wanted you to appreciate that I can be a friend instead of a foe.” Ozman sat on a couch facing the window and brought Iluxa with him. He sat very close to her and she noted the faint scent of pipe tobacco.

So he did smoke despite his claims to the contrary. The man had a vice. Maybe a man like him had another vice.

“I appreciate that you’re buttering me up, admiral,” said Iluxa, flashing a smile. “Like a high holy goose. You’ve forced my cooperation, but I am going to need a bit more than being called ‘miss’ by your crew and being given fresh fruit in the galley if you’re looking for enthusiasm.”

“No rum, I assure you.”

“I need other comforts,” said Iluxa, leaning closer to him. “I’ve noticed several of your crew are women.”

“Ah! You want a girl? Your reputation told me otherwise, but I am happy to provide you with one of the ship’s concubines for—”

“No, I don’t want a girl,” said Iluxa, cutting him off. “But it made me wonder if you ever indulge.”

“Why captain, I am a married man.”

“I’ve heard in Ismartha a wealthy or powerful man can take several wives,” said Iluxa, letting her biceps squeeze her breasts together. This drew Ozman’s attention. He wet his lips and stroked his beard.

Ahmet Ozman cleared his throat and finally admitted, “I have only one wife. But there is a concubine I favor on the ship.”

“You favor her, Ahmet, but you share her with the others?”

“A few officers, yes,” admitted Ahmet.

“What about me, do you not find me attractive? You would not need to share me with anyone.”

“You are an unusual beauty, Iluxa. I meet few elves on the high seas, fewer still as comely as you, and I admit a certain fascination with your, ah, charms.” He seemed to realize the gist of her questions. “Do you seek a relationship with me as your comfort?”

“It is this keenly perceptive mind that makes you my most formidable opponent,” chuckled Iluxa. “Yes, you damn navy fool. I want to fuck.”

She leaned over to him and reached into his lap. Her hand caressing his pressed white trousers. Feeling the bulge as Ahmet sucked in a surprised breath. She unbuckled his belt. Unbuttoned his trousers. Reached inside and felt his coarse hair and the thick warmth of his stiffening cock.

“Iluxa!” he gasped, watching her hand draw his cock from within his undershorts. “What are you doing? We have not married. You are not under a concubine’s oath to… ohhhhhh… by the Holy Prophet.”

Her hand on his cock drove him mad with lust and her kiss conquered Ahmet Ozman the way she had never managed to do on the high seas. Once she had awakened the lust in him, he took charge, pulling the laces on her bodice and filling his strong hands with the softness of her blue breasts.

“You have always eluded me,” he murmured, shaping her breasts curiously and rubbing his thumbs across her dark blue nipples. “But I have you in my grasp now.”

“Ohhh, yes, if I’d known all you wanted was to pinch my tits, I might have let you catch me,” laughed Iluxa, pressing her breasts against his hands. Smashing another kiss to his lips.

“My dear, we have feuded for too long,” he rasped against her lips. “I shall comfort you. I shall give you what you desire.”

“And in return?” she asked, squeezing his stiff prick.

“You will help me get the Vainglory.”

“Oh, you old fool, I have told you everything!”

He pushed her back onto the couch and pulled off her boots. He kissed the arches of her bare feet and then helped her strip off her trousers. His fingers caressed her thighs and stroked the hot seam of her cunt. She shuddered with pleasure as he kissed her breasts and ran his tongue over one nipple and then the other. He looked into her red eyes.

“You think you have told me everything, Iluxa, but I have the captain’s log of the Vainglory.”

“How!?” She sat up sharply, knocking her tits into his face.

He chuckled and kissed her breasts again. He parted her thighs and rubbed the length of his hardness at her folds.

“Few have survived a close encounter with the Vainglory, but I have another secret.”

“Stop teasing me!” cried Iluxa. She meant with his revelations, but the admiral clearly took her to have meant teasing her with his cock.

He thrust into her, hilting the length of his brown cock in the tight confines of her cunt. Her breasts swayed and she rocked back on the couch, amazed at his manly cutlass and the way he wielded it.

Ahmet Ozman caged her with his powerful arms and pressed his body atop hers. He took her with intense, confident strokes. His cock driving to her tender depths and his bollocks slapping against the divot of her anus with each thrust. It was a stirring stroke. His cock churned the ample nectar within her into a fragrant foam that smeared his cock and filled the cabin with the scent of unadulterated sex.

“Ffffffuck, that is good,” gasped Iluxa.

“Yes, quite,” agreed Ahmet, turning her over on the couch and taking her from behind. “What a lovely blue bottom you have, my elfin flower. Does this satisfy you? Does this bring you… mmmmmm… comfort?”

“Harder,” moaned Iluxa, pushing back onto his cock and squeezing him in the slick walls of her cunt.

His thrusts intensified. She could feel his orgasm building, his cock swelling, each stroke clapping loudly against her cheeks and sending her dangling breasts bouncing and swaying. She arched her back and cried out with the ecstasy of the moment. Her pleasure constricted his plunging shaft. Ahmet drove deep and shouted with his climax.

Hot cum burst into the depths of Iluxa’s pussy. She felt shot after shot of his mighty eruption basting her in the admiral’s hot cream. It overflowed her and dripped down her inner thigh.

“What is it,” she panted, looking back at him over her shoulder, “that you think you have?”

“I do not think, I know.” He gave her two more strokes and then eased his cock from her creamy netherlips. “In the hold. In a cage. I have a merlok named Mileena who has survived an encounter with the Vainglory. She took the captain’s log from that accursed ship. An amusing token to a merlok. Invaluable to me.”

“Well, well, you do have surprises,” chuckled Iluxa, leaning up to slide Ahmet’s cock into her mouth. She sucked his softening manhood, eliciting a hot gasp from the admiral.

“You… you as well, my dear,” he replied, unable to resist her deft sucking. “We shall have to share… ohhhhhh, yes, with each other.”

Iluxa could only agree with a moaning slurp around Ahmet Ozman’s quickly stiffening cock.


11.5

The Beauty of the Sea

Iluxa sprawled on the bed, her naked body glistening with sweat as she watched Admiral Ozman meticulously dress himself. After years of dueling with Ozman on the high seas, she hated to admit that he had been a more than adequate lover. Though she had taken the initiative, he had soon conquered her and left her gasping with ecstasy. A second and third round had given way to an exhausted fourth. Their long rivalry culminating in a final, toe-curling orgasm.

“Going somewhere?” asked Iluxa, lazily reaching a hand towards him.

“Yes,” he said, buttoning his white collar. “With you, captain. Get dressed.”

“Really?” she lifted her head.

“It’s time you meet my guest down below.” He bent to pick up her clothes and tossed them at her. “We’re going to find out if you can be useful to me in finding the Vainglory. If so, if you can make that merlok talk, I shall be a much stronger advocate for you when your case comes before the magistrates of Ismartha.”

“Oh, alright,” sighed Iluxa, sitting up in the bed. “Do you at least have a washcloth so I can clean up first?”

“The wash basin is on the table,” said the admiral. “Meet me outside when you have cleansed yourself and made ready.”

He departed from his stateroom, leaving Iluxa alone with all of Ozman’s private belongings. She did clean up, but she also quickly sifted through what was in the room. Unfortunately, Ozman kept an austere cabin, with only a painting of his wife and two sons to decorate the walls and maps and trinkets that had no immediate use for Iluxa.

The clean clothes were provided by the Ismarthan Navy. She wore tight tan trousers and a long-sleeved white blouse cinched tight about her pert breasts by a red corset belt. She found a letter opener with a gold handle in the drawer of a desk and she secreted this in her sleeve tightly against her magi-mechanical arm. It was not much of a weapon, hardly sharp at all, but it was better than nothing.

She had reason to be wary. She had not let on to Admiral Ozman, but Iluxa knew the merlok he was keeping in the hold of his ship. Mileena had saved Iluxa’s life during a battle gone wrong and had carried her away to an undersea grotto. The two had spent several days locked in pleasure together in that hidden spot, Iluxa enjoying her time with the girl, but finding her too content with her undersea life and disinterested in treasure. Iluxa had returned to her life on the surface and bid the giggling merlok farewell.

Iluxa stepped out onto the deck and found Admiral Ozman conferring with several other officers. She waited until they departed and then approached him.

“Lead the way,” she said, her white hair ruffling in the ocean breeze and her ample cleavage drawing more than one glance from the departing officers.

“Behave yourself down below,” warned Ozman, walking a step ahead of her down the stairs and into the heart of the ship. “This creature is not to be trusted. It has tried to seduce several of my men.”

Iluxa fought back a smile. Knowing Mileena, she had probably nearly succeeded. Merloks had a reputation for being dangerously flirtatious, especially towards horny sailors, and Mileena was no exception. She had certainly done a lot more than flirting with Iluxa in the past.

“I will behave,” said Iluxa. “This is about keeping me off the gallows, not playing kissy with fish girl.”

“Well put,” said Ozman, though by his expression he did not think it was well put at all. He stopped outside a guarded door and nodded to the two armed sailors standing watch. They stepped aside and Ozman unlocked the door with a key from his pocket.

The cell was dark and damp. There was a tub of salt water and a bed of damp kelp arranged on the floor of the cell. Mileena was lying on the kelp with her back to the door. Her hair was wavy green, almost the color of the kelp beneath her. Her pale gray flesh was mottled around her shoulders and slender neck and her back fin led to the mounds of her buttocks and her finned lower legs. The flaccid length of her futa cock was visible between her thighs. Unlike mermaids, which were even closer relatives of fish, merloks had separated legs and human features, although their eyes were wider set than human eyes and their skin tended to be slippery like an amphibian.

“She appears to be asleep,” noted Ozman, picking up a wooden bucket and dipping it into the tub full of water.

Iluxa held her breath. If Mileena had any sense, she would pretend not to know Iluxa and then Iluxa might be able to help her escape. The merlok had to keep her mouth shut during the first interrogation to let Iluxa draw things out until Ozman lost interest. Once he was gone, Iluxa could figure out a way off the ship.

Ozman threw the water from the bucket onto Mileena. She gasped awake and rolled over, her pert breasts jiggling as she flopped onto her back.

“What are you—” Her words stopped as she saw Iluxa standing by the door. Her wide blue eyes widened further and an expression of joy spread across her face. “Iluxa Demyr! My shipwrecked friend! Is it really you? Still beautiful after all these years!”

Mileena jumped to her feet and tried to throw her arms around Iluxa, but Ozman intervened and pushed Mileena back.

“This is no reunion,” growled the admiral, casting an annoyed glance at Iluxa. “The captain is here to ask you some questions about the Vainglory.”

“Oh? More questions?” Mileena pouted her lower lip and flopped her bare bottom down on a chair. “I told you everything I’m going to tell you, Mr. Admiral. And you, Iluxa, how could you work for this creep?”

“I know,” said Iluxa, pushing past Ozman and standing beside Mileena. Her thoughts of escaping were gone. She had to do the best she could to get some answers out of Mileena. Iluxa knew merloks tended to be very talkative after a good fuck. She knelt beside Mileena. “Forgive me, Mileena. This is a matter of life and death for me. Mr. Admiral here is holding me prisoner just like he is holding you prisoner. In fact, I am in danger if I don’t get answers from you today.”

“Really?” Mileena’s green brows knit together with worry. “But I told them all I will tell them. You mustn’t go near that ship, Iluxa. It…”

“It what?” asked Iluxa, stroking Mileena’s gray thigh.

“No, I will not speak of it,” said Mileena, looking away.

Iluxa slipped her hand across Mileena’s thigh and wrapped her fingers around the limp gray shaft of the merlok’s cock. A squeeze caused Mileena to shudder and gasp. She leaned back in the chair, looking down over her breasts as her cock began to rise in Iluxa’s skilled hand.

“W-what are you doing?” gasped Mileena, looking accusingly at Iluxa but making no effort to stop her.

Iluxa met Mileena’s dewy gaze. She ran her tongue over the palm of her hand and reached it back into Mileena’s lap, wrapping her slickened fingers around the merlok’s cock and stroking as it rose to full attention.

“How did you come across the Vainglory?” asked Iluxa.

“I saw… saw a ship in the night and… it sang to us,” moaned Mileena, looking down at Iluxa as her hand pumped faster on Mileena’s futa cock. “It seemed abandoned at first. We began to climb aboard, hearing the song come from below… there were lights… strange lights. Ohhhhh! Iluxa I don’t want to talk about it. I don’t… mmmmmm…”

Iluxa muffled Mileena’s objections with a kiss. Tasting that familiar faint brininess of Mileena’s tongue and feeling the futa fish girl’s cock twitch and stiffen in her grasp. Oily precum flowed over Iluxa’s pumping fingers. Mileena returned her kiss and their tongues intertwined. A soft moan vibrating through the merlok beauty and her cock beginning to throb in Iluxa’s grasp.

The whole while, Admiral Ozman stood a few paces away, watching intently with his arms folded across his chest. Iluxa had no idea if he was enjoying her interrogation method or not and at the moment she did not care.

She broke her kiss with Mileena but kept her lips close. Stroking faster upon Mileena’s cock. Her slick fingers making soft, wet sounds as she pumped them up and down Mileena’s slender, but impressively long cock.

“Tell me what happened next,” hissed Iluxa.

“There was a darkness,” moaned Mileena, thrusting through Iluxa’s fingers. “There was… there was a presence to it… ahhhhhh. I wanted to turn back. The others… Don’t… don’t make me tell! Ahhhhhhhh!”

Mileena jerked violently in the chair, fucking her cock through Iluxa’s stroking fingers. Jets of milky white cum shot from the head of Mileena’s long, slender cock. It pulsed in Iluxa’s grasp, spurting all over Mileena’s quivering tits, her abdomen, and spilling down her thighs and onto her cock. Iluxa slowed her stroking but did not stop completely.

“Please, Iluxa, don’t make me,” panted Mileena.

“Tell her!” snapped Ozman.

Mileena looked from Iluxa to the admiral and back again. Her brow furrowed with the agony of her post orgasmic sensations. Iluxa’s two hands worked steadily and cruelly on Mileena’s cum-smothered cock.

“Talk,” hissed Iluxa, “and you can fuck me. Remember how much you enjoyed that? How you liked to fuck… my nice, warm ass?”

“Ohhhhhh, Iluxa,” moaned Mileena. “Alright. It was hungry… a perverse hunger… it wanted us all. The darkness took… took my sisters. My kin. It was going to take me too but the… the diary. It put it into my arms. It let me escape. I know it wanted me to be free. The others… as I went beneath the waves… I saw them standing on the ship. Oh, by the god of the deep, they were there but they were not alive.”

“The treasure!” snarled Ozman. “Did you see it?”

“It is there,” moaned Mileena. “I saw it. For those days it kept me in the hold toying with me. I thought it was going to kill me or devour me like the others, but it used me again and again.” She suddenly grasped Iluxa by her forearms, her eyes blazing seriously. “You must not try to find that ship, Iluxa. Better to die than to end up like those ghosts aboard the ship. Sucked into the darkness and spat out again…”

Mileena burst into tears and Iluxa cradled the merlok’s face against her chest.

“She has had enough,” hissed Iluxa, casting a glare at Ozman.

“I have my answer,” said Ozman with a cruel smile. “The treasure is still aboard the Vainglory. It is real. And it will belong to me soon enough.” He turned to leave and then stopped. “Amuse yourself with the captive however you would like, Iluxa. When you are finished with her, I will be waiting.”

He left and the door closed and locked behind him with a loud snap of the bolt. Iluxa turned her full attention back to Mileena, stroking the beautiful merlok’s silky green hair.

Gradually, the sniffling eased, and Mileena looked up from Iluxa’s breasts. Her smile slowly returned and her webbed hands began to stroke Iluxa’s hips.

“I have been so bored trapped down here with nothing but sailors to keep me company.” Mileena’s voice was breathy with desire. “Will you stay with me for a while? Will you hold me like you held me in that grotto?”

“Yes, Mileena,” said Iluxa. “I’ll hold you where it’s nice and warm, nice and snug between my thighs.”

Iluxa stood before Mileena and slowly stripped off her boots and trousers and silky panties. She ran her fingers over the darker blue of her cuntlips and dipped two digits into her own hot cove. Mileena hissed with lust as she watched Iluxa touching herself. Mileena reached for her cock and began to stroke herself to the sight.

Iluxa continued to pump her fingers in and out of her slick cove as she yanked the laces of her corset belt and let it slide down her hips. She pulled the buttons of the white blouse she wore and exposed her pale blue breasts and darker blue nipples to Mileena. The merlok moaned at the sight, reaching out to pull Iluxa closer so that Mileena could kiss and lick at her soft mounds.

“By the god of the deep, you are beautiful,” moaned Mileena.

“I know what you really think is beautiful,” purred Iluxa, turning around and bending partly at the waist. She presented her perky blue buns to Mileena and the merlok moaned with delight. She spanked and squeezed and caressed Iluxa’s blue bottom. She spread it and Iluxa giggled as she felt the merlok’s fingers stroke between her cheeks. She looked back at Mileena over her shoulder, “You want to fuck it, don’t you?”

“Yessss,” moaned Mileena, pumping one hand on her cock. “Sit your lovely bottom on my cock, captain. Please. It is as luscious and round as ever. You surface dwellers have such big bottoms.”

Iluxa could hardly refuse that long, gray cock sticking up from the beautiful merlok’s lap. She swung a leg over Mileena and grasped the head of her cock. She smashed a kiss to her lips, their breasts pressing together as Iluxa straddled Mileena’s lap and lowered her ass onto the slimy head of Mileena’s cock.

Iluxa was so eager for a good ass fucking that hard tight divot yielded to Mileena’s cock almost instantly. She moaned as she rode her way down the hardness of Mileena’s cock. All the way to Mileena’s hairless bollocks which she cupped and massaged as she began to ride up and down on her stiff prick.

“OoooooOOOooo, Iluxa,” cried Mileena, lacing her arms around Iluxa’s slender neck and sharing another torrid kiss with her. Elf to merlok, their tongues tangling like fronds of seaweed in a tempest. Their saliva mingling like the rivers flowing into the sea. The whole while, moaning to one another as Iluxa rode her luscious ass up and down on Mileena’s slick cock.

Their pleasure grew in almost perfect unison as Iluxa thrust a hand between her thighs and began to rub her clit. The more she stroked, the harder and more urgently she rode atop Mileena’s cock.

“Yessssss, cum for me,” gasped Iluxa. “Cum inside me. Fill my ass!”

Mileena’s hands dropped to Iluxa’s hips and the marlock beauty began to vigorously thrust upwards. She buried her cock to the hilt in Iluxa’s ass with each stroke. She bounced Iluxa on her lap with the vigor of her lust until her cock was straining and throbbing deep inside the elf.

Iluxa cried out, her pleasure peaking in that same moment. Her ecstasy boiling up from her core and rippling through her ass to squeeze around Mileena’s twitching cock. An explosion of cum erupted deep inside Iluxa. It filled her with the molten heaviness of Mileena’s pumping seed. Pulse after pulse, gasping their pleasure to one another through their kiss, riding until they had both spent their ecstasy fully.

They embraced, breathless and sweaty, as Mileena’s cock slowly wilted and slipped free of Iluxa’s creamy ass.

Iluxa kissed Mileena again, but the merlok turned away from her.

“Go,” whispered Mileena. “You used my feelings in pursuit of treasure, but you are just a prisoner like me. A prisoner of that man.”

Iluxa stood and began to dress.

“I am a prisoner because I want to see where this leads,” said Iluxa. “I will set you free when I can, Mileena.”

“Do me no favors,” muttered the merlok, rising from the chair and walking back over to her bed of kelp. “Forget me as you did before.”

She turned her back on Iluxa and settled back down onto the bed.

Iluxa knocked at the door and one of the guards opened it for her. Admiral Ozman was waiting for Iluxa above decks when she emerged from the cell. He handed her the diary and Iluxa felt the evil emanating from the blackened book.

“It’s moist,” she said, turning the slimy logbook over in her hands.

“Many men have lost their lives in pursuit of that ship,” murmured the admiral. “A darkness dwells below its decks. But I will not be deterred. And I know you will not either.”

“Right,” said Iluxa, tightening her lips and forcing a smile. She added under her breath, “Vainglory will be mine.”


11.6

Turbulent Seas

Iluxa Demyr sought a night of pleasure with Winkle in her cabin to calm her nerves after her meeting with Mileena. Her randy cabin boy was eager to satisfy his captain, tonguing her messily from her clit to her dainty clench before mounting a vigorous boarding operation.

The scrawny goblin thrust furiously between Iluxa’s powerful blue thighs. He practically mounted her like a rangy little beast when she thrust her ass in the air for him. He took her from behind, from the side, from on top, and even with her atop him grinding him down into the mattress as she rode her slick cunt onto his bumpy goblin prick.

Winkle, usually insatiable, could not keep up with Iluxa. By his seventh orgasm, his cock was barely even spurting out cum. By his eighth, the poor goblin seemed to be in pain. And by the ninth, he collapsed onto the bed in a moaning heap, his mast falling and unable to rise again.

“Come on, get it up,” panted Iluxa, stroking his bumpy little prick and tonguing the salty tip. “Winkle, you don’t want to disappoint your, mmmm, captain, do you?”

“NoooooOOooo,” he moaned, lifting his head. “Cannot do more, captain. Sorry. I… I going to die. I am dead now. Winkle deceased. Wrap me in black flag and send me into sea.”

His head dropped back on the pillow, and he let out a melodramatic, wheezing gasp. Despite the theatrics, he really did seem nearly dead and no amount of lewd slurping and kissing by Iluxa seemed to have any effect on Winkle or his wilted willy. She gave it a last flick of her tongue and groaned unhappily.

Iluxa cleaned herself in the wash basin and dressed in a flimsy night shirt. She paced the cabin as Talons of Ismartha made its passage through rough seas. Finally, after more than a turn of the hourglass listening to Winkle snore, she fell onto the bed beside her pet goblin. It was then that she made her mistake.

She picked up the Vainglory’s diary and began to read. It was not long before the words made her drift off to sleep, but sleep was no refuge for Iluxa’s feverish mind. Her fears and strange memories combined with the words from the ship’s diary to transport her to a vivid realm of nightmares.

She opened her eyes and quickly realized she was on another ship. The tattered white flag and red lion of Anglesey flew from the ship’s mast. Sea sprayed over the bow and wind caught in the sails. Yet the ship was strangely empty and the shape of it was strangely familiar. The wood was different. Less black and rotten. But there was no disguising that configuration of masts nor the bulky treasure hold that bulged from the water.

This was Vainglory. The ship Iluxa had seen a dozen times through her spyglass. She was on board the very ship that had haunted her for years.

She knew it had to be a dream, she remembered falling asleep with the ship’s dairy against her breasts, but it felt more real than any dream she had ever experienced. She stood up from the deck and could feel the ocean move beneath her. Hear the snap of the wind in the sails. Smell a perfumed aroma that she had never smelled before. And sense a strange, dreadful presence like a weight upon her mind.

Though the ship seemed abandoned, she was not alone. She could feel something oily and smothering aboard with her.

“Hello?” she called but was met only by the creaking of the ship and the rush of the wind. She stood up, moving with bare feet across planks that felt greasy beneath her toes. Wet like the covers of the logbook. She approached the forecastle. The door stood open a hand’s width. The presence seemed to emanate from below. Iluxa was gripped by dread. She called out again, her voice uncertain, “Is… is anyone there?”

Iluxa reached out hesitantly towards the door and was suddenly knocked backwards as the door flew open and banged against the forecastle wall. Iluxa hit the railing and nearly pitched over the side of the ship but managed to catch herself with both hands. She looked up in surprise as a freckled, blue-skinned, white-haired dark elf beauty came running out onto the deck.

For a moment, Iluxa thought she was seeing herself. This woman had the same red eyes and blue skin as Iluxa, but her hair was longer and braided down her back, her breasts slightly larger, her body a bit rounder at the hips and in the rear. No Iluxa, but certainly some blood relation. She moved fearfully away from Iluxa, glancing over her shoulder, but not as if she had seen Iluxa. The woman was looking back towards the door.

A moment later, someone else came running after the woman.

No, not running. Step-sliding. Like an ice-skater over the planks. And it was not a “someone” but a “something.” An elf male made of translucent purple slime. Slightly larger than a human, but with similar proportions.

This was the thing inside Vainglory, realized Iluxa. Was this all it was? A slime in the shape of an elf? Was she only imagining this form?

“You have brought this upon yourself,” shouted the slime man in a strange, bubbling voice that was echoed by a voice from deep within the ship. “You wished for pleasure and it has been granted. For days you were satisfied. You knew ecstasy that none among your kind has ever experienced. Now the price must be paid for your desires.”

“No! Stay back!” The woman ran away from the creature, stumbling and scampering over decks, coiled ropes, and even a cannon. “I have paid you enough. The crew! You have taken my crew!”

“Yes, they have been repurposed,” agreed the slime man, shoving aside the cannon as if it were a wooden toy.

The elf ran for the mainmast and began to scale up it with the skill of an experienced seawoman. The slime man was not far behind her. He stopped at the base of the mast and seemed to watch her climb in her tattered white pantaloons and midriff-baring corset.

Iluxa crawled to the edge of the forecastle’s railing that looked out on the deck of the ship and watched what was happening with a mixture of fear and curiosity.

“You know the price, Nyra,” bubbled the voice of the slime man. “You promised to pay it when I was brought aboard this ship.”

“Not that! Never that!” The woman climbed higher up the mast.

“Your empty womb must be filled,” bubbled the slime man. “It is the only way I will know freedom. You have bound me to this ship by bringing my heart aboard. My true form must be reborn into this world by the womb of you or one of your blood so that I may devour the flesh of the weak. Bow to me, Nyra, and I will give you my gift.”

“Never!” cried Nyra, climbing to the very top of the mast. “I will never bow to you, monster!”

The slime burbled with cruel amusement.

“Your crew have bowed to me and I have granted them a new life.”

The slime man wrapped the base of the mast in his translucent purple arms, melding them together and thickening them until he seemed to grip the mast with a single immense hand. He looked up at Nyra as he began to shake the mast back and forth like a man shaking a coconut palm to dislodge the fruit. Nyra wailed and held onto the mast, but her legs slipped free as the slime shook the mast back and forth. She banged repeatedly against the mast as it swung more and more. She cried out as she lost her grip.

Iluxa had seen men fall from the tops of masts before and they were often crippled or killed outright. Nyra sailed down to the deck, towards a certain doom, but suddenly another violet creature appeared on the deck as though oozing up through the planks. This one took the form of a voluptuous nude woman. It skated to a position directly beneath Nyra and opened its arms wide.

Nyra landed directly upon the slime woman and seemed to crush her flat. The slime woman’s soft body cushioned Nyra’s impact and the slime woman reformed, lifting Nyra back to her feet and embracing her.

“Hanna? Is that… is that you?” moaned Nyra, tears streaming down her face as she looked at the slime woman.

“Yes, captain,” burbled the woman. “I am here to help you.”

“H-help?” Nyra looked at the voluptuous slime with obvious confusion.

“It will be easier if I am the one that claims your womb,” said the slime woman and her soft arms tightened around Nyra. Before the captain of the Vainglory could even cry out, the slime smothered her lips in a kiss and thrust a translucent tongue into the dark elf’s mouth.

Iluxa watched from nearby in fascinated horror as the slime woman moved with the efficiency and intention of a predator devouring its prey. It engulfed Nyra’s body up to her neck, squeezing her face against the plump mounds of its jelly breasts. Currents swirled within the slime’s body and began stripping the clothing from Nyra. Large pieces were spit out of the slime to slap wetly on the deck. Smaller pieces, like Nyra’s delicate bra and panties, simply dissolved like candy floss inside the slime.

“Mmmnnnn! Nooooo! Mmmmmm!” Nyra fought the whole way, struggling and thrashing in the slime woman’s body. It was useless. The strangely beautiful woman pushed Nyra against the rope-wrapped base of a secondary mast and spread Nyra’s blue legs wide.

Iluxa was certain that at any moment she would see her ancestor dissolved in some horrible digestive process, but instead the slime woman disgorged Nyra, but held her shoulders and back pinned to the mast. A new appendage rose from between the slime woman’s shapely thighs. A glistening violet cock the size and length of a small arm capped with a fat crown. It quivered once and ridges appeared along its shaft.

“Do you like it like this, captain?” burbled the slime woman. “Or do you want even more texture?”

The cock quivered again and the head grew more bulbous and sprouted small bumps like the cap of a war mace. Nyra looked down, her legs spread wide by the slime, her thighs trembling and her cunt glistening wet.

“N-no! Please! Hannah! Don’t do this!”

“I know what you desire, captain,” burbled the woman, stroking a lock of hair from Nyra’s face. “I know everything now. All our minds, melting together as one. The dark elves will be the most delicious, but I will know them all when I am reborn.”

“NnnnnooooMMMMPHHHHMMM!” Nyra’s scream of terror was muffled by the slime woman’s thrusting tongue. A moment later, that muffled cry grew even louder as the slime woman thrust forward and impaled Nyra’s tight cunt on its thick slimy cock.

Iluxa had to admit that there was a seductive beauty to the way the slime handled Nyra. Its wobbling hips moved with a sensual rhythm, swinging and jiggling as it plundered Nyra’s pussy with the glistening length of its cock.

Nyra was clearly in a state of ecstasy, bucking and writhing, still struggling, but just as much enjoying what was happening as fighting against it.

The slime girl was kissing her, fucking, and caressing her in ways no human or elf lover could ever give pleasure. It sprouted new hands as it desired, stroking and squeezing Nyra’s pert breasts and playing with her nipples. A hand reached around her hips and teased fingers between Nyra’s firm bottom. These fingers became a second head, pretty and connected to the slime woman by a tentacle of violet slime. It began to nuzzle and lick between Nyra’s cheeks, rimming her and tasting her tight star.

Iluxa admired the inventiveness of the slime, even feeling slightly jealous of Nyra, but she could not shake the horror in Nyra’s eyes. After all, Nyra had seen or heard her entire crew being devoured by the slime and turned into slaves. She knew her own fate all too well.

“That’s it,” burbled the slime woman, pulling back from its two-headed kisses and speaking with two voices. “Do not fight it, captain. Cum for me. My seed gathers. I will pour it into your womb and make you into my bride. You will carry the Hunger. You will give the Hunger new life!”

“Nooo!” cried Nyra, fumbling behind her with one free hand.

Iluxa could see a churning opaque liquid gathering at the base of the slime woman’s thrusting cock. She could sense that the slime was about to flood Nyra’s womb with its vile seed. She could hear the hoarse despair in Nyra’s voice as the captain cried out, wrapping her legs tightly around the slime and seeming to accept what was about to happen.

“Yessss!” burbled the slime. “My sweet! Surrender to me! Give me your—”

“NEVER!” cried Nyra, suddenly pulling a rope knife from the mast. She plunged the blade through the slime and into her own heart. In an instant, her blood was gushing into the slime woman. Swirling and darkening the slime’s violet body as Nyra gave her a last smile.

“NOOOOoooOOOOO!” warbled the slime woman and the watching male slime elf and a deeper voice below the decks.

“Unless one of my blood gives herself willingly to you or bests you then you will be bound to this ship until the sea claims it!” Nyra choked and laughed. She staggered free of the slime woman’s embrace, blood pouring down her naked body as she plunged over the side of the ship and into the churning waves.

“What a waste,” burbled the slime woman. “But there is another.”

The slime woman and the slime elf turned to look at Iluxa with translucent violet eyes.

“We have found her,” they said as one and Iluxa felt their stare reaching through the dream and into her living soul.

Iluxa gasped as she awoke, back in bed in her cabin aboard Talons of Ismartha. Her body was damp with sweat and her hands were still shaking from the vividness and horror of the nightmare.

“Nyra,” whispered Iluxa, picturing the beautiful captain in the moment before her death. A savage determination in her eyes.

“Mmmm? Whazzat?” Winkle stirred beside Iluxa in the bed.

“Nothing, Winkle,” she said, comforted by his presence. She wrapped her arms around him and drew him tightly against her breasts. He smiled and nuzzled his face into her cleavage, already beginning to snore again. She kissed the top of his bald head and prayed that when sleep returned to her, she would not end up back on the decks of Vainglory.

Iluxa drifted towards sleep, oblivious to the unnatural fog gathering outside Talons of Ismartha.

Unaware that her nightmare was becoming a reality.
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Part 2

Bounty of the Vainglory

By Amanda Clover


12.1

A Familiar Foe

The Talons of Ismartha plowed into the fog in the dead of night. Admiral Ahmet ordered lanterns to the gunwales and hung from the masts and commanded the ship’s contingent of marines to the deck. There were shadows in the fog. Shadows that the light seemed to catch and then lose.

“To port! No, to starboard! Prepare for boarding!” shouted the admiral, standing on the forecastle and waving his sword. His marines rushed from one side of the ship to the other to try to repel boarders.

But it did not matter which way he sent his man as Vainglory loomed from the foggy night ahead of them and blocked their path. The two ships collided almost dead on and though Talons was the bigger ship, its prow splintered and crushed as if Vainglory was made of iron.

Talons was boarded simultaneously from three directions. Slime humanoids slithered over the gunwales. The slimes not just attacking the crew but disarming them and embracing them. Men and women of the crew fell to the ground as the slimes began to lustily claim them. Once enfolded in the arms of a slime, the humans seemed to submit. It was as if a dark power compelled their surrender. Few resisted for more than a moment and an orgy soon broke out across the ship.

Slimes ravenously fucked the crew of Talons and Admiral Ahmet realized he had lost all control. This had been a folly to sail into the mists. There was no maneuvering Talons away from the combat as slime tentacles reached up onto the deck and curled around masts to keep Talons from disentangling from the boarding.

“I have to get off this ship,” cried the admiral. “Abandon ship!”

He was answered by a chorus of moans and slurps as a trio of busty slime women ascended the steps to the forecastle. Admiral Ahmet felt a dark pressure compelling him to surrender to the slimes, but he resisted and turned and ran for the nearest rowboat.

He slashed the ropes holding it and began to climb into the boat when he was suddenly grabbed from behind by slender slimy arms. Another plucked the sword from his grasp and tossed it away. He turned around to be confronted by a beautiful, busty elf made of glistening purple slime. Her features were plain to him, but her body was translucent like aspic. Her fingers oozed into his coat and peeled it from his shoulders. Two other slime girls pressed in on each side of the admiral, stroking him and cooing softly.

“What… what do you want!?” cried the admiral, struggling to pull his arms from the grasp of the slime girls and fighting the dark influence on his mind.

“Where is Iluxa Demyr?” purred the slime elf.

“She… she’s in her room below decks,” he gasped as slime fingers caressed his cheeks. “She’s with that damned goblin she keeps. Please. You can have her. Just let me go.”

“I can have everything,” said the slime elf and she gave him a cruel smile before backing away. The other two slime girls closed in around him, their fingers slithering under his tunic and down his trousers. As the cool slime enveloped the admiral’s cock, he gave up the will to fight and let out a pitiful moan of pleasure. One of the burbling slime girls pressed a kiss to his lips as their bodies embraced and began to envelop him. A shudder of pleasure ran through his body and his cock pulsed in a slimy embrace as the admiral realized he was doomed.

Meanwhile, belowdecks, the impact between Talons and Vainglory had knocked Iluxa from her bunk. She rolled over onto Winkle who was clinging to her bare, creamy blue breasts in terror.

“What that, captain?” he asked as shouting and screams and cries of pleasure broke out on the upper deck.

A prickle at the back of Iluxa’s neck was all she needed to know what had happened.

“We’re being boarded,” she said. “It’s Vainglory. It’s here. It… has come for me.” She threw Winkle his clothes and quickly began to dress. She wished desperately she had her sword, but there was no point worrying about that now.

Her first instinct, once she had her boots on, was to go up to the deck and fight her way off the ship. But one glance towards the stairs and she saw purple figures moving belowdecks and dragging sailors with them. Rutting and moaning in the passage as slime girls and men and slime men and human women fucked and sucked and reveled in doomed pleasure.

“We have to go deeper into the ship,” whispered Iluxa, pulling Winkle back from the lusty sight. “Mileena is still being kept in the hold. If we can free her, maybe she can get us off this ship somehow.”

It wasn’t a good idea, not really, but it was better than giving in to the perverse whispers Iluxa was beginning to hear in her head. She had to struggle with Winkle to get him to accompany her and not give himself up to the nearest slime girl. Once she slapped him across his cheek he seemed to awaken from his trance and yipped submissively.

“Sorry, captain,” he said. “We go.”

The slime was pouring down into the ship after them, scooping up every man or woman it could find and subjecting them to slimy perversity. Iluxa and Winkle escaped deeper and deeper, until the cries of pleasure were muffled by the creaking layers of old timber. In the hold, Iluxa armed herself with a ramrod from a cannon. She figured she could take the head off at least one of those slime creatures with a good swing.

Iluxa reached the door to the room where Mileena was being held. It was slightly ajar and there were traces of slime on the floor.

“Go back up one deck,” she whispered to Winkle. “Find a porthole so we can escape. I have a feeling we can’t make it all the way back up to the top.”

“What you doing?” asked Winkle, looking from Iluxa to the door.

“I am going to pay my old friend back for saving my life long ago.” Mileena tightened her grip on the ramrod. “Go, Winkle. And stay away from the slime girls.”

“Good luck kiss?” asked the goblin hopefully.

Iluxa was about to snap at him angrily that there was no time for such nonsense, but she thought better of it. She leaned down quickly and planted her lips on Winkle’s. The kiss was hot but fleeting. Their tongues met. Her desire focused on her frequent lover long enough for her to shake off the dark influence on her mind. Winkle seemed to recover as well. He stiffened and then staggered back.

“I go,” he said. “Find way out. Be safe, captain.”

He saluted and then went scampering back the way they had come. She was not sure she would ever see him again, but there was no time to dwell on her fate. She turned back to the door to the room where Mileena was being kept and kicked it open.

Three slime merloks stood blocking Mileena’s escape from the hold. The slimy humanoids were closing in around the merlok beauty, their slimy cocks fully erect and their webbed hands reaching for Mileena. They seemed to react with a delay, stiffening as Iluxa stood in the doorway and turning in unison to stare at her. Their translucent eyes looking at her with dull lust. She felt a wave compelling her forward, but it was her concern for Mileena that drove her towards the creatures.

“Stay away from her, you oversexed jellyfish!” shouted Iluxa. She swung at the first of the slime merloks and the ramrod battered its head from its shoulders. The deformed lump of goop rolled down its slimy back and oozed back into its body. In a moment, it grew back its head. The three slime merloks attacked, surging towards Iluxa almost shoulder-to-shoulder.

“Do not let them take hold of you!” cried Mileena.

“Yes, right, not a problem,” said Iluxa, failing to project much confidence as she slowly backed towards the door.

She took another swing at the same slime merlok she had struck before. This time the ramrod splattered into its head, but the head turned into its hands and a new head sprouted from its side. It grabbed hold of the ramrod and yanked it roughly from Mileena’s grasp. It tossed the weapon over its shoulder and far out of Iluxa’s reach.

“Looks like it’s bare knuckles,” said Iluxa, bringing up her guard and preparing to box with the slime merloks.

Her first swing caught one right in the head and her fist punched into the purple goo. The slime sucked at her fist and held it trapped in the merlok’s gelatinous face. She tried to pull her arm out, but she couldn’t, which gave the other two slime merloks the opportunity to easily grab her. They pressed their cool, clammy bodies against her bare skin and reached their slimy fingers into her top. The fabric ripped and was torn away as impossible hands sprouted from their bodies in other places and yanked down her pants. Hungry goo sucked the boots from Iluxa’s feet and squeezed between her toes like jam from the cool hold of a ship.

“Stop it! Let go of me!” cried Iluxa, but as the slime caressed her naked blue body she felt growing desire. She stopped fighting and yielded to the tingle of pleasure of their tongue-like fingers slithering over her breasts. Pinching at her nipples. Pressing between her thighs. Three of them surrounded her, their stiff cocks rubbing at her as they squeezed and licked and kissed her with their slimy appendages.

“No,” she gasped even as she fell to her knees. She was carried backwards onto the floor with a last moan of resistance.

Merlok mouths descended on Iluxa’s pert breasts. Slimy tongues flicked and circled her nipples. The cool suction of their mouths sent hot pulses of pleasure through Iluxa’s body and straight to her clit. Her nipples and areolas lifted in their translucent mouths with each suck and made her shudder with ecstasy.

She moaned and parted her legs as the third slime, the one she had hit and punched, moved between her thighs. Its cock was somehow harder than the rest of its body, as though it had gathered its essence into that thick, ribbed spear jutting from its purple loins.

“Ohhhhh, no, not that,” moaned Iluxa, not really offering any resistance to her slimy attackers.

She sucked in a breath as the unspeaking merlok rubbed its cock the length of Iluxa’s slit. The way its spongy slime-flesh stroked her entrance sent fresh pulses of pleasure through her body. One of the other merloks stopped sucking her breast and rose beside her, presenting its gooey cock to her face.

“No, please, stop that,” moaned Iluxa, reaching for its shaft. “I don’t want your cock in my mouth.”

She spoke the words as if in a dream and leaned over and began sucking and slurping on the slimy cock. The merlok barely reacted, but she could tell by its slowly pulsating prick that it was enjoying her warm mouth on its cool slimy length. She knew she was giving in completely to the lustful compulsions of the entity within the slime, but once she felt the merlok cock thrusting into her cove, there was nothing she could do but surrender.

The slime merloks began to fuck Iluxa’s pussy and her mouth with equal abandon. Their strokes were intense and their slimy bodies slapped and mushed against her as they claimed both holes for their seeming pleasure.

“Mmmmmm!” she moaned plaintively around the cock thrusting to the back of her throat. The slime between her legs began to fuck her harder. The slime merlok sucking her tits had sprouted tongues on its fingers and was licking both of her nipples at once.

The pleasure was excruciating. Shameful. She bucked wantonly and sucked with complete abandon. She no longer cared about saving Mileena or escaping the ship with Winkle. The more she sucked and fucked the more she was ready, even eager, to be devoured by the slimes.

Iluxa began to cum and the first of the merloks was not far behind her. The cock in her pussy began to twitch as she bucked and moaned around the cock in her mouth. She felt the cool, thick, syrupy slime pumping into her cunt. Creaming her with a strange concoction from slimy bollocks. She came with the monster, the slime cum only adding to her pleasure.

The slime fucking her mouth stiffened and unleashed gooey torrents of slimy spunk down Iluxa’s throat. She sucked each gush with relish, feeling the cool slime pour down her throat and gulping again and again to take it all. What was it doing to her? She did not know nor care, for the more she drank of its cum, the more she craved.

The merloks pulled their slime cocks from inside her creamy holes, leaving Ilxua gasping as the third merlok rolled her over and moved atop her. It took her ass without even a tease of its cock. The fat, ridged length of it poled deep into her tender clench and left her moaning and writhing on the heaving floor of the hold.

There was something humiliating about being roughly assfucked by the slime merlok and Iluxa, never averse to a little humiliation, savored every thrust. She reached a hand between her thighs, stroking her clit and pumping digits into her frothing, slime-creamed cunt as the merlok pounded its ribbed cock in and out of her ass.

Mileena wailed behind Iluxa as the two merloks that had finished with Iluxa resumed their assault upon the merlok woman. She was helpless and soon was being spitroasted by merlok cock. The slime merlok fucking Iluxa’s ass began to thrust with growing intensity, its cock swelling in Iluxa’s stretched asshole and seeming to plunge deeper with every stroke.

“Yessssss,” she cried, cumming again and awash in pleasure. “Cum for me! Cum in my assssss!”

The merlok hilted its slimy cock in her clenching back passage and let loose a massive load of slime spunk. Each pump seemed to fill her up until she was bloated on slime goo. The slime cum left her in a raunchy stream as it pulled its cock out of her gaping ass.

There was nothing left for Iluxa to do. She was as doomed as Mileena. The slimes had their fun and were going to transform them into more slimes.

But before that could happen, the door to the room banged open and Winkle staggered in. He was being shoved into the room by a female figure. A voluptuous purple slime woman who glared down at Iluxa sprawled and drenched in cum and smirked. Iluxa frowned. There was something familiar about this slime woman.

“Enough,” said the woman to the slime merloks. They pulled their cocks from Mileena and stepped back and out of the way.

“Lydia,” gasped Iluxa, finally recognizing the captain of the Endeavor in her new slime form. She should have known her by those huge breasts and wide hips. “The slime got you?”

“My master desires to meet you,” said Lydia, her voice almost the same as when she was a human. “Master may need your friends. Come. Bring them.”

She motioned and the three merloks obediently took hold of Iluxa, Mileena, and Winkle.

“Well, looks like we finally get to meet the captain of the Vainglory,” said Iluxa, trying to put on a brave face for her terrified comrades.

It was hard for Iluxa to be convincing with cum still dripping down her thighs. Lydia only laughed in reply to Iluxa’s false bravado.


12.2

The Hunger

Iluxa awakened with her cheek in a puddle of drool. She was sore and damp and very naked. She felt as if her entire body had been squeezed in giant hands and wrung out like a rag. She didn’t even remember passing out. The slime merloks had been carrying her towards Vainglory under the orders of the former captain of the Endeavor, now turned into a queen of slime.

“Winkle?” croaked Iluxa. She sat up and held a hand to her throbbing head. “Winkle? Are you there? Mileena?”

She blinked and looked around her. She could hear the groan and slosh of a ship underway. There was something glittering in her blurry vision. She blinked a few times and rubbed her eyes.

Mounds of gold. Heaps of jewels. She blinked again and jolted to her feet. A single lantern illuminated the treasure hold of the Vainglory. It wasn’t much light, but it was enough to see the impossible riches piled up around her. Gold in such quantities it was a wonder the cursed ship did not flounder under its own weight. Silver, platinum, rubies, emeralds, sapphires, and fine works of art. Paintings and tapestries that belonged in palaces. Nude sculptures so exquisite in their detail that Iluxa thought an aficionado would cum in his trousers.

“How many ships have they been looting?” wondered Iluxa, trailing her fingers over an entire carton of Genovan Eggs.

“Seventeen,” answered a strange voice that seemed to emanate from within the horde of treasure. “Including your ship, Captain Demyr.”

She felt a pang of sadness tinged with anger at losing the Dark Queen, but this was no time for mourning her losses.

“Who are you?” demanded Iluxa. “Show yourself!”

“I know you dream of treasure and fame, but I can offer you so much more than that.”

Iluxa followed the voice through the stacks of riches. Past suits of armor and gilded cannons. There, dug out from the treasure like an animal’s den, was a small room containing a four-poster bed. The bed’s frame was exquisitely carved of greatwood from Iden and hung with fine silks.

Iluxa stopped at the foot of the bed. Her heart pounded in her chest.

A shape moved within the canopy. The silks parted as if drawn by a string and revealed a pale, golden-haired elf. He was beautiful and delicate, with eyes that shimmered faintly with flecks of violet. He lay propped up on the bed shamelessly naked, reclining among the cushions with his hands folded across his slender chest.

“What can you offer me?” asked Iluxa, trying not to reveal her blazing hatred of this strange man.

“I could give you everything. You must understand what I am, Iluxa Demyr. I am one of only a few survivors of my race. Ancient and powerful creatures created by magic long forgotten to this world.” He rose from the bed slowly and gestured at the treasure surrounding them. “I was offered a deal by my creators. Enslaved, bound by magic to a simple artifact, but given a path to freedom. If I were freed by a sentient creature, fully aware of the dangers that come with my freedom, I could have my way with this world.”

“This… world? The entire world?” Iluxa watched the creature walk down a path through the treasure and hastened to follow behind it. “What do you mean? What would you do with the world?”

“As I please,” said the creature in the guise of an elf, its voice seeming to strangely resonate within Iluxa. “I could consume it. Absorb every living thing and make them peaceful. Or I could simply vex this world, as I have, soaking in the knowledge and the riches that the elves, humans, and other races create. Aimlessly wandering for pleasure’s sake.”

She followed him through the treasure until he stopped before a small treasure box. It was unadorned but placed carefully atop a pedestal. The tiny hairs stood up on Iluxa’s arms and the back of her neck. There was ancient magic emanating from that simple box.

“Why do you want me?” asked Iluxa.

He opened the case and took out a luminous violet crystal. He held it out to her and Iluxa instinctively touched it.

She gasped as she felt everything. A hundred voices murmuring. No… a thousand. As though her head was a crowded theatre just before the show was meant to begin. Whispers and mutterings of men, women, elves, humans, merloks, and even stranger things. Inhuman minds and voices that burbled and trilled, but she understood them all the same. They were welcoming her.

Her fantasy of a crowded theatre took shape from the darkness until she was standing among hundreds of people, their faces shrouded in shadow. A fanfare of music quieted the murmuring voices.

The curtains parted on the stage and there stood the blond elf, now clad in imitation finery and wearing the crown of a stage actor playing the king. He bowed deeply and offered his hand to Iluxa.

“To be free I must be reborn,” said the elf. “To be reborn, I must take the fresh womb of an elf of your blood. Your ancestor placed you in this predicament, set these events in motion and linked me to you, and for that I offer my sympathy.”

“N-no,” she said, backing away from him. Her fingers separated from the crystal and the image of the phantasmic theatre disappeared. She was back in the treasure hold and the naked elf was holding the glowing crystal.

“I am afraid I must insist, Iluxa,” said the elf. “I have waited too long for this. I must be free. But you will learn to give yourself to me willingly. It might just take some… encouragement.”

“W-what do you mean?” Iluxa took a step away from him. She felt a warm throbbing in her loins as though his words had conjured desire, but she tried to deny it.

“You have felt yourself drawn to me,” said the elf, each word pulsing in Iluxa’s core. “All these years, searching for me as I have searched for you. You have felt a hunger, for I am The Hunger. The urge to pleasure and consume. As ancient as the first rumblings in the first stomach. The first lust in the loins of the first beast. I am not a god, but the gods were born from me. Your destiny linked to mine.”

“N-no,” gasped Iluxa, backing into something soft and yielding. Her body quivered with need. Her face hot with the flush of deepest desire.

Arms wrapped around Iluxa from behind. Soft to the touch. A slippery membrane of cool liquid against Iluxa’s bare flesh. She started and looked back, realizing she was being cradled against the more than ample bust of Lydia Floros.

“L-Lydia?” Iluxa looked back at her former rival and once lover. Lydia, somehow more beautiful than ever now transformed into a translucent version of herself made from jiggling slime.

“Yesssss, my sweet,” burbled Lydia, her voice changed. “You will be his bride, his queen. Your flesh and your mind will mingle in the most pleasurable ways with his.”

Lydia’s arms tightened against Iluxa’s pert breasts. Soft, slippery hands gathered and fondled Iluxa’s tits and slurped the pirate queen’s stiff nipples into a soft, suckling gelatin. The rhythmic sucking sent ripples of ecstasy through Iluxa’s body. She slumped back against Lydia’s soft breasts, surrendering to desire and offering her lips to the cool, slimy kiss of the voluptuous former captain.

“Ohhhhhhh, yessss,” moaned Iluxa, embracing Lydia as the beautiful pirate seemed almost to envelop her. They kissed and Lydia thrust her slimy tongue against Iluxa’s. A sweetness that seemed to melt into Iluxa’s mouth with each luscious smack of their lips.

Lydia’s gentle hands bore Iluxa down to a luxurious rug spread upon the floor of the treasure hold. Lydia kissed Iluxa and sucked at her lips, her neck, and more. The gelatinous softness of Lydia’s curvy body draped over Iluxa and it was as though a dozen tongues and sucking mouths began to pleasure Iluxa. Exploring her breasts. Sucking them and kissing them. Slimy tongues swirling against stiff nipples. Silky soft kisses pressing apart Iluxa’s legs.

“Lydia,” moaned Iluxa, caressing the gelatinous pirates voluptuous body. Feeling the yielding membrane of Lydia’s slimy new flesh. “Is it really you?”

“Yes,” purred Lydia, somehow speaking even as her face pressed between Iluxa’s thighs and a cool tongue thrust into Iluxa’s hot folds. “We are forever within The Hunger. Our minds, our beings, our intellect, and memory. He has chosen me to serve so I am granted this body. To pleasure you.”

“OOOOoooooo!” Iluxa arched atop the rug, thrusting the dripping peach of her cunt against the translucent face of her former rival. The slime girl’s tongue seemed to fill her like liquid filling a vessel. It rippled and thrust against every point of pleasure within Iluxa’s cunt.

Just as Iluxa felt her orgasm approaching, Lydia shifted. Her body rearranging so that her head and shoulders and arms became her lower half. So that they were pressed, cunt-to-cunt, legs intertwined. Both beautiful women bucking and thrusting together. The cool slipperiness of Lydia’s new body making the familiar act both more pleasurable and yet maddeningly without sufficient friction to make Iluxa cum.

“Do you remember? We did this once before, Iluxa. In the sweaty heat of a cheap room in the Cutthroat’s Refuge one morning after a long night of drinking.”

“I… I passed out in your arms,” moaned Iluxa, thrusting herself against Lydia and trying desperately to cum.

“You see,” murmured the pale elf, kneeling beside them. “She is still the woman you knew. I have perfected her. I have brought her peace.”

“Ohhhh, yes, I see,” moaned Iluxa, still afraid, but finally understanding The Hunger’s offer. “I know… know what you desire…”

It was hard for Iluxa to think as she was finally granted pleasure by her desperate thrusting. An orgasm pulsed through her and as it did the pale elf leaned down and planted a kiss on Iluxa’s lips. He was warm to the touch. His tongue real and eager for Iluxa’s kiss. His cock hard against her arm as he knelt beside her.

“Give yourself to me,” he panted hotly against her lips. “Give me the door so that I might fully enter this world.”

“Yessssss!” cried Iluxa, riding against Lydia’s bucking hips, grinding against Lydia’s slick cunt, and making the woman’s slimy, translucent body wobble like a dish of gelatin.

Lydia reformed again, holding Iluxa’s legs wide as the pale elf moved atop Iluxa. His eyes blazed with violet magic. His hands caressed Iluxa’s trembling body. She was afraid, confused, but willing.

“Will it hurt?” she asked.

“No, my sweet,” he murmured. “Of course not.”

He pressed a long, slender cock against Iluxa’s folds. It was well-formed and handsome like his muscular body, with the faintest tint of violet to his shaft darkening to purple at the tip. She sucked in a breath, Lydia holding her legs apart and somehow licking all of Iluxa’s toes at once.

The elf thrust into Iluxa’s body and ecstasy shot through Iluxa like a sizzling bolt of electricity from a clear blue sky. She howled with fresh pleasure, arching hard beneath him as he hilted inside her. He took her with intense strokes, gazing down into her eyes, making her pert breasts bounce to the rhythm of his thrusts. Lydia slithered beneath and around Iluxa, releasing her legs and reforming behind and beneath Iluxa’s head. She cradled Iluxa against the cool, soft pillows of her slimy breasts.

“Fuck, that’s good,” gasped Iluxa, smiling madly as she looked up at the elf. One orgasm pulsing and thumping into another. She could feel his climax approaching. See the swirling light in his eyes. “You’re… you’re going to cum?”

“Yes, I am close,” he said. “The moment of destiny… approaches.”

“Fill me,” she cried. “Quench my thirst. Satisfy… my hunger!”

“Ahhhhh!” The elf howled and the entire ship seemed to roar around them. An unearthly bellow that shook Iluxa down to her trembling core.

Suddenly, pain disfigured the pale elf’s beautiful face. He drew his cock out of Iluxa’s pussy and let loose with his orgasm. Glowing pearly spunk shot from his cock and splattered across Iluxa’s breasts. So bright it was almost blinding. The magical spunk drenched her tits and spattered her face and pooled on the hollow of her stomach.

“W-what’s wrong!?” cried Iluxa.

“You are not ready to receive my seed,” gasped the elf, his cock still stiff and rubbing against the dwindling glow of the spunk on Iluxa’s abdomen. “You are pregnant, Iluxa Demyr, and I cannot simply storm your womb by force. It must be free and ready for my seed.”

“Pregnant?” Iluxa and Lydia replied in unison.

“Yes,” said the elf, stroking Iluxa’s trembling body and pressing a kiss to her lips. “I will wait for you to be ready. You will stay with me and I will show you my plans for the future.”

His kiss deepened and Iluxa felt herself being drawn into the power of his mind. Their lips parted and their tongues mingled as their minds melted together in the heat of passion.

Iluxa saw The Hunger’s vision of his conquest.

She witnessed destruction and fear on an unimaginable scale. Humans, elves, orcs, goblins, and every other intelligent race being hunted and gathered and consumed. Reborn in slime as their minds joined the swirling collective of The Hunger’s consciousness. Cities, countries, and the entire continent of Aropa growing quiet. Translucent humanoids walking through the emptiness and living out curious imitations of their former lives. Ships sailing on placid seas, crewed by women with bodies of slime. An empire of silence where every mind could speak to every other mind across any distance. All connected. All of one singular body in many places and with many imitations of faces.

Iluxa snapped out of the vision screaming in terror. She was thrashing beneath the elf, knocking him aside and fighting desperately against Lydia’s slimy embrace.

“Let her go,” commanded The Hunger.

Lydia released Iluxa at once and Iluxa fled at once, running in a panic through the treasure and searching for the stairs that might lead her to the upper decks of the Vainglory. She had to get off the ship. She had to stop this evil thing from consuming the world.

When Iluxa finally made it to the upper deck, Lydia turned to her master and spoke to him without using an audible voice.

Why did you permit her to leave? She asked him.

She is afraid, he replied, his voice overpowering in Lydia’s mind. Now her only path to me is the path of fear. It must be complete. She must know there is no escape. Go to the other two prisoners. That merlok woman and the goblin.

“Winkle?” asked Lyda, using her voice.

“The one who fathered the child in her womb,” replied the elf, rising to his feet slowly. “No more excuses. No more delays. Eliminate them both.”


12.3

All Aboard the Slime

Slime covered the walls, ceiling timbers, and the deck. The glistening mass created a translucent membrane across the cabin’s small window. It rippled and bubbled to the unseen rhythm of the Hunger. For all intents and purposes, they were trapped inside the slime entity that possessed the treasure ship Vainglory.

Within this slimy prison, ropes of living slime wrapped around Winkle, the goblin, and Mileena, the merlok. They were held in chairs, their naked bodies were being absently squeezed and stroked by the Hunger in the way a bored human might tap their fingers. A violet tendril rubbed beneath Winkle’s stiff goblin cock and made him whimper.

Beside him, Mileena was having her nipples slurped by mouth-tipped slime tentacles and wide, tongue-shaped tentacles squirmed between her thighs and between her firm buttocks. A long slime-tongue wrapped around Mileena’s futa cock and coiled along the shaft to pump like a compressing spring around her length.

“Mmmmnnnnn, ooooohhhh, yessss,” she moaned, writhing in the chair.

“Not good,” said Winkle. “Fight it, fish lady. We must fight it for Iluxa. You don’t want to be like others.”

“Shut up, you,” cried Mileena, casting a wild-eyed glance over at the goblin. “You don’t know what it’s like to be fucked by these magnificent… oooohhhh… by these… oohhhhh! I’m cumming!”

She gripped the arms of her chair and jerked her hips as one of the slimy tendrils beneath her began to thrust into her hairless cunt. The slime tongue pleasuring Mileena’s cock became a slimy mouth and began to suck her. Winkle tried not to watch, because the more he watched, the more he enjoyed the feeling of the slimy finger tickling the underside of his cock.

Mileena was still moaning, though looking a little ashamed of herself, as the door to their room opened with a slurp. A voluptuous feminine shape pressed through the curtain of slime. Her features became familiar to Winkle.

“Captain Lydia! You come to finish us off?” He knew Lydia was a rival to Iluxa, but had the busty pirate queen really fallen so far that she would off Iluxa’s cabin boy?

“Yes, it is me,” said Lydia, her jellified hips swaying from side to side as she sauntered over to Winkle. “The Hunger sent me here personally to deal with you. He has decided your fates.”

“Set free?” asked Winkle hopefully, his little green cock bouncing as he tried to wiggle free of the slime tentacle stroking beneath the crown of his goblin cock.

“In some sense, I suppose,” said Lydia. “You see, neither of you serves any purpose in Our divine plan. You are relics of the past of flesh. We are entering the new age of glorious liquid. But it need not be a painful end. I will give you pleasure until the last moment of your lives.”

The finger of slime tickling the underside of Winkle’s cock transformed into a pair of lips that engulfed his tip. The slime mouth began to hungrily suckle his cock as a delicate slime hand began to pump the length of his shaft. At a gesture from Lydia, Mileena was lifted from her chair and dropped onto her back on the slimy floor. Lydia stepped over her as Mileena bucked and writhed as she was pleasured by tentacles.

“I’ve never felt the cock of a merlok woman,” purred the transformed pirate queen. “I’ve been told it is even better than the males. And they are delightful.”

Lydia squatted above Mileena’s cock and grasped the pink length in one translucent hand. She squatted lower, letting her dripping, slimy cunt brush against Mileena’s tip. The gray-skinned merlok woman whimpered with pleasure and tried desperately to thrust through Lydia’s fingers and into ther slime cunt.

Winkle found it hard to look away from the raunchy sight. As the slimy pussy grazed against Mileena’s straining tip, Winkle tried to fight the rising pleasure in his own cock and tried not to watch what Lydia was doing. It was hard for poor Winkle. He really wanted to see Mileena fuck that huge-breasted slime slut.

“Fight it,” cried Winkle. “For Iluxa! We must fight it!”

“Oh, she will be safe,” laughed Lydia. “The Hunger needs her alive! The two of you are, unfortunately, disposable. So enjoy this while you can. I am doing this as a favor to a fellow captain.”

Lydia smirked and lowered her gooey quim onto the slick, twitching length of Mileena’s cock. The bound merlok beauty cried out, finally able to thrust forward and bury her full length inside Lydia. Winkle could not only see the blurry shape of Mileena’s cock inside Lydia, he could also see the way Lydia’s inner walls squeezed and rippled around Mileena’s futa flesh.

“OOooooooOoooo!” The merlok sang as Lydia laughed and began to ride atop Mileena’s cock. “It’s too good! Winkle! She is… she is sucking me with her… with her body!”

“Mmmmmm! Yes! I want every drop! Give me your cum, merlok! Fill my glistening goo-trap! Pour your lust into me!” Lydia’s huge breasts bounced and splatted against her bucking body. Her big, slimy ass rose and fell and her fleshy slime cunt slurped and smacked atop Mileena’s cock like a hungry mouth.

“Don’t do it!” cried Winkle, although it was hard to make the argument himself when he was so close to cumming in the slurping mouth of the tentacle pleasuring his cock.

“Cum inside me and I will melt you,” cried Lydia, riding faster atop Mileena. “The ecstasy will be like no other! Your final pleasure as a merlok before you are absorbed. Before you become one with me! Cum! CUMMM!”

“Ahhhhh! YESSS!” cried Mileena, bucking desperately beneath Lydia. “Absorb me! I do not care! It feels so good! AAAHH!”

Winkle could see Mileena’s cock throbbing and erupting inside Lydia. Milky spurts of spunk reached up into Lydia’s slime body where they swirled like wisps of smoke before disappearing. Lydia rode hard atop Mileena, draining the beautiful merlok’s load and continuing to bounce and ride.

“Fight it!” cried Winkle, still resisting the exquisite slime suckjob he was getting.

“It’s too late for her,” laughed Lydia. “She is lost to pleasure. I will take my time, draining her merlok seed before I absorb her into my body. Then she will be reborn as one of His servants. I am his favorite.”

“But… but what about Iluxa?” gasped Winkle, trying not to thrust into the slurping mouth engulfing his cock. His pleasure was rising. His body nearing the brink of an orgasm.

His question gave Lydia pause. She slowed in her ride atop Mileena and Mileena began to whine and buck madly, causing Lydia’s slime body to ripple like the surface of a pond.

“She is only a tool,” said Lydia, a hint of annoyance in her voice. “Once the child inside her is gone, master will impregnate her. She will give birth to the doom of all flesh and the Hunger will rule this world.”

“What do you mean ‘the child’?” Winkle was startled by the revelation. “What child this?”

“The half-goblin inside her,” said Lydia. “I felt it through my master. You are the child’s father, Winkle.”

“Me? Father?” He beamed with pride, which was slightly undermined by the loud slurping of the slime mouth on his cock.

“Yes,” cried Lydia, resuming her cruel ride atop Mileena. The merlok was grabbing at Lydia’s plush curves, her fingers sinking into the slime as Mileena desperate thrust her futa cock into Lydia. Mileena suddenly got the better of Lydia, managing to roll the slime over onto her back on the slime-covered floor.

“Father,” murmured Winkle, lost in thought. The idea that he had sired a half-goblin/half-elf with Iluxa was a dream come true. He always wanted to be a father. He just never imagined his beautiful, blue-skinned captain would be the mother of his offspring. He thought it would have been some goblin tavern wench or maybe a big, soft human farm girl when he retired from being a pirate.

Winkle imagined the possibility of being a father, and realized what would likely happen to any children birthed by Iluxa. It would be a gruesome end for the unwanted offspring. An end that Winkle had to prevent.

“Yesss, take my cock,” moaned Mileena.

Although the merlok now had the upper hand, she was only using it to get more of Lydia’s sweet slimy cunt. The merlok had climbed atop Lydia, thrusting between her jiggling thighs to bury her futa fuckmeat deep in Lydia’s pussy.

“Yes! Fuck me!” cried Lydia. “Oh, it feels so good! Merlok cock is better than human! Fill me again! Breed me! I want your seed to claim me! Then I will absorb you!”

Mileena seemed to like this twisted arrangement. She grabbed two handfuls of Lydia’s massive slime tits and began furiously thrusting into Lydia’s gelatinous body. The wet slap of flesh and the two women moaning finally drew Winkle out of his reverie. He watched as Mileena pounded desperately into Lydia’s cunt. Hilting again and again. Arching her entire gray body between Lydia’s thighs as she howled and let loose torrents of her spunk.

“Yesss!” wailed Lydia. “I feel it inside me! Fertilize me! Breed my slimy core!”

The sight of fresh spunk jetting into Lydia’s depths and possibly fertilizing her purple ovum was more than Winkle could stand. Pleasure throbbed in his bollocks and rushed up the length of his straining pinkish green cock.

He gasped and jerked and felt the intense waves of pleasure grip his hardness. He let loose his cum deep in the gurgling throat of the slime mouth that was sucking him. He could see through it as easily as he saw into Lydia. Spurt after spurt of his goblin spunk poured into the tentacle, turning it a milky violet color as he succumbed to pleasure. He gripped the arms of the chair tightly, trying to picture Iluxa with a wee goblin pup in her arms and breasts big and milky.

“Won’t… take me,” moaned Winkle, pumping his load out into the slime tentacle.

“Take meeee!” cried Mileena, throwing herself atop Lydia. The curvy slime captain wrapped her arms around Mileena and began to draw the merlok into her body.

“That’s it,” gasped Lydia. “You can cum until you are absorbed. Keep fucking me. Lydia will keep you safe inside her.”

Winkle felt the last tremors of his orgasm ripple down his shaft. His pleasure was spent and clarity returned to him. He knew he had to say or do something, not just to save Mileena but to save his unborn pup and save Iluxa from a fate worse than death.

“Captain Lydia, wait,” cried Winkle as Mileena continued to sink into Lydia’s body. “When Hunger has Iluxa, when he claims womb, what he gonna do with you? What happens to you?”

“Well, I’ll be free to, um, serve him…”

Her words trailed off as she seemed to ponder what he was saying.

“And what if you pregnant with merlok?” gasped Winkle as the slime mouth resumed sucking on his overly sensitive cock. “You think he let the baby be born? No! He do to it the same thing he do to Winkle’s baby with Iluxa. He not want flesh, like you said. He only wants slime.”

“My baby?” gasped Lydia.

“Mmmmmmmmphhhh!” moaned Mileena, still thrusting atop Lydia even though half her body was submerged in Lydia’s slimy shape. She was spurting out more milky ribbons of cum into Lydia’s jiggling body when suddenly Lydia thrust her out. Mileena was flung from the slime and onto her back, bouncing hard, cock twitching and drooling cum down its shaft. Mileena sat up, eyes wide and confused. “Please, don’t make me stop! I want more! I want to pleasure you forever! I want to be absorbed!”

Mileena crawled to Lydia, but the voluptuous slime woman was rising to her feet. The last traces of Mileena’s cum were dissipating inside Lydia. She turned to Winkle and ignored Mileena.

“You are right, little one,” said Lydia. “The Hunger loathes the living flesh. They are usurpers to his power. Their very presence denies him complete control over this world. But once he is fully reborn, he will be an unstoppable god, and all flesh will be consumed. He won’t admit this to Iluxa, but I know it to be true. I am part of him.”

“But you still Lydia,” said Winkle. “You think like Lydia. You do what you want. So let us go. I stop Hunger from eating baby and Iluxa. Then you have baby too.”

It was difficult for Winkle to read the expressions on Lydia’s translucent face, but it seemed to him that the former captain was at war with herself. Her facial features twisted and distorted. They formed into a mask of anger, then an expression that might have been motherly love.

“I protect you,” said Winkle. “I protect all the babies. You go, Lydia. I make things right.”

Lydia dropped to her knees with a splat of slime, her body jiggling like an aspic delight. A great sadness seemed to darken her slime and she lowered her head. The tentacle released Winkle’s cock and slithered away from his naked body. He hopped down from the chair and hurried to Mileena’s side.

The merlok woman seemed to at last be coming out of her lusty delirium. He slid his hands beneath her arms and lifted her to her feet. She stood unsteadily over him.

“Th-thank you,” she said, forcing a smile.

“Go,” burbled Lydia sadly. “Go now, before he knows what you are doing. There is not much time. I am hiding this from him, but he knows something is happening. GO!”

The slime began to retreat from the ceiling and floor. The doorway stood open. Winkle clasped Mileena’s hand and ran with the merlok beauty for the door. He stopped in the doorway and turned back to Lydia.

“What happen to you when he finds out?” asked Winkle.

“Pain,” moaned Lydia.

Winkle couldn’t tell if she was answering him or describing what was already happening to her body. She rippled and quivered as if her liquid surface was roiled by violence. Winkle did not know what he could do to help Lydia, but he knew what might help Iluxa. He turned, grasped Mileena’s hand, and ran for the topside of the ship.

Lydia let out an unearthly howl from the depths of the ship. Winkle was not sure exactly what was happening to the woman, but he heard a porthole flung open and a loud splash as though Lydia had fled into the sea.

“What will happen to her?” asked Mileena.

“I not know,” said Winkle, his little brow furrowing. “But I have to save Iluxa and that is maybe only thing can help Lydia.”

“Ohhhhh,” moaned Mileena, looking sick with worry herself. “If I truly made a baby with her… you must save it, Winkle.”

“Winkle save it! Winkle hero!” The little goblin just had to figure out how he was going to reach Iluxa. Then he would figure out the smaller matter of how to defeat a godlike slime creature.


12.4

A Drop in the Ocean

Iluxa ran across the deck of a ship completely infested with living, pulsating slime. The planks beneath her feet bulged. The masts throbbed. Even the sails lay heavy and dripped with the loathsome mucus of the all-devouring Hunger like the jaws of some slavering beast.

She tripped over a misaligned plank and nearly toppled over. Her naked blue skin and white hair both seemed to glow in the moonlight. She didn’t have much of a plan. She knew she had to get off Vainglory. Her hand stroked her abdomen. She had to save the baby inside her. She steadied herself as the ship seemed to writhe beneath her with the anger of the slimy entity controlling Vainglory.

There! Across the deck, she could see masts rising from the ocean. Hope blossomed within her. Lashed to the side of the massive treasure ship lay her own smaller ship. Dark Queen. Her sails lowered, her deck damaged as if from a battle, but otherwise intact. It would be a difficult thing to pilot her without a crew, but Iluxa had done crazier things in her time as a pirate. And she didn’t have a baby growing in her belly to protect.

Escape was possible!

Iluxa raced across the deck, leaping over planks that heaved with slime. Vainglory’s gelatinous infestation did not seem to be trying to stop her, but it was angry all the same. Violet slime spurted out from between cracks. Thick, gooey tendrils thrashed and curled upon the deck. She was afraid that this mindless rage might squeeze her to a pulp if it managed to catch her in one of its random slimy eruptions.

Panting, her naked body glistening with sweat, Iluxa at last reached the far side of the deck and pressed against the railing. It was a long drop down to Dark Queen. But whatever fear she felt was nothing compared to the instinct to protect the baby growing inside her. She was about to climb onto the railing to jump when the deck itself burst open and a slimy figure rose from the ship’s innards.

The slime-shape of the elf carried inside it the glowing crystal that The Hunger had offered to her before. His body resolved and became opaque. The crystal emerged from his body and into the palm of his hand. He was beautiful in a terrifying way.

“You cannot leave me, Iluxa. Even if you travel across the seas, I will follow.” He said, stepping closer, tentacles rising from beneath the deck around her. “Take the crystal from me. Hold it close and you will have unimaginable power. I will grant you this life, Iluxa. I will rule this world with you as my queen. Forget the thing in your belly. Forget the doubts your old companions might whisper in your ear. It is your destiny to usher in a new age by my side.”

“N-no,” said Iluxa, backing away a step. “No. You’re not offering me power. You’re offering me madness and slavery as you destroy the world.”

One of the tentacles rising from beneath the planks knocked loose an object that had been sitting on the deck. A rust-speckled sword rolled towards Iluxa and thumped against the side of her foot. She scooped it up and swung it wildly, knocking aside the crystal and sending it skittering across the uneven deck.

The Hunger’s eyes widened with anger.

“You are a foolish girl, but you will come to appreciate the role you are to play in the birth of a new world.”

With the slightest twitch of the elf’s head, the tentacles rising from beneath the deck shot out at Iluxa. They knocked the sword from her hands and wrapped around her arms, her waist, and her long legs. Slithering over Iluxa’s sensitive flesh. Binding her slender limbs.

The tentacles lifted her from the deck. They climbed over her body and left glistening trails. Five tentacles. Ten. Engulfing and tightening around her arms. Spreading Iluxa’s legs wide to expose the blue folds of her cunt as they lifted her above the deck like some offering to the gods above.

“Do not fight it, Iluxa Demyr,” said the elf, watching Iluxa being lifted into the air and fondled by the countless slimy tentacles. “Pleasure is the gift I give you. Pleasure will drive you back into my arms.”

“Never!” Iluxa twisted her neck trying to keep the tentacles out of her mouth. “I will never surrender to the likes of yyOMMMMPPHH!”

Her words were cut off by a phallic purple tentacle thrusting between her lips and stuffing itself down Iluxa’s throat. She tried to gag, but the soft substance plunging down her throat would not even allow her to choke. She gurgled helplessly as tentacles rubbed at her back passage, wrapped around and squeezed her breasts, and teased open the delicate folds of her cunt.

“Yes, that’s it,” laughed the elf. “The pleasure is only just beginning, my dear. You will soon know me by the feel of my limitless body inside your mere mortal flesh.”

She bucked and struggled in the tentacles’ embrace, but it was a hopeless fight. The tentacles plunged into the warm depths of her cunt, stretching her wide and pumping slimy flesh against the hot walls of her cunt. The cool slime invaded her ass with one tentacle. Two more followed, pumping in and out of her stretched ring and seeming to fill her with the cool, slithering slime.

“MMmmnnnggg,” moaned Iluxa, tears tracking down her face as her body was plundered with pleasure. The ecstasy followed the violation. An orgasm shuddering through her and cum dripping from her folds to trickled down the invading tentacle.

“Your despair is a sweet appetizer for my main course,” laughed the Hunger. “Refuse me and it will be all you know from here on out.”

She thrashed against the tentacles, although she was not even sure any longer if she was resisting or fucking back against the invading tendrils.

The Hunger trailed fingers over her hip and gave her bottom a squeeze.

“Mmmmm,” he purred, watching her holes being filled with thrusting, slimy tentacles. “No more escapes. No more regrets. Only the cool thrust of my tentacles. The eager suck of gelatinous mouths upon your nipples. The spurt of slimy seed down your throat. That’s right, my dear, your fight is over. Your body and soul belong to me.”

The tentacles seemed to grow to fill the inside of Iluxa’s body. They thrust ominously at her womb, beating at her cervix. Slimy cum jetted into her depths again and again. It pumped deep into her bowels. She could feel the weight of it sloshing in her abdomen.

Iluxa could only gurgle helplessly around the tentacle thrusting deep into her throat. Her tongue worked against the slimy underside. Her throat swallowed against the twitching tip of the tentacle. Another wave of pleasure was forced from her body, her holes clutching at the invading tentacles. Warm, monstrous spunk gushed into her pussy, her ass, and filled her throat down to her stomach. There was no escaping it and her eyes rolled as she succumbed to the pleasure.

Orgasm after orgasm wracked Iluxa’s body. Her mind was adrift on the tempest of her pleasure. Her arms and legs went limp in the embrace of the tentacles. Pulled and twisted and spread wide for more of the slithering tentacles to work their way inside her body. She was a gurgling ragdoll for their tireless assault of pleasure.

The Hunger was so enjoying the sight of the meddlesome dark elf being defiled that he did not notice the merlok and the goblin approaching him from either side. Mileena and Winkle leaped at the Hunger, grabbing him around the waist and by the shoulders.

“Hmmm?” The Hunger looked around in surprise as he was dragged down to the deck.

“You not hurt baby!” shouted Winkle. “That my baby in mistress!”

Winkle beat his fists against the Hunger’s handsome face. Mileena howled with her own anger at the terrible things that the slime god had done to the merloks. She kicked and beat against the elf.

“You dare to oppose me?” The Hunger ignored Winkle’s and Mileena’s attacks, his pale face indenting and then popping back into shape with each blow of Winkle’s little green fists. “Stupid creatures! Your ends might have been pleasurable, but you will suffer for your insolence!”

The Hunger lashed out at Mileena and sent her flying across the deck. She struck a mast and slumped to the ground unconscious. He turned to Winkle, ignoring the flurry of punches from the furious goblin. The pale elf reached past Winkle’s flailing arms and wrapped a hand around the goblin’s scrawny neck.

“That is enough of that, you irritating flea,” snarled the Hunger, rising from the deck.

“Let go!” shouted Winkle, kicking desperately at the Hunger’s arm. “You not hurt mistress anymore! You not hurt baby inside GGGRRKK!”

The Hunger’s hand tightened on Winkle’s throat. He lifted Winkle off the ground by his neck, staring him in the eyes.

“You… I will not end so easily,” growled the Hunger. “For denying me Iluxa’s womb, temporarily, and polluting my bride with your filth, I will spend eternity torturing you.”

The storm of pleasure engulfing Iluxa seemed to recede. The tentacles slid from within her tortured holes and let her slip out of their embrace. She fell to the deck, gasping, just in time to see the tentacles turn their cruel attention on Winkle. Tentacle cum poured from her pussy and ass and pooled beneath her knees. She spit tentacle spunk from her mouth and wiped her chin.

Although her mind had been assailed by the torturous pleasures of the tentacles, she had heard what was being said even as she was wracked with ecstasy. Was Winkle truly the father of her child? How did he know?

She had to act as if this was the truth. She could not allow the Hunger to torture him to the same madness she had experienced.

She searched the deck around her. She saw the sword stuck into a mast, but she knew chopping off a few tentacles would hardly even get the Hunger’s attention. She needed something bigger. Something more potent.

And Iluxa saw it glowing faintly next to an iron grate that led to the ship’s hold. The crystal that contained the magical essence of the Hunger and bound him to Vainglory. The one that could bind Iluxa to him or grant her almost limitless power over the creature. The source of his entire evil endeavor.

While he was distracted by his fury, Iluxa got to her hands and knees and crawled across the deck. The moment her fingers brushed against the crystal she felt it again. A wave of foreboding followed by a dizzying array of images.

She saw the world as it fell to the Hunger. She saw cities consumed and countless armies kneeling before the conquering slime. Humans, elves, orcs, and all other sentient species bowing before him. But the Hunger was merciless. He did not just conquer, he consumed, and soon the whole world would be remade in his image.

Iluxa felt the seductive call of such premonitions. The promise of pleasure and almost limitless power. She knew all too well the ecstasy that the slime could grant her. She had felt it firsthand. What if she wielded it too? What if she were the one to wear the crown and command the slimy tentacles to capture her foes and pleasure them until their minds broke.

It was as if a seductive voice was whispering in Iluxa’s ear and telling her she could rule the world herself. If only she gave in to that feeling in the pit of her stomach.

That insatiable hunger.

A familiar voice called her back from the edge of surrender to the crystal’s dark promise. Back to a reality where saving her friends was far more important to her than getting revenge on her foes.

“Mmmm! Love Iluxa... mmmmMPMMM!”

“Winkle,” gasped Iluxa, looking back over her shoulder to see the poor goblin suspended in the air, his naked green body being tickled, squeezed, and spanked by tentacles. One tentacle gagged him. Another wrapped around the root of his bollocks and seemed to cause him agony by squeezing and tugging at them.

“Ha ha! You will never escape this suffering, goblin!” The Hunger stood with his hands on his slender elven hips, gloating over the pain of Winkle. He was so focused on Winkle’s downfall that he still had not noticed Iluxa’s escape, nor her return.

But she was right behind him. And she was holding the crystalline essence of the Hunger in her hand.

“Hey, you psychotic freak,” said Iluxa, finally forcing him to turn around.

“Hmmm?” He looked at her and it took a moment for him to register what she was holding in her hand. “How dare you!? Give me that back!”

He lunged for the crystal, but Iluxa danced out of reach. She retreated across the deck, goading the Hunger along with her. She could see the tentacles slowly lowering Winkle back to the deck. She could sense them bulging out of nearby planks as the Hunger prepared to attack her.

“Go ahead and try,” she said and held her hand over the railing. The sea churned beneath them, foaming as waves beat against the wallowing hull of Vainglory.

“No!” shouted the Hunger. “Don’t you dare! Do you not see what power you can have by my side?”

“I’ve heard enough of your megalomaniacal fantasies. You’ve done enough evil in this world. Hurt enough people I care about. But it’s done. It’s over. You won’t hurt me or any of my friends again.” She put one hand on her abdomen. “And you definitely won’t be hurting my baby.”

“We shall say about that—NO!”

He screamed and lunged for her as she tossed the crystal over her shoulder. Tentacles spurted from Vainglory, blindly reaching out to grab it.

There was a bright flash of light the moment the crystal struck the water’s surface. A flare so bright that it easily penetrated Iluxa’s eyelids. She had a moment to cry out in fear and then she was enveloped by nothingness.


12.5

Liberated or Enslaved

The ocean’s surface was as smooth and translucent as a bottle’s glass. The waves were frozen in place. Gentle ridges rounded at their tops that were easy for Iluxa to climb with her bare feet. She could see fish frozen in place beneath the waves. Deep down, leviathans lurked in the abyss, their bodies as big as a galleon and their eyes the size of cannonballs. They did not move. Did not stir as Iluxa climbed from one frozen wave to the next.

Even the gulls and clouds above her were motionless. There was no ship. No shore. Iluxa was utterly and completely alone walking a sea without life.

“What is this?” she called, her voice echoing as if in a cave. “What happened?”

A humanoid shape rose from the waves. It was as translucent as water but resolved to the familiar shape of an elf.

The Hunger.

“This is your doing,” said Iluxa, pointing a finger at the godlike entity.

“On the contrary,” said the Hunger, sounding almost sad, “this is your doing, Iluxa Demyr. My evil plan has been thwarted and my power banished back into the ageless seas. But for defeating a monster, a queen of the seas deserves her heart’s desire.”

“What do you mean?” asked Iluxa.

The Hunger raised his hands, palms up, and the frozen sea began to quiver and vibrate beneath Iluxa’s bare feet. Dark shapes moved beneath the surface of the water. Big and getting bigger. The leviathans? No, she could see those still frozen beneath the waves. The dark shapes burst through the surface all around Iluxa, one after another.

Black, slimy wood encrusted with barnacles. Ancient cannons turned to pitted rust. Broken pottery and corroded coins. And gold. Spilling like fish scales from the yawning, broken corpses of a hundred shipwrecks. Sunken treasures rose to the surface and floated all around her. A trick of necromancy. The great graveyard of the sea giving up its dead for Iluxa.

“This and more,” said the Hunger, sinking back beneath the sea. “All yours, Iluxa Demyr. It is your turn to rule the seas.”

The motion of the waves resumed suddenly and Iluxa was drawn beneath the surface. She fell into the depths as if there was a fortune in gold in her pockets and she gurgled helplessly as the leviathans began to stir.

She awoke coughing, although there was no seawater in her lungs. She was on the deck of a ship, looking up at a clear blue sky. Her body damp with sweat and a small green hand pressing down against her chest.

“You alright,” said a familiar voice. “You not drowning. You sound like you were drowning but you not drowning. You alright. Baby alright.”

“Baby?” Iluxa blinked and it all came flooding back. Winkle’s child was in her belly. Her goblin cabin boy was kneeling beside her, gently holding her down so she did not try to throw herself into the sea.

Iluxa was naked, glistening with slime from the slimy tentacles that had embraced her just before she had thrown the crystal overboard. She pushed herself into a sitting position, her plump blue breasts dangling heavily as she pushed Winkle’s hand away.

“You can stop trying to push me back down. I’m alright, you said it yourself. You—”

“You alright!” Winkle cried, throwing his arms around Iluxa’s neck and hugging her tightly. She tried to pretend not to notice his stiff goblin cock poking against her side. She finally managed to push him away and pulled herself to her feet, remembering that she was aboard Vainglory. The very ship she had sought with every hope in her body. It was now hers. It was a treasure ship the likes of which no pirate or merchant had seen.

Despite her fell dreams and her misgivings, Iluxa could not help but smile at the ultimate victory she had won. With her hands on her hips, she slowly turned, surveying the battered, but otherwise intact Vainglory. It would make a fine ship. All she needed was a crew.

Her gaze settled on Mileena. The merlok was leaning against the taffrail, staring blankly out at the sea. Ignoring Winkle, who was still trying to hug Iluxa’s legs and bury his face between them, Iluxa strode across the deck towards the merlok woman. Mileena turned as Iluxa approached. Sadness was etched in the merlok’s beautiful, elfin features.

“Mileena,” said Iluxa, joining her at the railing, “why do you look so sad? We have won!”

“Have we?” Mileena frowned. “I am glad you survived, Iluxa, but what is the point? It does not change anything.”

Iluxa did not understand. She raised her hand to gesture and froze, staring down at her fingers. She had raised her mechanical hand. The one that had grasped the crystal and thrown it into the sea. Only now the mechanical joints and gears of Iluxa’s hand were composed of the same faintly luminous violet crystalline substance as what she had just disposed of in the sea.

“The evil is not gone at all,” said Mileena, smiling sadly. “You carry the heart of the Hunger as a part of you now.”

Iluxa flexed her crystalline fingers, fascinated that she was able to feel through the crystal almost as if it were flesh and blood. She was so focused on her strange appendage that she did not hear Lydia approaching.

“You have his power,” said Lydia, her words quivering slightly as they vibrated through her new slimy body. “I can feel it. You control the Vainglory along with every slime that survived the destruction of the Hunger.”

“How many is that?”

Lydia moved closer, sliding without lifting her feet from the deck. She put a slimy hand upon Iluxa’s crystalline hand.

“Only I remain, Iluxa. The others were absorbed into the Hunger. When you destroyed him, there was nothing to guide them, no compelling sentience. Some flowed back into the slime that infests this ship, but most simply drained away. But because I felt remorse – and I resisted him – I endure in this half existence.” Lydia’s beautiful, translucent face formed a smile. “Show us, Iluxa. Use the power you have claimed as your own.”

Winkle grinned expectantly at Iluxa and Mileena looked on with worry. The infamous pirate queen closed her eyes and felt the strange thrum of the ship’s deck beneath her feet. It was not at all like trying to captain a ship. It was more like riding a horse. The ship was alive, or at least the slime soaked into its wood was alive and responded to Iluxa’s mind like a stirring beast.

She willed it forward, the sails unfurling and the rudder turning in the water. The sails billowed and caught the tropical wind and the huge galleon surged into motion. It moved with incredible speed and Iluxa found she had more control over that speed than seemed possible by simply trimming the sails or adjusting their angle.

“Wow! You do all this?” marveled Winkle, looking around at the ship that had come to life without a crew.

“I am doing it,” laughed Iluxa, feeling a rush of power. “I can feel every plank in the hull. Every knot in the rigging. It’s like… Vainglory is a part of me. So full of treasure and yet there is so much more to find.”

“You do not get it at all,” said Mileena bitterly. “I nearly suffered a fate worse than death. Your crew was absorbed into the slime. Many have suffered in your quest for this ship. You never understood the cost.”

“My reward,” said Iluxa, understanding at last. “To gorge on treasure at the cost of the few of my companions that have survived.”

“Along with many more lives in the ships you would take and maybe your soul,” said Mileena. “Or you could stop this pointless hunt for treasure now. Streer us towards the nearest port and lay anchor there. Never stalk the seas again.”

“Your point is made,” said Iluxa, folding her arms across her bare breasts. “The ship is sailing for Cutthroat’s Refuge, but we are two days out. Plenty of time for me to consider what you have said.”

Iluxa wished she could comfort Mileena. As if sensing her thoughts, Lydia slid across the deck and draped a slimy arm across Mileena’s shoulders.

“My queen understands you completely,” said Lydia. “She knows you have been abused. She will not let it happen again and will do anything possible to make it up to you.”

“Really?” asked Mileena, searching the translucent face of the slime woman for the truth.

“Truly,” said Lydia, caressing Mileena’s cheek. The two kissed and Lydia’s glistening hands began to stroke and fondle Mileena’s soft breasts. The slime slithered down Mileena’s body, kissing the whole way and eliciting soft gasps as Mileena pushed herself against the railing. Her cock was rising to full mast. By the time Lydia’s kisses reached that merlok cock, it was completely erect.

“Oohhhhhh, yesss,” moaned Mileena, cradling Lydia’s head as Mileena’s cock slid into the translucent depths of Lydia’s throat. The voluptuous slime girl took the merlok meat effortlessly. Her entire body jiggled and her throat let out a bubbling gurgle as she slurped and popped her wet lips on Mileena’s straining cock.

Iluxa could not look away. She watched Lydia heft her translucent breasts and cradled Mileena’s cock, stroking and wanking it with her tits only to take it back into her gooey throat. Mileena was clearly in heaven, sawing her cock in and out of the slime girl’s luscious mouth and making Lydia’s entire body wobble and ripple.

“This very sexy,” said Winkle, reaching a hand out to take Iluxa’s hand. She smiled down at the sweet gesture and then winkle brought her hand to his stiff cock.

“Oh, you little beast,” said Iluxa, but she laughed as she said it and wrapped her fingers around her loyal goblin’s bumpy prick. “I think I owe you for saving me earlier.”

Iluxa was surprised to be drawn into the goblin’s arms. He was surprisingly strong and when she was kneeling with him upon the gently swaying deck, they seemed almost the same height. She embraced him, not as her sex toy or her cabin boy, but as the man (or goblin) who saved her life more than once in her long journey. His bony hands roamed over Iluxa’s pert curves. He planted a thin-lipped kiss on her lips and his tongue slithered into her mouth.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, not resisting him. Their tongues twining and their mouths melting together, their naked bodies pressed tight. Beside them, Lydia and Mileena were locked in gelatinous pleasure. A steady slap of merlok flesh on quivering slime.

Iluxa had long harbored feelings for Winkle. Feeling that had grown over her recent ordeal and had blossomed into genuine attraction.

“Oh, Winkle,” she moaned, kissing him again with even greater passion. He pressed atop her, kissing his way to her heaving breasts, and lapping at her nipples. He looked up at her with his beady eyes sparkling adoringly as he squeezed her tits with both hands and suckled at her straining buds. Iluxa cried out, arching beneath him, parting her thighs for his scrawny body.

Winkle took the invitation, moving between her creamy blue legs and pressing the head of his bumpy cock to the slick entrance of Iluxa’s elf pussy.

“Captain,” he said. “Iluxa. Me love you. Me put babies into you. So many babies. Ohhhhh…”

“Yessss!” moaned Iluxa, throwing back her head and feeling the goblin’s surprisingly large cock slide into her hot cove. She was eager for him and he thrust to the hilt into her steamy pussy. His hard little stones pressing against her ass. His scrawny hips working feverishly as he fucked his cock in and out of her with the rampant lust of a goblin.

“Slower,” moaned Iluxa, her hands holding to his skinny hips. “Savor this. I want to cum with you, Winkle.”

“Yes, I cum with Iluxa,” he agreed, stretching atop her and pressing another kiss to her lips. She murmured beneath him, kissing him back, passionate in her feelings for the goblin. Her most faithful companion. Her greatest lover. And now the father of the baby inside her.

The thought made Iluxa tighten her legs around Winkle, drawing his thrusting cock deeper into her slick pussy. He had slowed his movements, but a goblin could only resist his rutting instinct for so long. His thrusts gained speed and urgency. He panted like an excited dog atop her, his tongue hanging from his mouth as he pounded his green cock into her pussy.

Iluxa felt her pleasure rising. Tightening around his thrusting cock. Squeezing and massaging his length with each excited stroke until she felt a great upwelling of ecstasy.

“I’m so close,” she cried, working her hips beneath him and drawing him deeper with her legs.

“Yes! Winkle cum! Will fill captain!”

She silenced his raspy voice with another kiss. Adoring him with her tongue in his mouth for once. He cried out in surprise, burying his full length inside her. He was as hard as steel. Throbbing with his pleasure. Iluxa could withstand no more. She cried out against his lips, her whole body clutching against him and her muscles shaking with the intensity of the orgasm that rippled up from her core.

Winkle moaned, humping hard and thrusting deep, unleashing a rapid pumping, spurting orgasm that drenched Iluxa’s womb in a hot coating of fresh goblin spunk. Her orgasmic spasms milked his spurting cock.

As Winkle was basting Iluxa’s womb in a hot torrent of spunk, Mileena was letting loose deep inside the gooey ass of Lydia. The translucent slime captain was wobbling and slapping as she rode up and down, her ass splatting against Mileena’s glistening hips with each downward stroke. The merlok’s fat cock let loose with a geyser of milky spunk that flowed upwards into Lydia’s translucent body. The load of merlok cum quickly swirling into Lydia, making her loins opaque with the spreading cloud of sperm. Slime girl and merlok howled with mutual pleasure, an aria that seemed intended to accompany the mutual climax of Iluxa and Winkle.

Goblin, elf, merlok, and slime girl collapsed into a great, sweaty pile beside each other. Four souls sated and triumphant after a deadly encounter with a godlike and otherworldly entity.

Iluxa could feel the ship around her almost like a part of her body. She was connected to Vainglory and its treasure so long as she had that pulsating violet crystal for an arm. She caressed Winkle with it, stroking his chest as he looked over at her and smiled.

“Where we go now, captain?” asked the goblin.

“Cutthroat’s Refuge,” said Iluxa, letting her crystalline fingers walk down Winkle’s abdomen and gently grasping his cock. “After that? I haven’t decided yet. The world is ours to see.”

She rolled onto her side, smiling at the goblin as she leaned over him and took his wilting cock into her mouth.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned appreciatively as she began to suck.


12.6

The Curse of the Harlot Knight

Sophie Almodóvar had spent most of her adult life trying to escape a curse that compelled her to act foolishly. But she had heard of another woman, a dark elf, who had supposedly faced an inescapable curse and escaped with her life. Iluxa Demyr found everything she could have ever dreamed of on the treasure ship Vainglory but had turned away from a life of piracy and power and disappeared into legend.

Or so the story went. Such tales tended to be exaggerated and this particular tale was over twenty years old. Despite her doubts, Sophie had tracked fresh rumors of the former pirate queen and her mysterious ship to the eastern coast of Trentino. It was a minor diversion from her journey to Vithe and one worth taking if it could provide her with some insight on how to escape her own curse.

In the picturesque town of Salemno, with its orange clay rooftops and houses perched upon the seaside cliffs, Sophie followed those rumors of the Dark Queen of the Seas to a tavern. The dockside tavern was unusually airy and pleasant for a sailor’s refuge. Old fishermen and sun-kissed whores were enjoying their drinks by lantern light. A bard strummed and a dancing girl played the shaker cymbals on her shapely hip. Moths swirled around the covered lanterns.

Several men eyed Sophie as the voluptuous Harlot Knight approached the counter. She could feel them admiring her and the mark on the back of her neck pulsed in response. The craving was strong after two days on the road with only an old beggar to satiate her hunger. A nice sailor or two would be a fine respite from her travels.

“What can I get ya, miss?” asked the barkeep, wiping down a tin cup.

Before Sophie could answer, she spotted something unusual just outside the tavern. An odd hunchback with slender limbs, a pretty face, and blue-green skin was walking past. Sophie stared a moment longer, wondering at the white hair that matched the description of the Dark Queen of the seas. She realized the hunchback was not a deformity at all but a runty old goblin being carried on the backpack of the pretty young woman.

“Later,” said Sophie, waving away the barkeep and walking out of the tavern in pursuit of the woman and her goblin. She could hear the goblin muttering something about, “perhaps goblins shouldn’t fly.”

“Excuse me!” called Sophie. The woman slowed as she walked from the dock to the beach and glanced back over her shoulder. The goblin with the white hairs and the drooping ears looked back over his shoulder as well. Sophie hastened to catch up.

“Oooh, what this,” said the goblin, staring hungrily at Sophie’s bouncing breasts.

The dark elf turned and Sophie almost let out a gasp of surprise. The girl, young and beautiful, was not merely a dark elf. She bore the obvious features of a mingling between the blood of a dark elf and a goblin. An unusual pairing, but not at all unappealing. She was shorter than Sophie, though still much larger than the goblin on her back, and her ears were longer than an elf’s. Her eyes were also smaller and darker than an elf’s, though this was somehow more alluring, making her eyes seem intelligent and intense. Her unusual blue-green skin was no doubt a combination of the skin tone of her parents. 

“Yes? Who are you?” asked the elf, staring at Sophie without fear.

“Um, my name is Sophie Almodóvar. I have heard tell of an elf called Iluxa Demyr. She bears a curse not too different than the one that marks me, if the stories are true, and I was hoping she might help me with my own problem.”

“I’m Velvet and this is Winkle,” said the girl. “You’re looking for my mother. She’s over there. On our ship.”

The girl pointed down the docks at a huge galleon with dark sails and ominous gun ports. Sophie felt the fool for not noticing it immediately since it was far larger than any of the fishing boats and trade skiffs at the docks.

“The Vainglory,” said Sophie.

“Yep,” agreed Velvet. “I’m sure mom will want to talk to you.”

“I want to talk to you too,” said Winkle, licking his lips and eyeing Sophie’s heaving breasts.

“Um, later,” said Sophie and she set off for the Vainglory.

Sophie had followed rumors of the ghostly treasure ship up and down the coast of Trentino. Stories of a mysterious ship and a beautiful, white-haired dark elf who provided treasure to the poor without asking for anything but a few provisions in return. The villagers that had repeated the tale had spoken of being afraid when the huge, mysterious galleon anchored itself nearby, but warmed when they were given gifts by the captain of the Vainglory. 

Sophie boarded the ship, with its tattered sails and black decks. It was unnaturally dark and silent. Only a single lantern burned in the captain’s cabin. There was no sentry, although Sophie presumed the very size and ominous look of the Vainglory would keep any bandits from coming aboard.

“Hello?” called Sophie. Receiving no answer, she approached the captain’s cabin and knocked softly. The door clicked and swung open as if a ghost had invited her within.

Sophie’s heart pounded in her chest. A figure was seated at the captain’s desk, her body feminine in blouse and trousers, but her face hidden in shadow as she studied a map by the lantern’s light. Sophie approached slowly, surprised by how afraid she felt. There was something about this mysterious woman that exuded power. She could feel it radiating from the ship itself, but especially from the shadowed face of the woman sitting in the chair.

“Hello,” said Sophie. “I hope I’m not disturbing you, captain. I have heard about a ship—”

Sophie swayed on her feet as the ship began to move. Strange. The sails had been furled and the anchor in the water and yet the ship was moving suddenly as if with a strong tailwind.

“W-what’s happening? Where are we going?” Sophie gasped, swaying on her feet.

“If I wanted to deal with unwanted guests,” said the cold voice of the woman hidden in shadow, “I would have summoned Lydia. However, she is spending time with her wife and daughters. What do you want with my ship?”

“Not your ship,” said Sophie trying to recover her bearings. She could see the coast and the lights of Salemno receding out of the ship’s back window. Vainglory was moving supernaturally fast and there was nothing Sophie could do about it other than reason with its captain. “I am here for your advice, Iluxa Demyr.”

The blue-skinned elf woman finally leaned into the light, revealing her beautiful face and her glittering red eyes. She smiled wolfishly at Sophie.

“So you know my name, and yet I do not know yours. Tell it to me, tell it quick, and spare no detail about why you have set foot on my ship without my permission.” Iluxa rolled up her map and set it aside. “If I like what you have to say, I might not keelhaul you.”

Sophie blurted out everything to the dark elf. Her name, her family’s dark history, her darkborne curse of lust, and her hopes of cleansing her body of it to redeem her family’s name. Iluxa listened with interest, a smile slowly spreading on her face with each new detail of Sophie’s story.

“On the advice of a pater, I have tried to win the favor of Mardoch,” said Sophie. “He is watching me, but he has not cleansed me of my mark. I don’t know what more to do for him.”

“So you came to me,” finished Iluxa, rising from her chair.

“I’ve heard you were cursed by an ancient evil and have escaped its clutches,” said Sophie. “I hoped you might know how I could do the same for my curse.”

“My curse is nothing like yours,” said Iluxa, reaching for the buttons of her blouse. “It was a curse of a different nature. One ancestor made a very bad choice and many suffered for it. But now, I am not free of that curse at all. I suffer with it every day and must make the right choice anew with each dawn. I fight back. The battle is won each day that I bring happiness and peace.”

Iluxa shed her blouse, freeing her pert blue breasts and darker blue nipples. A hint of heft and sag from motherhood only added to the dark elf pirate’s beauty.

Sophie felt her mark pulsing. The heat blooming in her loins. Iluxa continued to undress, shedding her boots and trousers and baring her toned thighs and flat abdomen. Her bare pussy only briefly hidden by the fluffy undershorts she was wearing before the captain discarded those as well.

“Now… now you tempt me?” gasped Sophie, feeling a nearly overwhelming urge to caress Iluxa.

“Temptation suggests something to be resisted,” purred Iluxa. “I invite you. To touch me. To permit me to touch you.”

Sophie could not resist any longer. She embraced the beautiful pirate with the steamy hunger of a woman who had gone without for more than a day. Their lips met in a torrid kiss. Sophie’s tongue thrust into Iluxa’s sweet mouth and Iluxa replied just as eagerly. Their sweet saliva mingling. Sophie’s hands exploring the glorious curves of the beautiful, white-haired elf.

“By Mardoch, you taste sweet,” moaned Sophie.

“I taste as sweet everywhere,” replied Iluxa, gently urging Sophie’s head lower.

And Sophie did not disappoint the captain. She fell upon Iluxa’s soft breasts with a ravenous lust. Kissing them and shaping them in her eager hands. She sucked at the stiff blue buds of the captain’s nipples. Her fingers teased while her tongue tasted. There was a hint of welling sweetness. Perhaps a trace of a mother’s milk or something else. It was an elixir on Sophie’s tongue and she eagerly sucked more.

“Ohhhh, yessss,” moaned Iluxa, threading fingers in Sophie’s hair. “It has been too long since a real woman has visited me.”

“Mmmmm, that goblin,” gasped Sophie. “He fathered your daughter?”

“Yes,” giggled Iluxa. “Does that disturb you that I would willingly give myself to a goblin.”

“Oh, no,” replied Sophie, popping her lips free of Iluxa’s nipple and kissing lower. “It makes my lust burn hotter. I’ve had my dalliances with the little green troublemakers. I know the pleasure of such an embrace.”

“Perhaps one day you’ll take one as your mate,” moaned Iluxa, urging Sophie lower. “But tonight… you belong to me.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” replied Sophie, pressing her face eagerly between Iluxa’s thighs and at last tasting the silky purse of her cunt. The sweet, mysterious nectar of a dark elf was not one Sophie had ever tasted. She lapped at those delicate folds and sucked at the pebble of Iluxa’s clit.

Iluxa cried out, hooking one leg over Sophie’s shoulder, and balancing on the other as she rocked her hips and fucked her hot cunny against the Harlot Knight’s eager tongue. Sophie was loud and lewd about pleasuring the elf. She lost herself in the feast, sucking and licking Iluxa until the elf began to cum. Thanks to her mark, Sophie tasted the deliriously delicious flavor of pleasure. Drinking it as she drank the sweet girlcum that poured from Iluxa’s trembling twat.

Sophie, by then, had freed herself from her armor and skirt and wriggled out of her panties. Iluxa pushed her back and assaulted Sophie’s more than ample curves with the same delight that Sophie had shown for Iluxa’s. The dark elf moved over Sophie with great care, positioning her mouth above one thick nipple and sucking greedily before moving to the other.

Iluxa turned and straddled Sophie’s face, offering her cunt once more to Sophie’s tongue as Iluxa’s blude body stretched out atop Sophie’s. Their tongues danced in synchronized lust. Sophie leaning her head up to lick and suck and Iluxa daintily tonguing Sophie’s clit. Sophie reached up with both hands, spreading Iluxa’s ass and admiring the twitching blue clench of her asshole as Sophie hungrily devoured her cunt.

“Mmmmnnnnnnn!” cried the Harlot Knight, feasting on the dark elf’s pleasure even as her own ecstasy was on the rise.

“Yessss,” gasped Iluxa. “Oh, you devilish woman. You are going to make me… ahhhhh… already! CUMMING!”

Iluxa threw her head back and used her fingers to take over on Sophie’s clit as she savored her intense climax. Her hips jerked and she rocked back against Sophie’s face. Cumming and feeding into Sophie’s pleasure.

Sophie jerked her own hips, pleasure bursting from her depths. At the peak of ecstasy, she grabbed Iluxa tightly and pulled the elf’s perky blue ass back onto her face. Iluxa cried out in surprise as Sophie eagerly rimmed her elf ass, licking and thrusting her tongue into that delicate clench as Sophie was cumming.

“Yesssss! You naughty girl!” cried Iluxa, reaching back to grab a handful of Sophie’s hair and riding her pert bottom against Sophie’s tongue.

Sophie licked and licked until Iluxa’s pleasure was spent. A bewitching flame within her that guttered with exhaustion. She fell into Sophie’s arms and the Harlot Knight cradled the dark elf tightly against her soft bosom.

“That was rather nice,” gasped Iluxa. “Do you fuck everyone the first time you meet them?”

“Oh, you would be surprised how often I do,” chuckled Sophie. “It sort of goes along with the curse. Everybody I meet is a new dish and I want to find out how they taste.”

“And how did I taste, my dear?” asked Iluxa, meeting Sophie’s gaze and pressing tighter against Sophie’s curves.

“Mmmmmm, one of the best,” admitted Sophie, mashing a kiss to Iluxa’s soft lips. Their tongues tangled languidly. A kiss that Sophie could have easily pushed further, but she could feel the elf’s weariness as an almost perfect inversion of her own, pleasure-fed vitality.

“Not the best?” wondered Iluxa, smiling against Sophie’s lips.

“Oh, well, there was a whole goblin tribe,” giggled Sophie, rolling Iluxa onto her back and devouring her laughter with another steamy kiss. When Sophie pulled back from the embrace, she revealed a frown. “I am disappointed that you couldn’t help me lift my curse.”

“But is it such a bad thing?” wondered Iluxa, stroking a lock of Sophie’s hair and moving it from her breasts to admire Sophie’s stiff, pink nipple. Iluxa traced her finger around Sophie’s areola.

“You would think it’s not so bad,” said Sophie. “But you’d also be surprised how often I am famished for fun. Lonely highways, convents, neutered monks, that sort of thing. And with each lover I worry that I am feeding into my own corruption.”

“But is it truly corruption if you are not evil yourself?” asked Iluxa. “Do you hurt people with your power?”

“No, not at all,” said Sophie. “Well, back when I was working the Cutthroat’s Refuge there was a fat old captain I might have killed with a long night of pleasure, but that was owing to his bad heart.”

“As you say,” said Iluxa. “You are not a succubus, draining the lives of the men and women you meet. You make your fate each new day just like me. Your choices determine whether you are good or evil. Someday, you will clear your family’s name and accept that the evil that touched your life has only made you stronger.”

Sophie studied the beautiful dark elf. She wasn’t so sure, but she decided that it sounded good enough to be true. And in that moment, more than anything, she just wanted to kiss the Dark Queen again.


Book Thirteen: Faylana
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Raunchy Tales of a Cheating Elf

By Amanda Clover


13.1

High Stakes

Faylana couldn’t believe it. Caldric had sworn he would stop drinking for the night and had promised to stop gambling for the night. “I just need some soup and bread,” he had slurred, waving around his empty cup.

Faylana had gone upstairs to freshen herself in their room and returned to find her lover back into his cups and sitting at a table with a pair of cackling goblins and an orc. He was in the middle of a hand of ranger’s gambit. Faylana’s plush lips tightened with concern. She started across the tavern, her frilled blue nightgown whispering at her ankles and her ample breasts bouncing behind the crisscross of laces.

“Three jesters and three oaks!” said Caldric, turning over his hand. “Read ‘em and weep!”

The goblins stopped laughing and ducked their heads in dismay as Caldric reached for the pot. One of the orc’s huge hands shot out and grabbed Caldric’s wrist.

“Not so fast, human.” The orc’s voice was a deep rumble that Faylana felt in her chest as she reached the table. The orc flipped over his six cards. “Six maples.”

“A straight grove,” laughed one of the goblins. “He’s got you, humie!”

Caldric released the coins he had been picking up. The orc let go of his wrist, a red mark where the brute had squeezed lingering on Caldric’s forearm. Caldric sat back in his chair with a stunned look on his face as he watched the orc collecting his winnings.

Faylana felt sorry for Caldric. She knew how he loved to play his games. She put her arms over his shoulder and leaned the soft weight of her breasts against the back of his head.

“This would seem an excellent opportunity to come to bed with me, Caldric,” said Faylana, stroking his chest as her breasts squeezed against the back of his head. She saw both goblins and the orc staring at her with naked lust. The orc ran his tongue over his tusks. One of the goblins rubbed shamelessly at the bulge in his trousers.

“Not now,” said Caldric, pushing Faylana’s hands away. “I can win it back. I’m due a hot hand.”

“Caldric…” Faylana’s fair brow knitted with worry.

“Maybe the elf is right, human,” chuckled the orc. “You lost too much gold for stakes. You go lay your head on sweet tits of elf.”

Faylana expected Caldric to rise to the comment and get himself into trouble. She was shocked, maybe even a little disappointed, when he laughed.

“You like her tits, huh?” slurred Caldric, picking up his mug of ale. “How about we play for those tits as my stakes. Winner can feel ‘em up if I lose.”

That merited gleeful cackling from both goblins.

Faylana began to protest, “Hey—”

“Done,” said the orc. He nodded to the goblin with the cards. “Deal in the human.”

The goblin began to deal the cards. It was too bad Caldric was so drunk. It would have been easy for him to cheat with every eye at the table staring at Faylana’s cleavage. The ogling was so extreme that she covered her breasts with one arm. As she did, she realized her nipples had stiffened prominently under the delicate gown.

“Caldric, this is foolish,” she whispered to her lover. “I do not like the way those goblins and that orc are staring at me and picturing what I would look like without clothes.”

“They don’t need much imagination when you come out here wearing your nightgown,” said Caldric, glancing over at the nearly sheer blue gown.

Faylana’s cheeks reddened. Her lips screwed up into a pout.

“Caldric Stonehands!” she hissed. “I came down to bring you to bed because you were acting like a drunken fool. Now you’re acting like a fool and a… a… lout! Yes! A lout!”

“Don’t worry, sweetums, I got this,” slurred Caldric. “I have a strategy. It’s all about the courtesans.”

When Caldric slyly raised his hand and showed her the cards, she only grew more worried. Caldric had only drawn a pair of courtesans. The painted, busty women were depicted as leering and winking. Faylana did not like the look of them at all, but she chewed her lower lip as the game commenced.

“I’ll stay,” said Caldric, looking at his hand.

“Stay,” said one goblin.

“Raise,” said the orc. “A gold and ten silver.”

“You can’t raise, Bordak,” said Caldric. “I’m out of coins.”

“Call or fold,” growled Bordak. He eyed Faylana rudely as he spread his big hands on the table. “Offer something more than a feel of those luscious melons.”

“Don’t you dare!” warned Faylana.

“Sh-sh-sh,” said Caldric. “On account of my fine hand, I think I can offer something more. How about… how about she’ll wrap those tits around your cock if you manage to beat me.”

“Yes! Yes!” cheered the goblins.

“Sure,” chuckled Bordak, no doubt salivating at the thought of Faylana’s tits squeezed around his cock. He was certainly staring at them hard enough.

Faylana was thinking about it too. Imagining the big green orc dick sticking up from his lap and her on her knees, forced to wank him off with her breasts like some, well, courtesan. She didn’t like thinking about it, but it did give her a little prickle of heat deep in her core. Warm throbbing or not, she was furious with Caldric. She folded both arms across her chest and angrily blew a lock of hair out of her face.

Caldric wasn’t paying any attention.

“Give me four,” he said, returning four of the six cards in his hands. Faylana watched over his shoulder as he flipped the cards up from the table. He did draw one more courtesan along with a pair of cutpurses. She was pretty sure that was a good hand. But would it be good enough?

“Raise! Raise!” chanted one of the goblins, tossing two gold coins into the pot and eyeing Faylana brazenly. “Give more. Give. What elf do when I win?”

“Bash you over the head with a chair,” said Faylana.

“Now, now,” interjected Bordak. “Your husband has made a gentleman’s agreement with his wager. Even the constables would agree you owed us. If he’s forced to fold now, you’ll have to do what was already promised. Or… he could offer something else and keep playing.”

“You hear that, Faylana?” said Caldric. “I’ll have to offer something else, my love. That is just how it is if I want to stay in the game.”

“Oh, you are horrible,” said Faylana. “All of you, but especially you, Caldric. I warned you about this gambling and drinking.”

Her outrage set the goblins to snickering and caused a wry smile to spread on Bordak’s face. Caldric ignored her and said, “Alright. She will have sex with the winner.”

“Fair enough,” said Bordak. “Sounds like you called Freed’s bet. So that means two to call for me? Or I could always…” The orc hefted an entire stack of gold coins between his index finger and thumb. He dropped the coins into the pot. “I’ll raise you eight gold.”

The goblins both dropped out at that point. The bet was to Caldric.

“Just fold,” whispered Faylana. “I will do as you bet. I will bed the orc. Then we can retire for the night and speak no more of this.”

“Relax, babe, I got this,” said Caldric, though his words were so badly slurred she doubted his wisdom. Before she could intervene and call a stop to the game, Caldric lurched to his feet. “I call! You win this hand, Bordak, and you can have her for the wholllllle night. All the way until morning.”

“Whatever I want?” chuckled the orc, meeting Faylana’s gaze and causing her to look away from him.

“Anything,” said Caldric. “Mouth. Pussy. Ass. Hell, you can fuck her armpits if you want. Won’t matter. Cuz I got you beat, you old troll.”

“Very well,” said Bordak. “Call accepted. Show me your hand, human.”

“Bandit’s brothel,” said Caldric, flipping over his cards. “Three courtesans and three cutpurses.”

“Hmmmm?” Bordak raised an eyebrow. “I have a knight’s chariot. Three knights, two wagons. So you win. Or you would. If you had what you claimed.”

“What are you talkin’ about?” slurred Caldric, staggering and looking around. “Three courtesans! Three cutpurses! Right there!”

He gestured and Faylana looked again. Her heart was in her throat. Caldric had a cutpurse before, but he discarded it. He only had three courtesans, two cutpurses, and a gnome.”

“What? How did… how did that…? Faylana!” Caldric turned to her. “You saw my hand! Tell me you saw it! These goblins are cheating for the orc!”

“Careful now,” growled Bordak. “I won fairly. The elf is mine for the remainder of the night.”

Bordak looked at her expectantly. Caldric looked at her with pleading eyes. Faylana was furious with Caldric. It made it easier for her to turn away from him, walk slowly around the table, and approach the hulking orc.

“What are you doing?” cried Caldric.

“Paying your gambling debt, you drunken fool,” she said and turned back to Bordak. “As agreed. I am yours for the night.”

“Wait, you can’t!” cried Caldric. He took a step towards Faylana, but was shoved back by the goblins. They pushed him roughly into a chair. Before he could get back to his feet they had bound his wrists and ankles to the chair.

“Get good look, humie!” cackled the goblins. “Bordak show elf real pleasure!”

“Ohhhhhh,” moaned Caldric, his head lolling and his eyes rolling.

“Don’t mind him,” rumbled Bordak as he took Faylana into his arms. “He never satisfied you, did he?”

Faylana pressed against the orc. Her soft curves and fair skin were dominated by the chiseled green of his massive body. Her breath caught in her throat. His features were savage, overly masculine. His scent a musk of sweat mixed with the tang of metal. He wore only trousers and no shirt at all so that she felt his warmth against the tops of her breasts overflowing her gown.

Did Caldric ever satisfy her? Even if he had, it no longer mattered. Not tonight.

“No,” she whispered.

“Say it so he can hear you,” growled Bordak.

“Caldric never satisfied me,” said Faylana, her voice cracking a little. “He never has. He never… never will.”

“He certainly won’t after you have known the pleasure of an orc,” laughed Bordak. “Oh, my fair beauty. You will be like a virgin on her first bedding. I will ruin you for all those human cocks.”

He squeezed her in his arms and pulled her into a kiss. Rough. Hot. His tongue thrusting into her mouth and tasting the innocence of her soft lips.

She trembled against him. Yielded to him. Her lips parting wider and her tongue moving against his. Feeling his big teeth. His tusks. His powerful, dominating tongue. His hands roaming down her shapely body. His grasp engulfing the soft flare of her hips and reaching around to the plush peach of her ass. Squeezing her through the gown. Shaping her rear with his powerful hands.

He pulled back suddenly, turning her around with such force that one of her breasts popped free of her nightgown. Faylana felt Bordak’s bulging cock press against her ass. His hand reached around her, groping her bare breast and then over to the laces of her bodice. He hooked his fingers between them and yanked. The front of the nightgown was torn open, both of her heavy breasts bouncing free. Caldric moaning at the sight of them. Looking away like a coward.

“Please,” gasped Faylana. “Please… be gentle.”

“That’s not what you really want,” said the orc and he yanked again, tearing the nightgown from her body, ripping the slip from her shoulders, exposing her completely to the hearth-warmed tavern.

Her pale curves shuddering. Her nipples stiff with her arousal. His hands explored her shapely body. Squeezed and caressed down to her hips. Reached between her legs and fondled the soft heat of her cunt. Faylana whined with pleasure, biting her lip as two thick orc fingers thrust between her folds. Filled her. Stretched her tight channel.

“That’s it,” rumbled Bordak, his breath hot on Faylana’s neck. “Soon you will know the pleasure of an orc. I will make you cum like no human ever will. But first… you owe me a debt only these fat tits and your sweet elf mouth can pay.”

He slipped his fingers from her cunt and shoved her to her knees. He walked around to stand in front of her, blocking her view of Caldric as he agonized in the chair. At least he had stopped whimpering so she didn’t have to hear those pathetic moans.

Faylana was face-to-groin with Bordak. The hulking orc yanked his belt open with a clink and drew his trousers down. He was shameless, sliding his pants all the way down his muscular legs. His huge cock was freed and stood up erect from his groin.

“My gods,” whispered Faylana, staring in awe at that huge orc cock. Thicker than her wrist and as long as her forearm. It was a deeper shade of green than Bordak’s torso or face, so dark that it was almost purple at the bulbous tip. The shaft bulged with veins. The balls, though hairless, were huge and heavy beneath his cock. The musky scent of him filled her nostrils. Burned in her brain. The smell of sweat, sex, and, faintly, piss. Hot and huge and aimed almost straight at her face.

“Stop staring,” rumbled Bordak. “Start pleasuring me with those big elf tits. That was the wager.”

“Y-yes,” whispered Faylana. Her cunt ached for more of the orc’s touch, but she recalled Caldric’s foolish first wager. That she would pleasure the winner with her breasts. She sat high on her knees and leaned forward to guide the orc’s massive member between her tits.

His cock was huge and warm, but even this enormous pillar of green was mostly engulfed by her creamy mounds. She squeezed breasts around him, so large and soft that only his purpling tip stuck up through her cleavage. She leaned her mouth over him and let a trickle of her saliva spill over his blunt tip and down his shaft. With that little bit of lubrication, she began to stroke him.

“Please, gods, no,” moaned Caldric. “I didn’t mean it…”

His complaining sent a hot spike of anger through Faylana. This was all his doing. She refused to feel any guilt for following through on her stupid boyfriend’s promise. She began to wank Bordak’s huge cock more insistently between her breasts. She giggled as precum oozed from the tip.

“Oh, gods, it’s so big and warm. So hard. I can’t… can’t wait for you to fuck me with this huge cock. It will be so much better than Caldric’s.” She leaned down and planted a kiss on Bordak’s tip. “Mmmmmmwaaa! Salty!”

“I think your human is nearly ready to weep,” chuckled Bordak. “He can’t bear to watch his lovely elf stroking me off with her luscious tits. It feels wondrous, Faylana. You are so good at that. But now… suck me. Suck that cock for your new orc lover.”

“Ohhhh, yes, thank you, Bordak,” gasped Faylana. “Mmmmmmm! Mmmmmmhmmmm! Oh, yes, your cock tastes so good! I’ll fit as much as I can in my mouth. Ohhhmmmmphmmm!”

The orc draped a huge hand over her head, gently guiding her as she made a loud, slurping show of sucking his cock. She could barely fit the huge tip in her mouth, let alone much of his shaft, but she used her saliva and stroking hands to work his cock. Her tongue swirled in his salty slime. Her head bobbed and throat gurgled on his cock. It was a wanton blowjob that she was sure not even a grizzled orc like Bordak could resist.

She was right.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s it, my sweet elf slut,” growled the orc. “You want it badly, don’t you?”

“Mmmmmmphhnhmm!” she agreed, looking up at him with tears of effort dropping from her eyes.

“Then taste it! Taste the cum of an orc warrior! RAAAAAA!” He roared with fury but did not force her head down or try to fuck her throat.

Bordak’s cock jerked once against her lips. She sucked harder, feeling him tense and his cock jerk again. This time more forcefully. This time with a hot, thick jet of cum straight into her mouth. It nearly choked her, but she managed to swallow before he pumped again. And again. And again. A massive, hot load of orc cum that filled her mouth and dripped out around his shaft. She sucked it all out of him and swallowed what she could.

Gasping, pulling back, she moaned, “So good. Thank you.”

“You are very welcome, my sweet,” chuckled the orc. “Be sure to clean up every drop.”

“Oh, yes,” panted Faylana, licking the salty spunk from her lips before leaning down to slurp droplets from his cock and balls.

The orc was temporarily satisfied. He picked Faylana up and pushed her onto her back on the table directly beside Caldric. The fighter whimpered. Faylana could see him looking drunk and pathetic, snot dripping from his nose and tears staining his cheeks. Worse, she could see the bulge in his pants. Nothing like the size of Bordak’s, but with a wet spot on Caldric’s trousers where his pre was starting to soak through.

She would have gladly taken Bordak’s cock just then, but the orc was far more generous than she had expected. He went down to his knees and pulled Faylana’s legs over his shoulders. He thrust his bald head between her creamy thighs and with his thick fingers and wide, pink tongue, he began to pleasure her. He was confident and forceful. Not at all like Caldric’s halting tongue. Caldric, who scarcely remembered his fingers and never knew when to suck rather than lick.

“Ohhhhhh, gods, you’re incredible,” cried Faylana, arching on the table as the huge orc slurped and licked at her cunt as he fucked her with his fingers. He lubed his littlest finger in her cunt and then thrust it into her ass. He sucked her clit as he pumped his fingers into her clutching holes. Her cries of ecstasy as he made her cum were hardly exaggerated. “Yes! Ohhhh, yes! I’m cumming! I’m cumming so much better than with Caldric!”

Bordak drove Faylana from one orgasm to another without pause. Her ass squeezing against his pinkie and her cunt rippling around his thrusting fingers and spilling her nectar down his chin. When he drew back his fingers at last, he lazily licked her cunt and asshole for several more seconds, filling her with a warm, lingering pleasure.

Then he rose above her, a titan, his huge orc cock grasped in one hand. Its tip dripping with fresh pre as he rubbed it against her thighs, over her blushing cunt, onto her belly to show her just how far it would reach when he hilted inside her.

“So big?” she laughed, petting its green head adoringly. “Caldric, it seems ten times as big as your cock.”

“Oooohhhhh,” moaned the defeated fighter.

“Shut up, Caldric,” laughed Faylana. “Why don’t you enjoy watching this? Maybe it will teach you how to pleasure a woman.”

“He doesn’t have the sword for this fight,” bellowed the orc, bending Faylana’s legs back so her feat where nearly to her long, pointed ears. He teased his fat cock over her cunt several times before lining up the tip with her folds.

She took a deep breath, but there was no preparing for that first thrust. Skewering. Impaling. Stretching her pussy and pressing against her womb. Hilting inside her so that his huge balls were draped against her ass. He drew back, her cunt gripping him so tightly it felt like he might pull her inside out. Then he thrust in again, sending pleasure and shock rippling through her core.

It was like being fucked in a whole different place. A new point of pleasure that only that massive, stretching, filling orc cock could reach. Her feet bounced the air and her tits swung and splashed against her ribcage as Bordak sawed his massive cock into her tight elf cunt. Faster and faster, until Faylana was gasping with pleasure and gripping the edges of the table beneath her. The smell of sex was raw in the air.

“So good! Oohhhhh, fuck me, Bordak! Make this pussy yours! Claim me as your woman!” Faylana cried.

Caldric gave out a strangled moan and jerked in his chair. She looked over just in time to see his cum bubbling through the fabric of his pants. Spurting out through his clothing and pooling in his lap. Cumming from watching her being fucked. Cumming like the pathetic loser cuck he truly was.

“Ohhhh, look, Bordak,” laughed Faylana. “He can’t hold out. Even seeing you fuck me was too much for him!”

Then pleasure shot through Faylana, more intense than she had ever known, and she was cumming too. Cumming all over Bordak’s thrusting cock. He leaned over her, his weight bearing down on her as he drove deep. Hilted.

And poured his hot seed into her fertile elf cunt. Spurt after spurt, drenching her womb and overflowing down the crack of her ass. His throbbing bollocks tight against her asshole. His cock pumping into her as her clutching cunt milked out every drop.

She knew from that moment that she belonged to Bordak. Her pussy would never feel the touch of another human cock again. After the fucking, she gathered her clothes and belongings and bid Caldric farewell with a kiss on the cheek. Bordak cradled her ass with one big hand as he escorted her out the door.

To her new life.


13.2

A Bit of a Nibble

“Please,” said Faylana, reaching for Caldric’s hand. “Just come downstairs with me. We can have supper together. We can put all of this jealous silliness behind us.”

“Silliness!?” Caldric pulled his hand away from her grasp. He turned to face her. He could see the emotion welling in her big blue eyes, the flushed loveliness in her elfin face, but he could not suppress his anger. “Faylana, you swoon for every man who shows you a moment’s kindness. You fall for their tricks and slip so easily into their beds and… that merchant’s son!”

“What do you mean?” she asked, her brow furrowing. “I was helping him with his illness.”

“The blockage in his root that, ah, prevented his seed from flowing?” Caldric repeated the supposed medical condition as Faylana had recited it to him. “The one that required you to take down your top and squeeze his prick between your breasts until…”

“Until he was able to finally release his pent-up seed upon my face, yes, my love,” said Faylana. “He was cured. I was happy to help him!”

“I know that you were,” he said bitterly. “You were so proud of your face and breasts covered in… GAH! And what about that farmer with the chair he was building in his barn? I returned from tending to the horse to find you sitting on the chair with his tongue stuffed in your cunt!”

“Caldric, it meant nothing,” she said. “I was only testing his chair. I had no idea he would decide to lick me in such a manner.”

“You didn’t exactly leap to your feet when you saw me,” growled Caldric.

“And how long were you watching before I saw you standing by the door?” asked Faylana, cocking an eyebrow.

Her words stung Caldric because they were true. He had not only watched her squirming in the chair as the farmer licked her from beneath the chair’s seat, but he had also pleasured himself while he watched. Faylana’s ecstasy had been beautiful.

“That is hardly the point,” muttered Caldric, turning away from her.

“Well, I made my apologies to you, Caldric. You know that I love you. I have told you as much a hundred times. If I am still naïve to your human ways, I beg your patience and forgiveness. But now,” she sighed, “I am hungry. I am going to have supper. I would like for you to join me—”

“No, go and have your meal,” said Caldric, sitting down on the edge of the bed, his back turned to her. “But promise me you will not fuck any men tonight. I don’t think I could bear it happening for a third day in a row.”

“I swear to you, my love,” she said, a note of sadness in her voice as she realized how badly she had hurt him. “I will not be fooled by a man tonight.”

He did not answer her. Feeling an ache in her heart, Faylana left Caldric to sulk and went down the stairs to have her supper in the tavern beneath the inn.

It was a quiet night. There were not a lot of customers and the fat barkeep had already been warned by Caldric to stay clear of Faylana. That left her lonely and more than a little bored. She eyed the handful of grizzled old men and wary travelers sitting around the tavern. She did not find any of them particularly attractive, but she liked the way they looked at her. She had become educated in the ways of men. She knew what they wanted. Not that she would betray Caldric.

She had given her word that she would not be fooled by any of these lustful men.

“Dining alone?”

The voice from behind Faylana was husky and feminine. It raised the hair on the back of her neck. The elf turned in her seat to regard the speaker.

There was no hiding a body that finely proportioned with a traveler’s cloak. This woman was extremely voluptuous, with breasts that swelled beneath the dark cloak, a belt that circled a very slender waist, and wide hips that flared with the promise of feminine fertility. Her face was hidden from Faylana inside the deep hood, but two red eyes caught the firelight within that shadow. Faylana squinted and saw the hint of a smile. Gleaming white teeth and prominent canines.

“Um, yes, I was planning to dine alone,” said Faylana, staring into the dancing firelight reflected in those eyes. She could not look away. The longer she stared, the more she felt a throbbing of heat in her loins.

The woman seemed to glide closer to Faylana. She drew back her hood and revealed a pale and beautiful face. Her hair was such a light shade of blonde that it was almost white and her ears were pointed like a bat’s wings. Faylana could not look away from those eyes, which seemed to glow ever brighter and pulsate in hypnotic patterns.

“You could… you could join me if you’d like,” said Faylana, unable to look away as she gestured towards the chair beside her.

“Mmmmmmmmm,” the woman purred and the sound set another ripple of warmth through Faylana’s body. “I am feeling rather thirsty. Perhaps a drink. What is your name?”

“Faylana.”

“I am Vassana,” said the woman in that soft, husky voice as she glided right up to Faylana. She reached out and brushed her fingers against the side of Faylana’s slender neck. “Your heart beats differently. Slower and louder. I had always heard that about elves but never sensed it firsthand.”

“Oh?” Faylana was not even sure what the beautiful woman was saying. She touched her own neck as if she might feel the same thing. “Sit, please. You can tell me of your travels. What would you like to drink?”

“Do you have a room?” asked Vassana, looming over the sitting Faylana. “Somewhere we could be alone?”

“Caldric. He shares the room with me.”

“Who?” Vassana’s lips curled into a frown and her brow furrowed with a moment’s frustration.

Seeing this, Faylana felt deep shame and disappointment. What had she done to upset Vassana? She felt terribly guilty.

“The inn is not busy,” added Faylana quickly. “I could get another room. Just for us.”

“Yes, much better,” said Vassana, her smile returning. “Go and do that, Faylana. The finest room they have. Then we can be alone together.”

Faylana nodded and slowly stood up from the table. She made her way over to the barkeep as if in a dream. The big man looked at her with his usual lecherous smile and Faylana did not care.

“Your finest room,” she said.

“Another one?” he chuckled. “You could stay in my bed if you’d like, elfy.”

“You heard what she said,” purred Vassana, suddenly appearing by Faylana’s side. “Your finest room.”

“Y-yes, miss,” said the barkeep, wide-eyed and nodding. He plucked a key from one of the hooks behind the bar and passed it across to Faylana. Vassana took it from him. “Upstairs and down the hall.”

“Very good,” said Vassana. “You will forget you ever saw me. You will think a wealthy merchant rented the room for the week.”

“Yes,” nodded the barkeep. “A wealthy merchant rented the room.”

He turned dully back to his work and began cleaning a mug with a towel. Vassana took Faylana by the arm and seemed to float with her up the stairs. Faylana was smiling. Giddy. Her heart pounding louder than ever in her chest.

Vassana merely gestured at the door to the room and it unlocked itself and swung open for them. She brought Faylana over to the bed, Vassana’s cloak parting over the prominence of her breasts in a tightly-laced bodice. The cloak slipped from her shoulders entirely and dropped to the floor, revealing tight trousers that clung to the roundness of her hips.

“You’re beautiful,” whispered Faylana, feeling another pang of desire in her core. She felt small and inexperienced next to such a voluptuous, lovely, and confident woman.

“Yes,” agreed Vassana, her red eyes flashing. “Kiss me now, my lovely elf, so that I should taste those luscious lips and breathe the scent of your neck.”

Faylana swooned into Vassana’s arms and gazed up at the woman as their lips met. So soft and sweet. Vassana’s tongue slipping easily into Faylana’s mouth. Tasting her and swirling tongue-to-tongue. Faylana replied with yielding desire and hung her arms around Vassana’s neck.

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Faylana, kissing and fencing tongues with the pale woman. Her tongue flicked against a sharp tooth and for a moment Faylana tasted blood.

“MMmmmmm!” Vassana seemed to relish that coppery taste and began to suck at Faylana’s tongue and lips. It was strange, but stranger still, as Vassana licked and sucked at the small wound on Faylana’s tongue, Faylana felt intense pulses of pleasure. Each suck that drank a few drops of blood rippled through Faylana’s body almost like an orgasm. She quaked and quivered and lost her balance. Vassana caught her without breaking the kiss and lowered her onto the bed, still kissing and slurping noisily at Faylana’s lips and tongue.

Faylana broke the kiss when she felt Vassana curl a finger into her bodice. Faylana looked down and watched as her top parted as easily as the door had opened for the pale woman. Faylana’s ample breasts burst free of their confinement and Vassana teased her nails down those heaving mounds.

“Ohhhh,” cried Faylana, arching her body on the bed and thrusting her tits into Vassana’s caressing hands. The fanged beauty chuckled and palmed Faylana’s soft tits. Her thumbs rubbed at the fat, pink buds of Faylana’s nipples.

“My, my, you are wanton,” purred Vassana, her lower lip smeared with a hint of Faylana’s blood. “I just want to… eat you up.”

For a moment, Faylana hesitated. Something about the hunger in Vassana’s red eyes and the blood smeared on Vassana’s lips sent a ripple of fear through Faylana. The word “vampire” sprung into her mind. She knew at once that Vassana was a vampire.

Sensing the awakening fear of the elf, Vassana knelt beside Faylana and opened the laces on her own bodice. Faylana had begun to consider escaping from the room, but was caught by the sight of Vassana’s large, soft breasts spilling forth from the woman’s bodice. The vampiress caressed her own mounds, squeezing them and shaping them together. She ran her thumbs across her nipples as she had done to Faylana and let out a soft moan of pleasure.

“Do you like them?” she asked, her gaze returning to Faylana. “There is no reason to be afraid of me, Faylana. I seek only, mmmmmm, mutual pleasure. Something that can satisfy us both. Did you know that the shadow milk of a vampiress can nourish a mortal?”

“Sh-shadow milk?”

“It is sweeter than the milk of mortals,” purred Vassana, pressing Faylana back onto the bed and leaning her heavy breasts against her face. “Go on. Don’t be shy. Taste them, Faylana. Drink the dark milk that flows from my bosom.”

In truth, such milk was the potent blood of the vampiress, but Vassana enjoyed implanting the suggestion that it was milk. Faylana would never know the truth. But she would become addicted to the sweet red nectar of Vassana’s tits.

“Suck them,” moaned Vassana, rubbing her nipples back and forth against Faylana’s lips. “Suck them! Ohhhhhhhh! Yesss!”

Faylana could not resist. Her mouth closed over one of Vassana’s nipples and she began to suckle greedily. Shadow milk spurted from Vassana’s breast and flowed into Faylana’s eager mouth. At once, the warm, sweet liquid poured down Faylana’s throat and ecstasy surged through Faylana’s body.

She had never tasted anything so delicious. Each suck produced another warm pulse of the nectar and she gulped it greedily. Vassana shuddered with apparent pleasure, each suck and spurt of the shadow milk causing her to moan almost orgasmically.

Faylana, gulping down this sweet nectar, was equally rapturous. Her fears had melted away and she writhed beneath Vassana, caressing her, and squeezing her. Slurping the strange milk of each breast and smearing blood between them. When they kissed again it was a messy, unrestrained embrace, their hunger equal, but of two sorts. Faylana desperately wanted to be fucked by the beautiful vampiress and Vassana was growing ravenous from Faylana’s greedy slurping.

“I will taste you now,” growled Vassana. “Show me, Faylana. Give yourself to me.”

“Yessssss,” cried Faylana, pulling Vassana’s lips to her neck and tilting her head to one side to offer the throbbing vessel of her heart’s blood. As Vassana began to kiss and lick that pulsating artery, her deft fingers slid into Faylana’s panties. She thrust two digits into Faylana’s hot cove and began to fuck her with them.

Then, with a last lick of the elf’s supple neck, Vassana lunged and sunk her fangs into Faylana’s artery. The vessel ruptured with a cold spike through Faylana’s body and blood gushed into Vassana’s mouth. The vampiress sealed her lips against the flowing blood, hot and pulsing with life, pumping into her mouth as she began to drink.

Ecstasy throttled Faylana. It was the double pleasure of being fucked by Vassana’s thrusting fingers and being sucked by Vassana’s pressing lips. It was a dangerous sort of pleasure. Oblivion beckoned at its edges. A shuddering orgasm promised deeper secrets. It clutched at Vassana’s thrusting fingers. It radiated from Faylana’s neck as the vampiress licked and sucked. And drank. And drank. Slurping greedily. Some blood spilling down her chin. A trickle of red from Faylana’s shoulder spilled between her heaving breasts.

“Ohhhhhh goddess, I’m cumming,” cried Faylana, tilting back her head and surrendering herself to the ecstasy. Waves of pleasure more powerful than any orgasm easily swept away her lingering fears. She was at the mercy of Vassana’s hunger.

The vampiress drank greedily of the elf’s sweet blood. It was intoxicating and effervescent compared to the thick soupy essence of humans. The more she sucked from Faylana’s neck, the more she craved. Faylana certainly offered no resistance. The elf moaned happily, her body quivering with pleasure as Vassana drank.

Tempted though she was to drink the elf dry, Vassana knew how to savor a particularly delectable meal. She broke the suction on Faylana’s neck and gave the wounds a healing lash of her tongue. The flow of blood ceased and Faylana fell back from Vassana’s arms, panting and shuddering with aftershocks of her ecstasy.

“That was incredible,” rasped the elf, barely able to summon words.

“Shhhh,” crooned Vassana, cradling Faylana’s head and brushing her tits against the elf’s pale face. “You are tired. Drink a little more of my shadow milk, my sweet. Let the shadow cast by life restore your vitality.”

“Mmmm, yes,” moaned Faylana, licking the nipple Vassana offered her. Taking that bud into her mouth. Engulfing the entire areola with her lips, she began to suck, and the sweet nectar flowed. Vassana let her drink a little, both women bonding in the moment as their fluids mingled. Then Vassana pulled her nipple from Faylana’s suckling mouth.

“Turn over now, dear,” purred Vassana, rolling Faylana onto the bed. “Turn over and I will show you more pleasures.”

“Oh, yes,” sighed Faylana, still fully under the spell of the vampires. She rolled onto her knees, her breasts and face pressed into the soft bed as she raised her hips and offered a lewd view of her gold-thatched cunt and ample backside. Vassana had to admit, the elf had more than her share of charms. Such a luscious rump. Such sweet pink holes. Waiting to be devoured.

“Mmmmmm, another taste,” she said, brushing her lips, nose, and cheek against Faylana’s bottom. Breathing warmly down her crack. Nuzzling softly against her silky cunt. The scent of the elf was as pure as she was fair. Though her cunt glistened and flushed, it lacked any of the rude musk of a human woman. Instead, her scent was flowery. Slightly fruity. And pulsing with the elf’s slowly thumping heart.

Vassana hands smacked roughly against Faylana’s bottom, eliciting a submissive yelp from the elf. She lifted her head and watched over her shoulder as the comely vampiress pressed kisses against the backs of Faylana’s thighs. Vassana blew softly against Faylana’s anus and watched it clench tighter. She ran her tongue slowly down the valley of her puffy cunt. Parting her folds with her tongue. Licking slowly over Faylana’s pussy and down to her clit. Tonguing that straining bud. Making the elf quiver and moan.

“Ooooohh! It’s so good!”

“Yes,” hissed Vassana. “Even greater pleasures await!”

She began to lick and suck softly at Faylana’s clit. Faylana could hardly believe the pleasure of it, sucked swiftly into a vortex of pleasure that left her thighs quaking and pleasure crackling up from her core. Vassana’s teeth nicked the engorged flesh of Faylana’s cunt and unbeknownst to the elf, her blood began to flow into the ravenous mouth of the vampiress. Sucking and slurping. Licking and nibbling. Tormenting Faylana with excruciating waves of toe-curling pleasure. Sucking more and more.

Vassana no longer cared how much she drank. The elf’s cries of pleasure and bucking hips were driving her as mad as the sweetness of her blood mingling with her cunt’s nectar.

“I shall drink you up, my lovely little elf,” purred the vampiress and she resumed sucking. Another ripple of ecstasy shuddered through Faylana’s body. Her cunt clenched and her nectar spilled out. But a cold sense of dread returned. The feeling that her weakness was dangerous. What was happening was placing her in grave peril.

As she fought through another orgasm, some measure of her senses returned, and she realized, from her blood-smeared breasts and the blood-stained sheets, just how much blood she had lost.

“Oooooh, yes, I want to see you suck me,” moaned Faylana, falling forward and beginning to roll onto her back.

“Of course, my sweet elf,” purred Vassana, her chin and breasts drenched in blood. “I will be happy to finish you looking into those pretty blue eyes.”

She fell upon Faylana again, parting her legs wide and sucking hungrily at Faylana’s pulsating cunt. Though the pleasure was just as intense as before, Faylana’s resolve had hardened. She knew she must act or perish. As Vassana gazed up at her and sucked at her cunt, Faylana began to silently mouth the words of a powerful spell. It drew upon the last shreds of her essence.

“What are you doing, silly girl?” asked Vassana, blood dripping from her chin.

“Just lightening the mood,” gasped Faylana.

A bolt of electricity shot from her fingertip and crackled through the air just above Vassana’s head. The vampiress ducked and then laughed, “You missed me, my sweet. Aw, and look at you. All your power is exhausted. I’ll just finish you off quickly. Say goodnight, my lovely elf.”

“Goodnight? I think you mean good morning.” Faylana managed a weak smile as the scorched shutters swung open. A beam of morning light broke over Vassana’s naked back and peachy bottom. Instantly, the flesh of the vampires began to sizzle and smoke.

Vassana screamed and retreated into the shadows as the beam of morning light widened and bathed the bed in golden warmth. Howling with fury, the vampiress retreated from the room and into the cellar. Faylana, exhausted, but alive, slipped into a much-needed sleep.


13.3

The Elf and the Succubus

Quynn was smiling, eager for the show that would soon begin, the erotic drama that would play out when that prideful fool Caldric challenged Straka Blackheart in combat. She could already picture the huge orc hunching over Faylana and feeding that fat orc cock into her little elf pussy. Where would Caldric be? Unconscious and bloodied? Weeping as he looked away? Staring as he stroked his comparatively little human prick?

Whatever happened, Quynn knew it was going to be enthralling. Then her evening’s entertainment was stolen from her by that cooing elf slut.

“No, my love,” said Faylana, breathy with the heat of the moment. “No, if you insist on doing battle with Straka then I shall leave you.”

“Faylana… you mean it?” Caldric’s brow furrowed with surprise. “If you mean that, of course I won’t fight him.”

Quynn’s concern turned to anger. It was all falling apart. Her careful scheme unraveling and spoiling what had promised to be quite a cuckolding spectacle.

“I do not want to leave you, my love, but this foolishness will only get us both hurt. Do not go to the arena. Do not—”

“Are you going to listen to her?” interrupted Quynn.

“Hmm?” Caldric looked over at the succubus with confusion. “She’s the subject of this whole incident. I don’t see how I could not—”

“Bah! You’re a coward, Caldric!” Quynn waved her hand dismissively and folded her arms across her ample bust. “That musclebound orc disrespected you and your woman. You’re just afraid to face him. Or maybe you’ve already been so thoroughly cuckolded by all the men Faylana has—”

“Careful now,” warned the paladin Simona.

“Yeah, mind your tongue, woman,” said Tavek the dwarf, glowering at Quynn.

“Bah! The lot of you have no concept of a good time! This would have been fun!” Her half-demonic eyes flashed with violet magic as she pointed a finger at Faylana. “Little miss innocent here can’t fool me. She’s just averse to violence. But if she could get that good orc dick without Caldric being pounded into a pulp, why, I’d wager she’d be gagging on Straka’s cock right now.”

Caldric started to sputter a reply. Quynn jabbed him in the chest with the finger she had been pointing at Faylana.

“Forget it! I don’t want to hear your excuses! You’re just buying yourself another night before that fine elf standing next to you decides she has found a better cock somewhere else.” Quynn grabbed her own trousers for emphasis. She didn’t have her demonic cock at the moment, but judging by Faylana’s expression, she had made her point.

With that, Quynn stormed out of the tavern of the Silver Cup. She marched straight upstairs to her bedroom. The fools probably thought they had won this round, but she had no intention of giving up on her fun for the evening. She had just changed focus. If Caldric wasn’t going to be cucked by Straka then she would do all the hard work herself. As Quynn willed her cock into existence until it bulged in her trousers, the half-succubus made plans to claim Faylana’s sweet elf cunt for herself.

Quynn looked at herself in the silver mirror. She used her succubus magic to make herself more alluring. She plumped her lips and painted them crimson. She lightened her face as if with perfect powder and added a beauty mark next to her left eye. She shortened her crimson hair to shoulder length and added a bit of a loose curl. She squared her chin, just a little. A hint of masculinity to her exquisite femininity. Something to entice Faylana’s craving to be fucked by a man.

Quynn wore tight leather trousers, heeled boots, and a corseted leather bodice that further enhanced her ample bust to mouthwatering proportions. She used her magic to add a touch of shadow to her eyes before deciding her look was perfect.

She crept into the hall. She could hear Faylana arguing with Caldric in their shared room. Quynn smiled mischievously. She might have failed to goad Caldric into doing battle with the orc, but she had still driven a wedge between Faylana and Caldric.

“I will savor this all the more for his insolence,” purred Quynn. “I will cuck him so thoroughly that he might as well quaff a feminization potion and go sell himself on the streets.”

She slid into the shadows and waited. The seeds of conflict she had planted earlier were still paying dividends. Caldric’s voice was raised. Faylana sounded almost tearful. They were fighting about his wounded pride. Their argument ended exactly as Quynn had hoped: with the meathead fighter storming out of the room he shared with Faylana and going downstairs to drink away his pain. Quynn waited a beat to be sure he would not return, then slipped out of the shadows and over to the door.

She knocked insistently.

“Caldric?” called Faylana. “My love, you cannot be so rash with your—”

Faylana threw open the door and her blue eyes went wide at the sight of Quynn leaning against the door frame with a smirk on her crimson lips.

“Oh!” Faylana drew back from the door. Quynn pushed her way into the room as Faylana retreated. “I do not want to speak with you, Quynn. Those things you said were… were cruel.”

“The truth can be painful,” purred Quynn, shutting the door behind her as she sauntered closer to Faylana. Locking eyes with the cock-loving elf and smiling mysteriously. “For example, you and I both know that Caldric loves nothing more than to see his fair, innocent little elf taking another man’s cock. It would have been quite the exciting night to have you bent over, an orc cock rammed in that tight little elven purse like a robber’s hand, while your beloved Caldric watched you be pleasured.”

“That’s… that’s not what I wanted,” said Faylana, backing all the way to the bed. “I swore to Caldric I would be faithful.”

“Oh, really?” Quynn raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow. “Another painful truth then, my lovely Faylana. Your man has not always been faithful to you.”

“W-what? You’re lying!” Fear and hurt flickered in Faylana’s eyes. She looked away from Quynn and only found her gaze drawn to the creamy expanse of Quynn’s cleavage. Faylana whispered, “He would never… never…”

“He would and he has!” cried Quynn. “I’m sorry to say, before I knew he was in love with another woman, I bedded your beloved Caldric. Oh, he was a fine lover. Perhaps a six out of ten. I’d rate him equal to Tavek. But you’ve experienced sevens and eights, haven’t you my dear?”

Quynn pressed closer as Faylana tried to deal with the reality that Caldric had sex with Quynn. The succubus used her breasts to gently press Faylana back, knocking her off balance and onto the bed. The lovely succubus was atop her in an instant, one knee between Faylana’s legs as she straddled the elf’s thigh. Quynn brushed a lock of golden hair from Faylana’s face.

“Awwwwww, don’t look so hurt, my sweet,” said Quynn. “It was only the one time after all. That was weeks ago. But now is your chance, Faylana.”

Quynn brought her lips closer. Her scent intoxicating. Her heat radiating into Faylana’s receptive flesh.

“Ch-chance? For what?” asked Faylana, trembling and uncertain of where to put her hands.

Quynn leaned her face so close that her lips were nearly touching Faylana’s. Her noses brushing against Faylana’s. Her violet eyes dancing and flickering with her demonic heritage.

“A chance to pay him back, of course,” purred Quynn. “A chance to finally know what it’s like to be fucked… by a ten.”

Quynn leaned in with sudden determination, pressing her lips to Faylana’s slender neck. Kissing that supple flesh. Licking it. Sucking.

“Oh!” cried Faylana, her fingers twisting in the bedding.

“Forget him tonight,” whispered Quynn, directly into Faylana’s pointed elf ear. “Give yourself to me, Faylana, and I will show you pleasures you could only imagine.”

Quynn’s lips found Faylana’s in the same moment that the lovely elf felt the straining bulge of Quynn’s cock pressing against her. Faylana cried out in surprise, realizing just what the succubus intended. Quynn took full advantage of Faylana’s parted lips, smothering them with a kiss that opened hot and sweet. Tongue met tongue. Anger and resistance evaporated as Quynn gave Faylana a taste of the pleasures to come. Her demonic hunger feasted upon the effervescent essence of the elf. Sweeter than any human, pure and innocent despite her many lovers, and positively fizzing on Quynn’s tongue.

“Mmmmmmmmmm!” moaned the succubus. “Oh, you’re delicious!”

Ecstasy rippled through Faylana almost as intense as an orgasm. She could feel a soaring sensation in her tummy as Quynn fed. Just a little. Violet essence playing over lips and tongues. But enough that Faylana craved more.

“Ohhhhh, Quynn, shouldn’t… wouldn’t Simona… I mean…”

“That self-righteous bore?” Quynn chuckled. “She doesn’t know how to have fun. Not like you, Faylana. Certainly not like me. Let me show you a few things!”

Quynn kissed her way down Faylana’s body, moving like a serpent, undoing laces, and unfastening buttons. Faylana’s blouse opened and her bra released the soft, spreading mounds of her plump breasts.

Quynn’s tongue found each pink nipple in turn. Licking and swirling around Faylana’s areolas, gathering up the elf’s excitement in the straining buds of her nipples and then sucking each pink bump quite forcefully. Drawing it into her warm mouth. Teasing it with her swirling tongue. Making those pink nipples as rosy as ripe cherries.

“Ohhhhhh, Quynn,” gasped Faylana, unable to keep the smile from her face. “You must stop that! What if… what if he returns?”

“Then he can watch a master play her favorite instrument,” replied Quynn with a saucy wink. “He can see the pleasure written on your face when I make you cum again and again and again.”

Quynn didn’t bother removing Faylana’s skirt, she simply slid it up the elf’s shapely thighs and onto her abdomen. Faylana gasped as Quynn’s fingers caressed the furrow of her cunt through the soft fabric of her panties. Quynn continued to kiss lower and lower, making her way between Faylana’s legs as she stripped her panties away. The elf’s luscious little cunt was blushing red and glistening with nectar. The sweet scent of her caught in those golden hairs. Quynn took a moment to savor her beauty. Pushing Faylana’s legs back. Exposing the elf’s pussy and spreading it with her thumbs.

“Ohhhhhhhhh,” moaned Faylana. “What are you doing now?”

“Looking at you,” said Quynn, kissing the backs of her thighs, moving closer to her pretty pink cunt and the delicate pink knot of Faylana’s asshole. Faylana’s knees pressed back almost to her tits. Quynn’s cock was twitching in her leather trousers, but for the moment at least, her fingers and tongue were all Faylana would be getting fucked with. “Yes, my dear, let me taste your sweetness. Mmmmmmnnnnn!”

Quynn ran her tongue over Faylana’s folds. Tasting that welling honey. Luxuriating in the elf’s fresh scent. Flicking her tongue against the swollen bud of Faylana’s clit.

Faylana had stopped fighting and reached a hand down to cradle the back of Quynn’s head. Fingers stroking through the hair of the succubus as Quynn leaned in and began to passionately tongue Faylana’s cunt. Deep into her hot cove. Laving the bud of her clit. Rimming and penetrating the tight clench of her little asshole. Pleasuring her like Caldric could never manage. Knowing just when to lick, when to suck, and when to probe deep with thrusting fingers. Two into Faylana’s ass. Three into her cunt. Quynn sucking and sucking at that clit. Sending pleasure pumping through Faylana’s core.

“Ohhhhh! Goddess! Soooo good!” Faylana bucked her hips and held Quynn’s head with both hands. Her hot cum poured over Quynn’s fingers and dripped down Faylana’s crack. The succubus sucked until Faylana was cumming again, but suddenly withdrew her fingers and lifted her face. Faylana whimpered and whined, still cumming, bucking her hips and trying to fuck against fingers that were no longer pushing into her pussy and ass. She finally lifted her head from the pillows and looked at Quynn with confusion. “W-what’s wrong? Why did you stop?”

Faylana’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of the succubus in full demonic glory. The demoness has shed her trousers and underwear, leaving only her corset of red leather. Small wings sprouted from her shoulders and a fleshy pink tail curled from just above the peach of her bottom. Her smile was wicked. Alluring.

But it was Quynn’s massive cock that drew Faylana’s greatest attention. The succubus held its root in her hand and it bulged like some fleshy weapon from her fist. Purpling and huge. Thick-veined and as long as Faylana’s forearm.

“Goddess, help me! What is… that!?” cried Faylana, backing up against the headboard.

“Do you like it?” Quynn stroked the shaft and tugged the foreskin partially over the fat tip. A glistening diamond of precum welled to the slit. “I normally don’t make it quite this big, but I wanted you to know what you are missing out on. So I made it as thick and as long as an orc’s cock. Although it is uniquely mine. No orc would ever inflict the pleasure I am about to unleash upon your innocent elf body.”

“N-no, it’s too big,” said Faylana. “You cannot expect me to… to put that inside me.”

“I not only expect it,” said Quinn, rising to her feet on the bed, “I demand it. Now take it in that sweet little mouth. Have a taste of what’s about to fuck the brains out of that blonde head.”

Faylana began to protest, but Quynn grabbed a rough handful of Faylana’s hair and pulled the elf’s face to the dripping head of her cock. Quynn rubbed the tip back and forth, over Faylana’s lips and chin, smearing precum all over the pretty elf. Faylana whimpered reluctantly at first, but as Quynn had expected the slutty elf could not resist for long. She parted her lips and stuck out that sweet little tongue, licking at Quynn’s cock. Licking under the foreskin and around the crown. Opening her mouth and taking the tip.

Quynn resisted the urge to thrust roughly forward and instead held Faylana’s head tightly, rocking back and forth through Faylana’s lips, but letting the elf set the depth with her tongue. Before long, Quynn’s huge cock was stretching Faylana’s lips wide and thrusting gently to the back of her throat. Faylana moaned and reached a hand between Quynn’s legs, toying with her heavy hairless bollocks and caressing Quynn’s toned thighs.

“Thaaaaat’s it,” panted Quynn, setting a steady pace of pleasure as Faylana sucked. “Ohhhh, you little slut. You love that big cock, don’t you? So much bigger than Caldric’s.”

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Faylana, gazing up at Quynn over the shuddering swell of her breasts in her corset.

“You want to taste some demon cum? Yeah, keep sucking like that, you little blonde bimbo. I’ll give you a bellyful. Ohhhhhhh fuck, yes, play with my bollocks like that. Feel them… feel them tightening up.” Quynn’s hips worked faster, her cock a spit-slicked piston. Her precum plentiful and coating the eager mouth of the elf. Faylana seemed willing to take a load of demon cum down her throat. Quynn wasn’t about to deprive the thirsty girl.

Quynn let her lust rule her body and for a few glorious moments she was no longer in control of her desire. She fucked Faylana’s willing mouth, slapping her tightening stones against the chin of the beautiful elf. Hilting again and again in the soft, slurping oval of her mouth. Her pleasure tensed and Quynn’s grasp on Faylana’s head tightened as she erupted, pumping spurt after spurt of hot cum straight down the throat of the elf.

Faylana, being well-practiced in the art of cocksucking, did not miss a spurt. She gulped down every drop and continued to suck even as Quynn’s thrusts slowed and her orgasmic spasms receded to a few lingering twitches.

The intoxicating nature of succubus cum overwhelmed the last shreds of Faylana’s self-control. She practically shoved Quynn back onto the bed as she crawled atop her, grasping the still-hard root of Quynn’s cock and guiding it to the steamy cleft of her cunt. Faylana and Quynn locked eyes as Faylana’s tight elf pussy descended and devoured Quynn’s demonic cock.

“Ohhhhhhh, yes!” laughed Quynn, grabbing Faylana’s plush bottom with both hands. “Ride me, my prick-eared princess! Ride me until you’ve drained my cum!”

“Oooooooo!” crooned Faylana, stretching her pussy down to the base of Quynn’s cock. “It’s… it’s so much bigger than Caldric.”

“So much better,” said Quynn. “And I bet he never fucked you like this!”

Quynn began to roll her hips and work her abdominal muscles. A rippling, intense, serpentine motion that began to smoothly bounce Faylana up and down on her massive cock. Faylana cried out, trying to ride along with it, but soon giving up and surrendering to being the passive one even though she was on top. Her breasts heaved. Her hips worked to the pace set by Quynn’s sinuous thrusting.

They ascended the great temple of ecstasy together. Their bodies joined. Their motions complimentary. Faylana fell forward and Quynn melted away the constraints of her own corset. Their tits mashed together. Their lips sought one another. Tongues twisting in sloppy congress. Moans sung to one another in the most intimate way. Faylana tensed and her body clutched at Quynn’s cock.

“MMMMMMM!” she cried against Quynn’s lips.

“Mmmmmhmmm!” agreed Quynn, kissing her deeply and thrusting her cock even more deeply. Their orgasms joined. Pleasure bursting through them both. Rippling waves of orgasm clutching at Quynn’s thrusting cock as cum began to pump in hot spurts into Faylana’s thirsty cunt. Quynn fed from Faylana in that moment, adding to the elf’s pleasure. Violet sparks swirling around their kiss. Layers of ecstasy forming into an intoxicating mélange.

And when it was done, when the moment had passed, another began. Faylana, drunk on demon cum, thrown to her hands and knees with her ass in the air. Quynn behind her, grabbing the elf’s slender waist and giving her the good hard fucking she had missed out on from the orc. Faylana came twice with her cunt stretched on Quynn’s cock and the succubus’s thumb plundering her ass. Her thighs slick with demon cum. Her cunt gaping and drooling cum when Quynn finally pulled out.

Faylana, whimpering, rolled onto her back. Her thighs apart. Her cunt filthy with Quynn’s cum. Her eyes lidded and weary, but sparkling for more.

Quynn laughed, panting, her plump breasts heaving with each breath. Her demonic cock still hard.

“More?” She laughed. “Alright then, Faylana. I’ll fuck you all night long if need be. And into the morning.”

“Yessss!” cried Faylana as Quynn set upon her once more.

The cries of pleasure could be heard throughout the Silver Cup. Even by a certain fighter, well into his miserable drinking, scowling by the hearth fire in the tavern. He could hear Faylana crying out, “Yes! Fuck me, Quynn! Fuck me better than Caldric ever has!”

And his cock twitched in his trousers.


13.4

Twice Tied

Faylana’s head bobbed slowly up and down in the lap of her lover. She savored the shape of his bulging cockhead against her tongue. The way his salty-sweet precum oozed into her mouth after each hard suck she gave him. Her fingers caressing his bollocks as she finally looked up at him.

Greebi the goblin watched her sucking on his little green gherkin, his body bouncing slightly with the motion of the carriage.

“Love to travel with Faylana,” rasped the goblin, a pleasure-drunk smile on his face. “Carriage and sucking all the way to uncle’s cave. This the life.”

He folded his arms behind his head and leaned back in the carriage seat. He pretended almost to go to sleep in luxuriating comfort, but Faylana could tell by his stiffening cock that he was instead getting very close to cumming.

That only made her suck harder. She tongued his cock more urgently, her eyes heavy with lust as she watched him for every reaction. His brow knit together and Greebi let out a high, squeaky moan of pleasure. His cock pulsated against her tongue and a moment later she was gulping down spurt after oily spurt of warm goblin spunk. The hot, salty concoction was certainly an acquired taste and Faylana had acquired it. She drained every drop and continued to nurse Greebi’s cock until he pushed her away with a laugh.

“You suck shank too much,” said Greebi. “Suck four times on ride in carriage. Not do five. Save some for later.”

“Ooooh, okay,” pouted Faylana climbing onto the seat beside him. She rubbed her abdomen. “I am getting a little tummy ache from all your seed.”

She had only been so overindulgent with Greebi because the little goblin had been fidgety. They were going to visit his uncle and cousins. Greebi wanted them to meet Faylana. For whatever reason, this was making Greebi extremely nervous.

“It will be alright, my love,” purred Faylana, squeezing Greebi’s face against her chest. The softness of her breasts seemed to finally relax him and he had fallen asleep by the time the carriage arrived at the cave.

“We’re ‘ere!” called the driver.

Faylana and Greebi emerged from the carriage and Greebi nervously introduced her to his fat cousins Gornki and Rigbok as well as his even fatter Uncle Poogi. Faylana could not understand what they were saying in the goblin tongue, but all three of them stared with wonder at Faylana. The two cousins even circled around her, looking her up and down.

Faylana laughed as Greebi snarled at them with annoyance. Rigbok even grabbed Faylana’s ass, but she didn’t mind his lustful squeezing because her attention was on a small, fenced-in shelter near the cave. She saw two pairs of almost human golden eyes watching her through the woven fence. Huge, furry beasts. One gray and the other black.

“Are those… wargs?” she asked.

“Hmmmm?” Greebi looked around. “Oh, yeah. Stay away. Wargs dangerous to elves. Uncle Poogi hungry. We feast now.”

Greebi took Faylana’s hand and led her up the path and into his uncle’s cave. Faylana had to duck beneath the low ceiling. She was relieved when she sat down at the low table next to Greebi, squeezing his small hand in hers.

The feast consisted of roasted goat and mashed ugnar root and something that looked suspiciously like giant boiled cave beetles and was brought out by Uncle Poogi’s several ugly goblin wives. They clearly hated Faylana and one of them spilled a pitcher of sour wine in Faylana’s lap.

It forced Faylana to change out of her trousers and bodice and into an oversized tunic that left her legs bare and her bottom slightly exposed. She tugged at the shirt as she sat back at the table to keep her quim from being exposed to the goblins. Faylana’s outfit seemed to make Greebi drink heavily and soon he and his cousins were drunk. Uncle Poogi, so fat that his forehead seemed to droop over his eyes, scooted closer to Faylana and put his flabby hand on her leg.

“Big boobas,” grunted Poogi, looking at Faylana’s tits in her tunic. “Sucka sucka?”

“Um, no, I must save my milk for the elf butter tomorrow,” giggled Faylana. She looked at Greebi for help, but the scrawny goblin was nearly slumped over with drink and singing some old goblin tune with his cousins.

Uncle Poogi lifted Faylana’s hand to his face and began kissing her fingers and knuckles. When she did not pull her hand away, he began licking and then sucking her fingers. The sounds he was making filled her with revulsion.

“Um, excuse me!” she said, hopping up from the table. “I, ah, need a bit of fresh air. I’ll be back.”

“Come with,” grunted Poogi, trying to get up from the table.

“No! No, no! I’ll be fine!” Faylana retreated in a hurry from the goblin cave. She breathed a sigh of relief as she stepped out into the crisp night air. Her nipples stiffened sharply beneath the tunic. A cool wind caressed her ass and between her thighs. She squeezed her arms against her chest for warmth.

It was then, with her breath steaming slightly in the night air, that she noticed the two pairs of golden eyes watching her from behind the fence. The wargs. Their bodies were beastly, but their demeanor and their eyes suggested keen intelligence. She had heard the wolflike creatures were even smarter than goblins, so why did they let the goblins put a fence around them?

She approached the pen slowly. The beasts did not growl or bark, they just watched her as she approached and put her hand against the fence. Both wargs sniffed at her fingers. The black one began to lick her hand.

“Ooooh, that tickles,” she giggled. “I wish I knew your names. Can you speak?”

The wargs stared at her, their eyes wise, but their bestial mouths unable to form any words.

“I’m Faylana,” she said. “How about I give you names? Would that be okay?”

They whined in apparent agreement.

“You’re dark as coal and you’re gray as ash, so how about Coal and Ash? You want to sniff my other hand? Here you go.”

They sniffed and licked at the fingers of both her hands. Faylana had to admit, their warm, soft tongues felt nice sliding over her fingers. She didn’t realize she was getting turned on by the licking until she felt her milk begin to soak through her tunic. Her nipples always started leaking when she got wet and as she leaned on the fence it was making her nipples practically gush into her tunic.

The wargs sniffed at the air and thrust their steamy noses against the fence. Faylana moaned softly as she felt their tongues lashing her stiff nipples through the wet tunic. Licking at her milk. Licking her leaky buds. She felt something hard and there was a soft rip as Coal tore open the wet cloth around her nipple.

“Ahhh! Bad boy!” she moaned, but a moment later the warg was licking at her exposed nipple and lapping up her dripping milk. Ash soon did the same, tearing a hole in her shirt to get at her thick, dripping nipples. She pressed tighter against the fence, moaning with pleasure as both beasts lapped excitedly at her tits. Her hand slipped between her thighs and she began to touch herself as the two beasts licked her milky mounds. It felt very wrong, but also very good.

“Stop it,” she gasped. “Oooooh. Don’t lick me like that! Ooooooh!”

Her fingers strummed at her clit as she let the wargs lap at her thick nipples and leaking milk. The more she rubbed herself, the more her attention was drawn to the glistening red and pink of the warg cocks. So like the cocks of beasts, but bigger and with fat knots just above their furry pouches. Her curiosity throbbed in her core. How would it feel to be taken by a monster like that? What pleasures might she find within their pen?

She desperately needed satisfaction. She thought of Greebi, his head lolling with drink, and fat, disgusting Uncle Poogi with his sucking mouth. Goblins were not going to give her what she needed tonight. But maybe these wargs could.

She pushed off the fence, shaking the whole construction and making the wargs whine with disappointment at being denied her delicious nipples. They paced in their pen as Faylana made her way around to the gate. She took note that their bestial back legs were contrasted by forelegs that ended in claws almost like stubby hands. Perhaps these wargs were close enough to a man that it wasn’t so wrong? The forbidden thrill in the pit of her stomach urged her to find out.

“Alright, boys, take it easy,” she said, working open the latch. “Be nice and I’ll be nice back to you.”

Coal and Ash were on her the moment she was through the gate. They thrust their thick muzzles at her with Coal burying his snout between her thighs and Ash jamming his nose into the crack of Faylana’s ass. Their hot breath caressed her. Their soft tongues prowled between her thighs and over her clenching asshole. They licked again and again, growing more and more excited with each taste of Faylana’s tender elf holes.

The wargs began to push her back and forth and their thrusting muzzles felt like they were trying to push inside her body. Coal’s tongue slipped into her cunt. Ash’s rimmed her hot pucker. She stumbled and fell onto her hands and knees.

“Heeyyy!” cried Faylana, trying to push up off the soft earth. “Stop that! Quit bullying me!”

The two wargs only grew more excited by the moment, sniffing and licking at her from behind. The more they smelled her arousal, the more their lust grew. She could see their huge red cocks jutting under their furry bodies. Her cunt ached with need at the thought of being plundered by one of those big dicks. But two of them? It seemed like too much.

“M-maybe this is a mistake,” said Faylana, trying again to get up from the ground.

Too late for second guessing. The wargs had her scent and they knew she was in heat. Maybe even fertile for their beastly cocks. With a savage snarl, Coal made his move. The huge warg lunged at Faylana and caught her slender neck in his jaws. For a moment, she felt the pinch of his teeth, then he swung his neck and carried her with him onto the ground.

Winding up on top of the wolf was the last thing she expected, but his cock was rubbing at her slit and she let out a yelp of surprise. A moment later and the weight of Ash was atop her back, the snarling warg already rutting against her and causing his hot cock to slip and slide against her bottom.

“Ohhhhhh godddddssss,” cried Faylana, quivering with fear. “You’re going to hurt me. At least… at least let me help.”

She reached a hand between her legs and caught hold of Coal’s slippery cock. The warg’s jaws still around her throat, she guided him to her cunt and pressed against him, parting her folds. The moment his tip was inside her, the huge warg began to buck his hips and slammed his cock deep into her aching cunt. Faylana howled with pleasure as her tight elf pussy was stuffed full of beastly warg cock. All the way down to the knot. Her cunt stuffed, stuck, and knotted with three rutting thrusts.

Coal snarled with pleasure with his jaws still locked around Faylana’s neck as he fucked her tight cunt with his huge warg cock. Behind her, Ash was growing more and more frustrated. His furry bulk pressed down on Faylana and his cock rode between the cheeks of her bottom, sliding and slipping down her crack but missing the velvet divot of her anus on each thrust.

Faylana was not sure why she did it, maybe out of a sense of fairness, but she reached back and grasped Ash’s cock. Her hand held the throbbing heat of his thrusting, slippery fuckmeat. She guided it to her asshole and let out a grunt of shock as he skewered her tender clench with a single stroke.

Then, without ceremony or hesitation, both beasts were inside her. It took much more effort for Ash to get his knot into her ass, but his snarling thrusts finally drove the wide swell of his knot into her stretched asshole.

“OooooooooOOOOOO!” cried Faylana, lost to the forbidden pleasure. She rode atop Coal and was assfucked brutally by Ash. Both holes packed full of hot, twitching warg cock. Her pleasure so intense that her eyes crossed and her mouth hung open. Each bestial thrust drove Faylana’s mind into darker and darker ecstasy. She was being conquered and taken by two huge wargs. Goblins and humans and orcs would never compare. This was where she belonged.

Filled by the beasts.

Knotted by them.

“YESSSSSS!” wailed Faylana, cumming hard on both rutting beast cocks. Her inner walls gripping their hot cocks. Her slick cum pouring down into Coal’s fur even as he and Ash both began to howl with their climaxes.

Hot gouts of beastly spunk jetted into Faylana’s pussy and ass. With their knots plugging her holes, there was nowhere for all that cum to go but inside her. She felt the weight and pressure of it, stuffing her ass and drenching her womb. An incredible fullness that drove her to another orgasm.

Her spasms of pleasure, in turn, only made the two beast cocks erupt more into her depths. The wolves with their toothy mouths hanging open and their tongues flopping from their mouths. Golden eyes wild with pleasure. Cocks spurting and spurting and thrusting and spurting again.

Knotted to her. Filling her. Mating her.

When their cocks finally popped free of Faylana’s pussy and ass she was left gaping and leaking with creamy streams of warg spunk. She was in a daze. Reaching for them. Kneeling filthy and used in the mud as the two beasts stood before her and sniffed at her face. They licked her tears and sweat away. Their tongues invaded her mouth and she moaned and sucked at them as her fingers pressed into her stretched, cream-filled pussy.

“Ohhhh, yes,” she moaned, entirely at their mercy.

Their furry bodies seemed to swallow her up. She was beneath them. Head down at the level of their cocks. Eyes fluttering shut as those hot red cocks smeared against her lips and chin. Brushed her cheeks. Smothered here with the scent of their sex.

“Ohhh fuck,” moaned Faylana, in the throes of her depravity. “Let me… let me suck them.”

She reached for them and held them both, moving her mouth between them. Tonguing their salty tips. Engulfing their pulsating cocks in her eager mouth. Each in turn. Sucking them and wanking them as they panted above her. It was her final humiliation and she savored it as she sucked them. Each time they felt her mouth yield they began to rut deep into her mouth and even her throat and she had to pull away, sputtering. But this made them angry and she finally had to surrender her mouth entirely to their lust.

Coal mounted her face. He thrust his knot into her mouth and nearly dislocated her jaw. His cock drove deep into her throat and he began to cum. Pumping her full. Her stomach sloshing with hot warg jizz. The moment his cock had pulled free of her gasping mouth, Ash was there to take over. The gray warg was rougher with her. Grabbing her head in his claws and rutting her mouth. Gagging her on his cock and pumping her so full of cum it began to trickle out of her nostrils in burning streams.

Her eyes watered. Her body shook.

But Faylana never wanted it to end. She belonged to the wargs.


13.5

The Alchemist’s Experimental Solution

Things just weren’t adding up at The Adventurer’s Bakery. Faylana gazed across the dining table at her husband. Caldric held his head in one hand, his brow furrowed as he struggled to make sense of the income and expenses written on the sheet of paper.

“It’s the lease,” groaned Caldric. “And all that damned coin that Sneed has been taking from us. If we could cut out those two expenses… but I don’t see how.”

“Maybe I have something that can help, my love,” said Faylana. Knowing her husband’s pride, she had been hesitant to bring it up. But they might lose the bakery if they did not find a new source of revenue. “I have been noticing some handbills posted around Zeegendorf advertising a job working for an alchemist. It seems I am almost uniquely qualified. Look!”

She unfolded the handbill from her lap and placed it on the table where Caldric could see it. He slid it closer and read aloud, “Sarruth’s finest alchemist, Abaldor Moncrief, seeks an eager female elf to assist him in his experiments developing fertility aids. Pay begins at… one gold royal per day. Gods, Faylana, that’s a fortune! And it’s like this was written for you! But I don’t know about these experiments. What sort of experiments are they?”

“There is only one way to find out, Caldric,” said Faylana, her blue eyes dancing with delight. “I shall ask him myself when I inquire about the position. So you are for it?”

Caldric scratched his forehead, then admitted, “The amount offered is too much to be refused. Are you certain you want to take on another job?”

“Anything for you and the bakery,” said Faylana, taking Caldric’s hands. “Anything for my beloved!”

With Caldric in agreement, Faylana departed that evening for the alchemist’s laboratory. The whole neighborhood was near a huge iron smelter that stank of burnt metal. The laboratory itself was in a precarious-looking, four-story, tin-roofed shack. The door opened at Faylana’s knock and a tiny old man answered the door.

“Abaldor Moncrief at your service,” he said, doffing a bowler and bowing. “Call me Abe, please. And you must be here about the handbill. My, what a lovely creature you are. I had hoped to find any elf woman, but such a precious and fair elf as you is a real treasure! Come in, come in, and we can get started.”

“Um, what exactly will these experiments entail?” asked Faylana, following him into a room with a steel table with manacle restraints.

“Simple, my dear,” said Abe. “I have developed several procedures that I hope might inspire fertilities in couples struggling to conceive. Since you are an elf, you should make the best possible test subject for these experiments.”

“Which experiment though?” asked Faylana, looking around the white-tiled room at bottles filled with strange liquid and buzzing machines that emitted glowing green light.

“The first,” said Abe and he dramatically took a syringe of blue liquid from the pocket of his lab coat, “is a potency formula for males. I will administer it to the male subject and we can begin the test. Go on, undress and get up on the bed.”

“Very well,” said Faylana, releasing her breasts from her tight bodice and slipping out of her long skirt.

Abe wet his lips as he watched but kept a respectful distance as Faylana lowered her panties and bent over to step out of them.

“There we go, I will just take these now,” said the alchemist as he scooped up her clothes. He pressed his big nose into the soft fabric of her panties and breathed deeply.

“What are you doing?” giggled Faylana.

“Only, ah, analyzing your fertility,” said Abe. “As I suspected, you are not in estrus. The odds of this procedure working are very low. Worth trying though! Now, over the table with you. Turn over for me. Feet on the ground. Yes, now stretch out your arms across the table. Good, good, let me just secure them…”

Abe clicked the manacles into place around Faylana’s wrists. She was bent completely over the table, her breasts mashed against the cold metallic table’s surface. Her plush bottom and gold-thatched quim on full display.

“Now then, I will go administer the elixir and will return shortly!” Abe scurried out of the room before Faylana could think to ask him any questions. She had little choice but to remain shackled and bent over the table. She waited, beginning to doubt the wisdom of accepting this job. The alchemist was trying to test male potency and had her bent over. That could mean only one thing.

Faylana’s worries were replaced with genuine fear as she heard snarling from just beyond the door to the alchemist’s laboratory.

“Calm yourself, Spencer,” scolded the alchemist. “Calm. There’s a very pretty girl waiting for you. Just through there.”

Faylana looked over her shoulder at the door behind her just in time to see it burst open. Abe was trying desperately to control a towering humanoid creature. It stood taller than most men, with a hunched posture, inverted knees, and a cowl of thick bristly fur. Its head was orange-furred and spotted, with a savage, bestial face like a Kornasi hyena.

“A gnoll!” gasped Faylana.

“This is Spencer,” said Abe. “He has been chosen for this experiment because gnolls are very eager to mate with humans but very rarely produce offspring. His relative interspecies impotency and your elven selective fertility makes this a perfect test for my male potency drug.”

“You mean… you want him to impregnate me? Sir, I did not agree to…”

But Faylana’s words trailed off as the snarling gnoll pulled free of its chain and stalked towards her. It hunched low, sniffing the air. Its reddish pink cock slid from its dark sheath. It was huge and like a hound’s with a knot near the root, but it had a slender tip unlike the flattened cockhead of a wolf or a horse. This dripped with glistening strands of precum. The creature was clearly excited to participate in Abe’s experiment.

“Easy now,” said Faylana. “Maybe we can talk this—AHHH!”

She cried out as the beast lunged at her, grabbing her shapely hips as it thrust its blunted snout against her cunt. Cold nose and hot breath met her sensitive, intimate flesh. She howled as it sniffed and snuffled at her. Big clawed hands holding her vulnerable. When it was satisfied, it rose behind her and dropped the long weight of its cock against the creamy flesh of her ass. Faylana whimpered, marveling at the size of that thing. Feeling its warmth hanging in the valley of her buttocks. Thick bollocks dangling against her cunt.

“Make… fuck now,” snarled the gnoll.

“That’s right!” encouraged Abe as he observed from a distance. “Go on, Spencer. She is waiting for you to mate with her.”

Faylana, feeling the heat of the gnoll’s beastly cock, gave a slight nod of consent. That was all Spencer needed. The gnoll grabbed her slender waist, drew back his hips, and slammed the full, throbbing length of his cock into Faylana’s cunt. She howled in shock, but the gnoll was not about to relent. He slavered and snapped his jaws, rutting furiously into her pussy.

“Good, good,” said Abe. “Harder now! Really give it to her!”

The gnoll snarled and redoubled his efforts, pounding so hard into Faylana that the metal table bolted to the floor began to shake. Each stroke lubed her cunt with his copious precum and churned her own pleasure despite her shock. The gnoll’s slender tip prodded her womb with each thrust. His heavy bollocks slapped against her clit.

Before she fully comprehended what was happening, she was cumming, and Spencer was not far behind her. The gnoll yipped and cackled gleefully as his cock swelled and his hot load burst into her pussy.

“Yes! Seed her well!” cried Abe. “That’s it, my boy! Pump her full of every drop!”

“Oooooooohhhh!” cried Faylana, still cumming on the gnoll’s fat, twitching cock. Her pussy flooded. Stuffed. Knotted by the twitching gnoll’s cock.

The furry beast leaned over her, drooling onto her shoulders and panting heavily. His cock pulsing every so often to pump another spurt of cum into her depths. She shuddered each time with a twitch of pleasure.

“Good,” said Abe, stepping closer. “Now that you are knotted the process of mating has fully begun. He can now ejaculate six to eight more times before he is exhausted.”

“What? How many?” croaked Faylana, lifting her sweaty face from the table to look at the alchemist.

“Oh, yes, my dear. Sometimes as many as ten times. Don’t worry though, none is ever as rough as the first.”

She could already feel the gnoll’s cock starting to thrust inside her again, churning all that cum. Rubbing against her womb. His knot still locked into her stretched cunt.

“I’ll go put on a pot of tea so we can have some refreshments when Spencer is done.” Abe puttered out of the room as the gnoll’s rutting began to pick up once more.

Shackled to the table, Faylana was entirely at the mercy of the gnoll’s bestial urges. He fucked her again and again. Drenching her in his hot, stinking spunk. Even knotted, it overflowed her pussy and trickled down both thighs. She felt it on her feet and puddling on the floor. A lagoon of gnoll cum.

She was utterly exhausted by the time Spencer’s knot pulled free of her cream-filled cunt with a raunchy slurp. The dam broke and a huge gush of yellowish-white gnoll cum poured out of her raw pussy. Sore from being fucked. Hot and feverish feeling.

Abe hurried over and inserted a metallic rod into Faylana’s cunt. The cold metal seemed to burn against her overheated cuntlips and sore walls. She whimpered and Abe clucked with disappointment.

“Ahhh. I’m afraid it hasn’t worked.” He sighed and walked around to unlock Faylana’s manacles. “Our first experiment is not a failure though, my dear. It has succeeded in eliminating one of my methods. Now you will enjoy your tea, have a bath, and we can prepare for the second experiment.”

“T-tonight?” said Faylana, looking out the darkened window.

“Only the preparation,” said Abe, handing Faylana a towel to begin wiping away the worst of the gnoll’s smelly cum. “Go on, my dear. The bath is just through there. Steaming hot and already drawn for you. I’ll bring your tea in for you.”

Abe led Spencer away. The gnoll seemed entirely exhausted, his tongue lolling and his eyes drooping as he padded obediently behind the alchemist. Faylana watched the two go, then gratefully slipped into the steaming bathtub. She groaned and relaxed into the perfumed waters. The rough fucking had left her sore and loose feeling. She knew she would recover, but it had been an ordeal.

Abe returned with her tea, setting it on a small table beside the tub.

“I’ve added some rejuvenating herbs,” he said. “Don’t worry, it will taste fine.”

She sipped and began to feel better. Abe massaging her shoulders helped. He stroked and kneaded and stared at her plump breasts surfacing through the cloudy soap of the bathwater. Glistening islands rising through the murk. Nipples pink and puffy.

“I think I’m ready,” said Faylana.

“Good, good,” said Abe, releasing her shoulders. “There are clean towels there on the wash basin. Please, dry off and rejoin me in the etching room. Through that door there.” He pointed to a red door she had not used before.

“Very well,” she said. “Will it take long.”

“Oh, no, I am quite quick with the quill.”

She furrowed her brow, not quite understanding, but she obeyed him and rose from the tub to dry off. Abe left her as she toweled her body dry and padded nude through the red door. Abe was waiting for her in a small, dark room. He was sitting beside a table padded with leather cushions. He was shining a bright lamp at it and holding a metallic quill in one hand.

“What is this?” asked Faylana, shamelessly nude as she approached him.

“Ah, this is the etching room,” he said. “I etch precious metals, stone, and flesh. Tonight, I will apply a tattoo wherever you would like it. The ink is almost invisible, but it contains a special ingredient: Estrea powder. Crystalized in a solution of magical ink. It is my hope that this tattoo will make you permanently much more fertile.”

“Really? And you want me to have more sex with Spencer?”

“No, no, that would be two variables in a single experiment,” said Abe. “I want you to sleep normally and tomorrow, perhaps around midday, I want you to have relations with your husband. It does not matter what position so long as he spends his seed inside you. Then, tomorrow night, return to me and I will check the outcome of our experiment.”

“Alright, that’s better,” said Faylana, relieved that she wouldn’t be knocked up by the gnoll. “The truth is, I think this is what my husband desires. We have been wanting a child and if he could impregnate me it would be a miracle.”

“Not a miracle! Alchemy!” Abe patted the table. “Now, come. Have a seat or lie down depending on where you want the tattoo.”

“Where will it work best?” asked Faylana.

“Hmmmm. The closer to the ovaries the better. How about… here.” Abe prodded her just above her pubic mound. She giggled softly and nodded. “Good, then just sit here and spread your legs. I will work quickly.”

It was all over in a few minutes. It hurt like a hundred pinpricks and the tattoo showed up as a red spot of swelling about the size of a coin on her lower abdomen just above her golden pubic hair. The ink itself was silvery and almost invisible. Before Faylana left, Abe handed her a gold royal as agreed.

“Remember, around noon,” said the alchemist. “That is when your fertility should be at its peak.”

Faylana felt the tattoo working. Her ovaries throbbed and her cunt, though sore, ached to be filled again. Her womb felt empty, growling like an empty stomach. That night, she pressed against Caldric and drifted off to sleep. He was overjoyed about the gold royal and when she told her they would need to make love at around noon he enthusiastically agreed.

But disaster struck. A nobleman arrived demanding assistance and for pastries to be taken to his castle for an afternoon party. Faylana offered to go, but Caldric refused. He went, leaving her alone to tend the store and with no hope of testing the tattoo.

“I help,” offered a soft voice.

“Hmmm?” Faylana looked under the counter. Greebi the goblin was sorting through some boxes searching for something. He looked up at her and smiled.

“I hear what you do, what you need do,” said Greebi. “Caldric gone. Not come back in time. I help. We test your tattoo.”

“You were listening to all of it? But you know what that means, Greebi!”

“Might make pups with Faylana.” His grin spread even wider. She could see his prick stiffening in his raggedy trousers. “That good. I want give pups to Faylana. Goblins be big and strong. Elf goblins never happen. Very rare. But smart. We do it?”

“Welllllll. Abe did say around noon and Caldric won’t be back for at least another hour. Mmmmmmm.” She pinched her lips with her fingers as she considered her options. “Oh, alright. But we must be quick about it. I do not want to close the shop for long.”

“Be real quick!” giggled Greebi, practically dancing with delight.

The bakery’s kitchen filled with the sounds of passionate rutting. Faylana sprawled on the flour-dusted countertop, her skirt up around her waist and her blouse opened to bare her creamy tits. Greebi climbed between her legs and plunged his warty little gherkin in and out of her slick cunny. Still a bit sore after last night’s pounding from the gnoll, but such soreness soon forgotten as the little goblin humped away at her fluttering depths.

“That’s it! Hurry now, Greebi. Hurry! Cum for me! Let’s put this tattoo to the test!”

“Yes! I give you pups! Prove the tattoo work!”

He grabbed her breasts and held tightly to their swaying mass as he humped away like a little green madman. Squeaking and grunting with pleasure until he suddenly stiffened atop Faylana. She felt the twitching of his little cock and the sudden hot flow of his seed.

There was… something happening. A tingle of magic. Did it mean she was pregnant?

“Ohhhhhh, Faylana,” gasped Greebi, collapsing against her soft breasts and nursing at one of her nipples. “Mmmmmmm. So good. Mmmmmmm. So delicious.”

“Greebi… that’s… that’s enough. I need to get the shop opened up again.” There was no time for romance when there was a bakery to run.

Caldric returned from his errands and the rest of the day went as normal, though Faylana’s panties were a bit squishier than before what with Greebi’s spunk slowly leaking out of her folds. Any time the naughty little goblin caught her eye he smiled devilishly. She wondered all afternoon if she had been impregnated by Greebi.

Alas, when she saw the alchemist that night in his laboratory, she learned the truth.

“It seems his sperm reached your eggs but could not penetrate the tough membrane of the elf egg,” said Abe, removing the metal wand from Faylana’s cunt. “By the way, I didn’t realize you were married to a goblin.”

“Oh, I’m not married to him,” said Faylana. “My husband was away at noon so I asked the goblin who helps around the bakery to do the deed.”

“Hmmm? Oh, my, you are a wild one, Faylana,” chuckled Abe. “Well, to that end, I have something very special for you tonight. This will count as your third day of work for me. Would you like to participate in a third experiment?”

“Of course,” said Faylana, sitting up from his examination table and watching as he walked over to a tarp-covered device. He pulled back the tarp and revealed a pneumatic steam engine of some kind with a long piston ending in a phallus-shaped probe. Atop the engine was a faintly glowing vessel of swirling opaque white liquid.

“This is the Inseminator Supreme! My greatest creation!” Abe flicked a switch on the device’s side and it began to hum and the piston began to reciprocate. “It will stimulate you to the peak of pleasure and at the moment of your release it will fill you with a concoction of seed from over 100 donors!”

After two failed experiments, Faylana knew it was her duty to help the alchemist with this third attempt. She lay back upon the table as he wheeled the machine between her parted legs. He aimed the piston-cock at her slick cunt and she gasped as the rubbery tip began to push into her pussy. He wheeled the machine closer and it pounded deeper into her cunt. Thumping softly against her womb as the wheel guiding the piston creaked with each revolution.

Faylana’s pleasure rose in time to the machine’s mechanical strokes. Abe controlled its speed and oscillation like a maestro conducting his orchestra. Soon, she was on the brink of pleasure, clinging to the edge of the table, her tits shaking with the rapid mechanical beat of the thrusting piston-cock.

“Abe! I’m close! OhhhhhhhhhHHHHhh! It’s so good! I’m going to… going to…”

“Yes! Cum for me! Cum as I breed you with the seed of a hundred men, monsters, and beasts!”

“AAAAAAHHHHHH!” cried Faylana, arching atop the table as her orgasm struck her like a bolt of lightning. Throbbing and pumping inside her. The rubbery cock suddenly gushing with magically warm seed. The cum of a hundred pouring into her womb. Drenching it. Overflowing her cunt.

She felt a spark of ecstasy. Something so intense it could not be forgotten. She had experienced it once before with Straka. When he gave her a child.

“It’s working!” wailed Faylana. “I can feel it! I can… feel… I have been bred!”

She howled with a new wave of ecstasy and bucked atop the table, the cock squelching into her creamy cunt. Her pussy fertilized by one of a hundred lovers. Her destiny determined as the alchemist began to smile.

“Eureka!” shouted Abe.

The third experiment was a success!
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The Cheating Elf is Fertile for the Beast Men

By Amanda Clover


14.1

Just Gathering Berries

The finest alchemist in all Sarruth, Abaldor “Abe” Moncrief, created a magical tattoo to stimulate the fertility of an elf. Not content to merely create fertility, Abe devised a wicked experiment in conception. He decanted a concoction of the seed of countless men, beasts, and monsters with which to inseminate his elf test subject. Then all he needed was to advertise his experiment with handbills.

It was not long before Faylana Stonehands saw one of the advertisements and brought it back to her husband Caldric. They needed money to support their bakery and Abe was offering a significant reward for any elf with a womb willing to participate in his experiment.

It was only natural that a beautiful elf like Faylana, when fertile, would produce the rarest and most unusual of combinations when the blended spunk was pumped into her womb. A forbidden miracle of fertility. Faylana’s belly swelled to an immense size and her breasts grew even more prodigiously than they had during her first pregnancy with her fresh waves of milk. The bakery had to be closed for a while, but by then the alchemist was paying Faylana and Caldric regularly for examinations.

Of course, Caldric was miserable. Not only had his financial dire straits forced his wife to work for the alchemist, it had also cut her out of his sex life. She was far too pregnant for any regular sort of sex, though she did allow him to suck milk from her breasts as he stroked his cock.

He did not fail to notice that it was a treat she also offered to Greebi, their bakery’s wee goblin assistant, on occasion. She even allowed the little goblin to fuck her ass, telling Caldric that because Greebi’s cock was smaller it did not cause her the same discomfort as a human cock.

By the sixth month of pregnancy, it was clear that Greebi or some other lucky goblin was not the parent of whatever was growing in Faylana’s belly. By the tenth month it seemed impossible a human or orc was responsible.

By the eleventh month, it was obvious by the shape of the claws pressing out from inside Faylana’s belly that something monstrous was growing within her. Abaldor Moncrief was delighted and massaged special creams into and onto Faylana to ensure the birthing caused no harm to Faylana’s body.

“A few weeks and she will be back to normal,” promised Abe.

It was in the fourteenth month, Faylana as big as a barn and barely able to walk, that the birthing finally commenced. She howled with the birth pangs and clung to Caldric. Moving her to the alchemist’s laboratory was impossible, so the mad old potion peddler came to Faylana’s bed.

What transpired after was a birthing process so disturbing that Caldric could not even bear to watch. It took hours of rubbing balms and sipping stretching potions before there was a loud gush of liquid and a hideous stench. Then a terrible squalling commenced. Caldric grabbed his sword, determined to kill whatever horror had just been birthed. But the squalling stopped and by the time he entered the newborn was nursing greedily at Faylana’s breast.

It was a hideous thing of leathery orange scales and long, powerful limbs with thick spines down its back that still glistened with afterbirth. It seemed larger than Faylana as it pressed its wide mouth to her breast.

“Congratulations,” said Abe. “Your wife has just given birth to the first tarasque seen in the Lesser Kingdoms in more than three centuries!”

The creature lifted its jaws from Faylana’s breast and gurgled as milk drooled down its chin. It seemed to smile as it looked at Caldric. The brave warrior, who had faced swarms of bloodthirsty ratkin and undead horrors, promptly fainted.

He was awakened with smelling salts. Someone had propped him up in a bed. His eyes rolled open and he saw Abe standing beside him. Faylana was there too, a blanket pulled over herself and a wan smile on her exhausted face.

“It’s alright, my love,” she said. “It’s all over. My s… the creature has been taken away.”

“Mmmm, yes, I will care for it,” said Abe. “I shall need your help again, and a steady supply of milk, but in the meantime, the two of you should go back to your lives. You have a bakery to run, yes?”

“Right,” croaked Caldric, rubbing the freshly swollen bump on the back of his head. “Yes. We should get back. Are you certain you’re well, Faylana?”

“I feel much better now,” she replied, helping Caldric to his feet. “A few potions from Abaldor and I should be back to my old self.”

“A bit milky still though,” said Abe. “That tarasque put her mammary glands into overdrive. But I assume you have no complaints.”

“No, the elf butter,” mumbled Caldric, still shaking off the dreamlike memory of that monstrous birth.

The alchemist’s words proved true. Life did return to normal for Caldric and Faylana, with the added benefit of more milk for the elf butter. For weeks the Adventurer’s Bakery was profitable and successful. It was a warm summer day, nearing the start of harvest season, when Abe stopped by the bakery to see the happy couple.

The old alchemist needed help finding ingredients for one of his potions. The seeds of a rare fruit called the Xolyanthum. He was offering them a great deal of coin to find them.

“Elves have an uncanny sense for the fruit,” explained the alchemist. “Humans cannot smell it or distinguish it from juckaberries, but to elves it is a sharp as a lemon.”

“So you want us to find this fruit in the Morrick Woods?” Caldric furrowed his brow. “Isn’t that dangerous?”

“No, no, you’ll be fine,” said Abe. “I’ve hunted up ingredients there many times. Just go during the day. After dark, well, I should not like to be caught in the forest.”

“I don’t know. I don’t like the sound of this.”

“Oh, but I want to help,” said Faylana, her milky breasts filling out her bodice to bursting. “I like Abe. I should like to help him.”

“Thank you, lady elf,” chuckled Abe, bowing deeply.

Caldric reluctantly agreed and the very next morning he and Faylana set off for Morrick Woods. There were signs posted at the edge of the forest warning travelers of dangerous beasts and bandits. Faylana ignored them, but they put Caldric on edge. He wore his sword on his hip just in case they ran into a hungry beast.

It was easy to lose track of time within Morrick Woods. The atmosphere of the forest seemed to transport them to another world. Faylana remained on her guard, her eyes sharp and her nose suited for picking out unusual scents in the forest.

All Caldric managed to find to fill his bucket were juckaberries, which would be good for making spicy sweet rolls for the bakery. Faylana remained focus on the Xolyanthum and almost seemed to know where she was going, leading Caldric deeper and deeper into the primeval forest. The trees were so thick that the approach of evening was almost imperceptible. Shadows gathering and gathering around them until Caldric felt compelled to light his lantern. It was as he was sparking a flame that he realized the moon was out and he could see the faint twinkling of stars through the branches.

“Faylana,” he whispered. “We’ve stayed here too long. Look! Night has fallen—”

“Shhhhh,” she hushed him, a finger to her lips. “Listen. Someone is coming.”

They appeared before Caldric heard them. Three men with the faces of animals. He reached for his sword, but Faylana’s hand on his stopped him from drawing his blade.

“Tha’na’shua,” she whispered. “Moon shifters. Cousins. Three men of different beasts. A wulfen, tigerman, and pigman.”

The three men exchanged glances. They approached slowly, moving in a manner that combined men with their respective animals.

The wulfen loped, fur sticking out from under a patchwork tunic. Ears flicking and long muzzle twitching. The tigerman prowled, walking almost sideways, his long tail twitching and his eyes seeming almost to glow yellow in the dark forest. He had long whiskers and a fanged smile. Lastly, the pigman walked hunched over, snuffling and sniffing with his porcine snout, his head and neck thick with a warthog’s mane. He was stoutly built, muscular but with an ample belly, his body covered in coarse fur and his eyes round and deeply set.

“You are elfblood,” growled the tigerman. “In estrus.”

“Estrus? The estrea tattoo!” Faylana touched the magical tattoo the alchemist had given her. “It works that well? You can sense it?”

“Smell it like a perfume,” said the wulfen. “From miles away. We were waiting for the moon.”

“Stay back!” warned Caldric, griping his sword, but still not drawing it.

“Tell the human we could kill him with ease if we wanted,” warned the tigerman. “We offer you something better.”

“The chance to breed with an alpha,” growled the wulfen.

“The chance for piglets,” snorted the pigman.

“You seek the Xolyanthum,” said the tigerman. “We know where this berry grows. Enough to fill your buckets.”

“You’ll show us?” asked Faylana, seemingly oblivious to the danger the three men posed.

“Yes, we’ll show you,” snorted the pigman. “Show you real good. But you got to play a game with three of us.”

“GrrrRRRrrrRRrrr, yes, a game,” purred the tigerman.

“Come with us, fill your buckets, then you are free to try to leave the woods,” growled the wulfen. “We will give you one hour. Then we will hunt you.”

“If we catch you, elf, we get to take our pleasure,” purred the tigerman. “Do not worry, human, no other harm will come to her.”

“Yeah, we don’t want to hurt her,” snorted the pigman, his hands stroking the bulge of his belly. “Just have some fun. Put that, snnnoink, estrus to good use.”

“Breeeed her,” growled the wulfen.

“What’s the alternative?” asked Caldric.

The tigerman’s eyes narrowed to slits and his tail flicked. “You do not want to find out, human,” he answered, baring his fangs.

“They can help us,” whispered Faylana. “Oh, Caldric, come on. It will be fun.”

It did not sound like much fun to Caldric. It sounded terrifying. But he saw no alternative. He agreed and so the quintet set off for the patch of Xolyanthum. The wulfen led the way and introduced himself as Kaine. The pigman snorted along beside them, ogling Faylana the whole way and licking his snout in an unnerving way. He said that his name was Barnard. The tigerman did not introduce himself as he stalked along at the rear of the group, but Barnard said his name was Koshan.

Over streams and through dark woods they traveled until they reached mossy rocks dark with moisture. Slender bushes reached up between these rocks and upon them purple berries that looked identical to juckaberries. The difference between these Xolyanthum berries and juckaberries could not have been more apparent to Faylana. Her nose almost burned with the strong citrus smell. Pleasant, but powerfully astringent. She and Caldric quickly filled their buckets as the trio of beastmen watched.

“You are done? Good.” Koshan stepped forward. “Now it is time for you to go. That way is the nearest path out of the forest. Follow it and we will catch you easily. We will chase until we have had our fill or until you have escaped.”

“And no harm will come to us?” asked Caldric.

Koshan growled. Barnard snorted with amusement.

“No physical harm,” promised Kaine. “What you endure in your mind as you see us breed your fair elf wife is another matter.”

“It will be fine, my love,” whispered Faylana. “I am good at navigating the woods and my eyes see the forest in the darkness. We will escape before they catch us.”

“Are you certain?” asked Caldric, noticing his wife’s flushed cheeks and heaving breasts.

“Yes, I am certain,” she said, taking his hand. “Come. Let us go swiftly.”

“One hour!” shouted Koshan. “Good luck to you!”

As Caldric fled with Faylana into the dark woods, he could not help but hear the three beast men laughing heartily. There was no time to worry about that cruel laughter. For Caldric and Faylana, escaping the woods with their buckets filled with berries was all that mattered.

Everything seemed to go well. Faylana held Caldric’s hand tightly and led the way with her keen elf senses. He kept watch as best he could as they passed through the deep darkness of the forest. He wished he could see where he was going, but he trusted his wife.

“Almost halfway there,” whispered Faylana.

Relief washed over him. They were going to make it!

Almost as soon as he had the thought that their escape was possible, the first of the beast men struck. Koshan seemed to pluck Faylana off her feet as he pounced from the shadows. Her bucket of berries was knocked from her hand and the precious purple berries were scattered upon the ground.

“Ahhh!” cried Faylana, suddenly pinned beneath the tigerman.

Caldric drew his sword. Koshan growled at him, “That was not the deal, human. You fight and we kill you. But I will not hurt your pretty elf. I only want one thing.”

“Caldric, don’t try to fight,” gasped Faylana, looking at him with wide, silvery-blue eyes. “He won’t hurt me… he just wants to…”

Caldric lowered his sword. Koshan smiled cruelly and turned his attention back to Faylana. The tigerman had stripped off the vest and trousers he had been wearing, his fur-covered body resembling that of a wild tiger more than ever.

Koshan caressed Faylana’s pale golden hair, stroking her gently before suddenly grabbing a handful of her hair and yanking her head to the side. He ran his long tongue over her shoulder and neck. Up to her pointed ear. Faylana moaned with fearful desire, her nipples standing out beneath her bodice. Koshan parted the laces with a flick of a claw, widening the cleavage enough to reveal the edges of Faylana’s pink areolas.

His tail flicked from side to side. He purred as he gave her bodice another tug, exposing her soft, creamy white breasts completely. Her nipples hard and welling with milk. He ran his tongue across them, the rough texture causing her to cry out as his pink tongue seemed to catch and drag against her breasts. Her sensitive nipples dribbling milk that he licked up like a cat with a bowl of cream. Cleaning her breasts. Tickling them with his whiskers.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned.

He suddenly moved atop her, shifting to the side and turning her over with another yank of her hair and a claw upon her hip. Caldric tensed but saw there was nothing he could do as the tigerman yanked down Faylana’s trousers and exposing her quivering buttocks. The beast man reached one clawed hand between her legs from behind, padded fingers stroking her cunt. Feeling her wetness. Her fertility so thick in the air that even Caldric could almost smell it.

Koshan knelt behind Faylana. One clawed hand stroking her buttocks and the other working at her sopping cunt. His pink cock began to slide from the tigerman’s sheath. It was strange, ridged, pale pink in color and coming almost to a point. It curved distinctly upward towards Koshan’s furry abdomen as he pinned Faylana face down on the soft earth and lifted her hips up.

He rubbed his pointed tip against her cunt and she crooned with lust and tilted her hips as if offering herself to Koshan’s beastly cock. No, realized Caldric, not “as if.” She was offering herself to the tigerman. She was offering her hot, fertile cove to his strange phallus. Reaching a hand between her legs to spread her cunt. Raising her ass to present her parted pink folds to Koshan.

“Faylana,” gasped Caldric.

“Quiet, human,” growled Koshan. “Watch while I breed your elf.”

Koshan thrust his hips forward and speared his curved cock into Faylana’s cunt. She sang with shock, her face contorting with pleasure as the unusual beast dick hilted inside her. Koshan’s tail flicked from side to side as he remained still for a moment, buried inside her, his lip curling and a growl escaping through his teeth as he held Faylana by her ponytail.

Then he began to thrust, slow and smooth at first, each backwards stroke revealing the glistening pink of his flared cock. Within its strange, fleshy frills were barbs that pulled at Faylana’s inner walls. These were not entirely pleasant, scratching at her tender flesh, but also awakening her to more intense sensations. Her fingers sunk into the loamy earth as her cunt clutched at Koshan’s thrusting cock.

“Grrrrrrr,” he growled, leaning close behind her ear. Licking the back of her neck. Then biting her and hunching over her arched body as he began to thrust into her more vigorously.

“Ohhhhhh, goddess, it’s incredible!” cried Faylana.

The movements of the tigerman atop Faylana were bestial and strange. But Caldric understood the lust. The pleasure of Faylana’s ample curves. The hot, tight grip of her cunt. His cock stiffened as he watched Koshan fucking his beautiful wife. A part of him wanted to surge to her protection, to strike down the rutting beast man, but a part of Caldric also wanted to encourage the tiger-faced man. To tell him to fuck Faylana harder. To violate her sweet elven cove.

“I feel your body,” growled Koshan. “Feel it aching for my seed. Your womb longs to be stuffed with my seed.”

“Ohhhhhh, yes,” crooned Faylana, looking back at the tigerman. He growled and snapped his jaws against the back of her neck. Sharp fangs teasing her supple, vulnerable flesh. His hips hitting her plush rear. His pink cock ramming in and out of her cunt as he rutted her with great need.

She felt her orgasm building inside her. Reaching up from her core and gripping at the strange cock. Koshan yowled with pleasure, ramming into her cunt until his full, curved length was buried inside her quaking walls. Hidden barbs latching to the entrance of her womb. His cock throbbing, his body tensing. Tail twitching.

“Yessssss!” cried Faylana, reaching her peak as suddenly Koshan’s hot cum began to pump into her pussy. Spurt after torrid spurt flooding her squeezing channel. Overflowing her. Bubbling out around his buried cock. Each movement pulled at her inner walls, as if he really was hooked into her flesh. But there was no more pain, only the searing pleasure of his massive, prolonged ejaculation. Still gushing into her even after her climax began to recede.

Caldric, watching this obscene mating, could not stop himself. He reached a hand to his trousers and grabbed his cock, pumping his fist on his shaft and spurting out his own streams of cum onto the forest floor.

“Ha! Look, elf! Your man likes to see you taken by a superior cock!”

“C-Caldric?” gasped Faylana, looking over at her husband as he finished his orgasm onto the ground. Caldric shamefully averted his gaze and tucked his dripping cock back into his trousers.

“It’s alright, human,” growled Koshan. “I have no wish to take your wife. Only to breed her sweet elven cunt. You have permission to raise the litter as your own.”

Koshan withdrew his cock slowly. Faylana whimpered as the tigerman’s cum poured out of her tingling cunt.

“Good luck to you both,” murmured the satisfied tigerman as he retreated into the darkness and leaving Faylana gaped and dripping with his spunk. Caldric stood there a moment longer, watching the shadows engulf the man, before snapping out of it and hurrying to his wife’s side. Faylana moaned as Caldric helped her to her feet.

“I’m sorry I could not do more, my love,” murmured Caldric.

“It is fine,” she said, though clearly it was not completely fine by her expression. “Perhaps the estrea tattoo the alchemist gave me will not work and the tigerman’s seed will not take root inside me. Help me gather the berries that spilled and we will be on our way.”


14.2

Howl of the Wulfen

Caldric helped Faylana to her feet after her rough encounter with the tigerman. She seemed unharmed, but out of breath, flushed, and a little bewildered.

“Are you alright, my love?” asked Caldric, his cock twitching from what he had just witnessed.

“F-fine,” said Faylana. She took a deep breath and straightened up. Her blouse was in tatters and her skirt was a ruin, but she was able to salvage her panties and Caldric gave her his jacket. “We should… we should collect the berries, Caldric. If we don’t return with the Xolyanthum berries, then this will all be for nothing.”

“Of course,” said Caldric. “I managed to collect some, but, ah, are you sure you’re alright?”

“Yes!” she said sharply. “Yes, I’m fine. It felt… it felt good.”

“Did it?”

“Scary at first, but it was so strange. His cock felt like a nettle inside me, but it didn’t hurt. The way it stuck there and filled me up with his seed. I wonder if that tattoo worked. If he impregnated me.”

“Would you, ah, would you like that?” asked Caldric, scratching his cheek nervously.

Faylana spared a glance down at her husband’s groin. A wicked smile spread across her face.

“No, I think not,” she said. “But I think you might like the idea of me getting bred by one of these wild beast men.”

“No! No, I love you! I don’t want some furry shapeshifter knocking you up!”

“But the thought makes your cock hard,” she said, reaching down and grabbing Caldric’s stiff prick through his trousers. “Mmmmm, yes, you’re hard as steel again, Caldric. And I saw you wanking yourself watching me get fucked. Not doing anything to save me from that vicious tiger.”

Caldric winced and drew away from her.

“We’d better pick up the berries,” he said and stooped to begin collecting the precious Xolyanthum fruits. Faylana chuckled slightly as she joined him in piling the fruit into their baskets. Some of the berries had been trampled in the chaos of Koshan’s attack and these gave off a strong, but not unpleasant citrus smell like fresh squeezed lemons mingled with tangerines.

As Faylana collected the fruit, she could feel the cum of the tigerman dripping slowly down her thigh and could not help but wonder whether the sneaky beast had managed to knock her up. She knew Caldric would still love her if the beast had succeeded. After all, he loved her even when she grew enormous with the spawn of a tarrasque.

They finished collecting the berries that had been dropped and set off again through the woods. They did not make it far before a heavy downpour began to rattle in the leaves and soaked their bodies in cold water.

“We should keep going,” said Caldric. “They might lose our scent in this rain.”

“I’m cold,” said Faylana. “I don’t want to keep going in this weather. Let’s find a place to shelter. It’s probably what the beasts are doing.”

“Are you certain?” Caldric looked at her with worry. “It might be our best chance to escape.”

Faylana shivered against the cold rain. “Please, my love. Let us find a place to dry off and perhaps even light a fire.”

Luck, for once, was on their side. They came across a hunter’s cabin. Mossy and leaking, but intact. Caldric forced the door open with his shoulder and Faylana hurried inside. There was a small chest with the materials for making a fire and boiling some water.

“We shouldn’t build a fire,” warned Caldric. “They’ll see the smoke and come for us.”

“I’m shivering,” said Faylana crouching beside the small iron stove. “It’s make a fire or catch a fever, my love. Would you see me die a slow and trembling death?”

“Well, no,” said Caldric.

“Good,” said Faylana, her brightness returning in her smile. “Go and fetch me some firewood. Try to find some that’s not wet.”

Easier said than done. But Caldric foraged in the nearby wood and managed to come across a few logs shielded from the rain by the branches of a tree. He brought them back to the cabin and Faylana soon had a fire going. The warmth filled the tiny cabin as the rain clattered on the roof. They huddled close to the open stove, their faces and Faylana’s mostly naked body lit by the golden fire light.

“Forgive me,” murmured Caldric. “For not protecting you from the beast.”

“There was nothing to be done, my love,” said Faylana. “We made the bargain when we met the beast men. If you had intervened, he might have killed you or me or both of us.”

“But I am your husband,” said Caldric. “If I can’t protect you from being… taken by a beast, then what good am I?”

“You keep me warm,” she said, pressing closer to him. “You keep me company. You fill my heart… with love.”

She kissed him as she whispered the last two words. Their lips met as she dropped Caldric’s jacket from her shoulders. Her breast bare and warmed only by the fire in the stove. The rain a loud drum above their heads. She pressed closer and her hand sought Caldric’s cock. He groaned and pressed back against the moth-eaten cot abandoned by some hunter.

“W-what are you doing?” he groaned.

“I want you, my love,” she whispered. “To prove that you are my heart’s desire, not some furry brute simply because he makes me cum better than you.”

“Better?” Caldric’s face grew hot. His heart stung.

“Mmmmmm, don’t concern yourself with such a thing,” whispered Faylana.

She knelt between Caldric’s legs as he sat on the floor. She leaned over his lap, her hands opening his belt and his trousers. His cock sprung free of his shorts and into her hand. Her wide hips raised. Her head low to reach his cock. Looking up at him with silvery-blue eyes as the warmth of her mouth engulfed his cock and slid down. Down. Down. Until her lips pressed against his root.

“Ohhhhhh, gods,” he groaned. His cock twitched against Faylana’s throat. Her tongue worked beneath his straining shaft.

He felt like he was melting. Like he was going to explode. She bobbed once. Twice. And by the third slide of her lips up and down his cock Caldric felt the rush of ecstasy. His climax, roaring up his shaft to his straining tip. Bursting in hot gushes of cum against her throat. Each pump swallowed the instant it flowed from his tip. Her eyes fluttering. Her moan vibrating into his balls as she drained his load.

She lifted her lips to speak, a pearly drop of cum in one corner of her mouth, and that was when the beast burst into the cabin. For an instant there was dark fur and claws and a snarling presence that overturned the baskets of berries.

“No!” cried Caldric and he launched himself at the beast. “Run, Faylana! Run! I’ll hold him!”

“Fool!” snarled the wulfen, backhanding Caldric against the wall and splintering wood. “Your bitch is mine!”

But Caldric did not relent. He charged again, caught the wulfen around his furry waist and wrestled him to the ground. Pummeling him with fists and kicks as Faylana, at last, disappeared almost naked into the rainy wood.

She could hear Caldric fighting with the beast called Kaine. Snarling wolf sounds and Caldric’s shouting voice. Would Kaine kill him? She prayed to the goddess of the wood that Caldric’s life would be spared.

Faylana was fleet and sure of foot in the woods. Even in the slippery mud she made good speed among the trees. So quick that she surely outpaced the hunched wulfen.

Only, Faylana had not contended with the wulfen’s full power. The beast could become more than a man or a hybrid. It could become the wolf itself, black of fur and yellow of eyes. A huge dire wolf the size of the largest goblin warg hound. With slavering jaws and a fully bestial appearance.

Faylana could hear it coming for her, but she could not outrun it nor win the chase. Four legs were always surer than two. She lost her footing at last and it was upon her.

The weight of Kaine’s lupine body crashed into Faylana’s back and bore her down to the rain-drenched, mossy earth. The smell of mud was thick in the air as the heavy wulfen stood atop her and snarled with hunger. There were no words. No foreplay. Kaine had unleashed the beast within him to catch her and now it was time for that beast to have its reward.

“Goddess, no,” gasped Faylana, feeling the beast move against her. Its jaws tore aside her panties and its furry weight draped her buttocks and back. The wulfen hooked its claws around her thighs and the hot, slippery head of its cock rubbed at her entrance.

Faylana whined in shock as the wulfen hunched its back and thrust forward, impaling the elf’s hot cunt on the slick length of its lupine cock. Unlike with the tigerman, there was no vestige of humanity. Kaine was in full alpha beast form and he took Faylana with the savage urgency of a wolf mounting its bitch. His claws scratched at her hips as his furry body humped at her pale flesh. The throbbing red length of his cock plunged rapidly in and out of her pussy, driving maddening pleasure into Faylana’s body with each stroke.

She couldn’t speak. She could scarcely breathe. It felt so dirty to be used by a beast like this. But it also felt so good. One breast swinging free of her torn blouse. Her cunt stretched around the thrusting lupine cock. She wailed, her mouth hanging open, her face flushed with pleasure. A shameful ecstasy as much caused by the taboo mounting as the friction of the wulfen’s cock inside her.

“OoOOOOOOoooo!” she sang into the rushing rainfall, braced on her arms and pushing back against the frenzied thrusts of the beast. Its cock swelling inside her. Bulging at its base. Its breath hot against her shoulder.

She was cumming, she realized with sudden shock. Cumming and she could not stop it. Cumming so hard that her eyes rolled back as wave upon wave of ecstasy pulsed from deep within her. Radiating from her core and gripping that frenzied cock even as it drove deeper and swelled thicker. The knot! The massive lupine knot! Swelling and stretching and filling her as the beast snarled with pleasure and began to cum.

Hot spurts of beastly seed pumping into her clutching cunt. Filling her and flooding her trembling channel. Drenching her womb in beast sperm. Faylana moaned with desperate pleasure, collapsing face down into the mossy earth, her ass raised high as the wulfen howled with triumph.

Caldric was staggering through the woods, bloodied and bruised, but not badly harmed, when he heard the beastly howl of pleasure. He fought his way through the forest towards the sound. Each step seeming to take an eternity. He staggered out into the open just as the rain abated and found Faylana with her face down and hips raised and a huge, black direwolf atop her.

He stared in shock for several seconds at the perverse sight of the beast atop Faylana, thrusting and tugging at her cunt with the red of his cock knotted inside. Cum trickling out. Faylana whimpering with pleasure. Caldric could see everything by the light of the moon. The slight pulsing of the direwolf’s cock. The quivering of Faylana’s thighs. The scratch marks on her hips.

Caldric took a step closer and stopped as the direwolf looked at him and growled. It bared its massive fangs and licked its chops. Faylana moaned as if she could feel the growling through the beastly knot stuffed inside her. When Caldric did not come any closer, the beast began panting and whining, pulling at her cunt with its knot. Tugging. Tugging. Finally, popping its glistening knot free as cum gushed from her gaping cunt and poured down her thighs.

“Ohhhhhhh, gods,” moaned Faylana. “Come here… come let me…”

Caldric was stunned by what he saw next. Faylana turned on her hands and knees and without prompting caressed the wulfen’s bulging cock, leaned down, and began to suck it. Licking all over the raunchy red length of it. Kissing its knot as the beast sat and panted. She took the red cock in her mouth and bobbed her lips upon it. Sucking up the frothy cum. Seeming to savor the perverse act of pleasuring a beast.

“N-no, Faylana,” gasped Caldric, his stomach twisting into a knot even as his cock twitched.

She cast a sidelong look at him, her silvery-blue eyes flashing as she slurped away at the beastly cock. The wulfen growled and rested a claw on her back and shoulders. She moaned, “Even… even this cum tastes better.”

Caldric felt her words like a stab into his heart. Faylana’s eyes fluttering shut as she resumed sucking off the wulfen.

Caldric dared not take a step closer. He could only watch the depraved act play out, Faylana’s cunt oozing with spunk as she sucked off the beast. It let out a yipping cry of pleasure and Faylana gurgled as her mouth and throat were filled with beastly spunk. Her throat work as she swallowed. As she drank the forbidden brew of the beast’s loins.

It pulled its crimson cock from her mouth and still she caressed it and licked at it, whimpering submissively. The direwolf transformed slowly into something between man and beast. Faylana never stopped tonguing its cock. Its features remained lupine as its body took on a more human shape. Its black muzzle broke into a smile as it trained its yellow-eyed gaze on Caldric.

“Your bitch is mine,” growled the wulfen. “Look how she serves my cock. She knows it is better than yours. I filled her belly with my pups. There is no point fighting the superiority of the alpha.”

“To hell with you!” shouted Caldric, taking another step closer. “Faylana! Come away from that beast!”

Faylana moaned, her mouth descending once more on the wulfen’s red cock. Her head bobbing slowly between its furry legs as it caressed her head with one clawed hand.

“Go on,” growled Kaine. “Go to your human if you wish. I will not stop you. The deed is done. I am certain of it. If you are fertile, then your womb belongs to me.”

“Mmmmmmmmmm,” moaned Faylana, lifting her mouth from the wulfen’s cock. “Don’t you want to do it again, just to be sure?”

“Ha! My dearest elf, I would mount you day and night for many moons, but that was not our bargain and the game is still afoot. Barnard has yet to have his turn with you.”

“The pig?” Faylana shuddered.

“Come to me, Faylana,” cried Caldric, emotion causing his voice to strain. “Come, quickly. Away from that beast!”

Kaine growled at him but moved his arm to allow Faylana to crawl from between his legs. He watched lazily as she crawled on hands-and-knees over to Caldric. Her plush ass wagging. Her cunt dripping with the wulfen’s seed. He smiled one last time, rose to his feet, and bounded off into the forest. Caldric, overcome with emotion, lifted Faylana into his arms and hugged her tightly.

She smelled of wet fur and beastly seed.


14.3

A Bully of a Pig

Faylana nuzzled her face against Caldric’s chest. He held her with all his strength. The scent of the wulfen and the musk of his seed filling his nostrils. Caldric held her like that for a long time, imagining that he could not possibly let her go.

“Do you think… his words were true? Did he truly give you a child?” The heartbreak was clear in Caldric’s hoarse voice. Faylana was quiet after he asked. He was not sure if she was afraid to answer or was pondering his question.

“No, my love,” said Faylana softly. “His seed did not quite find purchase. Perhaps if you were to… if just now, you were to make love to me, it might prevent him from claiming me.”

“What? Here and now?” Caldric pushed her to arm’s length. Looked at her naked beauty marred by scratches and the glistening spill of cum down her inner thighs. “But, my love, there is another beast on the hunt for us.”

“But I can feel it, Caldric,” she said, running one hand down her abdomen and pressing just above her blushing cunt. “The tattoo is working now. My body is awakened to its power. The next man to have me will claim my womb.”

Caldric could not believe his predicament. But he could not deny the opportunity. He took Faylana into her arms again and kissed her passionately. He did not care that she stank of the wulfen and his beastly rut. He thrilled at the warmth of her. The eagerness of her mouth to yield to his kiss. To give him that sweet tongue. His cock jumped in his trousers, slick with the nectar of his arousal from seeing her mate with the wulfen.

“By the gods,” he groaned, reaching for his belt. “Lie back, Faylana! Lie back and I will show you that I can fill you up properly.”

He yanked at his belt as Faylana fell back into the wet grass, parting her thighs and revealing her creamy pussy to her husband. Caldric’s cock sprang free, throbbing and red, fairly dripping with his lust. He grasped it as he stared down at the lewd sight of his sullied wife and her cream-oozing cunt. The thought of thrusting into that filthy cove made his cock jump. He dropped heavily to his knees as she pulled her legs back and offered herself to him.

“Yessss,” he groaned, leaning towards her. His cock brushing those slick lips. Faylana arching and laughing softly beneath him. She was always game for her husband. Even the exhausting rutting with the wulfen had only left her craving more fucking.

But before Caldric could thrust his stiff cock into Faylana’s creamy pussy, the third beast struck.

Barnard was much bigger than the other two beasts. Perhaps not taller, for he hunched over and his true height was hard to judge, but certainly wider at his broad shoulders and thicker in his belly. His warthog’s mane shook from side to side and he snorted loudly as he grabbed Caldric by his shoulders and tossed him carelessly aside.

“Ahhh!” cried Caldric, careening into a scarlet pine and letting out a pained moan as one of the lower branches slapped its weight against his cock and balls. The agony of the blow dropped him to his knees. He grabbed at his pulsating cock, the pain making his eyes water and his body tremble.

There was certainly nothing Caldric could do to help Faylana as the pig-faced shifter grabbed Faylana by her ankles and pressed her knees back nearly to her breasts.

“Oooooooh! Not so rough!” cried Faylana.

Barnard was immense. His shoulders heaving. Thick-furred loins releasing the glistening pink corkscrew of his cock. Not overly wide compared to his comrades, but his cock was incredibly long and made to seem thicker by its corkscrew shape.

Barnard snorted and lowered his head. His hot, snuffling breath stirred the blonde hair from Faylana’s face. She looked up at him with a hint of fear. Pigs could be vicious. What if he decided his hunger was more important than his lust? He seemed to be three or four times her size.

He lunged forward suddenly, thrusting his snorting snout against Faylana’s face with such violence she was sure she was about to be bitten. She beat at the beast’s shoulders and let out a cry that was immediately muffled by a sloppy wet kiss from the pig man.

“Sssskkkkwwwwweeeee! Sskkkkrrrroonnkkk!” he squealed, his breath filling her mouth almost as forcefully as his thick tongue. It thrust into her mouth and overwhelmed her defenses. His weight bore down on the backs of her thighs. His cock’s slender tip rubbed at her slit. Hot. Hard. Poking at her.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried with her mouth filled by that bestial tongue. Her resistance melted. Her body replied to his rubbing and kissing with a moan of submissive lust.

At last, Barnard broke the kiss, huffing and snorting above her, his beady eyes practically aglow in the moonlight.

“Your estrus,” he snorted. “The others haven’t… skkkkrrrooonk… claimed you yet?”

“No,” gasped Faylana. “They tried… but they have not claimed me.”

“That’s… my duty… as her husband,” grunted Caldric, pulling himself to his feet.

“Skkkwwwweeee-onkkkk!” laughed Barnard. “Her husband? She’s already – skrrroonk! – fucked the others. Now look at her. Those hips are wiggling. Those big soft tits are heaving. She wants my cock. She has to SSKKWWWWEEEE know how good pig cock feels!”

“Over my dead body!” shouted Caldric, fumbling with his sword.

“My love, no!” cried Faylana.

Caldric stopped. His hands falling away from the grip of his sword.

“You heard her,” laughed Barnard. “It’s alright, human. I understand the jealousy. You’re thinking about raising a litter of hogs. SSKKKKKRRROOOONK! I bet your sow will get nice and milky for all my little piglets. But you’ll be a good parent. Help her raise them right.”

“Faylana… you… you want this?” Caldric trembled with anger and despair.

She chewed her lower lip. Her fair brown knitted with sympathy for Caldric.

“Wellllll, my love, I did try the wulfen cock and the tiger cock. And this one, I mean, look at it.” She reached down and gently grasped the twitching pink corkscrew of Barnard’s cock. “It’s so different. And warm. And slippery. Ohhhhh, my love, please. Don’t be hurt. I know you like to watch.”

“But… he wants to impregnate you,” moaned Caldric.

“Ohhhh, and I want it,” gasped Faylana, stroking Barnard’s thick thighs up to his wide hips. Then to his cock again. Grasped in both hands. Cradled. Her fingers slid over that glistening length of corkscrew cock.

Barnard fucked his cock through Faylana’s fingers and rubbed against her pink furrow.

“Don’t you see? SKRRRRONK! Your wife craves my seed! Why try to deny her? You can’t stop me, human!”

“You bastard,” cried Caldric. “You… you’re right.”

“AHH HA! HA HA HA!” Barnard roared with laughter and turned his full attention back to Faylana. “Do you hear that, my sweet cream cake? Your husband knows his place.”

“Yessssss,” moaned Faylana. “Yesssss, fuck me! Claim my womb! Claim it and BREEEED ME!”

Caldric whimpered as he watched the pigman grab his wife’s ankles and push them back to her head. The massive porker bent Faylana into a full mating press and teased her lewd cunt with his cockhead. She moaned and whimpered, her breasts pressed together and leaking cream. Her feet practically behind her head. The huge pig squatting above her. Aiming his cock right at her twitching cove.

Then, with a mighty thrust, he buried his obscene length inside her. Caldric let out a defeated moan as he watched that pink corkscrew of flesh disappear into Faylana’s creamy cunt. The pigman crushed Faylana’s curled body beneath his weight. Pressing her. Mating her. Driving in and out with slow, intense thrusts of his hips, then speeding up to drive his auger in and out of her trembling trench.

“OOOOooooOOooooo! It feels so strange! So good!” cried Faylana.

“HA! SKRRRRONK! No human cock will ever satisfy you again! Not even the wolf or the tiger will please you! Nothing can match it! Do you feel my cock tickling your womb? Opening you up for my seed?”

“Ooooh! Yes!” Faylana tossed her hair on the ground. Her milk was trickling up her breasts and dripping on her face from her bent position. Her breasts were being squeezed by each downward thrust of the plunging porker.

Caldric watched in humiliating rapture, his cock in hand, stroking himself as he watched the pig claiming Faylana. He couldn’t stop his hand. Couldn’t stop the pleasure of seeing his beautiful wife defiled by the hairy pig. When she cried out in ecstasy, clearly driven to an orgasm, Caldric could not help himself and he unleashed his seed in throbs of pleasure all over the forest floor.

“SSSSSKKRRROONK! Look at your man! Uselessly spilling his seed onto the dirt! HA! Now feel where the cum of a real champion goes! SKKKKKWWWWEEEE!” Barnard threw back his maned head and howled in piggish glee as his cock began to twitch. Faylana’s cries of pleasure peaked as she felt the swollen corkscrew jerking and pumping. Felt the first spurts of his cum. Then the thick, hot tide of his load unleashed from his massive pink bollocks. A flood of pig cum drenching her elf womb.

A flutter. A spark. She felt it then. The sperm writhing inside her. Great masses of it invading her inner cove. Finding not just one egg but every possible egg in her womb. Bred by the pigman. Claimed by him.

“Ooooohhhh, yesssss!” cried Faylana. “Yes! Flood me with your seed!”

Caldric whimpered and looked away, stuffing his limp cock back into his trousers. But he could not escape the sound of it. The wheezing and panting. The wet slurping of each slowing thrust. The whimpers of pleasure from his wife.

Nor was that explosion of pleasure the ending. Before Caldric knew what was happening, the pigman had slid his corkscrew from Faylana’s depths and offered it to the elf to pleasure and clean it. A task which she gratefully accepted. Kneeling before Barnard. Stroking him with both hands as her pink tongue slid around his tip. Her soft lips cradling his cock. Sucking at him.

“Thaaaaat’s a good slut,” chuckled Barnard, a fat hand on Faylana’s head.

“Mmmmmmmm! Oh, yes, your cum is so sweet, Barnard,” gasped Faylana.

“Yes, pig cum is sweeter,” said Barnard, glancing over at Caldric. “Women love it. Go on. Lick my balls. Yes, that’s a good elf. Make them fill up with cum again. I’ll give you a taste treat.”

“That’s enough,” moaned Caldric.

“Shut your mouth or I’ll make you clean her cunt!” snarled Barnard. “Your wife is enjoying my cock.”

“It tastes really good,” said Faylana, kissing around Barnard’s balls. “Are you going to fuck me again?”

“Yes, yes, several times,” grunted Barnard, palming her head. “But first… you drink. Use those tits now, my lovely. Go on. Wrap them around my cock. Ohhhhhh, yes, press them together. Nice and tight. Do you feel how hot my cock is getting?”

“Yessss! Like a hot iron! It almost burns!”

“Oh, rub it faster! Yes! Put the tip back in your mouth. Mmmmhmm. SKKKRRONK! Just like that, my sweet. Suck it. Stroke it with your tits!” Barnard’s beady eyes twinkled with delight as Faylana pleasured him faster.

She was sucking wantonly. Making Caldric’s hands tighten into fists. Making his cock begin to stir again in his trousers. How could she love sucking that horrible pig cock? Oh, but it was clear she did love it! The way she worked her soft breasts around its twisted shaft. The way her lips engulfed its tip. Popping wetly. Slurping.

“SSKKKKRRRRREEEEOONNNNKKK!” cried Barnard, thrusting forward and exploding into Faylana’s mouth.

Her brow furrowed. Her throat worked. She drank heavily of the hot, salty-sweet broth as it gushed into her mouth. Gulping it down her throat by the cupful. Subservient to the pig and his monstrous cock.

Barnard began to laugh again, his chest heaving and his fingers relaxing their grip on Faylana’s head. It was then, as she popped her lips free, smiling up at him with cum dripping down her chin, that Caldric knew he had lost.

The pig had bred his wife.

Eight Months Later

Faylana was immense. Her appetite had never been greater and she ate day and night to feed her growing womb full of piglets. When Caldric put his hand on her taut belly he could feel the piglets moving around. Seven of them, according to the divination spell cast by Borto.

“My love,” moaned Faylana. “My breasts hurt from the milk.”

She lifted the linen gown she wore above her breasts and revealed her red, laden tits and thick nipples already dripping with milk.

“Do you need my aid?” asked Caldric hopefully.

“Mmmmmm,” she ran her hands over her breasts and squeezed. Twin streams of milk spurted from her nipples and pattered onto her hugely swollen belly. “Not tonight, my love. You can never drink all my milk. Go and fetch Barnard. He is always so thirsty. Tell him he can fuck my arse.”

Caldric’s face burned with shame as he went downstairs to the bakery. There, the fat pigman was gorging himself on elf cakes.

“Hmmmm? What is it?” he asked, licking his fingers clean and watching Caldric descend the stairs.

“Faylana’s milk is hurting her,” said Caldric, hanging his head. “She needs you to—”

“Skwwwwwoooonk! Move aside!” Barnard shoved Caldric out of his way and climbed the creaking stairs. Caldric lingered outside the room. He didn’t want to see. But he could hear them. Faylana’s moaning. The pigman’s obscene slurping and grunting.

“Fuck meeeee,” moaned Faylana. “Fuck my ass while you suck my tits empty.”

Cock in hand, Caldric returned. The pigman snorted with amusement to see the cuckolded husband return. And the fat pig put on such a show. Plundering Faylana’s ass. Bending her legs up with her feet high in the air as he worked his corkscrew in and out of her naughty little hole. Bent over her. Licking at her red nipples. Her dripping tits. Slurping at her mother’s milk. Satisfying her with his cock up her plump elf bottom.

“Fuck him,” grunted Caldric, wanking his cock.

“Fuck me?” Barnard laughed. “Practically every day, cuck! Now watch while I please her like you never could!”

Faylana began to wail with pleasure as Barnard pumping his cock in and out of her stretched pink hole. Her drained tits wobbling. The headboard thumping against the wall. Harder and harder. Caldric’s hand working his cock in time to the pigman’s thrusts. Imagining it was him fucking Faylana’s ass. Imagining it was him with his children in her belly.

“SSSKKKKKKWWWE-ONNNNNK!” cried Barnard, hilting his corkscrew in Faylana’s pink ring and pumping her ass full of his hot pig cum. Caldric groaned and sprayed his own ropes of spunk all over the floor and his hand. Stroking himself empty. Watching Faylana cum hard on the pigman cock buried in her ass.

Guilt washed over him. He staggered back as Faylana and Barnard embraced over her swollen belly and began to kiss.

His wife, lost to another pig. Her future would be raising that pig’s children. Would Caldric even have a place in her life? Didn’t every horny elf need a cuckold?


14.4

Hog Heaven

Caldric climbed the stairs after another long day at the bakery. He had been seeing less and less of Faylana with the new piggies oinking around the house. Not to mention the same old big pig who had moved in with them after her pregnancy was revealed. He wished he could get a night alone with his wife without that interloper spoiling things.

He checked in on the kids first. All six asleep in their cribs. He had to admit, the fat little piggies were cute. Satisfied that they were sound asleep, he backtracked to the closed door of his bedroom and reached for the handle.

“Ooooooh, Barnard, stop sucking them so hard! Save some for the piggies!”

Caldric froze. He pressed his ear to the door and listened. He heard Faylana giggling and gasping accompanied by loud slurping sounds and the occasional hungry oink.

No wonder the elf cakes had been suffering lately. Faylana could barely keep up with the bakery and her many piggies, but Barnard himself was the greediest of all. Caldric eased the door open a bit and could see his wife on the bed, her huge milky tits hanging out of her nightgown. Barnard was naked as a jaybird and stretched out on the bed beside her. His fat ass and curly tail in the air as he slurped and suckled at Faylana’s tits.

“Mmmmmmm! Mmmphmmm! Skrrroonnk! So good! Mmm! More! I need more!”

Milk dribbled down his chin. His fat pink tongue worked at Faylana’s nipple as his hand pinched and plucked at the bud of her other breast. Milk spurted through his fingers and he oinked and quickly moved to her other mound, slurping loudly and latching to her breast. He gulped and sucked and Caldric could do nothing but watch.

Faylana seemed to delight in Barnard’s attention. She had taken to sharing the big bed with the pig and Caldric slept on a cot nearby. It was just easier that way, she had explained. In case Barnard needed her help or got thirsty in the night. Caldric watched with blazing jealousy as Bernard slurped away at Faylana’s milky breasts. Milk dribbled down the pig’s chin and his fat hand reached between Faylana’s plump thighs.

“Ooohhh, you’re being so bad, Barnard,” giggled Faylana. “I need to… need to sleep. Please. You’re getting me all worked up with all that sucking and touching. I’m going to need… some satisfaction.”

Caldric knew what was coming next. The porker never wore any pants and his corkscrew cock was jutting out from all his fondling of Faylana. It had been weeks since Caldric had made love to his wife and yet this damned pig had her whenever he wanted.

“Skrrrooooinkkk!” snorted Barnard. His fingers stopped their plundering of Faylana’s downy pussy and the fat pig grabbed her thighs and pushed them apart. The bed creaked and threatened to collapse as Barnard moved between Faylana’s legs. Smothering her in his bulk as she moaned lustily and guided his pink corkscrew to the hot cove of her cunt.

“Ohhhhhh! Yes! Put it in meeee!” she cried, arching beneath him and offering the pig man a hot elf pie for his dessert.

Caldric could see it all in lurid detail. The quivering of Faylana’s cunt as Barnard glistening pink prick teased sat her folds. Down to her asshole and up again. Then plunged forward with a thrust. Skewering and drilling into her pussy. Driving a loud cry from her as she squeezed her legs against Barnard’s hoggy body.

Caldric was an entirely defeated man by that point. Whatever energy he had left after running the bakery almost by himself and caring for Faylana’s piggy tots left him completely exhausted. He sagged against the door frame as he watched Barnard oinking as he humped away at Faylana’s slick cunt.

The whole bed shook and banged against the wall with each thrust. The lewd, wet sounds of Barnard’s cock thrusting into Faylana’s wet cunt made Caldric’s cock twitch in his trousers. For a moment, he pretended it was because he was imagining fucking his wife. But, no, the truth was the thought of that pig having his way with Faylana always aroused the lust in Caldric. He heard them shifting in the bed and pressed himself to the door frame for another look.

“Oooohhhh, yes, watch them bounce,” cried Faylana, straddling Barnard and impaling her pussy on his twisted pink cock. Her ass and hips worked up and down and Caldric could see her riding up and down that cock in intimate detail. He wished he could see her face flushed with pleasure and her glorious, milky tits bouncing.

“SSKKKRRRONK! YES! That’s it, my naughty elf! Take my cock! Ride it!” Barnard sat up against the headboards, playing with Faylana’s tits as they spurted milk into Barnard’s ugly porcine face. His mouth open and his tongue wallowing in the creamy spray. His hips jerking erratically as he intensified Faylana’s ride atop him.

It was more than Caldric could stand. He reached into his trousers and grabbed hold of his cock. The length of it was filthy with pre. His grasped slipped and slid on his cock as he watched his beautiful wife riding harder and harder atop the fat pig man. The bed slamming into the wall. The pig lewdly slurping and licking at Faylana’s bursting breasts and their sweet elf milk.

“Ohhhhh, Faylana,” groaned Barnard. “Want to put some more piggies in that elf belly? Make you nice and big. Make these… mmmmmmphmmmm… elf milkers even bigger.”

“Ooooooh! More babies?” Faylana did not slow in her ride atop Barnard’s corkscrew cock. “Why, Barnard, I knew you wanted more… oooohhh… but we haven’t discussed it with Caldric.”

“Calllldric!” bellowed Barnard. “Skkkkrrroonkk! Human! Get in here!”

Caldric moaned desperately as he forced his hard cock back into his pants and staggered into the room. He pretended to greet the sight of Faylana riding atop Barnard’s cock with surprise. He could no longer summon any feigned anger, having seen Barnard fucking Faylana a hundred times or more, so he went for annoyance.

“What is it?” demanded Caldric as Faylana gasped and continued to bounce up and down on the pig man’s cock. Her ass slapping against him and her tits heaving and dripping with milk.

“Your woman is ready for fresh breeding. Look at her. She’s wanting it bad. And you’re not up to the job.” Barnard paused to run his tongue over Faylana’s bouncing breasts. He slurped a nipple into his mouth. His lips popped wetly as he sucked some milk from her breast and let it overflow his mouth. “Mmmmm. So I give her the special powder. Yes? You accept it?”

“W-wait a second! What do you mean?” Caldric knew the fat pig had been trying to stuff some more piglets into Faylana, but he also knew how hard it was for an elf to get pregnant. Even with her estrea tattoo.

“Look in the SKRRRONK!! Look in the drawer!” Barnard gestured with his stubby fingers to one of the dresser drawers. Then the fat pig turned his attention back to Faylana, pulling her down into his arms and passionately kissing her. His fat pig tongue thrust into her mouth and made disgusting slurping sounds as he drilled his corkscrew cock into her sloshing cunt.

Caldric backed away from them, staring in cock-stiffening awe at the lewd sight. He backed right into the dresser and banged it into the wall.

“Careful!” scolded Faylana.

“Sorry,” said Caldric. “My mistake.”

Caldric turned to the teetering dresser and opened the top drawer. Alongside Faylana’s silky and lacey unmentionables was a narrow vial of fine powder. Caldric recognized it at once. Estrea powder! If Faylana were to inhale or swallow this powder she would become almost instantly fertile. Particularly with the lingering magic of the estrea tattoo given to her by alchemist.

His fingers brushed the vial. He picked it up, his heart pounding in his chest.

He turned back to the intense fucking happening on the bed he had once shared with his wife. Now she shared it, more often than not, with the fat pig she was straddling now. Kissing him. Her eyes fluttering with lust as her tongue tangled messily with the thick tongue of the pig man.

Caldric moaned at the sight. At the luscious body of his wife so lewdly defiled by Barnard. He was completely at the mercy of the dominant pig man and Faylana was completely smitten by the father of her piggy children.

“Quit dawdling!” snapped Barnard. “Give me the powder!”

“Y-yes, here it is,” said Caldric, handing Barnard the vial.

“Stupid human,” muttered the pig. He uncorked the vial and held it out to Faylana. “Take it. Take it all. Then I will give you more piglets.”

“And you are alright with that, Caldric?” laughed Faylana. “You don’t mind if Barnard fills me with another litter of his pigs?”

Caldric’s cock throbbed in his pants. He saw his wife’s face and he knew her question was mocking him. If he refused, then he would probably be insulted and belittled by Barnard. Better to just admit the truth: that he wanted his wife to be fucked full of piglets.

“I’m fine with it,” said Caldric, forcing a humiliating smile. “Take… take the powder. And let him claim your womb again.”

“Ohhhhh, you’re such a good boy. Thank you, Caldric, my sweet husband.”

“Yes, yes, thank you Caldric,” said Barnard. “As a reward, you can watch as I fuck your wife full of piglets! SKKKKKRRRROOONNNK!”

Caldric watched as Faylana pressed the vial to her lips and tipped it back, gulping down the dust and coughing a little with the effort. Her eyelashes fluttered and her chest and face flushed red. She laughed and fell into Barnard’s arms. She kissed him passionately as his stubby fingers stroked her hips and squeezed her plush bottom.

He grunted and rolled her onto her back among the pillows. Faylana gripped the backs of her knees and pulled them towards her heaving breasts, exposing her deeply flushed cunny to Barnard’s thick corkscrew cock. He fed his slimy pink cock into her pussy and she moaned with ecstasy.

The pigman’s thrusts were intense and passionate. His beady eyes locked onto Faylana’s as his thrust made her feet bob in the air and her breasts sway and splash against her ribcage. She sang out with pleasure, “Oh, Barnard, it goes so deep. I can feel it tickling my womb. Reaching inside.”

“I’m going to fill you with so much cum,” snorted the pig man, his fat body wobbling with the motion of his thrusts. “So many piglets! The whole house will be full of them! All mine! And then I’ll breed you again and again! Pregnant all the time!”

“Yesssss! All the time! Oh, Barnard, my love, your cock feels so good! I love to be full of your piglets!”

Those words cut as deep as any Caldric had heard. He knew his wife had feelings for the pig man, but it was love? What was his point in even being here anymore?

But Caldric realized his point as his hand brushed his cock through his trousers. He felt a surge of pleasure and couldn’t stop himself. The sights, sounds, and smells were too intense. His fingers tugged open his trousers and he wrapped his fingers around his pre-slicked shaft.

Caldric began stroking his cock, watching entranced by the sight of the fat pig man fucking lovingly into Faylana’s glistening cunt. Each pump of Caldric’s hand on his cock was matched by another thrust of Barnard’s cock into Faylana. In this small, pathetic way, Caldric was able to delude himself into feeling joined in their pleasures.

Faylana was experiencing pure ecstasy. She was used to being fucked by Barnard. She adored his corkscrew cock. But the estrea powder had made everything better. Her senses were heightened and her womb was aching to be filled with pig man cum. She knew Caldric was stroking his cock, but she didn’t care. Barnard’s cock was so much bigger and better than a human cock could ever be. It felt like he was drilling straight into her womb.

Her fertile, throbbing womb.

“Ohhhh, Barnard,” she called, wrapping her legs partially around his rutting bulk and pulling his cock deeper. “Do you feel it? Do you feel how ready I am for your seed?”

“SKKRRRONK! I do!” He leaned over her, sweat dripping from his flabby body onto Faylana’s bouncing breasts. “It’s begging for my cum!”

“Oohhh!” Faylana twisted and arched as she took his fat pig cock. She could not hold back her own pleasure. It surged and she gave in to the waves of contractions that rippled through her and caused her cunt to grip at Barnard’s cock.

Barnard leaned his belly against her, pressing her down onto the bed and smashing another kiss to her lips. Fucking into her in deep, intense strokes and kissing Faylana as they both could feel his cock swelling. His pleasure rising. He grunted into the kiss, his fat tongue thrusting into her mouth as his pleasure built and built and finally, with a massive thrust, exploded deep into Faylana’s fertile cunt.

Hot spurts of Barnard’s seed pumped against Faylana’s womb and drenched her in that thick, hot tide. Pumping into her cunt as Caldric let out a strangled cry of pleasure and gushed his load all over the floor. Pitifully wasting his spunk as Barnard’s cum claimed Faylana’s fertile elf womb.

The pig drew back slowly, easing his corkscrew out of Faylana’s creamy cunt.

“Ooohhhh, my love,” she moaned, sitting up and grasping his filthy cock. Kissing his snout and then moving down his body, his bloated belly, to his pink corkscrew. Licking it and sucking on it right in front of Caldric as the pig cum oozed out of her fertilized pussy.

“That’s a good slut,” groaned Barnard, cradling her head and smiling with gluttonous satisfaction. Faylana moaned louder and sucked harder, keeping him erect and working her lips up and down his tip as she gently bobbed her mouth on his cock. Barnard looked at Caldric, standing there and panting with a puddle of cum at his feet. “How does it feel, human? Do you like to watch your elf wife worship my cock?”

“Nnoooo,” moaned Caldric. “No, I want… want it to stop.”

“Do you?” Barnard laughed. “You hear that, Faylana? He wants you to stop sucking my cock.”

“Mmmmm?” Faylana gave Barnard’s cock a last slurp and lifted her mouth from it. “But Caldric, I have to get him ready so he can fuck me again. Don’t you want to watch? I know you like to watch it when he fucks me. I’ve seen you do it a hundred times.”

“No,” whimpered Caldric, backing away. “Please… no!”

“Oh, you’re being silly,” giggled Faylana. “Why don’t you go downstairs so that Barnard and I can have a little privacy?”

Caldric staggered out of his former bedroom, his mind reeling as he heard Barnard laughing. The bed creaked as Barnard put Faylana on her hands and knees and moved behind her. Soon enough, she was howling with pleasure and even downstairs Caldric could hear the steady, rhythmic slap of flesh.

Things would never go back to normal. Barnard was never leaving. This, he realized, was his future.

Caldric was doomed to forever be a cuckold in his own house.


14.5

Caldric’s New Life

Faylana was getting big. No, no, she was getting huge.

The days of pretending she might not be pregnant with another batch of Barnard’s piglets were long gone. She had stopped wearing blouses and trousers and dressed only in loose, diaphanous gowns. Beneath these Caldric could see the swelling prominence of her piggy-filled belly and the engorged mounds of her breasts. She had more milk than ever in that luscious creamery as the days of the piggies neared. Not that Caldric was permitted to enjoy the sweet elf milk. What did not go to the elf cakes was reserved for Barnard, her ever-thirsty lover.

She was in the bedroom at that very moment. Caldric, pretending to sweep the upstairs hallway, was listening to his supposed wife with her porcine paramour. He had wanted to voyeuristically listen to their rutting, as this was his only source of sexual pleasure, but they seemed to be arguing.

Caldric couldn’t help but smile at that.

“Skrrroonk! But it’s been days!” oinked Barnard with annoyance.

“I can’t get down on my knees like this,” said Faylana. “And the piggies are too near for use to have sex.”

“On your back then,” grunted Barnard. “I’ll stuff my cock between your tits and you can suck on the tip.”

“Ooooo but my back hurts,” moaned Faylana. “And I get such a tummy ache lately when I swallow your cum.”

“OINKKK! By the gods, woman! My balls are swollen with my seed!”

“Forgive me, my love,” crooned Faylana. “It won’t be much longer before the piggies are here. Then you can give me more!”

“I’ll die if I have to wait,” moaned Barnard. The bed thumped and groaned and Caldric could imagine the fat pigman collapsing in overwrought despair beside Faylana. “Perhaps I should get that no good husband of yours in here. The way he looks at us, he’d probably get his mouth on my cock.”

“Shall I call him?” asked Faylana, sending a jolt of fear through Caldric’s body.

“No! Absolutely not!” chortled Barnard. “Do I look like I want a man to pleasure me? No, no, no, my dear! Only gorgeous women for this pig!”

“Oooh!” giggled Faylana. “Well, there’s something special about Caldric. I should have told you before but…”

Whatever Faylana said to Caldric was lost in an intimate murmur with the pigman. Caldric strained to hear more, but the pigman began to chortle and wheeze with good humor.

“Yes! It just might work! Oh, what a treat that would be! Come here, my love, give me a kiss!” Barnard began loudly and sloppily kissing Faylana. Caldric, confused and worried, began to back away from the door.

He had almost made it to the stairs down when Faylana called out to him.

“Calllldric!” She pressed against the door and smiled when she saw him. “Oh, there you are. Come here, my husband. Barnard and I have something to discuss with you.”

“Um, alright,” said Caldric. He was more nervous than ever. First that conversation and now the big pig wanted to talk to him? It never meant anything good when Barnard wanted to talk. New rules about where he had to sleep or his chores around the house. New demands about how Faylana belonged to him and how Caldric had to care for all the piglets.

With cold fear in the pit of his stomach, Caldric smiled weakly and followed Faylana into the bedroom. Barnard was sitting on the bed, propped up against the headboard, with a half-eaten pie resting upon his gluttonous gut. He scooped his fat fingers into the pie and slurped them.

“You, uh, wanted to talk with me?” said Caldric, bowing his head a little.

“Yeah, right,” said Barnard, licking his fingers clean and setting the pie aside on the night table. “You know, Caldric, you don’t do much around here. Eating our food. Always making those eyes at Faylana. She doesn’t like it.”

“I don’t mind so much,” giggled Faylana, crawling onto the bed with her peachy bottom visible beneath her nightgown.

“Well, I do,” snorted Barnard, clapping his wet hand on her hip and squeezing her ass. “The point is, we tolerate you because you do a bit around the bakery and for the babies. But I think it’s time you really earn your keep.”

Caldric was incensed by Barnard’s words, but afraid of incurring the pigman’s wrath.

“Uh, earn it? How?”

“By drinking this,” said Faylana and she held up a vial filled with swirling pink liquid that gave off a faint glow.

Caldric’s heart was in his throat.

“That’s… do you know what that will do?”

“Of course I do!” snorted Barnard. He grabbed the vial from Faylana and tossed it to Caldric. “Drink it. I need you to be something you are not.”

“W-what’s that?” asked Caldric, turning the potion over in his hands.

“Useful. SKRONK! Now drink!”

Caldric knew exactly what this potion meant. Barnard wanted him gone and he wanted another beautiful woman to manipulate. If Caldric chugged the whole vial he would become Cally for days. Maybe a week. He looked at Faylana and she gave him an encouraging nod. His eyes met Barnard’s glowering dark eyes and he felt a pit of fear in his stomach.

“Alright,” said Caldric, uncorking the vial. “Alright, I’ll drink… drink a little.”

“All of it!” commanded Barnard.

There was no resisting the order. Caldric did not want some new rule cruelly imposed to punish him. His best bet was to do whatever Barnard wanted.

Get it over with.

He tipped the vial back against his lips and drank. The creamy, sweet, faintly salty liquid poured down his throat. He blinked a few times as Barnard and Faylana watched him expectantly.

“Does he need to do something?” asked the pigman. “Stand on his head or something?”

“Oh!” cried Caldric as he felt the transformation beginning.

It started with a burning in his chest, but it exploded into a bewildering rush of sensations. His breasts burst forth from his shirt, popping the top buttons open to reveal a deep cleavage. Hi waist narrowed and his arms lost muscle tone, but this mass went straight to his hips, ass, and thighs. His brown hair grew long and silky, spilling down his back well past his shoulder blades.

Worst of all was the strange inversion of his cock. Opening, widening, balls retreating inside him. Changing. Folds upon folds. Warm and soft and slightly moist. A void that yearned to be filled.

“Look at that,” marveled Faylana, leaning closer. “It worked!”

“So it did,” chuckled Barnard, his dark eyes twinkling with delight.

“Are you Cally now?” asked Faylana.

“Um, who?” asked Caldric, but he was bewildered by the feminine voice that emerged from his mouth. “What in the… what has this done to me?”

“It seems like it didn’t fully work,” said Faylana, caressing Barnard’s shoulder. “That’s still Caldric in there. Maybe we should try it again some other time.”

“No,” grunted Barnard, shrugging her off his arm. “Look at her. Look at those juicy tits and those thick thighs. The voice sounds like a woman. Those hips. She’s all woman. Aren’t you, baby?”

“What? No! I’m still a man even if I have these!” Caldric grabbed his plump breasts and let out an involuntary groan as his thicker, more sensitive nipples pressed against the fabric of his shirt.

“Let’s be honest, cuckold. You haven’t been a man for a long time.” Barnard’s fat hand shot out and caught the front of Caldric’s shirt. He squeezed and yanked, tearing open every button and allowing those big, soft, creamy white tits to bounce free. “Look at those beauties! Imagine these filling up with some cream!”

He grabbed Caldric’s tits with both his hands, squeezing and shaping them to his liking as Caldric let out a confused cry of pleasure. He couldn’t believe how good it felt to have his new tits groped by this beast. Even Barnard’s derisive snort sent a shudder of pleasure through Caldric’s new body. He felt each squeeze and pinch of the pigman’s fingers from his nipples to his clit. In the core of his tight cunny.

“W-what are you doing to me?” moaned Caldric in that confusingly womanly voice.

“With your wife all full of my little piggies, I need some satisfaction. Now get down on your knees, you freeloading slut. You’re going to give it to me.”

Caldric’s eyes were drawn to the glistening pink corkscrew of Barnard’s fat cock. He could smell it and it excited disturbing lust in the depths of his cunt. His core began to throb and he could feel moisture when he shifted his thighs.

“I can’t… I can’t do that,” gasped Caldric. “No… I’m a man… I’m… I can’t.”

Barnard suddenly grabbed Caldric’s slender shoulders and pushed him down to his knees. His new breasts bounced as he landed between Barnard’s parted thighs. His face almost even with that huge corkscrew cock. The scent of it thick and exciting in his nostrils. It disgusted him. That reek of sex and sweat and filth all wafting off that slimy pink corkscrew poking out from under Barnard’s bloated gut.

Barnard grabbed a handful of Caldric’s long, silky brown hair and tightened his fist against the back of her head. He drew her face closer to his jutting cock.

“Go on, Cally – SKRRRRONK! - put it in that pretty mouth of yours. Suck on it.”

Faylana leaned her head over Barnard’s shoulder almost like a second head atop the pig’s fat body. She looked down at Caldric and smiled sweetly.

“Go on, my love,” she said. “It tastes delicious. I’ve sucked it so many times, but poor Barnard is getting all backed up with his seed. He needs someone to take care of him before his big bollocks burst.”

“Faylana, I…”

Caldric tried to object even as Barnard brought him closer to that cock. Dragging his face right up to it and then rubbing the slimy tip across Caldric’s feminine lips and chin. He kept his mouth closed tight and winced with disgust.

“Open up,” growled Barnard.

“Come, my sweet,” crooned Faylana. “You look so pretty with his cock rubbing against your lips like that. Open up. Give him what he desires and you can go back to the bakery when you are done. There is no shame in it. Barnard has a wonderful cock.”

“Skrrrronkkkk! Suck it, slut. Don’t pretend like you don’t want it.”

Barnard yanked on Caldric’s long brown hair and tilted his face back. The huge pigman loomed above him on the bed. His meaty thighs seemed to engulf him. And that cock, slimy and pink and corkscrewed along its length lay across Caldric’s face, smothering his lips, rubbing his nose and reaching up to his forehead. Sliding back and forth as Barnard shifted impatiently on the bed.

“Suck that fucking cock. Show me what a slut you are. Wrap those pretty lips around my cock and drain my sack.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Caldric, his delicate brow furrowed and his lips and chin and cheeks smeared with smelly precum.

“He’ll be gentle,” promised Faylana. “Do it, Caldric. Nothing would make me love you more than if you sucked his cock. I wish to see you please him.”

Faylana’s words finally pushed him over the edge. Caldric succumbed to his body’s new desire to suck cock. He hated what he was about to do, it was blasphemy according to many clerics, but he could not stop it. He had to pleasure Barnard. He wanted to.

“Alright,” moaned Caldric in the delicate voice of Cally, reaching up and wrapping his hand around the slimy cock above his face. So warm and stiff but yielding. The pigman grunted and rocked back, loosening his grip on Cally’s hair. Allowing Cally to pull back, look at the dripping head of that cock, and lick her lips to taste the salty pre smeared there.

It tasted… almost good. Caldric was disgusted by it, but he knew what had to be done. With Faylana and Barnard both staring down at him, he parted his lips and leaned forward. His tongue found the tip of Barnard’s cock. He closed his eyes and leaned closer. Feeling the heat and weight of it slide over his tongue and to the soft oval of his feminine lips.

Into his mouth. His lips engulfing the head. Tightening around it. Tasting the raunchy flavor of the pigman’s lust.

“Ohhhhhhh, yes, deeper,” groaned Barnard. “Suck it deeper, you little slut.”

“Mmmmmmmmm,” moaned Caldric as he slid his lips down until the cock seemed to fill his mouth completely. It prodded the back of his throat and he found himself swallowing against it reflexively.

Then, his mind switched over, and Cally began to move. Began to slide her lips and head back to the very tip and then thrust down again, taking Barnard’s cock as deep as she dared. The motion came naturally. The sucking was instinct. The moaning was lust-filled and real even as her mind rebelled.

“Look at her go,” groaned Barnard. “What a good little cocksucker.”

“Oh, yessss,” moaned Faylana, kissing Barnard’s cheek and watching intently. “Suck it, Caldric. You are doing so well. Make him cum. Give my poor Barnard some relief.”

The room filled with the wet sounds of Cally sucking. The slurp of her mouth and the pop of her wet lips. The deepening wheeze as Barnard’s pleasure mounted. Cally’s head bobbing in his lap. Sucking him with growing intensity.

Cally could feel that cock seeming to grow hotter. She tasted an endless salty ooze of pre in the back of her throat and on her tongue. She swallowed again and again, disgusted at first, then inured, and finally savoring the wetness that flowed steadily out. Sucking Barnard’s cock harder.

“Yes,” groaned Barnard. “Yessss! Ohhhhh! She wants it! Here it comes!”

Cally thought she was prepared. She knew what it looked like and felt like to cum as a man. But then Barnard’s cock began to throb and Cally was being blasted with hot gushes of pigman spunk. It hit the back of her throat and her mind rebelled. She spit and gagged, pulling back. Taking spurts of cum on her lips, chin, and onto her bare breasts. Warm and smelly. Stinging in her sinuses. Dripping from her beautiful face.

“Ohhhhh, you’ve ruined it, you ungrateful whore,” groaned Barnard. “Stroke it, at least. Move your hand. Oh, you’ve wasted it. You’ve made a SKRRONK mess!”

“You should have swallowed it,” said Faylana, frowning deeply. “He was giving you his seed.”

“I’m… I’m sorry,” moaned Cally. “I’d never done it before. It was so much and…”

“It’s alright,” chuckled Barnard, his beady eyes twinkling, “you’ll just have to do it again. Start by licking me clean.”

It took every bit of resolve for Cally to lick up that gelatinous filth clinging to Barnard’s cock without her stomach revolting. She gagged quietly several times and nearly lost her breakfast. But something strange happened as she was running her tongue over that hot pigman cock, tasting the strong, salty-sweet flavor of cum. The heat in her core grew more and more needful and her licking became more enthusiastic.

Tasting pigman cum. Being watched by Faylana and Barnard with such lustful contempt.

“Suck now,” groaned Barnard, his breathing already beginning to grow heavier.

Cally only had to be told once this time. She looked up at Barnard, over that big, wobbling belly, as she obediently took the hot, twitching corkscrew tip into her mouth. Sliding it over her tongue. To the back of her throat. Sliding her lips back up again. Moaning softly as she took him back, deep into her mouth. Her head moving as if she were in a feverish dream. Bobbing as she sucked. As she pleasured the pigman.

“That’s it,” panted Barnard. “Look at you, sexy little pigsucker. I like you much better like this. On your knees. So pretty. Worshipping my cock. Ohhhhh. Stroke my bollocks with your fingers. Ohhh, just like that. What a good cocksucker.”

“She’s really getting into it,” giggled Faylana.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Cally, looking over that wobbling gut at Barnard’s eyes. Hating him, but pleading for cum. Craving it in a certain sick way.

“Yessss, oh, keep sucking just like that,” moaned Barnard, cradling Cally bouncing head. “Suck it good. And later, I’ll fuck you too. Maybe… hnnnnn… maybe I’ll put a baby in your belly.”

“Oh, Barnard,” giggled Faylana. “No! You shouldn’t do that!”

“More piggies,” gasped Barnard, getting close. “Ohhhhh. It’s coming. Suck it. Just like that. Ahhhhhh… swallow it all… SKRRRRONK!! SWALLOW IT!”

Cally was ready this time as that hot corkscrew began to jerk between her lips. The first hot gush of pigman cum she gulped down easily. Almost relishing it. More flowed out quickly. Pumping. Spurting into her mouth. She swallowed again and again. No gagging. No fighting it. She drank the pigman’s big load and kept sucking. Easing to a slower speed. Draining out every drop.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s good,” grunted Barnard. “Skkkkkrroooonk. Good cocksucker… good…”

He stroked Cally’s long hair as the woman Caldric had become popped her lips free of the pigman’s cock.

“Are you… are you satisfied?” she panted hopefully.

“Oh, no, my lovely,” chuckled Barnard. “You’ve only whet my appetite for pleasure.”

Cally moaned with something like despair. She wasn’t sure why, but in that despair, her head fell straight back to Barnard’s lap. Her mouth opened once more. And she began to suck again.

“SKkkkkrrooonk!” moaned Barnard. He turned to Faylana and asked, “How long will the potion last?”

“All through the day and night, I believe,” said Faylana. “Maybe longer. We could always buy more. I know the potion seller warned that if he is impregnated the effect will be permanent.”

“Mmmm, I am frugal,” groaned Barnard. “Perhaps I will save some money on potions by making things permanent.”

“Nnnnnnnnn,” moaned Cally, her despair deepening even as she continued to bob her head on the pigman’s slimy cock.


14.6

Cally, Faylana, and the Pig

Cally had forgotten what it meant to be a man. To be “Caldric” instead of “Cally.” Her body was always in its feminine form. Always “Cally” according to Faylana and Barnard. Unless Barnard was being mean to her, then he might call Cally by that old name.

A name that no longer fit her body.

Or her desires.

Cally was wearing a tight-fitting blouse, cut low to reveal her breasts and short to leave her midriff bare. Her shapely hips were hidden beneath her green skirt, but when she walked her hips swung from side-to-side and made the skirt whisper against the floor. This was the new uniform for the bakery. An inviting, teasing look to entice the customers with Cally’s feminine charms. Greebi the goblin was filling all the orders and Faylana, in the final weeks of her pregnancy, was all but bedridden. She continued to provide elf milk for the elf cakes and not much else.

This left running the shop, dealing with the horny customers, and satisfying Barnard entirely to Cally. She was struggling to keep up with every groping hand from a customer and every oink from upstairs demanding a meal or some of Cally’s special attention. She was in the process of boxing a large cake order from a customer when she heard the familiar thump from the bedroom upstairs.

Barnard wanted something.

“Excuse me, miss,” said Cally to the customer. “Our bakery boy will help finish your order. I have to, um, see to something upstairs.”

The customers grumbled as Greebi trundled out of the back and hopped up on the stool to take over for Cally. Before Cally could depart, Greebi grabbed a handful of her ass and gave it a squeeze. Cally shot the tittering goblin a murderous glare but knew not to try starting a fight. It would only annoy Barnard.

Cally heard another thump as she started up the stairs. Barnard could be very impatient. She hurried, her tits bouncing heavily up and down and nearly popping out of the tight neck of her blouse. She reached the bedroom and found, not surprisingly, Barnard sprawled gluttonously on the bed, his pinkish legs exposed and a comically small shirt barely covering his upper body. His corkscrew cock was poking up from beneath his pigman belly.

“Skkkkkrrrrooonnkk! There you are!” Barnard sat forward, his belly jiggling and his shirt pulling even higher up his gut. “I told you last night that I want to wake up with your mouth warming my sssskkkrrroonk cock! But my cock is very cold!”

“Sorry, Barnard,” moaned Cally, dropping to her knees beside the bed. “I had to take care of the bakery. I’m here now. Let me, um, warm you up.”

The worst part of Cally’s transformation was that she wanted it. She wanted to suck Barnard’s slimy pig cock. The thought made heat spread through her tummy and made her panties damp with lust. She wanted to pleasure the fat beastman. She told herself it couldn’t be helped. That it was hormones or something caused by the potion. But somewhere, deep inside, she knew this was what she really wanted.

To be sucking Barnard’s fat pink cock.

Cally breathed the familiar musk of Barnard’s loins as she leaned forward and took hold of that warm corkscrew of cock. She guided it to her mouth and parted her lips without hesitation. Her tongue twirling around Barnard’s tip as she engulfed him in her eager mouth. Forgetting herself, her past, as she surrendered to the burning lust of the moment.

“SSkkkkkrrroooinkkkk,” groaned Barnard, dropping a fat hand atop Cally’s head. “That’s a good slut. And your mouth is so warm and wet. You love to suck my piggy cock, don’t you?”

“Mmmmhmmm,” agreed Cally, looking up into Barnard’s beady eyes and beginning to bob and gently suckle at the pigman’s cock. Her spit soaked down the twisted shaft. Her lips glided over the tip and down again. Popping wetly. Tasting the salty tang of Barnard’s welling precum.

“Good slut,” repeated Barnard, urging Cally with his hands. “Don’t forget… to massage my balls.”

“Mmmm,” moaned Cally popping her lips free of Barnard’s glistening cock. “How about I suck them for you?”

“Skkkkrreeoonk!” squealed Barnard with delight. “Yes! Go on then, slut. Suck my stones! They’re full of cum just for you.”

Cally licked her way down to Barnard’s heavy sack and began tonguing it and kissing it and slurping on it with complete abandon. As she sucked on each of Barnard’s huge stones in turn, her small hand worked up and down the pigman’s wet cock. Cally’s other hand delved under her skirt and between her creamy thighs. She couldn’t help herself. She began to rub her hot cunt through her panties as she sucked on Barnard’s hairless pink balls.

“Skrrrronkkkkk,” moaned Barnard, shuddering and resting both hands on Cally’s head. “Suck more. Let me feel those big tits on my cock.”

“Mmmmwaa!” Cally gave Barnard’s sack a last wet kiss and then rose between the pigman’s fat thighs. She loosened the laces on her bodice and freed the soft weight of her breasts. Barnard sat forward on the bed, squeezing Cally’s tits and roughly tugging on her nipples. Eliciting soft, girlish cries of pleasure from the man trapped in a woman’s body.

“Hooo! These need to fill up with milk!” chortled Barnard. “Would you like that, Cally? You want to be bred by me finally?”

“Yesssss,” moaned Cally, before she even had a moment to think about it.

“Sskkkrronk! Maybe you are ready, little slut. You can forget what it ever felt like to be a man and put these big tits and that hot little body to even better use. As a breeder.”

Cally could only moan with abject lust as Barnard squeezed her tits tightly around the pink corkscrew of his cock and began to thrust into that soft valley. Cally moved with Barnard’s thrusts, rubbing and stroking her tits around that slimy shaft as she tucked her chin and opened her mouth for the poking tip of Barnard’s cock.

“Mmmmm mmmmphmmm!” moaned Cally, taking each thrust across her tongue and tasting the growing flow of precum. Barnard began to pant and wheeze, humping furiously between Cally’s breasts. Grabbing them tightly and squeezing them around his cock. Thrusting and making the whole bed shake as he fucked between Cally’s tits and into her mouth.

“Take it… skrrrroonk… you big titted human slut! Take my cum! SKKKKRRROIINKKKK! SKREEE!”

Barnard thrust hard into Cally’s mouth, burying his cock between her lips and slamming into Cally’s cleavage. The length of Barnard’s twisted cock began to throb as the pigman’s orgasm overtook him. Cally was right there with him, rubbing furiously at her clit through her soaking panties. Moaning around the slimy cock in her mouth as it began to pulsate.

A hot jet of pig cum sprayed across Cally’s tongue and right down her throat. Barnard’s load began to pour into Cally’s mouth and Cally sucked and swallowed and sucked and swallowed again. She relished gulping down that hot load of pigman spunk and cumming with the thick, salty taste in her mouth. Swallowing like a good slut. Swallowing as she drenched her panties in her own cum.

“Mmmmm,” moaned Cally, nursing the fat pig cock as the last shudders of pleasure ran through Barnard’s body. Barnard’s fat, stubby fingers untangled from Cally’s hair and he slowly released his hold on Cally’s silky chocolate brown locks.

“Ohhhh, that was great,” wheezed the pig.

“Yeah, she really enjoyed it too,” said Faylana, suddenly standing in the doorway behind them.

“Mmmm?” Cally lifted her mouth from Barnard’s cock. Her face burned with shame. “Faylana… what… how long were you watching?”

“Long enough to see how much you enjoyed yourself, my love,” chuckled Faylana. “Look at you, rubbing yourself through your panties. Gulping down Barnard’s cum. Why, you are almost as incorrigible as you used to say I am. A real cum slut.”

“Yes, a good cocksucker too,” snorted Barnard. “I was thinking of breeding the slut so we could stop wasting so much coin on potions. You know how I dislike seeing her turn back into a man.”

“Yes, it is disturbing,” agreed Faylana. “I like Cally better now than Caldric. So sweet and agreeable. And I know you like her so much more, Barnard.”

“Would like her even more with a belly fat with my piglets and her tits full of milk. Skrrrooooonk!” Barnard lifted Caldric onto the bed beside him. He squeezed her plush bottom and gave it a smack. He turned her face towards his. “What do you say, my sweet little slut? Want to finally be bred?”

“I do,” whispered Cally, her body trembling with desire.

“Good girl,” growled Barnard, leaning in to plant a kiss on Cally’s lips. It was that moment when Cally realized, with absolute certainty, that she would forever be a woman. Her lips yielded to Barnard. To his beer-heavy saliva and his thick, probing tongue. To the wanton way he possessed her with that kiss.

Faylana joined them on the bed, giggling and pressing her pregnant body against Barnard.

“Ooooh, don’t I get a kiss?”

Barnard broke his kiss with Cally, trailing a string of saliva between his piggy mouth and Cally’s parted lips.

“Sskkkrroonk! Of course, my elven beauty,” he wheezed, pulling Faylana against his side and planting a sloppy kiss on her lips. His tongue explored her mouth as his hand groped one of her breasts, squeezing it until milk began to darken the front of her loose maternity gown. Barnard chuckled at the milk oozing through the cloth and dipped his head down, loudly slurping her tits into his mouth and sucking through the fabric to get at her milk.

As Bernard leaned over to have a taste, Cally leaned her head down into Barnard’s lap and took his cock into her mouth. She began to suck him unbidden, bobbing on his twisty cock and coaxing it back to full hardness. Cally desperately wanted to be fucked. She wanted to seal herself in this perfect states. She sucked and watched enviously as Faylana cooed with pleasure from Barnard’s hungry kneading and slurping on Faylana’s breast.

“Mmmmggrrkkmm,” moaned Barnard, finally releasing one breast and then moving to the other. He tore open the neck of Faylana’s maternity gown to get at her fat tits and began to lick them and suck at them. He draped one hand over Cally’s head, encouraging her to be a good cocksucker while he enjoyed his milky feast.

Cally was a good cocksucker too, giving it her all to prove her affection for the fat pig. She was so good, in fact, that Barnard gave a tit-muffled moan and his cock began to twitch and spurt out another hot load of his cum. This was not what Cally wanted, but it was a gift she received eagerly, sliding down until his cock was pulsating in her throat and drinking his hot cream until her stomach felt full and heavy with spunk. She kept sucking even as Barnard stopped playing with Faylana’s tits and gave Cally his full attention.

“Just a little more,” he wheezed. “Suck it. You sweet little whore. I’ll make a mother of you. I’ll fill your belly with cum every way you can imagine. Mmmmmmm. Get me hard. Keep me hard. Going to breed your sweet little cunt!”

He smacked Cally ass and Cally moaned around him, sucking out the last of his cum and continuing to nurse gently on his tip. His cock only withered slightly before returning to full hardness. Cally finally lifted her mouth from his twisty prick and found Faylana waiting for her with a kiss. They shared Barnard’s salty flavor on their tongues and then Faylana stepped back, ceding the bed to Cally and Barnard.

“I shall remain by the bedside,” said Faylana, “but this is all your moment, Cally. Take the seed of this handsome pig. Let him plant his seed in you as it grows in me. We shall be mothers of his piglets together!”

Barnard was lazy, but he was no an ungenerous lover. He lay back upon the bed and pulled Cally atop his face. His fat fingers tore her panties aside and his thick tongue lashed at her dewy cunt.

“Oooohhh, Barnard!” she cried, bouncing atop his snout and he nuzzled and slurped. His tongue probing deep into her sweet honeypot, lapping at her folds, and slithering beneath her to taste the tight pink clench of her asshole. He licked and licked until Cally was wailing with ecstasy, riding his snout, and drenching his mouth in her sweet nectar.

Barnard let her have her ride of pleasure, then practically threw her from his face and onto her back on the bed. He was atop her with surprising speed, shoving apart her thighs and pressing his bulk atop her. His belly pinned her down as his corkscrew cock prodded at her sensitive folds. Her thighs still quaking from her orgasm. Her hot cunt yielding to his thrust.

“SSSKKKORRRRRROONNNNNKK!” squealed Barnard with delight as he drove the auger of his cock deep into Cally cunt.

The pleasure was exquisite, reaching deep into Cally’s body and back out again as he drew back his hips. He thrust in again and again, causing her plump breasts to heave and splash against her ribcage. His cock bulging inside her and driving her quickly to the brink of another orgasm.

“Your cock is incredible,” cried Cally.

“So much bigger than Caldric’s,” agreed Faylana. “There’s enough pig cock for both of us.”

“Oh, yes, sskkrrroonk! I will share it with you both in time! You will drain my balls every day. Sucking and massaging and fucking me. Ohhh, my beauties!” He kept thrusting into Cally as he leaned sideways and kissed Faylana.

The sight of the two of them kissing added a bittersweet note that only made Cally even hotter. She arched her back and bucked her hips beneath Barnard. Her orgasm surged from deep in her core and she let out a howl of pleasure as the rippling waves of her ecstasy burst from with in her depths. Each spasm squeezing and clutching at Barnard’s incredible corkscrew. Feeling the heat of his tip prodding her womb. Her pleasure peaking. She wrapped her legs around him, drawing him deeper.

“AAAAHHHHHH!” howled Cally, heels on Barnard’s back. Her body skewered on his fat piggy corkscrew.

“SKKKKRRROONK!” oinked the fat pig, hilting his full length inside Cally and letting loose a hot geyser of his seed.

Cally felt it burst against her womb. That warm, pulsing flow of cum into her fertile inner cove filled her with his potent pig seed.

“Yessss! Breed me! Breed me, my love!” cried Cally, surrendering her adoration to him in the final moment of her pleasure. Feeling the heaviness of her womb. A woman forever, now branded with the slimy spunk of the hefty pigman.

“Skkkkrrronk,” he growled, kissing her lips between heated breaths. “You will grow heavy with my pigs and now I will have two beauties to satisfy my desires. Welcome… to my harem.”

His oinking, wheezing laughter sent a hot thrill through Cally’s body. Her pussy rippling around his softening cock. His warm spunk overflowing his maleness and spilling down the crack of her ass.


Book Fifteen: Dungeon Smut
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The Monsters Want to Breed

By Amanda Clover


15.1

The Orc Lover Interlude One

Fiona Wilder had the honor of serving as a maid in Castle Dowley. She was a nobody. Not even a peasant. She was a refugee from one of the tribes of the northern islands. She had come to Anglesey to escape famine. But her beauty had brought her into the house of the king and queen where she served loyally. It was not always easy. Fiona’s curly red hair and very pale skin marked her as an outsider and her pretty, freckled face, and large, youthful breasts drew much attention from the nobles who came and went from the castle.

She learned that giving in to a nobleman could advance her position in the house. She did not enjoy any of her dalliances with dukes, barons, knights, or even the occasional noblewoman. Fiona held darker fantasies. She did not want these pampered, refined men and women caressing her body or kissing her breasts. She did not want to kneel between the flabby legs of a lord and suck his prick. She did such things to advance her place in the castle. She did them well and considered them almost a part of her duties.

There was little time for such distractions lately. The castle was tense and overcrowded with soldiers. There was great worry that a rampaging orc warlord named Hooktooth might lay siege to Castle Dowley. The king and his nobles were occupied with preparations and so Fiona was able to retire early after supper. She shut and bolted the door to her tiny room in the castle. She kindled a fire in the small stove beside her bed and reclined against the wall.

Fear had gripped Castle Dowley. Fear of the orc invaders and what they might do if they made it through the castle walls.

But Fiona was not afraid. She closed her eyes and leaned her head and shoulders against the wall. She parted her knees and let the warmth from the stove caress between her thighs as she drew her skirt up her shapely legs. She pictured the muscular, green-skinned orcs scaling over the wall and into the castle. Their wicked swords made short work of the guards. She pictured one orc with a notched ear and small, red eyes. His face smeared with warpaint. His cock a thick bulge in his fur-lined loincloth. He slit the throat of a nobleman and sent his body plunging from the castle wall. All around were screams and shouts as Fiona imagine this orc dispatching men with ease.

Then, the orc was at her door. One kick of his mighty boot and he splintered the door from its hinges. Fiona drew aside the lacy front of her knickers as she imagined the orc standing over her bed. His eyes seemed to glow like rubies amid his blue warpaint. His muscles rippled. He smelled like smoke, iron, and blood.

“Yesssss,” moaned Fiona, running her fingers over her silky thatch of red hair and against the hot folds of her cunt. “I surrender. Take your prize.”

In her fantasy, the orc was hardly gentle about accepting her surrender. As Fiona plunged three fingers into her hot snatch, she imagined the brutish orc falling atop her with his savage hunger. His tusked his devoured her neck and shoulder. His tongue thick and cruel as it thrust into her mouth and smothered her in his saliva. His cock was massive and knobby. He plundered her hot cove with a stroke as he wrapped one huge hand around her slender throat. He squeezed until she could barely breathe and tore open her blouse to get at her soft breasts.

“Will breed you,” he growled. “Human slut. Breeder bitch.”

“Yessssssss!” Fiona cried out alone in her room, imagining the orc brutal pounding into her pussy. She added a fourth finger to match his thickness and pounded her fingers in and out of her cunt. Her juices spilled out. Her soft tits quivered with her tensing muscles. She imagined the orc pinning her to the bed. His fat bollocks tight against her ass. His cock swelling inside her.

“Take my seed, whore!” snarled the orc, hilting his cock inside her.

“Yes! Breed my pussy!” gasped Fiona, peaking with pleasure. Her cunt gripped at her four fingers sliding in and out and she imagined she was squeezing around the orcs pounding fuckmeat. In her fantasy, the brute bellowed and unleashed hot torrents of his seed. The thick, slimy orc cum filled Fiona’s snatch and overflowed it to drench the crank of her ass and wet her bed.

When Fiona recovered from her orgasm, she realized she had squirted on her bed again. It happened from time to time when she got carried away with her fantasies. Still breathing heavily, she eased her fingers out of her trembling twat and climbed out of the damp bed. As she gathered up her bedsheets, still hot and flustered from her fantasy fucking, she hard harsh shouts in the distant castle. Booms reverberated through the halls. Boots stampeded down the nearby corridor and soon metal was ringing against metal.

“They’re here!” she heard a man cry. “The orcs! They’re breaking into the castle!”

Fiona dropped her damp bedclothes and walked to the door. She tied her gown loose against her ample breasts and opened the door just enough to peer out into the hall.

She could hear them. Their cruel laughter and war cries sent a thrill up Fiona’s back.

The orcs were coming.


15.2

Beatrix Beheld

Pit traps. Why do dungeon designers love pit traps so much? I’m wondering that as I plunge feet-first down the shaft into the darkness below. My heart is in my throat. My heels are banging against the smooth stone beneath me. If there is anything other than a pile of goose down at the bottom of this shaft I am going to be in a lot of pain. All I can do is hope it’s not a bunch of spikes.

A moment later, I drop through the darkness and out into a chamber lit by a strange blue glow. It seems to emanate from the rocky walls themselves. The chamber is carved from this faintly luminous rock. There is no door out of the room, but there is a small flight of stairs and what appears to be a tunnel just big enough for me to crawl on my hands and knees.

I wish I had Nellie, my ditzy elf witch friend, around to lead the way with her magic. That bird-brained blonde fell down a different pit, leaving me all alone to meet whatever sort of horny doom is awaiting me in this unearthly blue chamber. With a sigh, I start across the room towards the stairs. There’s only one way out, so I don’t have a lot of options.

I put one foot on the bottom step, intent on climbing the stairs, when I hear something strange. Distant and soft. Coming from the tunnel. It sounds almost like the sound I was making as I was sliding down the shaft from above. It gets a bit louder. I hear muttering. Then, with a soft popping sound, an orb launches out of the tunnel and floats into the center of the chamber.

It’s about half the size of me, although if it’s made of solid flesh it might be roughly the same weight. It’s not perfect or smooth but seems organic and it’s reddish-purple in color. Like some great floating ball of meat or maybe a giant detached head. Gross, right?

It turns slowly and I let out a gasp as I realize the face, such as I would call the bizarre arrangement of features covering most of one side, is cycloptic and hideous. An enormous violet eye stares at me from above a huge mouth with rows of sharp teeth and a lolling pink tongue. Strangest of all, the beast has perhaps a dozen fleshy stalks atop its head and each of these is topped with a smaller monstrous eye of a different color.

The eyes upon the stalks blink and look about the room in random directions while the huge central eye fixes its evil gaze upon me. Its monstrous mouth stretches into a smile.

“Why, hello there, miss,” it says in a growling, but rather well-mannered tone. “What a fine surprise to see you wandering about. Human? Elf, perhaps?”

“I’m human,” I say, pushing aside my dark hair on one side so he can see my ear.

“Ah, yes, the stunted ears,” he says, floating lower and bringing with him a strange unpleasant smell like wet viscera. He licks his lips and his stalks focus their attention upon me. “My name is Balloxus. And, unfortunately, I must now defeat you, which I admit will not be much of a challenge with my many powers. I must say, you are quite well-made for a human. I think I should rather like to mate with you, but if you prefer, I could roast you with my heat beam and devour you.”

“I definitely don’t want to be eaten,” I reply, edging my hand towards my sword. Several of his eye stalks follow the movement.

“Careful, young lady,” he says. “Tell me your name.”

“Beatrix,” I blurt out.

“Ah, a sweet name, let us be friends, Beatrix. Let us spawn many bouncers together.” He floats lower, placing his enormous face even with my mind. The smell is foul and overwhelming and his grotesque smile sends a shiver through my body.

Can I really befriend a giant flying meatball? Or am I going to fight my way out of this situation?

What should I do?

>> Surrender Meekly <<

I can feel the strangeness and menacing power of Balloxus radiating from all those eyestalks. His huge central eye seems to peer into my soul. His pink tongue licks at his lips as he stares at me and waits for my first move.

How can I fight a giant floating orb? Whatever evil god created this creature left no hope for a mere human like me. I decide to do the only thing I can in the face of such madness: I decide to surrender.

“No,” I say softly, unbuckling my sword belt. “I surrender.”

My scabbard, slime sword, and belt drop down my long legs and to the floor. The creature’s disturbing smile spreads even wider.

“Good girl,” he says. “But only a start. Remove all of it. All of your clothing.”

I momentarily wonder what he would do if I refused. He doesn’t have any hands to undress me. But I decide that I don’t want to find out and I begin undressing myself, much to the obvious amusement of Balloxus. He groans and floats around me as I strip off my blouse, my boots, and my trousers, stripping down to my underwear and my pale, trembling flesh.

“Everything, Beatrix,” says the creature. “Show your entire body to me so that I may know how to begin.”

“Y-yes,” I reply, lowering my head so I don’t have to look at all that horrible eye as I begin to slide my panties down my thighs. Balloxus growls lustily as he floats around me in a slow circle. His breath is warm on my bare back, tickling down over my firm buttocks.

“Mmmmmm. You are a well-made creature. Let’s have a taste, my sweet.”

His slimy tongue slides over my bottom, between my cheeks, and thrusts between my thighs. I cry out and suck in a breath as that warm, slippery tongue slides into my tight cunt. Deep. His floating body pressing against my back. His eyestalks looming over me and gazing down.

Balloxus lacks hands to grab hold of me, but his huge tongue thrusts with sudden jabs, punching deep into my clutching cunt. Flicking and tasting inside me. Dragging wetly against my womb. Gods, few men can even reach this deep with their cocks and his tongue is licking around the rim of my inner vessel. Teasing me with the promise of breeding.

“Nnnnnnnnnnnhhnmmmmm,” he murmurs, his apparent delight vibrating directly into my body through his plunging tongue. I cry out, pleasure rippling in reply as I reflexively push my bottom against him. Balloxus gives me a few more teasing licks, drawing me closer and closer to a climax, before suddenly slipping his tongue out of my tightening cunt.

I stagger forward and let out a shameful gasp at my climax denied. His slimy spit drips from my tight hole and down the backs of my thighs.

“Your tits,” he growls. “Let me see those lovely, pert milk sacs, my sweet. Show me how you will nourish the many bouncers that will drop from your loins.”

I hate the way this overgrown meatball is talking to me, but I’ve already surrendered to him. My mind is made up and my body is his to use as he pleases. The clasp parts and I lift the cups of my bra from my perky mounds, turning slightly to bring my stiff nipples towards the grotesque face of Balloxus.

“Mmmmmmm, yesss. Very nice. Bigger than I expected from the look of you.”

He floats higher, bringing his huge eye and mouth even with my chest, his pink tongue dragging over my abdomen and up to my shuddering breasts. His tongue is slimy and warm as it slithers over and between my tits. He opens his huge mouth and makes a horrible slurping sound as he sucks my left breast entirely into his mouth, bathing it in his warm saliva.

I can feel the sharp rows of his teeth needling against my tender flesh. His tongue swirling. Lips popping wet with suction as he slurps and drools all over my mounds. Moving from one to the other. Sucking and moaning against me. Back and forth. Licking and slurping and pressing his entire body against me.

The worst part? It feels good. The warmth of his tongue and his huge mouth insistently sucking at my breasts is thrillingly pleasurable. I fight to keep quiet, to not admit that I am enjoying what he is doing. But a moan escapes my lips and Balloxus rumbles with more laughter.

“There it is,” he chuckles. “I could feel you trembling and twitching with pleasure. Let me show the way to ecstasy my lovely little human. I will treat you to the might of the cock of an Eye Lord.”

I moan in surprise as he rises to the level of my head and higher still, so that I am looking at the slightly lumpy texture of the lower surface of his body. A seam has opened on his underside. Something is emerging. Greenish white and glistening wet. It has the look and thickness of one of his eyestalks and the tip of it seems almost like an eye, only it is dripping with copious amounts of slime.

I stare at this obscene protrusion in abject horror, the smell nearly enough to make me retch. I want to run. Want to scream. It grows longer and longer until it appears like a boneless arm reaching out somewhat stiffly from beneath the floating orb. Strands of slime drip from the head of this foul appendage. Then that head moves. It looks at me. I scream in horror as it begins to reach towards my face.

“Open wide, my dear,” laughs the Eye Lord, reaching its huge, eye-tipped, greenish white cock towards me. “I want to see down your throat.”

At that moment, the eye at the head of its cock begins to glow faintly green. I can’t look away as a beam shoots out of the eye and hits me directly in my face. My jaw tingles and my lips feel warm and pleasant. My throat begins to ache with need and my belly feels pangs of hunger. My eyes widen as I realize it is using magic to make me… make me want it. To make me crave its cock. Not just fucking me but fucking my throat. Invading my mouth and pumping my stomach full of its unholy seed.

“Mmmmmm yes,” I cry, tears tracking down my cheeks from my eyes. “Yes. Please. Let me… let me suck it.”

“Of course, my lovely. Open wide. I shall grant you a delicious meal!”

My mind rebels. Tears drop from my eyes. But my mouth submits to the green light glowing from his disgusting cock. I part my lips, licking them to moisten them as I open wide to accommodate that enormous appendage. The creature floats closer and closer. The glowing tip of its cock brushes my lips, warm and disgusting. Sliding into my mouth and pressing my tongue down with its girth. The green glow is snuffed out as the appendage slides deeper into my mouth, nearly to the back.

“Ohhhhh, that’s good,” groans Balloxus. “Suck it now, my dear. Suck the delicious seed from my cock. Taste that rarest of potions. Soon I shall bathe your womb in my sperm. But first, I want you to taste it.”

“Mmmmmmhmmmmnngggg,” I agreed obediently. I look up into that awful giant eye as I tighten my lips around the wide shaft of his cock.

And suck. Reluctantly at first, but as my mouth fills with the salty slime of his precum, I find myself swallowing. The more I swallow, the more I crave. My lips begin to slide on his cock, drawing him to the back of my throat. Deeper. Swallowing around him.

“Ohhhhh, good girl,” he groans with satisfaction as his cock begins to slide down my throat. I swallow it deeper and deeper, a faint pinkish light pulsating and glowing through my neck as his eye projects its beam into my body.

My stomach shudders. My throat tightens. It feels incredible. As if his beam is transforming the slick membrane of my throat into a second cunt. Trembling and squeezing around him. Sending ripples of pleasure through my body.

I fight the strange sensation, trying to deny that it is real, but that warm beam and warmer slime continue to pour down my throat and train my body to pleasure us both. I want it. I want him to fuck my throat. My throat pussy. My throat cunt. Clutching against him. Pleasure shuddering down into my tummy. My stomach clenching tightly with pangs of hunger. For his seed. For his hot sperm.

Balloxus begins to bounce up and down and fuck his huge glowing cock into my throat. Deeper and deeper, as if he is trying to reach my stomach. His huge lips move and he mutters in a language I can’t understand.

All at once, I am seized with pleasure from my stomach and the back of my throat. In that moment, I feel his huge, horrible cock begin to pump. Warmth gushes into my stomach. Pulsating, rhythmic spasms grip my throat and cause it to contract around his spurting stalk. The glow seems to be inside my stomach, pulsating to the rhythm of his ejaculation, filling me with warmth and gratification as his seed pours into me.

He spends his pleasure into my stomach and then slides his twitching stalk from my throat. I taste bile and salty spunk oozing from it. My belly feels distended with the great quantity of his cum I have been forced to swallow.

No, not forced. I enjoyed it. I came from his eruption. Somehow. My throat and stomach spasmed as if I experienced an orgasm.

“Mmmmmpphhmm,” I moan as the tip of his cock slides from my mouth and that unearthly glow once again bathes my face in its warmth. I cough, my throat scratchy from being fucked.

“Very good,” he chuckles. “You humans have such length to your bodies. Inferior though your limbs may be to my stalks and your convoluted tracks, I see the splendor of it. I enjoyed your throat, my dear. Your belly so eager to be filled with my seed.”

“Th-thank you,” I rasp, unable to look away from that glowing green ray of light. “Anything to serve you… Master Balloxus.”

“Oh, my dear, such a delight! Your mind so easily swayed! And I am still erect!” He floats around me, the light staying aimed at my face the whole time. “The time has come, my dear, for me to fill that lovely womb up with bouncers. Tell me, how should you like it? I am a kind master. I do know how you humans love to contort your bodies into such amusing positions. Choose one, Beatrix. Whatever position you prefer.”

My immediate reaction was to ask for the Eye Lord to claim me from behind. That way at least I would not have to look upon his hideous face as he mated with me. But the green light, so beautiful and warm, compelled a different response.

“Take me like a husband would take his wife,” I gasp breathlessly, my pussy aching at the thought. “Claim me, Master Balloxus!”

“Ah, yes! For you shall be my mate, my dear! To squeeze my wriggling bouncers from your womb! To nourish them with your human cream! On your back then, my lovely, and prepare yourself for the pleasure of my cock!” He laughs and watches me with his huge bulging central eye and all of his eyestalks as I spread myself upon the floor, my creamy legs open wide to accommodate his spherical body.

He descends upon me, rotating slightly so he can look down at my face as I feel his glowing green cockstalk rubbing at my hot folds. I suck in a breath as the warm beam spills over my mound and lights the way into my cove.

“Yessssss,” I cry, arching beneath his great hovering shape. His cock presses into my pussy and the warmth of his green beam spears into the depths of my core all the way to my womb. I can feel that warm beam, stroking and stimulating my inner sanctum as his cock invades my tight pussy. Aching for him. Rippling around him as he thrusts inside me.

“The way your body moves and squirms amuses me!” growls Balloxus, bobbing up and down in the air above me and thrusting his cockstalk inside me. His round shape collides with my thighs on the downward motion, seeming to bounce off my body and making my breasts jiggle with each impact before rising back into the air between my legs. His thrusting cock never leaves me and the head of it seems to be getting warmer and warmer.

I look down at my abdomen and see a faint pinkish glow through my body. The green light is bathing my womb. Heating me up. Driving me wild with pleasure.

“Oh, Master Balloxus!” I cry, bucking my hips and fucking against his cock. “Please! I beg of you, mighty master. Fill me with your seed! Use my womb for your spawn! I am nothing but a vessel for your superior lineage.”

Where did these words come from? It’s as though my mind is being overcome by the pleasure and the warm glow emanating from my loins. That seductive heat pulsating inside me and fucking me harder and deeper. Each stroke beating against my womb.

“Cum for me, my sweet! Cum for your master! I will reward you with my bouncers!”

“Yes!” I cry, arching hard beneath him. Pushing my trembling cunt onto his huge monstrous cock. The heat inside me reaches an almost painful peak and then I am at the summit, ecstasy rocking my body. I wail his name. “All hail Balloxus! Cum for me, my spherical sultan!”

I feel his cock pulsating powerfully inside me and a geyser of his seed erupts against my womb. He grits his rows of teeth and snarls with pleasure, spurt after spurt of his potent sperm drenching my fertile womb until I am quaking with ecstasy. I love him. The curse is taking hold, but I didn’t need it. I am already under the sway of his green light.

Submitting myself for eternity to the perfection of the orb. To be watched under his eye. To feel my belly grow with his bouncers.

I have been bred by the Eye Lord!


15.3

The Orc Lover Interlude Two

Fiona Wilder’s dreams were coming true. She could hear the savage roars of the invading orcs as they rampaged through the castle. Men shouted and women screamed. The clang of weapons echoed through the halls of Dowley Castle. The unstoppable tide of orcs was coming closer.

And it was making Fiona so wet.

She plunged three fingers into her red-thatched cunt as she listened to the rough guttural snarls of the orcs. Each passing moment brought them closer. Doors splintered. Men fought and died to the invading horde. Women were torn from their husbands and thrown to the floor. Fiona could picture the brutal fucking those lucky damsels were experiencing. Finally fucked by big orc cocks and not those little, unsatisfying human dicks.

“Yessss,” moaned Fiona, plunging her fingers deeper. She pulled her night dress down and freed her breasts as she knelt upon the carpet, juices trickling through her fingers and darkening the expensive weave. “Use me. Breed me. I need to be fucked.”

She was still fingering herself and panting with lust when the first of the orc invaders burst into the room. He was bigger than she had even expected, a hulking slab of masculinity bulging with muscles. He had small, beady red eyes above his flattened nose and tusked mouth. He saw Fiona and ran his tongue over his lips.

“Mine!” he snarled and stalked towards her.

“Yes!” cried Fiona, falling back onto the carpet. “Yes, I am yours! Claim your prize!”

The orc stopped short of her and cocked his head as he peered down at her with confusion.

“You want fucked?”

“Yes, please,” moaned Fiona, spreading her creamy thighs shamelessly and fingering her wet snatch. “I deserve to be used! I need to be bred!”

A few more orcs had piled into the room behind the first. All of them stared curiously at Fiona. They had likely never seen a human woman react this way to their arrival. Their hesitation frustrated Fiona and she rose to her knees and reached for the nearest orc. He looked almost like he wanted to bash her head to get her to let go of his tattered trousers.

But before he could smash her aside, Fiona reached into his pants and got hold of his cock. Once her soft human lips and warm mouth and tongue were pleasuring him, the orc stopped being angry. A groan of pleasure rumbled through him as Fiona sucked his huge green cock and cupped the heavy stones beneath his shaft.

“Human big slut,” rumbled one orc, reaching for his belt.

“She like orcs,” agreed another.

They closed in around her, five burly orcs in all. They flopped out their big, greasy green cocks and presented them to the slutty redhead. Fiona was in heaven, moving from orc to orc and sucking wantonly on their cocks. Before long, she had her first baptism in hot orc spunk. It drenched her face and bouncing tits and poured down her throat. The others laughed at the sight. She went back to sucking the next orc in line as two others moved behind her.

Finally, thought Fiona, her mouth full of filthy orc cock as she felt two hard orc dicks pressing at her pussy and asshole. They thrust into her with savage cruelty. Those first few strokes hurt. She wasn’t ready for cocks that big after all those little nobleman pricks. But these massive cocks could surely satisfy her desires.

She gurgled eagerly on the orc cock in her mouth and thrust back against the two orc cocks skewering her slick cunny and tight, clenching asshole. They grabbed hold of her with their big, rough hands and slammed in and out of her tender holes. It was her dream come true. To be used by the brutal orcs. To be punished for her beauty and her humanity.

They smacked her ass and choked her, almost until she passed out. It wasn’t long before the orcs were bellowing with pleasure, feeding their cum into her hungry holes. Pumping her pussy and ass full to overflowing with spunk and washing her throat with another hot load in her mouth.

“Yes,” she moaned, drooling with cum. “Two of you… two can fit in my pussy! Breed me! FUUCK ME!”

The orcs were astonished by her behavior, but they piled into the room and took their turns with the redheaded beauty. In their passion, they bit at her neck and shoulder. They choked her and made her gag on their cocks. She never seemed to tire or retreat from their brutal lust.

And all the while, Fiona could hear the orcs pounding at the doors to the castle’s inner sanctum.

They were after the queen. The thought of that stuck up sexy bitch experiencing what Fiona was experiencing sent the orc-loving slut over the edge to another intense orgasm. She would have screamed with pleasure if not for the orc cock stuffed down her throat.


15.4

Beatrix and Mishanna’s Lingering Pleasures

Intertwined. Drunk on mulled wine. Their bodies slick with sweat and muscles, finally at ease, now taut again with the tension of pleasure.

“Gods, Mishanna,” gasped Beatrix, working her hips as she pressed the dark-fringed folds of her cunt to the hot softness of the deep elf. Mishanna’s lavender-tinged skin tensed, her thighs flexing, her cunt pressing back and sliding against Beatrix’s.

They scissored together atop the tangled sheets of the bed, holding hands, legs against bodies. Mishanna’s foot moving and teasing against Beatrix’s heaving breasts. Cunt-to-cunt. Pleasure-to-pleasure. Panting, grunting, gasping, straining with effort. Breasts shuddering with each spasm. Mouths formed into wordless cries of pleasure.

“Faster,” gasped Mishanna, her heel pressing against Beatrix’s side like a rider on horseback urging her horse on. Beatrix responded like an obedient mount, bucking her hips and thrusting herself against the growing heat of Mishanna’s elf cunt. Their netherlips kissing. Their clits rubbing together and against those velvet folds. The bed creaking with the rhythmic movement of their bodies.

Beatrix broke one of the handholds and reached for Mishanna’s firm, round ass. Clapping it. Smacking it. Rubbing at the sweaty seam of her crack. Squeezing the powerful muscle of one buttock and using it for leverage to fuck against Mishanna’s steamy cunt. Beatrix’s pleasure was growing. She could hardly stand it. Her toes flicking. Her tits shaking with each throbbing wave of pleasure. Tightening in her core. Welling from inside her.

Hot molten pleasure poured from Beatrix’s cunt. She clawed at Mishanna. She squeezed her ass just to hold onto her. Their legs scissoring and hips bucking. Grinding their pleasure into each other. Speaking an intimate language that only women truly know. Their juices mingling. Their bodies melding together in that lover’s heat. Rippling from one to the other. It was pulsating, squeezing, writhing ecstasy.

“Holy… no… nothing holy,” laughed Beatrix, flopping back onto the bed as the last of her energy began to flicker out. “You’re insatiable.”

“You promised to be,” gasped Mishanna, disentangling her legs and twisting over onto her tummy next to Beatrix.

There was evening light coming through the curtains over the window. It outlined the deep elf’s shapely body. Her back slightly arched. Her breasts hanging to the bedding as she lifted her upper body on her elbows. Her long legs hanging over the edge of the bed. Kicking up, feet above the firm heart of her luscious ass.

“Give me a moment,” gasped Beatrix, her breasts still heaving. “I need to recover and maybe… maybe a little more wine.”

“Oh, you have had enough,” said Mishanna. “Water for you.”

When the heat had abated and their sweat had begun to dry, the two women embraced upon the bed. Beatrix nuzzled against Mishanna’s soft breasts. The elf stroked Beatrix gently. A tension returned to the room. Something Mishanna had said over dinner.

Beatrix echoed it as she listened to the beating of Mishanna’s heart.

“You’re leaving me,” whispered Beatrix. “After everything we have been through together.”

“It is not that I am leaving you, my sweet, it is that I have accomplished my mission. Zimon Fendriss is dead and gone and I have my vengeance. The contract has been fulfilled and it is my duty to report and seek another contract. If it were my choice, I think I should like to stay with you, Beatrix.”

“But it is not your choice?” asked Beatrix, lifting her head and looking into Mishanna’s violet eyes.

“Duty supersedes choice,” said Mishanna.

“Need I say to you there is a greater authority?” asked Beatrix, sliding her body against Mishanna’s and leaning her lips closer. “I love you and nothing supersedes love.”

“Perhaps for a human,” said Mishanna. “But it is not so for a deep elf. We place duty above all other—”

“’We place’,” interrupted Beatrix. “I don’t remember fighting my way through that dungeon with more than one deep elf. I don’t recall ‘we’ meaning anything other than me and you. Maybe Nellie, but Nellie isn’t here.”

“You know what I meant,” said Mishanna, her eyes flashing with a hint of annoyance.

“I do,” said Beatrix, sliding atop Mishanna and letting her pert breasts rest against Mishanna’s larger mounds. Pink human nipples rubbing gently against erect, violet deep elf nipples. “I also know that I do not consent to duty standing in the way of love. We have a chance together. Stay with me.”

“We’ve been over this,” said Mishanna, looking away.

Beatrix boldly grabbed Mishanna’s chin and turned her face forward. She leaned directly over her. Looking at her lips as she spoke.

“Give me more time then,” she whispered. “Let me persuade you. Stay the night with me. Don’t leave until tomorrow night. Surely that will not violate your sense of duty.”

“Each moment I linger,” whispered Mishanna, “makes it harder to leave you behind.”

“That is what I am counting on,” said Beatrix and she gave Mishanna a ravenous kiss. Her tongue fenced past Mishanna’s resistance. Their mouths opened to one another. The sweetness of their kiss mingling and swirling together. The heat returning to their bodies.

“Beatrix,” hissed Mishanna, grabbing hold of Beatrix’s pert bottom. “This is not fair.”

“I have tasted true happiness with you,” panted Beatrix between kisses. “You will have to subdue me and tie me up to escape this tavern tonight.”

“Don’t test me,” warned Mishanna, giving Beatrix’s firm bottom a smack.

“My sweet elf, I intend to test every limit you have,” laughed Beatrix, before nibbling at Mishanna’s sensitive ear and then sucking at her neck.  Her hands caressed Mishanna’s soft breasts and her thumbs toyed with Mishanna’s nipples. She whispered into her ear, “I even have a secret weapon.”

“Ohhh?” Mishanna shivered and arched her back. “What’s that?”

Beatrix smiled mysteriously and stretched across Mishanna’s abdomen to reach for the other side of the bed. Her fingers snagged the small traveling pack she’d brought with them from the dungeon and she reached inside to retrieve a slender vial of swirling pink liquid. Mishanna recognized it at once.

“Oh, so you want another taste of my cock?” she laughed, reaching for the vial.

Beatrix pulled the vial out of Mishanna’s reach.

“Oh, no!” said Beatrix. “You’ve had your turn with the potion. It’s my turn to try it out and your turn to experience the pleasure of a girl cock.”

“Are you certain I’ve never experienced such pleasures before?” asked Mishanna, sitting back against the headboard and raising an eyebrow.

“Well, not mine anyway,” said Beatrix, popping the stopper from the vial with her thumb. She pressed the potion to her lips, tilted it back, and downed the entire vial. Mishanna sat forward with alarm, trying to stop her, but it was too late.

“You silly girl,” cried Mishanna. “That hucow potion is unbelievably powerful. You just downed a dozen doses. Its effects could last for weeks!”

“Oh, no, what have I done?” gasped Beatrix. Her brow furrowed. Her face twisted in disgust. She covered her mouth and rolled onto her side, doubling up and groaning.

It was all an act. Beatrix felt incredible pleasure as a cock began to sprout from her loins. It erased any trace of her womanhood and she even felt testes pressing from inside her and dropping into the soft sack of her new bollocks. It was unusual, but pleasurable and exciting, but she played it off as incredible agony.

“It must be too much for your body,” cried Mishanna. “I should have poured that potion out! Oh, gods, Beatrix, you have to throw it up! Before it gets into your blood!”

“Too late,” choked Beatrix, feigning illness.

“Please! Oh, gods, I can’t lose you!” cried Mishanna, kneeling beside her.

“I just wanted… to make love to you… my sweet Mishanna.” Beatrix choked, really hamming it up. She rolled her eyes back and stuck her tongue out of her mouth like she was dead.

Mishanna’s concern turned to annoyance in a flash. She folded her arms across her breasts and bumped Beatrix with her knee.

“You absolute bitch! I can’t believe you! Did you even drink the…”

Mishanna’s words trailed off as Beatrix rolled onto her back, revealing the delicate pink cock that stood erect from what had only moments before been the mound of her cunt. It was not quite so long as Mishanna’s had been, but it was well formed, with a foreskin peeled mostly back from its rosy tip. It was throbbing with need, each brush against it sending intense sensations through Beatrix’s body.

“Ah,” said Mishanna, staring at the appendage. “You did really drink it.”

“Yes, I did,” purred Beatrix, stretching on the bed with her hands reaching over her head. She arched and thrust her hips forward, making the cock bounce and swing against her taut abdomen. She grunted softly as it thumped against her midriff before bouncing erect again. Her eyes were lidded as she purred, “I meant what I said, Mishanna. I just wanted to make love to you. My sweet Mishanna.”

“Oh, you silly girl,” laughed the deep elf.

Mishanna draped herself against Beatrix, the softness of her breasts against Beatrix’s chest, her lips close to Beatrix’s lips, and her hand gently encircling Beatrix’s new cock. She kissed Beatrix, teasing several times before going in for the kill with a deft thrust of her tongue. Squeezing Beatrix’s cock and beginning to stroke it as they kissed.

“Do you need me to show you how to put it to use?” whispered Mishanna.

Beatrix’s hands roamed down Mishanna’s shapely sides, down to her hips, and around to her firm, round ass. She squeezed it in both her hands as Mishanna pumped her fingers up and down the length of Beatrix’s cock.

“I think I can figure things out,” whispered Beatrix against Mishanna’s lips.

She moved with sudden certainty, rolling Mishanna over and turning the deep elf onto her back. Mishanna laughed with desire, parting her powerful thighs, and showing off the steamy folds of her violet-lipped cunt. Beatrix moved between her legs, kissing Mishanna on the lips, the shoulder, her heaving breasts, and down lower, teasing her abdomen and the soft folds of her cunt. Tasting Mishanna’s sweetness, but only briefly.

Beatrix was guided by new and powerful urges. She rose onto her knees and grasped the root of her girl cock. Her fingers felt incredible. Slick droplets of liquid oozed from the tip as she moved the foreskin around the tip and back down again. She found that the more she gazed upon the ample loveliness of Mishanna, the more her cock wanted to pull her down and thrust itself into Mishanna’s deep elf cunt.

“Are you going to sit there playing with that thing or are you going to prove you know how to use it?” demanded Mishanna, smirking at Beatrix wanking her new cock.

Beatrix thought she knew how. She’d certainly been around enough cocks to have an idea. But it suddenly seemed all wrong as she tried to line herself up on Mishanna’s dewy cuntlips. She missed her first attempt and her second went downward and grazed the soft crinkle of Mishanna’s asshole.

“Nnnnot there,” hissed Mishanna.

“Maybe that was what I was aiming for,” said Beatrix, trying to cover up her fumbling. She grasped her cock nearer to its tip, rubbed it against Mishanna’s clit, and then teased downward from there. Dragging her new cockhead down the deep elf’s slick opening. Letting the sensations guide her movements. Pressing downward and thrusting. Past silky cuntlips. Into the warmth. The heat surrounding her new cock. Tightening around her. Making her moan with profound understanding as she hilted inside that luscious channel.

“Ohhhh, it’s bigger than I thought,” moaned Mishanna, tilting her hips to invite Beatrix even deeper with her second thrust.

“It’s incredible,” panted Beatrix, fairly falling atop Mishanna. Kissing her and caressing her. Mishanna’s hands were on Beatrix’s buttocks, drawing her even deeper. The two women kissed and their fumbling first thrusts became natural. Their movements guided by mutual pleasure. No monsters to menace them. No curse to compel them.

“Yessssss,” hissed Mishanna. “Harder, my sweet. Hold nothing back from me. I can take it.”

Beatrix was not so sure she could take it herself. The pleasure was excruciating. Like having an enormous clit thrusting against those tight, silky walls. A smothering softness, warm and wet and squeezing around her new cock. Scarcely a dozen strokes in and she was ready to explode. But she held fast. Fighting back the urge. Kissing Mishanna’s slender neck. Her shoulder. Caressing her ample breasts.

“My love,” whispered Beatrix. “I want to cum inside you. Not because of some curse, but because… because I love you, Mishanna.”

“We are… we are not alike,” gasped Mishanna, her thighs quivering as her pleasure grew. “You are from the surface. You do not understand… understand the ways of the deep. The hard, cold deep… it… it never can be… can be satisfied.”

“I understand you,” moaned Beatrix, thrusting hard enough to make the bed creak with each stroke. “I understand my feelings for you. What I want… to be with you… for as long as we can be together. For my short human life.”

“Ohhhhhhh,” cried Mishanna.

“I want you to be mine,” moaned Beatrix, the tension of her ecstasy tightening in her body. Each thrust making Mishanna’s tits sway and splash. Both women gasping with pleasure. “To share it all with you… my love! My… oh… I cannot hold it back!”

“Don’t hold it back,” cried Mishanna. “I’m so close! Cum with me! Cum… cum inside me! Make me yours, Beatrix!”

“Ahhhhhh!” Beatrix wailed as she attained a pleasure never before experienced. Not simply the ecstasy of a climax, but the pleasure of a male orgasm deep inside a fertile cunt. Pumping her seed into Mishanna’s clutching depths and feeling a burst of fulfillment like none she had ever known before.

Spurt after spurt, flooding into Mishanna’s pussy as the deep elf reached a simultaneous climax. Her legs wrapping around Beatrix. Drawing Beatrix deeper with each stroke. Mishanna’s inner muscles wringing every drop from Beatrix’s orgasm.

They collapsed together, breathless and kissing. Holding tight. Feeling the aftershocks of their intense climax.

“My sweet,” whispered Mishanna. “Love has won the battle over duty.”

“For tonight?” gasped Beatrix, marveling at the postcoital sensations as her cock began to soften and her throbbing aftershocks continued.

“Yes,” said Mishanna, seeking out Beatrix with her lips and melting into her in a deep, languid kiss. Their tongues seemed to embrace and cuddle in the warmth of their joined mouths. Lazy. Sleepy. Moaning softly mouth-to-mouth before Beatrix finally felt her cock slip free of Mishanna’s creamy cunt.

Beatrix rolled beside her. Curled against her, the softness of her cock against the roundness of Mishanna’s ass. One arm reaching around the deep elf to caress her breasts. She held them and imagined them swelling with milk for their daughter. The thought filled her with such happiness that it bled into her dreams as she drifted off to sleep.

In that dream, Beatrix saw herself in a home somewhere deep in the woods. She was raising a daughter with Mishanna. The elf, with a ripple of gray in her hair, though Beatrix knew this was impossible because Mishanna would live long after Beatrix was dead. Their daughter was strong-willed and smart, with a mixture of their features and a combination of their skills. Mishanna held Beatrix as they watched their daughter practicing with her wooden sword.

Beatrix awoke smiling, but that smile faded as she realized she was alone in the bed. She sat up, the blanket sliding from her body to reveal her breasts and the flaccid cock between her legs. Her body was silver in the moonlight.

Mishanna was sitting wrapped in a blanket beside the window. She was staring up at the moon. Beatrix went to her, pulled the blanket around herself and snuggled against Mishanna’s side. They exchanged a smile and Mishanna draped her arm around Beatrix’s shoulders.

“Couldn’t sleep?” whispered Beatrix.

“Thinking,” said Beatrix.

“What about?”

“Us. A child.”

“Chances are we didn’t—”

“If I have a child with you, Beatrix, my people will never accept it. They do not tolerate half-bloods.” Mishanna turned to Beatrix. “But I love you. I want your child. I know it would be strong and capable. A good match for my blood. A… a handsome child.”

“Pretty,” said Beatrix, brushing a lock of hair from Mishanna’s ear and kissing the elf there. “So does that mean you are staying with me for more than one night?”

Mishanna turned to her. Met her gaze.

“Yes, Beatrix. It means I will stay with you for a very long time.” They kissed and Mishanna took Beatrix into her arms. Her body was warm and soft against Beatrix and Beatrix’s cock began to stiffen. Mishanna’s fingers brushed against it and Beatrix gasped. “Oh, what is this? He awakens.”

“He tends to do that,” said Beatrix, looking down at her stiffening cock. “I kinda like it. Like a flag that raises whenever I’m ready to make love.”

“So does that mean you are ready now?” asked Mishanna, her eyes twinkling in the moonlight.

“Oh, yes, the flag is flying,” laughed Beatrix, falling atop Mishanna and kissing her.

They were just as urgent this time. Just as hungry for each other. Beatrix knew more of what to expect and they were more adventurous with their bodies. Mishanna’s lips engulfed Beatrix’s new cock. Her warm, sweet mouth slid up and down several times. She licked and sucked at the pink bollocks dangling beneath this new cock. Beatrix moaned and stroked her head. Lifted it up and kissed Mishanna on her lips. A long, deep, rather sloppy kiss that led that straight back to the bed.

Mishanna on her hands and knees, her back arched and her head down on the pillow as Beatrix moved behind her. Kissing her. Licking her. Rising to press the head of her new cock to the hot furrow of Mishanna’s cunt. Thrusting between those silky lips. Filling her again and again with every stroke until they were both crying out. Cumming. Cum spurting. Sperm flooding into Mishanna’s womb.

There was a silent vow between them: their lovemaking would not relent until Mishanna was pregnant. Then, and only then, their new lives could begin together.


15.5

The Gladiatrix and the Goblin

Nora Steelhawk needed gold. While she had been training to join the Adventurer’s Guild in Bravura, her family had managed to go deep into debt to the local lord back in Anglesey. She had recently received a letter from her brother that they would lose the farm to the lord unless she managed to raise a hundred gold ducats to repay their debt before the month’s end. It would take almost ten days to reach their rural home back in Anglesey, which meant she had far less than a month to get the coin.

There were two ways of making that much money that quickly. Nora had been told by several rummy men that she had the body for whoring. She certainly had big enough breasts to entice any man. Her cheap plate mail had been hammered into a shape to accommodate her enormous bust and her narrow waist and wide hips similarly drew the leering gaze of men in taverns and in the streets. Some men pretended to admire her long, silky mane of red hair, but such compliments were only a prelude to trying to grope her breasts or stroke her bottom on a barstool.

Nora’s muscular shoulders and large biceps, not to mention her martial skill, held such men at bay. She had the strength of a man, earned from swinging her massive hammer in countless hours of practice.

Nora could make the money on her knees or her back, but her pride, and a promise to her family to avoid such shameful things, ensured she would never choose that route. There was another path before her. A more difficult path in many ways. But one that could bring honor along with the coin she needed.

That path went through the arena of Linz. But there was a problem.

“Ten gold. You do not have entry fee, you do not fight,” said the burly arena master. He looked Nora over and stroked his beard. “I could give you money for something else. This could pay for fight.”

Nora’s face burned with shame. She was disgusted by this fat pig of a man and would sooner sell her body in an alleyway than give in to his predatory propositions.

“Not happening, Klaus,” she said, crossing her arms against her breastplate.

“Mmmmm, too proud? Silly girl. Well, there is another way.” He walked over to a shelf and returned with a scroll. “Slave contract.”

“You want me to be your slave?” She recoiled from the idea.

“No, no, this is the fight wager,” said Klaus, unrolling the scroll onto the scuffed countertop. “You sign your name and your entry fee is waived. But you must agree to be the slave of your opponent for one week if you are defeated.”

“And if I win?”

“Ten gold,” said Klaus.

So all she had to do was win one fight and then she would have the stakes to enter more matches until she had earned back the money. She had seen the sort of scrawny beggars and big drunks who battled in the arena. She could outfight any of them.

“Very well,” said Nora, feeling a cold prickled between her shoulders as she took the quill from Klaus and signed her name to the contract.

“Very good,” he said, rolling up the scroll and sealing it with wax. “You fight in two hours. Your opponent is Treeleg.”

“Who?”

“Just some goblin,” chuckled Klaus. “I’m sure you’ll pummel him in the arena.”

She couldn’t imagine having much trouble with a goblin, but there was something about the way Klaus was looking at her that gave her pause.

The crowd was sparse in the arena that afternoon. Klaus announced Nora as “Nora the Mighty Hammer” and Treeleg as “Treeleg the Rascal.” She heard a few catcalls from men in the stands as she strode out from the challenger’s side, her horned helmet on her head and sweat trickling down the tanned tops of her ample breasts. She gripped her hammer in both hands as the portcullis rose on the champion’s side of the arena.

The goblin came scampering out of the shadows and into the afternoon sunlight. He was scarcely half Nora’s height, with long, spindly arms compared to his rather short legs and a hunched posture. His pointed nose and long, floppy, pointed ears seemed to dominate his little bald head. He stared at her with beady red eyes, and she was surprised to see a grin on his fanged mouth. He wielded nothing more dangerous than a wooden stick as his weapon.

“Oh, look out, Miss Nora Big Tits!” shouted a fat man in the audience. “He’s called Treeleg for a reason!”

Nora didn’t have time to decipher what that comment meant as Treeleg came scurrying towards her before the announcer was even done shouting out the rules of the match. It was to first blood or submission and the terms of the slave contract were still being read aloud as Treeleg leapt at Nora swinging his stick. She was surprised by the first blow, coming in hard and fast and bonking her on the helmet hard enough to make her ears ring. She staggered back and managed to deflect his next blow with her hammer.

“Gonna win!” cackled the goblin. “You gonna pay debt on knees!”

“What!? Never, you awful beast!” She parried another of his attacks and smashed him backwards with a backhand strike. Treeleg tumbled head over feet but bounced back up like an acrobat at a festival. He was outside her reach, and he took a moment to swing his skinny hips back and forth and make something big move in his ragged trousers.

A hidden weapon? No! But how could that be so big on such a scrawny little green-skinned goblin?

“My bed real comfy,” cackled the goblin. “I make human like it.”

“I would never lay down with a creature like you,” shouted Nora, swinging her hammer with bone-crushing force and nearly causing her buxom body to burst from her tight armor.

Treeleg ducked beneath her swing and gave her a hard thump in the abdomen with his wooden stick. She grunted and lowered her hammer to parry a second blow.

Treeleg laughed madly. “You love Treeleg after we do fukka fukka!”

The more the little goblin talked, the more Nora was determined to win. She launched a furious assault against the green pervert. One so forceful that it earned her scattered cheers from the stands. Her hammer missed again and again as the little goblin tumbled, dodged, and scurried out of her way each time.

“Got to be faster to catch Treeleg!” cackled the goblin. “I best fighter! Goblins better than humans in arena and in bed!”

Nora’s muscles burned with exertion. Each swing of her hammer was slower than the one before. She could feel cold sweat trickling down inside her armor and even down her thighs and into her boots. If she kept up her assault, Treeleg would wear her down, but if she didn’t land a blow, he would force her back with his own attacks.

With a desperate roar, Nora swung again and this time lashed out with a kick right where she expected the goblin to dodge. Treeleg ducked and Nora’s boot connected with his side. The blow sent him flying through the air and he landed hard in the dusty arena with a satisfying thud.

Nora was panting and red faced with exertion, but she managed a smile as she stomped towards the crumpled form of the goblin. He was face down and apparently unconscious. She glanced around the arena.

“Kill him!” shouted some bloodthirsty person in the stands.

Though Nora was furious and on the edge of collapse, she had no intention of killing the goblin. She set her hammer down and drew the dueling dirk from her belt. She would give Treeleg a chance to yield and if he refused she would give him a nice dueling scar to remember her. She stood over Treeleg and realized he wasn’t moving at all. He didn’t even seem to be breathing.

“Goblin,” she said, nudging him with her boot. “Are you alive?”

No answer. She crouched beside him and grabbed his arm. She rolled him over onto his back and felt a sharp pain in her bicep. She looked down to see Treeleg’s dueling dirk sticking out of her arm. Blood spilled out around the grip of the dagger.

Nora’s eyes went wide as she grabbed the dagger and tossed it away.

“Gotcha!” cackled Treeleg.

“What? No!” shouted Nora. “This isn’t over! I haven’t lost!”

A gong sounded and the announcer’s voice echoed over the arena, “Winner by first blood! Treeleg the Rascal!”

Nora could hardly believe it, but she had just lost to the goblin. By her honor she was forced to pay her debt to the green beast. She followed him out of the arena in a defeated daze.

“Don’t look sad,” squeaked the goblin. “I not be mean. I be real nice to pretty warrior.”

“I have to obey you,” said Nora bitterly, “but it doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

“You have to like what I say!” squawked Treeleg, giving her an angry look.

“For now, but remember, at the end of the week I’ll be free and if you mistreat me now, I will take my revenge on you then.”

Treeleg seemed to consider her words. Then he broke into another one of his infuriating grins.

“That fine, I just make you love me while I still master,” he said, grabbing her huge hand in his little green claw and pulling her through the champion’s tunnel.

They exited the arena and Nora’s face reddened with embarrassment. The fading sunlight exposed Nora’s shame as she felt the gaze of every man and woman in the town upon her. How could they not look? She was a buxom warrior wench being led through the street by a scrawny goblin.

He took her to the cheapest tavern in town, where he had rented a meager room in the cellar. As they walked through the tavern, Treeleg held up the slave contract and the drunks cheered him.

“Give it to her good, Treeleg!” shouted one.

“Teach her a lesson,” laughed another.

She was relieved when they finally left the tavern’s common room and descended the steps into the cellar. Once there, Treeleg sat back upon the musty mattress and commanded Nora, “Undress. Show me milkbobs!”

She bit back a cry of anger and turned her gaze aside as she unlaced her armored plates and let them fall from her ample bust. Pieces of armor clanged to the stone floor, one after another, until she stood in nothing but her sweat-drenched aketon. The damp material clung to her shapely body, revealing her impressive musculature and the softness of her breasts, her shapely hips, and the roundness of her bottom.

“Show it! Show it!” chanted Treeleg, rubbing at the large lump in his trousers. She could hear the drunks in the tavern overhead singing and laughing about her losing and being forced to serve Treeleg. It added to her humiliation to know that the whole town seemed aware of her defeat by the randy goblin.

“Alright, calm yourself,” said Nora, her face hot with shame as she pulled at the laces of her aketon and peeled it down from her shoulders. She reluctantly bared the creamy mounds of her breasts and her pale, pink areolas, and stiff nipples to the goblin. He yipped with delight as she slid the sweaty gown lower, exposing her toned abdomen and then her wide hips and the red thatch of her cunt.

She shuddered with embarrassment as the goblin leapt to his feet and scurried around her, taking in the sight of her from every angle.

“Stop that, please,” she moaned.

“So pretty!” cried Treeleg. “You make my shank hard! Pretty lady love the shank! I got treelegs!”

“Treelegs,” snorted Nora, but as the goblin came dancing around from behind her without his trousers on she finally understood. Treeleg was a mispronunciation of “three leg” and the goblin certainly lived up to his name with a bumpy green cock as long and thick as his thigh down to his knee. The fat head of it tapered but it was still huge.

Far bigger than the handful of human lovers Nora had experienced in her 20 years.

“Oh, my word,” she said.

“You want touch shank?” he asked, shaking his hips back and forth and making it swing and slap against his thighs. His huge bollocks swung with the massive cock.

“Well, um,” Nora’s face was beat red as she reached slowly out with one hand and admitted, “Yes. Might I touch it once?”

“You touch lots!” cackled Treeleg, thrusting his hips and making his cock swing upwards and collide with Nora’s reaching hand.

Because Treeleg was so short, she had to lean over to get a good grip on it, causing her plump breasts to dangle as she wrapped her fingers around the hot, throbbing goblin cock. Treeleg grabbed her soft tits with both hands, burying his face between them and lewdly kissing and licking at her nipples. She gasped, but held the cock in her hand, amazed by the weight of it and fascinated to feel the rapid throb of Treeleg’s heart in the thickness of his shaft.

“Oh, my, it’s so big and warm,” she moaned.

“You so big and warm,” replied Treeleg, clinging to her breasts and sucking hungrily at one nipple. His weight unbalanced her and she tipped forward, crying out as his huge cock slid almost naturally between her dangling tits. Although her bosoms were quite large, there was plenty of the goblin’s green cock sticking up from between them.

She looked down and began to squeeze her breasts and stroke him. Treeleg moaned in heaven as the big warrior woman pleasured his huge goblin cock with her smothering breasts. It wasn’t long before his green goo-pole was oozing slimy pre-spunk down his shaft. Nora found herself tasting this salty, sour oil, licking it and then sucking on the goblin’s tip.

“You make shank spit!” cried Treeleg. “Keep sukka sukka and we fukka fukka!”

“Mmmmmm!” replied Nora, losing herself to the pleasure of gobbling goblin cock and wanking the shaft between her tits. A few more lusty bobs of her soft lips and she was rewarded with a hot helping of goblin cream spurting straight into her mouth. She gulped it down, swallowing again and again as Treeleg thrust his cock between her lips and painted her throat with spunk.

She had never swallowed cum like that before. It left her panting and overheated. The strong taste of it lingering in her mouth.

Treeleg’s hardness hardly wilted as she popped him free of her lips and climbed atop the goblin. She stroked his tender tip against her slick folds until he was good and ready for more. She eased down onto him, impaling her tight twat on his mighty goblin spear.

“Ohhhhh fuck,” moaned Nora. “That’s… that’s incredible!”

“Yes! Best shank in town! Best shank in world! Ride goblin shank!” He spanked her big, round ass for encouragement.

Nora needed little reason to ride him enthusiastically. Whatever her feelings about Treeleg and goblins in general, his big beefy cock felt incredible. She was cumming after only a few bounces atop his hard pole and seemingly did not stop for the next hour. She rode him until she was drenched in sweat, cumming again and again until she fell beside him on the dingy bed.

“More! Give you cum!” cried Treeleg, clambering between Nora’s thick thighs and plowing his huge cock into her pussy. There was no thought of being careful or disobeying. She wrapped her legs around him as he plowed her cunt and even kissed him in a hot, sloppy, tongue-twisting kiss. She felt his big cock twitching inside her and Treeleg squealed with pleasure against Nora’s lips.

She came with him, his hot goblin cum drenching her inner walls. Spurt after spurt coating her womb in his slimy spunk. She felt his big balls twitching against her asshole as he emptied every drop into her quivering cunt.

Her first night of servitude had only just begun. It was going to be a long week as the goblin’s slave, but it would only take a single night for Nora decide that he was right: she loved Treeleg.

Or at least his third leg.


15.6

The Orc Lover Interlude Three

For more than an hour, the orcs had been battering the iron doors of Dowley Castle’s inner sanctum, trying to get at the royals hidden inside. The whole while, Fiona Wilder, lovely castle maid, had been enjoying the company of the invading orcs, savoring each savage thrust into her creamy cunt or stretched ass. She didn’t even mind when the orcs smacked her or choked her on their cocks, but for the most part the savage brutes were almost nice to her. Unlike so many of the other women in the castle, Fiona wanted their attention.

But one orc had eluded her. Hooktooth the Hateful, the hulking leader of the orc army, was focused on prying open the doors to the inner sanctum. He had no time for the distractions of pleasure that had consumed his rapacious army. It was when Fiona saw Hooktooth’s sappers rolling kegs of blasting powder to the doors that she knew she had to intervene.

“Master… Master Hooktooth!” she cried out, crawling from under the draped arm of her latest lover. She scrambled to her feet, orc cum spilling down her thighs as she staggered to the door where Hooktooth was overseeing the powder kegs being placed outside the door. “Master, please, you’ll blast them to bits! The queen is in there!”

Fiona’s dislike for the nobles of Dowley Castle was complicated by her extreme attraction to Queen Gwynevere. With her long blonde hair, imperious demeanor, cold blue eyes, and large, soft breasts, she was a model of noble beauty. Fiona hated the way Gwynevere treated her, but she would scarcely want to see the icy queen obliterated. Especially without ever knowing the pleasure of a fat orc cock stuffed up her arrogant royal cunt.

“Hmmm? What you want?” Hooktooth looked at Fiona with surprise. “I busy. No time for slut.”

One of the engineers grabbed Fiona around the waist and hefted her over his muscular shoulder. He spanked and squeezed her ass and more slimy orc cum drooled out of her pussy.

“Wait!” she cried as she was carried away. “Wait! I can get you in! The queen knows me!”

“Stop!” snarled Hooktooth. “I want queen alive. Best for breeding. Let slut try to get in.”

The engineer put Fiona back down and Hooktooth and the other orcs listened as Fiona described her plan to get inside. Several minutes later, the clang of swords and shouts rang out from the castle just outside the inner sanctum. The orcs were smashing human swords against shields and shouting in fake pain. Even Hooktooth participated in the ruse, howling in anger, and then flopping down onto the floor with a gurgling cry.

It was silent then and Fiona crept up to the door. She listened. She could hear whispers on the other side. Fiona pounded her fists on the door.

“Your Majesty! Your Majesty! The Knights of the Burning Cup have attacked the orcs! They’re fighting in the east wing!”

“Fiona? Is that you?” Queen Gwynevere called through the door. “Are we saved?”

“Not yet, Your Majesty,” said Fiona, pressing her naked body against the door. “The knights are outnumbered still, but the area is clear here. I am going to flee with several of the servants. The orcs outside are dead.”

The door opened, just a crack. It was enough. Hooktooth’s enormous hand slammed in through the opening and he yanked the door so wide and so violently that it chipped the stone wall it hit. Queen Gwynevere and her two daughters, Luciana and Penelope, looked up in horror, their faces streaked with tears as they clutched their hands to their ample busts.

“You mine now!” snarled Hooktooth.

“You stupid bitch,” laughed Fiona. “You and your daughters are going to be Hooktooth’s breeding slaves!”

Hooktooth and the orcs charged into the inner sanctum laughing, grabbing whatever servants and women they could find and hacking the men to pieces. It was a bloody few seconds and then, the orcs retreated with their prizes.

Hooktooth took the queen and her daughters as his personal prizes, tossing them into his tent as the orcs celebrated their final victory. For her part in securing Queen Gwynevere, Fiona was granted her request to join Hooktooth. She helped him strip the queen naked, smacking her ass and shoving her down to all fours.

“Look at these tits, master,” laughed Fiona, sitting on the queen’s slender back and reaching under her to grope her hanging breasts. “They’ve fed two daughters and three sons. Imagine how they’ll feed your half-breeds.”

“Yes, much milk from them,” groaned Hooktooth, forcing Luciana’s head down onto his cock as his other hand twisted in Penelope’s hair and pressed her face against his balls. The moaning princesses licked and sucked because they had little choice. Luciana gagged desperately, choking on Hooktooth’s cock as he watched Fiona. She sat atop the queen’s face, smothering the queen’s pitiful pleading with her creamy cunt, smearing and dripping orc cum into the queen’s mouth.

“Lick!” shouted Fiona, pinching and twisting the queen’s nipples. Queen Gwynevere moaned and began to lick, her tongue following Fiona’s folds and her mouth soon filling with the slimy discharge of a dozen orcs.

Hooktooth enjoyed the show as Fiona rode the queen’s face, but it wasn’t long before his lust took over. He threw the princesses aside and grabbed hold of Gwynevere’s creamy thighs. She howled against Fiona’s cunt as he slammed his cock into her, ruining her for any man as he pounded his fat orc dick into her pussy. Slicked with her daughter’s cum and bile. Fiona savored the cries of agony from the queen and bounced her ass on Gwynevere’s face.

“It’s hopeless, Your Majesty,” laughed Fiona. “Once he cums inside you, you’ll belong to him!”

“Mmmmmnnnnnn!” wailed Gwynevere.

“Move,” shouted Hooktooth, roughly shoving Fiona aside. “I look into her eyes as I claim her womb.”

“Filthy orc!” moaned Gwynevere. “I will never—NNHNNNK!”

Her protests were silenced by Hooktooth’s hand closing around her slender neck. He choked her as her face went red, spitting onto her face and laughing as he sawed his huge cock in and out of her pussy. Fiona watched, pleasuring herself, pulling the princesses to her breasts and forcing them to suck her tits as she watched Hooktooth fuck their mother.

The queen’s abdomen bulged with that huge orc cock. Her eyes rolled, on the brink of losing consciousness from being choked. Hooktooth roared his furious climax and plowed his massive load of orc spunk deep into her pussy. It gushed out, overflowing her folds as Fiona climaxed sympathetically.

Hooktooth unsheathed his twitching green cock from the queen’s creamy depths. Fiona laughed and shoved the queen’s daughters towards it.

“Lick him clean, sluts,” she laughed, spanking their pert bottoms. “You two are next.”

“Mmmmmm, good sluts,” laughed Hooktooth, rocking back against his heels as he cradled the princesses against his cock. “You good, Fiona. You be my harem mistress.”

Fiona laughed with delight as she climbed back astride the face of Queen Gwynevere and smothered the red-faced royal with her plush bottom. Her fun with the orcs had only just begun.


15.7

A Bad End for the Spidercap’s Brides

The village was dark and silent. There were several small houses, a single two-story structure, possibly a tavern, and a stone temple to a nameless god. Everything was completely covered in cobwebs. Roofs, windows, doorways, the derelict wagon in the roadway, and the mounds of moldering straw outside the barn.

Cold fear crawled up Beatrix’s back as she imagined the army of spiders it must have taken to robe everything in webbing. Somehow the silence was worse. It was the silence of a spider’s web at night. Waiting to trap some unsuspecting insect.

Well, I’m no bug and I’m definitely suspecting, thought Beatrix, brandishing her sword in one hand and torch in the other.

She would have simply gone around the village, but she was looking for Mishanna. The elf had scouted ahead and had not returned. Beatrix had found Mishanna’s twin daggers when approaching this spider-cursed village. The curved blades were stuffed through her belt, waiting to be returned to the shapely deep elf when she was found.

“I’ll search under every web-covered rock if I have to,” muttered Beatrix as she started into the village. It was the eerie silence of it all that most unnerved her. The cobwebs muffled every sound, from her footfalls to her breathing. Strands covering window frames and doorways undulated gently in the night breeze.

Beatrix made her way to the first house, burning the cobwebs over the entrance and pulling open the door to reveal a mummified horror within. Everything – ceiling, walls, furniture, and floors – was covered in webbing. There were four humanoid shapes wrapped in spider’s silk and bound tightly in the webbing. Beatrix did not want to enter the tomblike silence of the house, but she had to know if Mishanna was in those bundles.

She advanced cautiously, struggling with the web on the floor as it clung to her boots and had to be burned away with the torch every few steps. She reached the bodies wrapped tightly in webbing. It was easy to imagine an immense spider holding a human like an insect and wrapping over and over.

Two of the bodies were shriveled and there were bloodstains and puncture marks on the silk of these. The thought of being helplessly wrapped in silk filled Beatrix with horror. She pulled back the webbing from the faces and found two men, their features shriveled like ancient mummies and their lips drawn back from their teeth. There were bite marks on their necks and several other places on their bodies, as if one or more giant spiders had fed repeatedly. The bloodstains were dried, though there was little decay evident.

The other two humans wrapped in webs were far more disturbing. These were women, their stomachs swollen and ruptured as if from within to reveal a horrifying view of their gnawed corpses. Beatrix turned away, then forced herself to look again. These corpses were still wet with blood. Whatever had burst out of them had done so relatively recently.

Could one of these women be Mishanna? Beatrix had to know. She tore the silk from their faces. The sight of them was as gruesome as their burst bellies, but at least they were not Mishanna.

“There is still time,” whispered Beatrix, fear threatening to make her teeth chatter. She backed out of the house and set the torch to it. The spider silk caught easily and in seconds the first house was consumed by flames. Beatrix moved on to the others, searching them and finding similar disturbing scenes of death. The men were fed upon and drained of blood; the women were used as hosts for some sort of parasite that ate its way out of their bodies.

Not even Zimon seemed capable of such horrific evil. Whatever had taken over this village came here of its own volition. It came here to feed and to breed.

“No,” growled Beatrix, her determination hardening, “it came here to burn.”

She put the torch of the last of the houses and watched as the cobwebs were consumed by flames and the timbers beneath began to burn. She turned away and marched towards the temple. Somehow, she knew that this was where she would find the nest. Where the creature had taken Mishanna. Where she would avenge these poor townsfolk.

She burned the cobwebs away from the entrance to the temple and kicked in the doors with a muffled boom. She stopped short as her torchlight caught the voluptuous female shape dangling from the rafters just above the temple’s altar. The legs of the woman were bent back and tied by webbing so that they hung obscenely exposed. Her lavender-tinted thighs and gaping cunt dripped with monstrous slime in long, glistening strands. Her ovum-filled abdomen bulged beneath the spider’s wrap.

“Mishanna,” whispered Beatrix. She was sure of it. She had to get those eggs out of her before they hatched or Mishanna would end up like those other women. She started towards her friend.

That was when the creature trundled out of the shadows. It was not spider, nor man, but some bear-sized demon that combined both into a hideous purple-gray body. It bulged unnaturally, its arms and legs long and slender like an arachnid and its head combing the features of man and spider in a most hideous way. Its mandibles dripped with venom. It gazed at Beatrix with two large eyes with six smaller eyes curving around its huge head.

“Kraaaaaaaa!” it hissed, and an almost prehensile cock of lurid violet flesh rose from its grotesque groin.

Beatrix tried to brandish her sword. Her brow furrowed. Terror froze her, motionless, as the Spidercap stalked towards her. She was defenseless. Too terrified to move. As it drew nearer, Beatrix’s will to resist the creature broke. She tossed her weapon to the webbed floor and fell to her knees.

The Spidercap hissed triumphantly. It had seen this reaction many times before. The humans knew when they were beaten. Their minds broke as they contemplated the fate that awaited them and it made things all the easier for the creature. It scuttled towards Beatrix and loomed over her. It reached out and gingerly took the torch from her hand, extinguishing the flame with a sizzling gob of saliva. She did not even flinch.

The Spidercap was gratified by this. Sometimes they pretended and lashed out at the last minute, but this one knew she was truly defeated.

A smile crept on Beatrix’s face as the Spidercap lifted her by her armpits and forced her to gaze into its ghastly face. She was reflected in its huge black eyes. It hissed and bared its massive mandibles, more venom dripping out. She thought the creature might possess some intelligence, but it was not interested in talking.

With alarming speed, it bundled her against its disgustingly soft and bristled abdomen and carried her back into a soft funnel of webbing that served as its bed. Its black claws flashed and Beatrix gasped as it slashed at her clothing with the precision of a butcher removing excess fat from a cut of the loin. It stripped her breasts bare and flicked its black claws over her trembling mounds and the slenderness of her abdomen. Its back claws tore away her boots and it shredded her trousers and panties leaving only a few light scratches upon her pale legs.

“Goddess, please let it be quick,” prayed Beatrix.

The Spidercap did not understand her words, but it suspected her sentiment. This human desired a quick death. But such was not the plan for a female. Particularly one so lovely and well-suited to nourishing a clutch of its eggs. No, this human would endure much and suffer great pain before the Spidercap was finished with it.

Beatrix whimpered as the Spidercap moved atop her and began to secrete sticky webbing from its spinneret. It did this with brutal efficiency, spinning her this way and that and turning her upside down as it completely wrapped her body in layers of silk. It wrapped her with her arms at her sides and her legs bents back until her knees were almost against her chest like she had seen with Mishanna. It left her cunt and part of her ass exposed and she moaned with despair as she felt it rubbing against her. First its bristly abdomen and then the cool pulsating length of its cock.

Her mind was too broken to form coherent thoughts, but the animal part of her brain knew what was coming next. She was going to be used for egg-laying. Used and fucked. Filled with eggs and sperm for her warm body to gestate inside her plundered womb.

Then the Spidercap sank its fangs into her shoulders and began to pump her full of its venom. This venom was a peculiar injection of aphrodisiacs and muscle relaxing toxins intended to make the prey more submissive during the mating ritual. Beatrix’s pulse slowed as her body relaxed in her bindings. She began to smile, out of her mind with a mixture of throbbing desire and abject terror.

The Spidercap hissed and turned her body in its powerful arms, presenting her for inspection. It’s scent receptors breathed in the familiar musk of a human in the flush of fertility. Her cunt dripping. Her pussy trembling with need. Her womb ready to be taken by force. The Spidercap crawled atop her in the funnel-shaped web of its nest. It clung to the upper curve with one claw and held Beatrix steady with the other. Its feet were wide apart to support its weight on the strong but flexible silk of its web.

The cock of the Spidercap was loathsome by any human standard. It was a lurid violet color and glistening with jellylike slime. It was also longer than Beatrix’s forearm and fist, with a deep indentation and a scooped shape to its cockhead. There was a very wide hole in the end to permit the injection of ova and the release of a massive amount of sperm. There was also a tiny fleshy protrusion beneath this hole that resembled a worm. This was the tickler that would coax open the human’s cervix and allow the Spidercap to enter her womb and seize it for his own purposes. The human would enjoy this final invasion, he well knew. The sounds they always made were to entice him to complete his mating process.

“Pleeeeeeeaaaassseee,” moaned Beatrix, wiggling her hips against the bindings and squeezing her inner muscles. “Do ittttt. Fuck meeeee!”

The Spidercap shifted atop her. Beatrix moaned as she felt its weight pressing down. Its cock rubbing against the exposed backs of her thighs. Her bare buttocks. Her crack, oozing with arachnid slime, and finally, cool and slippery, tickling against her aching cunt. It teased her with its tickler. Rubbing back and forth against her cunt and her twitching asshole. She didn’t care which hole it thrust that cock into, but she felt empty without it inside her body.

“Please! I need it!” she panted. “I need to be fucked! Need to be filled with your… your spider sperm!”

She laughed at her own words. The Spidercap took a tight hold, hooking its claw into her bindings as it suddenly lurched forward. The massive cock bulled its way into her pussy, stretching apart her netherlips and plunging into her body. The tip collided with her cervix and she gasped. It drew back and returned to tickle against her deepest passage. The Spidercap began to thrust with rhythmic precision, rubbing its huge cock inside her stretched cunt and filling her with its lubricating jelly. The smell of it was strange and pungent. The weight of it was somehow comforting to her.

“Yessssssss,” she hissed beneath it. The jaws of the creature clicked and it hissed in reply. Was it communicating with her? Encouraging her? She jerked her hips in the webbing and pushed back against the strange cock tickling at her womb.

So good! Like being fucked by a giant! Or by a god! Her pleasure built with each thrust until she felt her climax surging and her cervix yielding to it. To him! To her lover!

“YESSSSS!” she cried, hoarse with ecstasy as his huge cock thrust into that impossibly tight hole. She knew she should have been in agony… but it didn’t hurt. It felt incredible! Her body was being claimed by the Spidercap. A once in a lifetime chance to feel her purpose being physically changed. From human woman to the mewling broodmother for an Spidercap.

That sick knowledge only fueled Beatrix’s demented ecstasy. She writhed within the web, pushing back against the massive cock intruding into her womb and painting its walls with jelly that would nourish the growing ova. The huge appendage was fastened tightly into the narrow channel of Beatrix’s cervix. It began to push forth eggs the size of large marbles. This process was akin to cumming, with powerful contractions propelling several eggs at a time out of its ovipositor along with spurts of jellylike lubricant. Each pump relieved the pressure holding back its actual orgasm.

The Spidercap clicked its mandibles loudly and began to thrust with complete abandon, its strokes becoming ragged and its weight threatening to suffocate Beatrix. It was always a danger that an Spidercap might kill its lover during the mating process. But, no, this one was tougher than most. She whimpered beneath it, but continued to move her hips and push back against its huge cock as the Spidercap pumped the last of its eggs into her womb.

“Cum… for… me…”

The words were barely audible beneath the Spidercap’s clicking mandibles and rasping chitin. The human repeated them and though the Spidercap had no concept of the actual meaning, it understood the human’s desire. It felt the same desire. The need to release its seed.

Beatrix howled with mad ecstasy as she felt the eggs heavy in her abdomen and the Spidercap’s cock swelling further. It was going to cum. She knew it. She craved it.

“Pump me full,” she wheezed. “Every drop! Pour it into… into my womb!”

The lewd sounds its cock was making as it pounded into her cunt might have been nauseating under other circumstances, but they drove her desire to be filled. She wanted to be ruined by the Spidercap. To be completely taken and claimed. Her body just a glorified egg case for the spiderlings that would grow in her belly.

“One spurt,” she gasped breathlessly. “One spurt is all… all it will take. Cum for me. Cum, my love. I am yours. I am your bride!”

Had it been this way for Mishanna? Had the stern elf pleaded for the Spidercap’s cum? Beatrix laughed madly at the thought. How could Mishanna have done otherwise? The Spidercap was magnificent! Better than any man!

“Cummmmmmmmmm!” wailed Beatrix, expelling all the breath in her crushed body to get the word out.

The mating cry of the human finally drove the Spidercap over the edge. It thrust one last time into her cervix, burying its cockhead in her womb and hilting completely in her stretched cunt. It experienced a dizzying rush of pleasure, for as it warped the purpose of the human, so too did the Spidercap know its own purpose: to procreate! To mate! To breed!

“SKREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” it screeched with arachnid pleasure.

Powerful spasms traveled the length of its massive cock. The sensation of the ova rubbing against its tip and the human’s ruined cervix squeezing around its shaft were exquisite. Pleasure rushed through its body and then, in a wretched welter of seminal fluid, in began to cum inside the human’s womb.

Beatrix’s eyes bulged at the sensation. It was as if a second heart was beating inside her, each pump pouring a flood of Spidercap cum into her womb. Drenching the eggs. Drowning her womb. Her pleasure reached new peeks as she was bred by the Spidercap. An orgasm that no human could ever comprehend or endure unprepared. Her entire body convulsing with ecstasy in time to the massive spurts of Spidercap seed. Thick, slimy gushes overflowed her womb, stuffed her cunt, and poured out of her stretched folds. She could feel the cum pouring down her thighs with each pump. Her mouth hung open, her tongue dangling out and tasting the strange softness of the web, her eyes rolling back as her mind broke in half.

The Spidercap remained atop Beatrix for a very long time. She savored every moment and felt every pulse of its cock and ever oozing release of its seed into her ruined womb. When its cock retreated and finally slipped from her pussy, she felt bereft. She whimpered wordlessly. She made pitiful pleading sounds for more and jerked her hips to entice it.

Instead, she was lifted from the funnel and carried into the temple where she was hung from a rafter alongside Mishanna, the excess cum dripping from her gaping cunt in long, glistening strands that spattered onto the floor. The air was cool against her sopping folds. Her shameful pose excited and she imagined the temple filling with worshippers who stared in awe at her glorious transformation. Over the next few hours, the excess semen formed a plug to seal the brood into her womb. Even this disgusting process gave her pleasure, as the plug rubbed inside her and pulled against her inner walls. She whimpered and experienced a strange orgasm, her pussy contracting as it dangled exposed and smeared with Spidercap cum.

After several hours, the Spidercap returned, sniffing at the human and the elf to make sure they were both alive and well. It snipped the silk holding back the legs of each in turn. It wrapped their long legs in bindings, listening to their contented whimpering. Their bellies swollen with its eggs. It churred against them, soothing them and letting them feel the vibrations of its body. These two were well made. The Spidercap had every confidence that its latest broods would survive inside their warm wombs.

In the coming days they would swell, their breasts growing uselessly heavy with milk. Perhaps the Spidercap would drink this cream or leave it to drip from their swollen teats. It was only a curiosity to the Spidercap. A fluid the prey offered him as if in gratitude. Then, after days, the brood would be born and the human and elf would know a final few moments of ecstasy as their sacrifice was complete.

Beatrix moaned within the wrappings, her only hope now that someone might come upon her in the web before the brood inside her was ready to be born. She moaned dully, uncertain if fear or the pleasure of being full caused her to make the sound.

She seemed doomed, but so long as she lived there was still hope. Perhaps her elf companion Nellie would save her…


15.8

The Orc Lover Epilogue

Fiona Wilder had never known power until she became a slave to the orcs.

The buxom, redheaded young maid had helped Hooktooth and his orcs sack Dowley Castle and capture Queen Gwynevere and her two daughters, Luciana, and Penelope. As a reward for this treachery, Fiona had been given a favored status among the orcs as Hooktooth’s harem mistress. She kept Hooktooth happy and made sure his slave girls were obedient. She could move freely throughout the castle and speak her mind to the orcs she encountered. Hooktooth, usually so possessive, did not even mind if she fucked other orcs. She was freer wearing the collar of an orc slave than she had ever been as a servant of the queen.

Of course, in the year since the capture of Dowley Castle, being a harem mistress had become more like overseeing a nursery. The castle’s stone halls echoed with the sounds of squalling infants. Hungry half-orc babies were shuffled here and there to wet nurses and sleeping rooms. The wails of slaves giving birth sounded day and night. But the slave girls had learned to desire pregnancy. If you were pregnant, after the first few months you were moved out of the harem in the dungeon and into the upper wings of the castle. After birth, there was even a short period of rest before the women were return to the harem.

Fiona, bare-breasted, but standing proud as she walked down the hall, approached Hooktooth’s bedchamber with a sense of excitement. Her tits had grown fat and laden with milk, pink areolas spreading and nipples thickening following the birth of her first two half-orc sons, but her slender abdomen had returned. Despite her heavy tits, bouncing tautly with the engorged weight of her milk, she was no wet nurse. She reserved her cream for the hungry warlord of the orcs and his perverse amusement.

She knocked once at his door.

“Master Hooktooth,” she called out sweetly. “It is me, your fire-haired slut.”

“Mmmmm. Good. Come in,” growled Hooktooth.

The massive orc was propped up on his bed, two slave girls freshly-fucked beside him, their asses up and leaking cum and their slender necks in chains. Fiona glanced at them. One was dusky-skinned, suggesting the orc campaign into the human desert lands was meeting with success. The other was as fair-skinned and red-headed as Fiona, but the girl was skinny and with hardly any breasts. Both seemed dazed and broken by the pleasures they had received from the massive orc.

“Good,” said Hooktooth, shoving the women off the bed and onto the floor. “Come sit. Fill cup for me.”

“Of course, master,” purred Fiona, picking up Hooktooth’s favorite golden chalice and bringing it over to the bed. She climbed onto it beside him and nestled in the crook of his arm. One huge, muscular arm wrapped her pale curves, and he drew her tight, looking down at her swollen tits and stiff nipples.

She placed the golden chalice on her thigh with the wide cup beneath her left breast and squeezed with her practiced hand. Fiona’s milk spurted out, pattering into the chalice and beginning to fill the cup with her cream. Hooktooth rumbled approvingly, watching each spurt of milk patter into the golden vessel. His huge cock, limp against his thigh, began to stir. As it rose from his lap, Fiona reached over with her free hand, grasping his greasy length and beginning to pump her fingers up and down his bulging shaft.

“Tell me,” rumbled Hooktooth. “How queen and princesses?”

“The queen remains miserable, master,” said Fiona. “I milk her for her children and grandchildren, force her to clean my cunt and my ass with her tongue, but she remembers the days of her royalty too fondly. She will not even look upon the sons she has given you when I bring them to see their mother. As for her daughters, well…”

Fiona paused in stroking Hooktooth’s huge cock to grasp her right breast and squirt milk directly onto his hardness. He groaned as the warm cream spattered his turgid green cock. Fiona moaned softly and smeared the milk with her fingers and resumed pumping her hand on him.

“Luciana and Penelope are doing well, master,” she said. “They are eager for more visits from you and have taken well to their duties pleasuring your chosen warriors. I ensure that no orc will seed them but you and have taught them many methods that will bring you great pleasure when you call them to your bed.”

“New cunt good,” said Hooktooth, sparing a hand to smack the rear of one of the slaves collapsed beside the bed. “But you best. You fuck me now. Give me milk.”

Hooktooth grabbed the chalice from her hand and gulped down Fiona’s fresh milk. She laughed with delight as he tossed the chalice aside, drawing her into his arms and smothering her lips with a milk-flavored kiss. Fiona swung a thigh across his muscular body and settled her cunt atop his huge cock. She slid down onto him, slowly impaling herself as his huge hands grasped her plush bottom and he began to lick and kiss at her dripping tits.

Fiona only really felt alive when she had an orc cock buried deep in her pussy and Hooktooth’s was one of the best. She rode hard and fast atop him, knowing how he liked the way her bouncing tits slapped against his face and spattered him with more milk. The sounds of rutting filled the room, punctuated by Fiona’s wails of pleasure and the deep grunts of the mighty orc.

“Cum!” he demanded. “Cum on cock!”

“Yessss!” cried Fiona, giving in to her pleasure and riding with bucking abandon atop his mighty pulsating pillar.

She was still cumming as he grabbed her by her throat and slammed her onto her back on the bed. He plunged his cock into her, a massive, throbbing meat piston that plundered her core. Battering her womb and sliding against her clutching walls. Hooktooth roared with bestial ecstasy and unleashed a hot, pumping flood of his seed into her cunt. She shook with the intensity of his pleasure and basked in the hot, overflowing tide of his spunk as it drenched the crack of her ass and poured into her womb.

Fiona had never felt more powerful than when she was impaled on an orc cock. It was her every dream come true.


Book Sixteen: Alien Prey
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A Galaxy of Dark Alien Lust Awaits

By Amanda Clover


Prologue

Mayday!

Gorloks! Why did it have to be gorloks?

First Officer Janna Richtofen yanked the control stick for the scout craft and sent it spinning through the burning tracers that lit the void. It was a pirouette that left the alien gunners a split second behind the sleek ship, their shells sputtering harmlessly out into darkness.

“Pulling a lot of Gs!” warned Kira Hido. The slender ensign was belted into the seat to Janna’s right side. Her head wobbling as she fought to stay conscious against the spinning G-forces.

Tayla, Valeria, and Livia had already blacked out from the force, their heads dangling limp in their restraints. Janna realized Kira was right and straightened out. A move she regretted instantly as the junky gorlok fighters accelerated towards her. The ramshackle ships barely looked like they were voidworthy, but their oversized engines made them fast.

“There are not supposed to be gorloks on the eastern rim,” cried Kira, fearfully watching a fresh stream of tracers sail past the scout craft’s canopy. “Their invasion fleets are halfway across the galaxy!”

“Raiders looking for slaves,” shouted Janna, jinking around another salvo. “The last thing we want is to end up in shackles on their mothership. I bet it is hiding there, behind that moon.”

“No wonder we didn’t pick it up on long range scans.” Kira gripped the arms of her seat as Janna redirected hard with maneuver thrusters.

Janna clenched her jaw tightly. Even the veteran pilot felt like her guts were going to come out of her mouth. Janna’s quick reaction saved them from eating an engine-full of explosive shells but exposed the scout craft’s port side maneuver pod. She heard several loud bangs vibrate through the pressure hull and felt the ship go slippery.

“Thrusters… firing randomly!” Janna cried, fighting the stick.

Tayla and Livia were coming around. They realized the dire situation as red lights began to flash and warning alarms began to sound.

“We need to eject!” cried Kira.

“Not here,” gasped Janna, desperately trying to control the scout craft. “Send word to Captain Agrippina! I’m going to try to land on that planet!”

“Mayday! Mayday!” Kira shouted into the long-range comms. “This is Rubrum Primis to Sword of Redemption! We are heavily damaged and being pursued by gorlok raiders! We must land immediately on—" 

“Congoro is a Type-X world!” cried Livia, shouting to be heard over the ship’s warning sirens. “It’s full of dangerous flora and fauna! We can’t land there!”

“You’re the Xenobiologist! You’re going to have to keep us alive!” shouted Janna, guiding the scout ship towards the blue-green planet’s hazy atmosphere.

Another salvo of gorlok shells tore at the scout craft. Flames belched into the crew compartment and were sucked back out by the fire extinguisher system. Before Janna could even react, the escape system tripped the ejector pods in the back two seats. Livia and the still-unconscious Valeria were dropped through hatches in the floor and two egg-shaped pods were fired out of the scout ship’s underside.

Janna had no time to save them. It would have taken her minutes to redirect the scout ship and circle back. But the two white pods with their flashing red lights attracted the attention of the gorloks. The trio of lumbering fighters slowed and approached the pods. One of them realized the scout ship was not slowing down and resumed the chase, but it gave Janna more room to maneuver.

“They’re gone,” shouted Kira, her face smeared with soot from the momentary burst of fire.

“What do we do now?” cried Tayla.

“We land,” said Janna, jaw clenched and face determined. “And hope that message reached Captain Agrippina. She will chase off these gorloks and rescue us. I know it.”

A controlled landing was not possible with a gorlok fighter hard on her tail. The damaged scout ship hit the upper atmosphere of Congoro and started to burn. They plunged deeper, through thick clouds and sizzling rain, the ship vibrating and starting to lose parts.

“I’ll ride her down,” shouted Janna. “You two eject over that landmass! Try to time your ejection to land close together! We’re all wearing rescue transponders. They’ll find us. They’ll come for us. Now go! Eject!”

There was no time to argue. The flaming ship screamed over white-capped seas, a rocky coast, and then a green, mountainous jungle that seemed to span the entire continent. Tayla gave Janna a last, terrified look and said something, but it was lost to the roar of the descent and the warning sirens. The Xenobiologist hit her ejection button and her escape pod disappeared. An instant later, Kira hit the button and disappeared without a goodbye.

Janna felt the ship rock as the second pod fired away from the burning hull. She knew there was little chance the two women would land close to each other. Inside the thick atmosphere, the pods would deploy parachutes and the heavy crosswinds would push them far apart.

“More reason for me to live,” said Janna, trying to focus on getting the ship down in one piece. She knew it would never fly again, but maybe she could salvage some survival gear or weapons. She had little control over the ship. The stabilizer wings were gone. The main engines were burning. Using only two remaining maneuver thrusters she managed to steer its descent towards a clearing near a lake. At the last moment, the ship rolled over unexpectedly and plunged into the water. The flames were extinguished as the scout ship’s nose cut through the dark brown water with a jarring impact.

The ship sunk several meters deep. Water began pouring into the cockpit. Janna, hanging upside down in her restraints, shook off the impact and cut herself loose. She dropped into the pooling water inside the cockpit.

No time to think. She took a deep breath and hit the canopy eject. Water flooded in, but Janna rode upwards in a bubble of air. She burst to the surface, gasping, and spitting out the warm, mucky water. She was only twenty meters or so from the shore of the lake.

Twenty long meters as the water seemed to boil around her. Eels. Each of the shimmering red eels was as long as Janna’s leg and as thick as her wrist. A huge swarm of them swirled around her and nipped at her boots and the legs of her uniform. Blood dripped from a gash in Janna’s head and splashed the water. The blood sent the creatures into a frenzy. They snapped and bit at her much more aggressively. Their teeth weren’t strong enough to bite through the protective weave of her uniform, but each bite hurt.

“Damn you!” cried Janna, flailing her limbs, and trying to keep her exposed fingers out of their snapping mouths. One of the eels managed to grab hold of the communicator on her chest and tear it free. The silver disc disappeared into its ugly, needle-toothed maw and the eel swam away. “My transponder! You bastard!”

Something frightened the eels. As suddenly as they had swarmed Janna, they dispersed in every direction. A dark shadow moved beneath the brown water. Something big swimming rapidly towards Janna.

“Oh, fuck,” gasped Janna, turning and swimming as fast as she could towards the shore. Halfway to shore she was able to feel the lakebed beneath her and managed to get on her feet. The dark shape was still coming closer. A barnacle-encrusted back broke the water’s surface. Four eyes were visible through the water. A huge mouth. A reaching tongue.

Janna struggled in waist-deep water, running as fast as she could as the dark shape closed in on her. The huge, prehistoric-looking reptile breached the surface. It reached for her with clawed hands, opening a toothy maw big enough to swallow her body in one gulp. She rolled onto her back and kicked away from it, but the creature grabbed her legs in one huge claw and bound them together as it closed its fist.

She saw that it was somewhere between humanoid and crocodile. She fought more desperately as it squeezed her legs together in its grasp. It was more than three times her size and easily able to drag her down into the water. Bubbles from her last scream escaped her mouth. She fought until her lungs burned from holding her breath.

I don’t want to die this way, thought Janna. I don’t want to end up as food for some alien monster.

It was no use. She beat her hands against the reptilian creature’s claw. She held her breath as long as she could and then finally sucked water into her lungs. The darkness closed in on her quickly, the last words ringing in her head as darkness smothered her mind were Livia’s warning about Congoro.

“It’s full of dangerous flora and fauna! We can’t land there!”

Janna’s life replayed in her oxygen-starved mind. Childhood on Terra Magnus. Joining the imperial fleet academy and becoming a scout pilot. Her posting on Sword of Redemption under Captain Agrippina. She thought of the beautiful, white-haired captain. Thought of how she had failed the proud woman. How she had failed the rest of her crew on the scout ship.


16.1

The Fruit Peddler

Just as the final peace of death beckoned, Janna woke up gasping. She was on her back, vomiting up brackish water. It was dark around her, but not completely dark. She could see faint bluish light above her that seemed to poke through the branches of a leafless tree. It was hard to understand what she was seeing while hacking out two lungsful of water.

She finally recovered enough to come to her senses. Not dead. Not yet at least. She was in a torn and bloodied uniform, one breast showing through the ripped material and the legs of her flight suit ripped to shreds. She had wide bruises on her thighs and shins from the constricting claws of the giant reptile.

Wherever she was, she could hear the strange chug of water around her. Things moved in the light. She was lying on a wide mat of damp aquatic grass that seemed to fill a basket of thick, weatherworn wood. Wreckage? Flotsam?

“No,” she gasped, cold fear shooting down to her core. “A nest. It has brought me back to its nest.”

As if to confirm her conclusion, the reptile suddenly thrust its snout and then whole head through the wooden basket. Water dripped in around its head as it wriggled its huge reptilian body into the chamber. A membrane of some sort closed behind it, sealing the nest inside a large bubble beneath the deep lake.

“No! Stay back!” cried Janna, retreating into a corner and pulling her knees against her chest.

The reptile opened its mouth, revealing a wide tongue and rows of curved fangs. It dropped several fist-sized pink fruits onto the mat of sea grass. It looked at Janna, blinking its huge yellow eyes. When she remained huddled in the corner, it nudged one of the pink fruits towards her with its claw.

“You… you want me to eat it?”

“SSSsssssssss,” replied the creature, its long, pink tongue flicking across its sharp teeth and wide, scaly mouth.

Janna picked up one of the fruits. Still warm from the creature’s mouth, suggesting it was some sort of scaly mammal and not a cold-blooded reptile. She held the fruit up to her nose and sniffed. Pungent. Sour. Slightly fermented smelling.

She didn’t want to eat the fruit, but she did not know what else to do. She was alone, trapped, bruised, and terrified. The prisoner of this inhuman predator.

It hissed again.

“Alright,” she said.

She bit into the soft, overripe fruit and strong liquid burst across her tongue. It was sweet, delicious, and intoxicating. The creature stared at her as she ate, the pulp of the fruit feeling warm with alcohol in her belly. When she finished one fruit, juice dripping from her chin and down her exposed breast, her captor rolled another towards her with its claw.

“Are you stuffing me for the feast?” she wondered aloud, but by then she was feeling good. Her fears had given way to a general warm euphoria. She ate a second fruit and then a third. Her whole body grew hotter inside as she chewed the pulpy fruit and the juices covered her breast in sticky liquid.

The creature leaned its snout closer. It sniffed and carefully tore open her uniform to free her other breast. Its huge tongue lazily dragged across Janna’s tits and sensitive nipples. She suppressed a moan as it ran its tongue back and forth across her buds. Warm saliva spilled down her glistening chest.

“Thissshhh pretty good. I like it. Gimme another one,” she slurred, reaching for another melon. She bit into it as the creature began licking her tits over and over. Its tongue sliding over and between them. Reaching up to her chin. And then into her mouth. She moaned as the monster’s tongue slid against hers.

The fruit dropped from her hand, forgotten, as warm waves of desire rippled through her body. Her arms seemed to come up of their own volition as she embraced the long, thick neck of the alien predator.

“Mmmmmooohhhh… don’t… donnnn’t eat me though,” she giggled.

Janna knew she might have easily been gulped down the creature’s massive maw, but dinner was not at all what the creature desired. Janna grew hotter and hotter from its attention, her body burning up with desire, her legs shamelessly spread as the creature tore away the last of Janna’s uniform.

The creature’s huge snout nudged at her cunt. Sniffing. Tasting. A claw tearing away her flimsy underwear. It must have smelled what it wanted, because it began to lap at her cunny and her sensitive asshole. The creature’s alien eyes looked at Janna as she squirmed with pleasure. It seemed to savor each lick as it drove her into one languid orgasm after another. She flopped helplessly, laughing, her eyes rolling as she bucked against the beast’s tongue.

The heat within this strange lair grew until Janna felt as if she was melting. Her body was drenched in sweat and the beast licked her relentlessly, like an anteater tasting the tunnels of a termite. Thrusting its tongue deep into her gushing cunny or curling it between her buttocks. She clung to the scaly beast, surrendering to the pleasure. To the waves of drunken ecstasy.

When the creature decided the time was right, it was not rough, but it forcefully rolled her over and its clawed hands lifted her hips. She knew what was coming next. She looked back over her shoulder at the twin cocks. The upper was smaller and covered in bumps and the lower as thick as her wrist, red, and flared like a hound’s erection.

“Holy Father,” she moaned, her fingers twisting in the mat of aquatic grass as she braced herself. “Forgive me for what I dooOOOOOoooooOOOoo!”

She howled as the alien beast mounted her, thrusting its bumpy cock up her twitching ass and stretching her cunt wider than any lover she had known before and thrusting to the tight barrier of her cervix. The beast’s claws seemed to wrap around her slender waist. It pounded its cocks into her with the forceful enthusiasm of a creature with a singular purpose: to breed. To reproduce.

For Janna’s warm human body was exactly the sort of vessel the beast required for its seed. A creature that could be implanted and squeezed for nourishing milk. A creature too weak to threaten it or its young.

“Aaahhhhhh! Yesssss!” cried Jenna, her pain and fear giving way to a plunging, abyssal ecstasy. She was plummeting into madness as her body was wracked with waves of pleasure. Cumming and squeezing the cocks that were plundering her body.

The beast behind her began hissing and clicking at the back of its throat and Janna knew it was going to cum. She hardly cared by that point. She was pushing back against its thrusts and helping it to feed its hot, throbbing cocks into her eager holes. Slick with her own juices and the copious slime oozing from the creature’s twin cocks. She came again and again, pleasure as relentless as the rutting of the beast’s twin cocks. Her pleasure hammering through her body as she screamed.

As the beast roared.

As her womb was claimed by its blasphemous alien seed. Gushing into her again and again. Filling her ass with slimy pumps. Flooding her womb and curdling her human ovum into the twisted offspring the alien craved. It remained knotted to her cunt for more than an hour. Cumming repeatedly inside her pussy and ass. Smothering her with its scaly bulk. Janna faded in and out of consciousness. Always awakened by another orgasm and drifting off as she felt the cum trickling out of her body.

“Captain Agrippina,” she murmured. “I am… sorry. I have failed you.”

She had always known the odds were she would die in combat for the empire. Most scout ships were lost in battle. Most crews incinerated or blasted into the void. But in all her nightmares or dreams of honor, Janna had never imagined this fate for herself.

Her sweaty, trembling body rocked forward into the soft grass as the huge beast resumed its rutting.

Message Received

Captain Agrippina was a proud officer of the Imperial Navy. A handsome woman in late middle age with a towering bouffant of white hair and a corseted uniform that further enhanced her ample bust. She wore a wide skirt that hid her feet, but all on the marble bridge deck of the Sword of Redemption could hear the high-heeled boots she wore beneath the skirt. Her left eye was cybernetic and whirred and clicked as she examined the map of the star system.

“The calculators have completed their trajectory analysis, madam-captain,” said one of the bridge officers. “We believe that the escape pods jettisoned by Rubrum Primis were captured by the gorlok raiders. The badly damaged ship then entered the atmosphere of the planet known as Congoro, where it broke up on impact with a body of water. There are indications that some of the crew might have survived reentry and jettisoned within the atmosphere.”

“Bring us closer to the planet,” ordered the captain. “Remain on battle standby. The gorloks could not have gone far and they might dare to attack us while we are distracted. But we will not be deterred. We will find my crew’s transponders and bring them back.”

“Yes, captain,” said the officer, saluting sharply.

Captain Agrippina could feel the ship’s engines powering up as it redirected towards the distant speck of Congora visible through the main observation windows. She knew she was vulnerable, Sword of Redemption being only a light cruiser without any picket ships, but she was not afraid. She had bested far more dangerous foes than a gorlok raider. She would not permit such unruly beasts to win. She would take back her crew and make the greenskins pay.


16.2

Lost in Space

The white, ovoid shape of the armored ejection capsule spun through the void at the head of a glittering puff of crystallized exhaust. It was moving with the momentum remaining after its thrusters fired for the first and last time.

Within the capsule, the stars blurred past the tiny viewing port, and Junior Officer and Xenobiologist Livia Zantora thought she could see the Imperial scout ship Rubrum Primis burning away at maximum speed. The capsule spun again, Livia floating almost weightless as her small, firm bottom bounced off her seat and the restraints cinched tight between her perky breasts. The rusty brown braid of her hair curled around her head and drifted past her face.

When the explosive bolts had triggered, launching her into her escape pod, she had been sure she was dead. Still breathing. For the moment. As the pod spun, the view through the porthole made her heart sink deeper. Rubrum Primis was receding into a glowing speck in the distance. The likelihood of being rescued was fading to zero. A half rotation of the capsule and Livia saw two other specks growing larger.

Gorlok fighters. She almost wished they would open fire on her escape capsule and spare her the horrors of captivity on a gorlok vessel. Livia was no anthropologist, but she knew enough about gorlok biology to write a lengthy fleet primer on gorlok habits of cross-species breeding. The hulking, green-skinned aliens were as virile as they were savage and could impregnate almost any sentient species. They were known to use human and elohim female slaves to prevent infighting over the exceedingly rare gorlok females.

One of the junky spacecraft slowed with retro rockets as it approached Livia’s capsule. She saw a ramshackle claw extending from its underside. The pod rotated so that the gorlok fighter was out of view and she felt an impact on the back of her defenseless capsule. She moaned in the restraints as she began to accelerate towards the alien fighter. In moments, the pod was being drawn up against the body of the crude gorlok ship. She glimpsed another light through the porthole. Another escape capsule being caught by a second gorlok fighter.

Valeria? Livia touched her fingertips to the porthole as if she might reach out to her comrade. The view of the other capsule disappeared as the gorlok fighter holding her capsule fired its main thrusters and accelerated towards the alien carrier ship.

She saw the gorlok ship after only a few minutes. A rusty scow of a cruiser. Huge and wallowing. Less a warship and more of a scrap barge with oversized thrusters and covered in acres of armor plating and crude hard-shell cannons. Upon the ship’s irregular superstructure was a giant snarling visage of a tusked gorlok with crossed bones behind it.

Raiders. Far from gorlok territory and creating chaos wherever and however they pleased.

The fighter carrying her pod swung through an atmospheric field and Livia was struck by the roar of engines and the clank of the fighter’s landing strut’s colliding with the hangar deck. She scrambled as gravity returned, the weight of her body hanging in the straps as she fought to unbuckle her restraints. She fumbled with the pistol on her hip, drawing it just as the gorloks tore open the hatch on her pod. A massive green gorlok leaned in, tusks bared as he reached for Livia in her tight armored flight suit.

She fired and her shot snapped off the tip of the alien’s tusk. He howled with rage, grabbing the entire front of her uniform in one massive hand, and flinging her out of the pod.

“Ah! No!” she cried, landing hard on the deck.

The gorlok tore the gun from her hand.

“Bad humie,” he roared, pointing the twin barrels of a much bigger gun in Livia’s face. “You be good or make head explode.”

“Just… just do it,” said Livia, closing her eyes. “Kill me.”

“Kill? Not want to kill!” The gorlok and his comrades laughed. “We like humies. Especially pretty ones.”

The gorlok with the broken tusk grabbed Livia off the deck and slung her petite body over his shoulder. His huge hand squeezed her ass as he began to carry her from the hangar. She fought and kicked, but each attempt to struggle was met with a shockingly powerful spank across her bottom. So hard that her cheeks burned and throbbed following each swat.

“Be good,” growled the gorlok. “No kicking.”

The gorlok carried her to a room that was somewhere between a locker room and a junk pile. There was rusty refuse, shell casings, and benches bolted haphazardly to the deck. The gorlok tossed Livia onto one of the benches and he and the two other crewmen from the fighter surrounded her. They reached for belts and straps and the laces of soot-stained trousers. Their thick green cocks flopped out of their pants.

There was no more laughing. No more threats. Their intention was clear, and Livia fought and kicked desperately to stop them.

“Noooo!” she screamed as the gorlok with the broken tusk tore open her flight suit and exposed her standard issue underwear.

The padded gray bra and slim cut panties cinched against Livia’s pert body as she writhed in the inescapable grasp of the three gorloks. Another rip and the perky mounds of her breasts and tiny pink nipples were exposed. Another rip, a twist of tearing fabric, and they turned her over and bared her creamy ass. She was naked save for the emergency transponder bracelet on her wrist. A spank jiggled her cheeks. Two gorlok fingers rubbed between her legs from behind, stroking the crack of her ass and her dark-thatched cunt.

“This one too little,” said one gorlok, squeezing Livia’s ass. “Need more meat.”

“Cunt is cunt,” growled another and curled his two thick fingers into Livia’s tight channel. She wailed in shock as she was invaded by his digits. Each was as big as a man’s cock and much rougher. The gorloks laughed and the one with the broken tusk swung his cock against her face.

“You suck,” growled the one with the broken tusk. “Or we fuck now.”

“Suck,” urged the other, swinging his cock against Livia’s shoulder and neck. “We fuck later anyway.”

The gorloks laughed and Livia fought back tears. The only thing keeping her sane was the memory that most gorloks could only orgasm once in a day and then became very lethargic. She told herself that if she gave them what they wanted, she might have a chance to escape. Or at least get her hands on one of their giant guns and go out in a blaze of glory.

She reached weakly for the cock dangling in front of her face. The gorlok growled as her hand attempted to encircle his wrist-thick green fuckmeat. She lifted her head from the bench, her body rocking as the gorlok continued to pump his fingers into her pussy. She tried to shut it all out as she looked up at the one-tusked alien and fitted his massive tip into her parted lips.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, tasting the saltiness of his lust oozing from his tip. The foul smell of him stung her nose. He curled a hand around her hair, grabbing her brown braid and using it to drag her mouth down onto his cock. Livia gurgled, eyes watering, as the gorlok began to fuck her face.

He was not as brutal as he might have been, he didn’t want to injure her, but he also did not care about her discomfort. Her throat bulged. It was hard to breathe as his balls swung against her chin and his cock thrust in and out of her gurgling mouth. The gorlok fingering Livia’s cunt decided he wanted something more. He smacked her ass and teased his cock against her pert cheeks. He spread her legs wide, hanging them over the bench, and rubbed his cock against her slick entrance. She gurgled, eyes rolling, as the gorlok thrust inside her.

In that moment, she was ruined for any man. Pain and pleasure stabbed into her depths and her tight cunt stretched to conform to the massive alien cock. The gorlok held her slender waist in his huge hands and worked his massive cock in and out of her pink pussy. As she gurgled and choked on the gorlok cock down her throat, the third gorlok began stroking himself and rubbing the fat helmet of his cock against her shoulder and cheek.

“Mmmnnn! Mmmnnn!” Livia cried out around the cock in her throat to the rhythmic thrusts of the alien fucking her. She reached out, one handed, and stroked the cock rubbing against her face. Drool spilled from her chin and she felt the cock down her throat swelling bigger and bigger.

“This one real slut,” laughed the gorlok fucking Livia.

“Yes, she good,” agreed the broken-tusked alien easing his cock back and slamming it into Livia’s throat again. “Sometimes little humies like big cocks best.”

Livia could only gurgle in answer to their comments, her body rocking forward on the bench with each thrust. Her throat stuffed full of gorlok cock that kept swelling and swelling. She tried to keep her hand pumping on the third alien, but she kept getting distracted by her throat and tight cunt being fucked full of alien cock.

It was the alien behind her that finally roared with pleasure and Livia felt a sudden throbbing inside her and a gush of thick, warm wetness that spilled out of her stuffed cunt. It was too much. More than her body could handle. An oily filth that poured down her thighs and dripped down her legs with each spurt from the gorlok’s pulsating cock.

“AAAARRRR!” roared the gorlok. “Too good! Take seed! Tight humie… fuck slut!”

“She good,” agreed the broken-tusked gorlok. “I give her… something to drink!”

Livia felt a terrifying pump of liquid down her throat. It was followed by another and another as the alien held her face pressed against his muscular body, his cock buried down her throat as he unloaded his seed into her belly. When he finally pulled his huge cock out, the bitter saltiness of him burned her throat. She gasped for air and looked up at him in a daze.

The third alien was done waiting. He grabbed hold of Livia and lifted her onto his cock. He held her bent over, her limbs dangling as he used her like a pleasure toy. She whimpered as cum drooled in long strands from her chin. Her body shaking and slapping against him. Arms swinging. Head bouncing. Eyes rolling. Her cunt sloshing wetly as the gorlok fucked in and out of her and snarled with savage lust.

He finished inside her, slamming her down to the floor, her ass up and her face pressed to the cold deck. His cock pumped again and again, cum overflowing and dripping down her thighs.

He drew out of her, leaving her on her knees with her ass up and cunt gaping. Cum bubbled out of her depths and trailed in long white strands down to puddle beneath her.

“We take to boss,” declared the broken-tusked gorlok. “See if he want to keep.”

“Other one was even prettier,” said one of the others as they picked her up and began to carry her naked body through their ship.

The gorloks were twice the size of a big human. The gorlok war boss, Edkrusha, was twice the size of any of the other gorloks. He sat upon a rusty throne, a ridiculous peaked hat atop his head and a massive gun sitting in his lap. His arms and shoulders and legs were muscular, his belly was large, but also strangely muscular. His tusks were enormous and capped with gold. He looked at Livia and smiled slightly.

“What this for?”

“Humie we caught, boss,” said the broken-tusked alien. “We give her to you. She good for breeding.”

Head Breaker took hold of Livia by her braid and picked her up off the deck and onto his lap. He lifted her head and turned it from side to side, inspecting her. He thrust a finger into her mouth and gagged her. He smacked and squeezed her ass. He pinched her nipples.

“Not good,” he declared. “Not enough meat. You put her in the pit. She make da boys happy. Tell ‘em Edkrusha sent her.”

“The… the pit?” gasped Livia.

“You talk?” The huge gorlok boss chuckled and wrapped his hand around her entire neck. He lifted her up from his lap. “Yeah, da pit, girlie. That’s where all the scrawny ones go. Da boys need to have fun after lootin’ and shootin’. So you can be da fun! Haw haw!”

“Haw haw haw!” laughed the other gorloks.

Da Pit

Red light painted the pattern of overhead grates across Livia’s naked body. The shadows of the covering of the pit were not the only marks on her flesh. There were the hash marks on her flanks where the gorloks liked to mark her each time they took their pleasure with her. She had lost count of her lovers. A hundred? More, surely. She wasn’t sure how many hours or days had passed. She slept, she woke, she fucked. Sometimes, they gave her water. Other times, some stewed meat that passed for food.

There were other women there in the pit with her, chained to pipes, hanging from shackles, or just permanently bent over one of the tables. Livia was lucky. She only had a length of chain and a collar around her neck, but she had some rags to lay upon. These stunk of sweat and old filth. But so did everything down there in the pit.

A klaxon sounded and another gorlok warrior walked in. He looked over the sweaty bodies and when he saw Livia a smile revealed his broken tusk.

“Still living? You like pit?” He stood over Livia. “Turn on back. I give you good fuck.”

“Y-yes,” moaned Livia, tired, sore, but knowing there was nothing else to her life now. She rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide. Her pale skin red and painted with the pattern of the grate covering the pit. Her cunt still dripping with her last lover’s cum.

The broken-toothed gorlok stroked her with his rough hand. He squeezed the small mounds of her breasts. Plucked at her nipples and leaned over her to surprise her with a kiss and his thick tongue in her mouth. She moaned around his tongue as he thrust deep into her creamy cunt. His heavy bollocks against her ass. He began to fuck her with deep, intense strokes.

She liked it. She liked being fucked by him. Her feet were up in the air. Her hips working as she fucked against him.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned against his savage kiss, surprised to feel an orgasm rising from her depths. Bursts in hot spasms. Gripping his huge shaft as he began to fuck her faster. Harder.

“You want seed?” growled the gorlok.

“Yes,” admitted Livia, her pleasure peaking. “Yes, cum for me. Cum… master.”

“RRRAAAA! Yes! Gorlok master! We rule space!” He roared triumphantly and let loose his hot torrents of alien spunk. It pulsed and pumped again and again, filling Livia and seeming to wash away her less savory lovers. She clung to this one as long as she could. Grateful for his company. Eager for more.

But once gorloks fucked, they were done. The broken-toothed alien slid his cock from her creamy cunt with a slurp and rose to his feet.

“Don’t worry, humie,” he said with a smile. “There be more slaves soon. We gonna catch all the humies.”

Livia moaned weakly, looking up at him, all thought of rescue forgotten. Just wishing he would stay with her.


16.3

Jungle Delights

The skies above Congoro’s western continent were the color of a rotting egg yolk, with yellow cloud banks swirled with ominous black thunderheads. Every so often these pulsed and rumbled with a growing storm as they swept across a seemingly endless jungle.

Trooper Tayla Evander sweltered in her uniform as she made her way through the dense vegetation. The young trooper had close-cropped blonde hair and a slender muscular physique. She was young and particularly fit, having been relentlessly drilled in close quarters combat, repelling boarders, and planetary assaults.

Tayla did not know how long she had been walking because something in the atmosphere was causing her chronometer to tick backwards and then jump forwards again in unpredictable spurts. It felt like days, but realistically it had only been a few hours. She could still see a faint trickle of smoke through the jungle behind her where her escape capsule had crashed.

The seal on Tayla’s helmet was cracked and the helmet’s interior was badly fogged, but she did not dare remove it because of the swarms of insects that surrounded her. They resembled giant cousins of the blood suckers from the swamplands of her youth on Urson, these had lazy legs dangling beneath their feathery bodies and they swooped at her helmet and crawled on her arms. So far, they had been unable to find a way to bite her through her armored suit, but not for lack of trying. She batted several away from her face and continued to fight her way up the slope of the hill.

She had been unable to establish any communications with Rubrum Primis. She could only assume the scout ship had been destroyed on impact and, likely, most of the crew was dead. But their mothership was still in the system and with any luck Sword of Redemption received their distress calls. Captain Agrippina would not leave her crew to the gorlok raiders and the dangers of Congoro. She would send a recovery team.

They would have to find Tayla to rescue her. The transponder on Tayla’s wrist might not penetrate the dense jungle canopy. She had to reach the high ground of the rocky hills she saw breaking through the jungle in the distance. A clear space for a rescue lighter to put down.

That meant crossing another several kilometers of bug-infested alien jungle. She hefted the comforting weight of her drop rifle. The automatic weapon had a simple metal body with polymer grips and a folding stock. It fired high-density, exploding-tipped rounds that should be able to turn any alien beast she might encounter into pulp.

Tayla, being the only woman-at-arms on the scout ship, had been equipped with combat armor and the drop rifle. Her duty had been almost ceremonial. She was aboard the scout ship to supervise any prisoners they captured or prevent a mutiny. She was not on the mission to be ejected onto an alien planet alone in a sweltering jungle.

She was young, inexperienced, with only simulated battles beneath her belt, but the fleet had instilled in her a martial spirit and a faith in the empire. Wild animals and alien hell worlds could not dim her spirit. It was her duty to endure and emerge victorious so long as her heart pounded in her chest and her lungs could draw breath.

The hellish jungle reacted as if incensed by her determination. More insects pelted her helmet’s visor and something else moved behind nearby trees.

“Who goes there!?” shouted Tayla, snapping the stock open on her drop rifle and bringing it to her shoulder. The targeting laser sparkled against the flitting bodies of the insects swarming around her. She could see a humanoid shape in the nearby trees. Or was it? No, too many legs. It scurried up a vine-wrapped trunk and Tayla squeezed the trigger of her rifle.

The sound of the gun was deafening even with her helmet. The muzzle flash painted the edges of her vision and stock beat against her shoulder with each round it fired. Explosive shells chunked into the tree and sent pulped vegetation splintering in every direction. The swarming insects finally dispersed, several dropping dead from the blast of her gun.

Something big toppled out of the nearby tree and into view. It was a hideous insect creature, covered in armored plates and with a triangular head like a mantis as big as a human. Its sharp mandibles opened and closed. It kicked its bladed limbs in agony as yellowish goop spilled out of its shattered body. Tayla fired once more to finish it off. She kept moving as vermin swarmed out of the foliage to feast upon the dead creature.

I don’t want that to be me, she thought. Flailing on the jungle floor as the scavengers come for my flesh.

She touched one of the grenades on her armored vest. She resolved to blow herself to bits before letting one of those alien bugs snack on her brains.

She started up the slope again, her heart really hammering in her chest, her gun at her shoulder every few paces as she scanned the tangled trees around her. Visibility was obstructed past a dozen or so paces and the natural motion of the jungle kept her on edge. She felt pursued even when she could not see any pursuers.

She reached a rise, paused to look back, and her foes came for her from above. One of the mantis insects dropped on her and slashed at her shoulder with a sharp, serrated claw. She screamed and kicked its abdomen, driving it back just enough to get her gun up and fire. The pointblank shots chewed it apart into steaming pieces and she scrambled away, her visor smeared in its gore. Three more of the creatures dropped around her and Tayla staggered to her feet and opened up with long, desperate, uncontrolled bursts of gunfire.

The jungle exploded around her. Tree limbs breaking and monstrous predatory insects beaten to gore by her powerful weapon. Three down. Four. A fifth climbed over its fallen comrades and Tayla fired right into its face, decapitating it.

Her gun clicked empty. She had no spare magazines. She screamed in anger and swung the rifle by its steaming barrel, smashing the weight of it into the next creature that came charging at her. She knocked it back and managed to draw her pistol. Far less convincing of a weapon, but several shots felled another of the screeching bugs. Tayla fumbled with a grenade in her vest, ready to blow herself and her attackers to oblivion. But they had stopped coming for the moment.

She turned and ran through the jungle, terror overwhelming her training. She had to remove her helmet to be able to see and it bounced from her head and rolled away into the jungle. Her blonde hair was dripping with sweat. Her muscles burned. Fear drove her past the point of exhaustion until she reached the dark entrance of a jungle cave. Tayla told herself that nothing lurking in those dark depths could be as horrifying as what she had just escaped. She plunged into the darkness, switching on the shoulder lamp of her armored suit.

“Just… just gotta catch my breath,” she whispered, her chest heaving within her suit. “Just a few minutes and then I’ll keep climbing.”

The cool darkness of the cave beckoned. Tayla unclipped her armored vest and dropped it to the floor. These creatures weren’t shooting at her. The ballistic plates were only weighing her down.

She kept her pistol and a single grenade and continued deeper. There was something off. She saw only damp stones and mineral deposits, but an aroma tickled at her nostrils. Something in the depths of the cave that was as impossible as it was enticing.

“What is that?” she asked, sniffing in the air. There were the usual musty smells she would expect in a cave, but there was something like roasting meat. And the clean smell of cooking pasta. And… honey crisp tarts? Yes, it smelled just like Tayla’s mother’s tarts she used to make on the little coal stove in their swamp shack on Urson. How could that be?

Tayla’s exhaustion and her desperate need to find some comfort in this inhospitable world sent her deeper into the cave. She breathed deeply of the impossible aroma, unaware that there was not a smell at all, but tiny spores tickling parts of her brain and summoning pleasurable memories to calm her and lower her defenses. She crept deeper into the cave, reaching a dark chamber seemingly engulfed in the smells of her childhood and her favorite foods.

“Mother?” called Tayla. “Is… is that you?”

Instead of Tayla’s mother in that old kitchen on Urson, something much bigger stirred in the darkness. She saw slithering tentacles unwinding from a huge, glistening trunk of mottled gray flesh. Fanged mouths opened on serpentine tendrils, surging towards Tayla in a writhing mass.

The illusion was broken and she screamed and fired with her pistol. She managed three shots into the fleshy, twisting mass of tentacles before she felt the sting of fangs on her leg. Another pierced the flesh of her arm. She cried out, jolted with agony, and dropped her pistol and grenade. The tentacles withdrew beyond her reach and she became aware of a ring of red eyes on the central trunk of the thing. Watching her. Waiting.

“Bastard,” gasped Tayla, reaching for her sheathed knife and realizing she had lost it in the jungle. She could feel the creature’s venom coursing through her blood. Calming her. Making her body hotter and hotter until she could not stand it. She cried out, moaning, arching on the floor as she tore off her helmet ring and began tugging desperately at the zippers and clasps of her flight uniform.

Tayla was in a frenzy to undress. Her body so hot and suddenly desperate to be touched that she ripped her underclothes away the moment she could reach them. Her flimsy panties ripped free of her long, muscular legs and she tore the compression bra from her pert breasts. The soft mounds were marked with red lines from the compression, but her small, pink nipples were stiff and perfect.

“Fuck,” she gasped, pinching them both and tugging at them as she bucked her hips. She released one nipple to thrust a hand between her legs, rubbing the trimmed blonde triangle of her snatch and fingering the hot folds of her cunt. She was suddenly so wet. Her body responding to the pulsing neurons in her brain telling her that it was time to mate.

The tentacles returned to her slowly and this time she did not struggle against them. Slimy tendrils slithered up her legs and dragged her naked, writhing body closer to the central trunk of the creature. It gazed down at her with a dozen alien eyes as its tentacles spread her legs wide. Fanged mouths engulfed Tayla’s nipples and she cried out as she felt the sting of their teeth in her soft breasts. The poison pumping into her modest breasts caused them to begin to swell. Her skin reddened and grew taut. Her nipples hurt. Her breasts ached as though inflamed with a fever.

“Ahhhhhhhh,” she cried, looking down at her swollen breasts, more than tripled in size. The tentacles stopped their biting and she felt a warm, wet suction begin upon her breasts. A rhythmic, pulsating sucking that sent pleasure through her body and straight to her clit. She cried out, thrusting her hips as she felt milk burst from her tits and into the two mouths of the suckling tentacles. “Emperor protect me. I… it’s milking me. How… how is that possible?”

Instead of growing afraid or struggling, she laughed madly at her predicament, lifting her head to watch the slurping tentacles feasting upon her milky tits. No matter how greedily they sucked, her body seemed eager to feed them more.

“Yes, that’s it,” gasped Tayla, smiling and stroking the glistening, eyeless heads of the tentacles latched to her breasts. “Suck me. Ohhhhh… it feels so good.”

More tentacles gathered and began to crawl up Tayla’s long legs. A mouthlike tentacle latched to Tayla’s cunt and began vigorously sucking her entire pussy. It drew upon her folds and suckled at her clit. It seemed to be feasting upon her flowing nectar. Each suck of this hungry tentacle sent ecstasy shooting through Tayla’s body.

She knew this was all wrong, but it felt so good she no longer cared.

“NNnnnnn AAHHHH!” she wailed, arching hard against the tentacles that had wrapped her arms and legs. Waves of orgasmic ecstasy rippled through her. She felt herself not just cumming but gushing her nectar into the sucking mouth of his creature. It slurped obscenely and jerked with each pump of her pussy into its hungry mouth. Five orgasms became ten. She was going mad with pleasure, certain that it was trying to kill her with ecstasy.

Yet this mouth upon her cunt popped free with a wet slurp and withdrew, leaving her cunt swollen and red. Pulsating with her heartbeat and aching for more. The tentacles suckling her nipples popped free, leaving red rings around her puffy areolas and swollen nipples.

She lifted her head again, body drenched in sweat and quivering with exertion. She watched as some new type of tendril rose from the towering trunk of the alien. A pink tendril that parted fleshy petals and revealed a slimy, white, conical tip with a fleshy rim like a man’s foreskin. Something round and white bulged from beneath this fleshy hood. Suddenly, this tendril plunged between Tayla’s thighs, and she howled with surprise as the conical tip thrust deep inside her. She felt a cold pressure against her womb and then a shocking push as something forced its way inside.

“Is this how… is this how… ha!” Tayla watched in disbelief as her belly began to bulge. She realized it was depositing something inside her, pumping and squeezing out slimy ovum into her warm human womb. The pain and shock gave way to pressure against her sensitive inner flesh. Her abdomen was enormous. Her taut skin textured by the marble-sized eggs bulging within her stomach. A hundred? A thousand? She couldn’t tell.

The ovipositor slowly withdrew from Tayla’s stretched cunt and she had a moment to catch her breath. The tentacles moved back to her breasts and resumed their suckling. The slime left by the ovipositor was trickling out of her stretched cunt over her sensitive asshole.

The pleasure was still assaulting her body, but she experienced a flickering moment of clarity. She saw the parasitic tentacles latched to her breasts and the sickening bulge of her stomach for what they were. She looked up at the hideous trunk of the sessile predator and she saw a cruel intelligence in those dark eyes. As she stared, her horror mounting, a ridged phallus slithered out of the mass of tentacles at the root of the beast. This grotesque appendage was like the giant cock of a canine, complete with a knot that pulsed as milky precum dribbled out of the tip.

It's going to fertilize those eggs, she realized.

Tayla’s fears rose. She held her breath and cast her gaze about the cave as the huge, beastly cock drew nearer. She was tightly bound by tentacles with no hope of escape, but she had one arm partially free. She could reach out. Feel something against her fingers. The rounded shape of her grenade. She grasped it in one hand, flicking off the safety cap as she felt the detonator stud beneath her thumb.

The dripping cock was poised above Tayla’s gaping snatch. Her belly swollen with alien eggs waiting to be fertilized. Her breasts were the udders of a milk cow, soon to feed hungry mouths full of sharp, prickling teeth.

“Not… not like this,” she said, looking down at the detonator as a single tear tracked down her grimy cheek.

Tayla Evander’s mind was made up to incinerate herself and the creature in a deadly ball of fire. Before her brain could send the signal to her thumb to press the detonator stud, something suddenly engulfed Tayla’s head. A slimy mouth swallowing over her eyes, nose, and mouth and tightening around her neck. The warm membrane was tight against her face. The smell of home flooding her nostrils.

She moaned with unexpected pleasure as tendrils wriggled into her ears. The alien made a direct connection to the trooper’s brain, flooding her mind and body with euphoria. She moaned, arching upon the ground, her engorged tits heaving and her legs parting wide.

It all makes sense, thought Tayla, smiling within the fleshy hood engulfing her head, this is my purpose. Not shooting and killing. Making. Loving. Birthing.

Neural fronds slithered into her brain and fused her body to the creature’s nervous system. Tayla still existed in some way. Feelings. Impressions. Swirling memories. Her consciousness rode waves of sensation. Orgasmic pleasure as the phallus thrust into her body. An intense ecstasy as hot spurts of alien cum flooded her womb. She would have laughed at her fate if she could have made the sound. 

But she was cumming. Again and again and again. So much cumming as her body became nothing more than an egg sac for an alien brood. The transponder on her wrist was still pulsing faintly. The grenade had long ago rolled away from her twitching fingers as her body shook with another surge of ecstasy.

Cum drooled from her stretched cunt. The seed of an ancient alien life had fertilized the eggs bulging in her belly.

Soon, in perhaps a few days, she would give birth for the first time.

There would be many more cycles of birthing to follow.


16.4

Pried From the Capsule

Valeria Nostra awoke to the sound of something thumping at a great distance. The sound grew closer and closer and louder and louder until it was a deafening boom hammering near her head. The voluptuous, redheaded flight officer finally awoke dangling in the restraints of her armored ejection capsule. She vaguely remembered a gorlok ship being detected by the sensors of the scout ship Rubrum Primis and First Officer Janna Richtofen executing a series of high-g maneuvers that caused Valeria to lose consciousness.

After that, her memory was blank. She might have been unconscious the whole time.

The reverberating booms stopped. She realized she was hanging upside down in the restraints of one of the ship’s escape capsules. Something must have happened. Had the ship been destroyed? Were her comrades dead?

She pressed the external camera activation and a small screen lit up on the inner wall of the capsule. Valeria recoiled with a gasp as several ugly faces crowded around the camera’s view. Their tusks and savage, scowling countenances betrayed them as gorloks. They seemed to be bringing some sort of energy cutting tool over to open her capsule.

So they have recovered my capsule, she realized. Well, damn them all, I am not going to die without a fight. 

She opened the emergency panel and took out the solid round pistol tucked into a holster. It wasn’t much, but it might let her kill one or two of the green-skinned brutes before they could smash her skull. She released the restraints and dropped heavily to her knees on what had been the capsule’s ceiling. She checked the action on the pistol as a flare of red light pierced the hull of her tiny vessel. Waves of heat and the stench of burning metal and electronic speared in with the cutter. The gorloks burned a circular pattern and then stopped. The cutter shut off and the glowing edges of the circle faded out.

With a sudden clank and squeal of rending metal, the cut section was pulled away. Valeria was ready. She hit the emergency hatch release and heard the deafening boom of the explosive bolts firing. She launched herself out of the capsule in the opposite direction of the cutting, somersaulted once, and came up on one knee with her pistol braced in her hand. 

The gorloks looked on in shock as she opened fire. The nearest gorlok dropped like a sack of stones. The one beside it turned and tried to run for a weapon or just to get away. Valeria gunned him down mercilessly. She took aim at a third gorlok.

Something huge and metallic swung at her from her peripheral vision. She ducked, but not in time, and a massive, actuated metal gauntlet grabbed her by her chest. There was no mistaking the gorlok that lifted her up off the ground with a snarl as anything other than the boss of the ship. He was twice the size of any of the other green skinned aliens, with a jaw encased in a metal plate and one eye replaced with a crude cybernetic that glowed red.

“Human brave!” he roared. “You fight better than other! But you belong to me now! You belong to Boss Edkrusha!”

“Fuck you,” gasped Valeria, barely able to breathe with his powered gauntlet crushing her chest. “I’ll die before I belong to… to a gorlok!”

He laughed as she kicked at him uselessly. His chest and abdomen were unharmed by her most desperate kicks. One wild punch caught the corner of his armored jaw and Valeria only managed to scuff her knuckles.

“You keep fightin’,” he laughed. “Be better when I fuck you.”

Fear caught in Valeria’s throat. Gorloks were notorious slavers and prize slaves often went to the boss before being sold as used goods on the slave markets. Whatever had happened to her comrades aboard the Rubrum Primis, Valeria knew that her fate would be to become a gorlok cocksleeve until they tired of her and either sold her or ate her. But Valeria was too strong-willed for despair. She vowed to use this momentary reprieve from death, no matter how terrible her fate, to resist the gorloks and find some way to strike back at them.

Vengeance will be mine, she told herself as Edkrusha slung her over one brawny shoulder and carried her from the hangar.

A Captive’s Fate

Being a battle boss afforded Edkrusha with the choicest quarters on the ship. A curved window looked out on the void and the rusty terrain of the gorlok ship. Cushions and piles of stinking clothes shared space with heaps of junk, old weapons, and grisly trophies of past victories.

“Been a while since I ‘ad a good rut with a humie,” chuckled Edkrusha, tossing Valeria down among the cushions with enough force to knock the breath from her.

She looked up at the brute, trying to recover her senses as he took off his power gauntlet and shrugged out of the heavy storm coat he wore. He practically ripped off his trousers, freeing a massive green limb of a cock with two huge bollocks hanging beneath its drooping length. The gorlok’s huge cock was untrimmed and pink at its tip peeking out from its fleshy green sheath.

“You like?” Edkrusha chuckled, reaching a huge hand down to cradle his massive cock.

“It’s disgusting,” gasped Valeria, managing to sit up.

“Aven’t been washed in weeks,” laughed Edkrusha, “but Iz gonna give it a good wash in your cunny. Strip off or I’ll tear them togs off ya!”

Valeria wanted to scream and attack the giant gorlok, but she knew the only outcome would be a slap or a punch before he ripped off her flight suit and underclothes. If she wanted to maintain a hope of escape, that meant having clothes to wear. She reached for the catches of her flight suit, opening the tabs and revealing her huge breasts encased in a plain black bra.

Edkrusha grunted approvingly as his giant hand worked up and down the length of his monstrous cock. A droplet of oily precum forming at his tip and slowly dripping out onto the cushions next to Valeria.

“Faster,” he growled, pumping his hand slowly on his cock and peeling back it sheath to reveal more pink.

Valeria looked away from the obscene organ. She was no virgin, she’d had her fair share of tumbles with the male gun crews and under deckers on the Sword of Redemption, not to mention a hot fling with a female officer who had not been shy about using a massive dildo. But she had never been violated by a cock the size of Edkrusha’s. Something so massive that she could not imagine it fitting into any of her holes without causing serious damage.

She stripped the flight suit down from her shapely hips and revealed the back of her dark panties threaded between the ample, creamy globes of her buttocks. She peeled the panties down as well, exposing her nethers to the gorlok. He chuckled with amusement and leaned over her, planting a huge hand on her bottom and squeezing so hard that Valeria cried out.

“Soft,” grunted the gorlok. “I like ‘em soft. Boney humies breaks too easy. Hard humies give too much trouble. But soft iz good.”

He squeezed her again and made her cry out as his thumb rubbed between her cheeks and nearly pushed into her asshole. He laughed at her reaction and released Valeria’s rump. Her relief was momentary as he grabbed a tight handful of her hair and yanked her head around. His cock dangled scarcely a finger’s width from her face. The stench of it was awful. The sight of it dripping with his scum made her want to her retch.

She looked up at the gorlok through teary eyes full of defiant anger. He only laughed and thrust his cock at her mouth. There was no resisting the force of it. She couldn’t even bite down on such a massive gristly thing. It wedged her mouth open and he shoved it to her throat’s gagging rim. She tasted the salty-sour flavor of his pre. She swallowed the trickle from his cock and he drew back and thrust into her mouth again.

This time his cock bulled its way into her throat. Valeria’s eyes widened in pain. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. The massive gorlok began to slowly fuck her mouth. The faster he went, the more his bollocks began to swing, until his cock was buried in her throat and his huge balls were slapping her chin.

“Thaaaaassss a good humie,” he laughed, holding her head tightly in one hand as he reached down with the other and tore away her bra. The moment her big, creamy tits spilled free, he began to roughly fondle them. He squeezed her dangling mounds as he hilted in her mouth and violated her throat.

Edkrusha cared nothing for whether or not Valeria could breathe. He fucked her mouth even as she began to pass out from lack of oxygen.

“Gnnngggkk ggnnnnggkkk gnnnngkk,” she gurgled around him with each thrust as his bollocks smacked her face.

“You thirsty humie? I give you drink!” He slammed harder and deeper into her mouth. His cock so swollen that it felt like it might dislocate her jaw. Valeria’s eyes rolled. Snot bubbled from her nostrils. All she could taste was his filthy cock and the nauseating tang of bile in her throat.

Her vision was dark at the edges, but the first spurt of gorlok cum down her throat woke her right up. Edkrusha’s massive cock was throbbing and jumping in her mouth and his cum was gushing down her throat and straight into her stomach. She winced and gurgled around his cock as the warm, heaviness of his spunk filled her belly. It felt like a gallon of hot, syrupy thick alien goo and there was nothing she could do to escape it.

When he drew his cock from her gasping mouth, she managed to retch out a little. Edkrusha only laughed and turned her around. The battle boss was no usual specimen of gorlok lust. He could go many times in a single day.

He grabbed her hair from a different angle, pushing her head down to the filthy cushions and forcing her big, soft ass up in the air. He smacked his still-hard cock against her cheeks and teased its length between them and against her cunt. She continued to cough and sputter, aware that each spasm made her asshole twitch invitingly beneath the gorlok’s huge cock.

“You gonna be fucked now, humie,” laughed the battle boss. He was so big. There was no resisting his strength or his lust. He rubbed the slimy head of his cock against the twitching divot of her asshole. She tensed, clawed at the cushions, but Edkrusha dragged his cock lower. “Humie cunny is sweeter. Nice and juicy on ya.”

He rubbed once at Valeria’s folds, parting her soft, slick lips with the huge head of his cock. She gasped and he rammed it into her tight channel. No cock or dildo could have prepared her for the sensation of being plowed full of gorlok cock. The huge green pillar invaded and battered open her cunt. It hammered against her womb and felt as if it was rearranging her internal organs.

Valeria’s soft tits bounced and swung beneath her, at least until Edkrusha’s full weight bore down on her and pressed her into the stinking cushions. She was smothered in his sweaty stench as his muscular hips, as wide as a door, battered her ass. His huge cock plundered her pussy in a way that made her certain she was being killed with each thrust. The only small mercy was that his secretions were so copious that they slicked her inner walls and dripped down her thighs.

He beat his discharge into a stinking froth as he rammed his huge cock in and out of her. Each stroke stealing her breath. Each hilting slam of his cock making Valeria wish she had burned up on her ship.

She tried to pray, tried to find hope in her faith, but there was nothing inside her but the laughing face of Edkrusha. His huge hands pinned her wide hips in place and he rutted her in a frenzy of pleasure. Worst of all, by far, was her own orgasm. Calamitous. Tectonic. It felt as if her body broke open along the fissure of her cunt as she was plowed by the gorlok cock.

“AHHHHHHHHH!” she cried into the pillows, spasms of pleasure wracking her and squeezing at Edkrusha’s pounding cock. He felt her ecstasy and let out a cruel bark of laughter.

“You belong to me now, humie!” he roared, hilting inside her again and unleashing the hot flood of his alien spunk. It gushed into Valeria’s cumming cunt. Her body seemed hungry for each overflowing spurt and she felt his filth slopping down her legs and onto the cushions. A messy, slimy lake of cum that poured out of her tortured twat.

But her pleasure… like nothing she had felt before. An ecstasy a human could only find impaled on a massive gorlok cock. The realization, no matter how demented, of a new and depraved purpose.

“Yesssss!” cried Valeria, push her ass back against him. Making the massive gorlok laugh again as he resumed thrusting into her stretched and sloppy cunt.

Nothing More Than a Cocksleeve

The bridge of the gorlok ship hummed with activity. Valeria sensed that the brutish aliens had detected the Sword of Redemption and were preparing to do battle with her former ship. It saddened her to think of her former sisters in arms meeting the gorloks in battle, but she was comforted by the thought that some of her sisters might survive and might even become captives of the gorloks.

Then they would know the pleasures of serving their mighty green masters. She moaned obediently, her head bobbing and her jaw stretched wide as she served her master on his battle throne. His huge hand stroked her bare ass, squeezing and smacking her jiggling flesh as he studied the crude sensor displays of the nearby void.

“Humies want a fight,” he laughed, pushing Valeria’s head down and making her gag. “I give humies fight. I burn them up. I fill space with dead.”

“Hnnnngggngnn,” agreed Valeria, squeezing her tits against her master’s cock as she devoted her mouth to his blunt tip. He pulled her up from his cock and tilted her face with up to look at him. He was terrible and beautiful in his savagery. She could feel mucus and spit dripping from her chin onto her breasts as she stared up at him.

“What is name of your battle boss, humie?” he demanded.

“Ag-Agrippina,” she gasped. “Captain Agrippina.”

“Agrippina,” he said, seeming to savor the word. “Good. I make her slave too. I fuck her belly full of pups. Captain good breeder.”

“W-what about me, master?” gasped Valeria.

“You? Good slave. Only slave. But maybe I breed you too.” He grunted and shoved Valeria onto her back right there on the cold metal deck of the bridge. The other gorloks watched with jealous hunger as their battle boss climbed atop his slave and began to rut into her cunt.

Valeria gasped, her legs spread wide and her pussy straining around her master’s massive cock. Each stroke was a new lesson in submission. His huge, blunt cock battering her womb. Her body convulsing with pleasure and shameful cries escaping her parted lips. Her abdomen bulged with each thrust of his mighty pillar. Her big, soft tits bounced and splashed against her ribcage. A flush in her face as another orgasm tore through her body.

“Agrippina!” roared Edkrusha as he drove deep and let loose with hot torrents of his alien spunk. Valeria came with him, squeezing his spurting cock with her tormented twat. Taking his hot seed and cumming again and again around him. Her pleasure incredible but tainted by the thought that she was only a placeholder for his true desire. A warm cunt for him to pump full of his seed and slake his lust until he had Captain Agrippina on her knees before him.

But for Valeria, even that realization was thrilling. She was no longer an officer. No longer a holy crusader.

She was nothing more than a cocksleeve. Her life had become so simple and fulfilling.


16.5

A Brutal Welcome

The jungle foliage exploded before the charging xenopredator. Its hairless feline head battered aside branches and its glistening, violet skin was stretched taut over bulging muscles. It roared and its huge jaws opened wide to reveal rows of translucent fangs. It was big enough to tear a human’s head off, but it wasn’t invulnerable to lasers.

Ensign Kiro Hido resisted the urge to run from the charging beast and instead dropped to one knee, her delicate jaw clenched tight as she sighted down the barrel of her pulse laser pistol and squeezed the trigger. The power cell let out a sharp whine and sizzling bursts of glowing laser fire snapped out of the pistol’s barrel. The laser pulses crackled as they perforated the giant predator. It screamed with rage and recoiled from the pain. A laser burst snapped through its head and left a smoking hole. It dropped hard into the jungle undergrowth close enough for Kiro to reach out and touch.

The slender ensign released the breath she had been holding. She wiped sweat from her brow on the sleeve of her flight suit and checked the charge on her pistol. Only a few shots left. Probably not enough to kill another one of these giant creatures. She’d burned through her spare energy cells over the hours of traversing the alien jungle and battling various animals and deadly plants. Always moving for fear that the gorloks might come looking for her downed escape capsule.

“Keep moving,” she reminded herself, rising shakily to her feet and plunging back into the depths of the jungle.

She walked until she could not walk any farther and collapsed, sweaty and exhausted, by the huge roots of a tree. It was a hard night for Kiro. She was beset by strange spiderlike insects that traveled in clumps and gave her painful welts on her legs even through the skin of her flight suit. She awoke after little sleep and felt almost ready to give up and risk launching a rescue flare even if it meant being taken as a slave by the gorloks. But then, as dawn broke over the jungle, she saw something that gave her a little bit of hope: smoke curling from the horizon. It seemed to be coming from a green jungle hill in the distance.

Another escape capsule? Signs of civilization? She couldn’t be sure, but she knew she had to find out what it was before she exhausted the last remaining hope in her reservoirs.

It took her most of the morning to slog through the jungle, hiding from predators and avoiding snare vine plants that tried to draw prey into digestive pods. She reached a point overlooking the source of the smoke and climbed the trunk of a fleshy tree for a better vantage point.

Kiro was astonished to see a large clay brick oven built in a jungle clearing. Flames glowed between the bricks and the savory smell of roasting meat reached her nostrils. There were signs of tools and dugout shelters and even a colorful pink banner with a crudely painted symbol of something resembling a bird.

But where were the inhabitants? Where had they gone?

The weary ensign watched for several minutes and there was no movement save for the gentle sway of the jungle trees and the trickle of smoke from the clay oven. The smoke was changing color. Darkening. Whatever was inside that oven was burning.

“That’s strange,” she murmured.

The hairs on the back of her neck prickled a moment before she heard the scrape on the tree trunk beneath her. The jungle itself seemed to come to life as humanoid shapes materialized out of the air. Their bodies shimmered as they leapt at her and grabbed her legs, dragging her from her perch and down to the jungle floor below.

She reached desperately for her pistol, but something struck her head and knocked her dizzy. She reeled, her vision darkening, blood trickling from her scalp as she was hauled off her feet and her arms were twisted and bound behind her back. She still could not see her attackers. It was as if light bent around them. But she could feel their clawed hands on her body. Squeezing her and tearing at her flight suit. Peeling her like a piece of fruit until she was down to her socks and underclothes.

“Unnnnhhhh,” she moaned, blood trickling from her head. “Let go… let go of me.”

A face suddenly appeared above her. Greenish scales mottled with yellow, broad-snouted and staring with intense golden eyes. A mouth wide enough to engulf her hand and full of a sawblade’s worth of small, sharp teeth. Hard lips that curled back as the creature’s entire body materialized from the jungle. Muscular. Almost human. Savage.

It spoke to her in a deep, clicking language. Two more of the creatures materialized from the jungle beside the first. Some sort of biochemical camouflage that allowed them to disappear into the foliage.

Kiro could not translate the words, but as they picked her up and began to carry her to their village, their meaning was clear enough: “You belong to us now.”

Curious Lizards

The hunters tied her standing to a stake in the center of their village and the others – and there were many others – came out from their dugouts and emerged from the jungle surrounding the village. There were many more of them than she had expected based on the number of dugouts. Maybe forty or fifty. Kiro stood with her feet apart and sweat glistening on her pale skin. Her wrists tied to the stake above her head. She could not move far from the stake, but she could turn around and see the hunters – larger than the others – approaching her.

They stroked her hips and sniffed at her body. Their slender tongues flicked out of their mouths and tickled at her shoulders and neck. One thrust his tongue into her ear and she heard the sound of it like an insect buzzing against her eardrum.

“Mmmmnnnn! Stop that!” she cried.

They ignored her words, clicking and grunting at each other. One of them hooked a clawed finger into Kiro’s compression bra and sliced the back open. The reptiles hissed as the garment peeled, sagged, and dropped from Kiro’s pert breasts and stiff, brown nipples. One pointed at her apple-sized breasts and said something to the others. Another of the lizards sliced into her panties and ripped them from her bottom. They touched her back, just above the cleft of her firm, peachy rump. They seemed curious that she had no tail like the wide, short tails they had, and that she had dark fur upon her fleshy loins while they were smooth and scaly.

Their curiosity grew more intense as they began to poke and sniff at her rump and her cunt. She felt their scaly fingers probing her folds and she let out a whimper of unwanted pleasure. Another of the reptile men looked her in the eyes and began to insistently fondle her breasts. He squeezed them and shaped them like he was trying to mold clay. She felt something similar happening to her bottom. Fingers pushing into her pussy. Something rubbing at her ass.

Kiro was too proud to plead with the alien lizards, but she tried scaring them.

“STOP THAT!” she screamed.

The reptiles backed away and hissed with alarm. One of them brandished a stone-tipped spear. Another swung a weighted rope weapon. The largest of the hunters barked at them and shoved them aside. It approached her boldly and grabbed hold of her throat. It squeezed and spoke to her in a deep growling voice.

Kiro could not understand the words, but she knew what it was saying. “We can do this the hard way, or the easy way.”

The lizard reached down to its waist and pulled away the pelt it wore as a loincloth over its hips. The scales it exposed were lighter and more delicate there, forming a distinct yellow patch surrounding a small slit in its scales. Kiro watched with a cold knot of disgust forming in her stomach as something wet and pink began to slide forth from this slit. It emerged like a worm curling up from a branch, slender tipped and very wide at the base. A second, smaller probe curled from above the base. A twin-headed cock, dripping with the foul lubricating slime of the reptile’s body.

Kiro wondered what it would feel like to be violated by that strange cock and knew, in the pit of her stomach, that she would find out soon enough.

Better that than being killed and eaten, she tried to tell herself, but she wasn’t so sure.

She said a silent prayer as the large male hunter shoved her back against the stake. He loomed over her, seemingly more than twice her bulk, his scaly hands caressing her shoulders and sides. Reaching to her breasts and squeezing them roughly as he gazed down at her with those cruel yellow eyes. She whimpered softly as his fingers plucked at her nipples. She felt the unwanted stir of pleasure in her clit.

“Ggrrrraaak rrroooo kkaaaaa,” hissed the reptile, seizing hold of her wrists and breaking her bonds. He pulled her hands down to his cock and repeated the words. He moved his hips slowly, thrusting his slimy wedge and its two tips against her fingers.

“You want me… want me to touch you there?” gasped Kiro. The reptile stared at her and she wrapped her fingers around his cocks. This produced clicks of excitement from the others. The large male began to rut into her hands, cloudy slime dripping from his cocks as they began to redden and engorge. Their full size was intimidating. Even the smaller cock was bigger than an average human phallus and the wedge-shaped lower cock was much wider.

The reptile seemed to enjoy rutting through Kiro’s fingers, but this was plainly only the prelude to his actual rut. He grabbed Kiro by her hair long, black hair and threw her down to her knees in the mud. With a triumphant snarl, he moved behind her, seizing her hips and lifting her ass high. Kiro moaned with fear as she felt the slimy tip of his wedge-shaped cock rubbing against her cuntlips. He opened her folds with a thrust and then spread her wide with a deep plunge as he drew her back against him with both hands on her waist.

She howled in shock as the wedge shape of the reptile’s cock seemed to split her open. She was filled with his strange, slimy flesh and as his thrust deeper, his upper cock prodded at her asshole.

“Nooo, please, not there too,” she moaned.

The reptile grabbed her by her silky black hair and pushed her face down into the mud. He thrust hard, ramming his slimy smaller cock up her back passage. It was a complete violation and one that stabbed pain into her flesh.

Kiro howled with shock as the reptile began to roughly plunder her. He pounded his cocks in and out of her stretched cunt and the hot, velvet knot of her asshole. She was at his mercy and the other reptiles became excited and aroused by the sight of their largest hunter rutting with this strange, new creature.

Kiro’s breath bubbled up from the mud, her hands splayed beside her and her firm buttocks were spanked by the reptile’s thrusting hips. She was no virgin, not like some of the women in the fleet, but Kiro had never experienced anything like this. She felt the alien cocks swelling. Heard the triumphant snarl of her lover.

And pleasure wracked her body. Unwanted and unexpected, ecstasy pulsating from her core and gripping the alien cocks in both her holes. She cried out, lifting her mud-smeared face and seeing the aliens advancing around her with their grotesque cocks jutting from their scaly loins.

The hunter’s hands tightened on Kiro’s waist and he howled with his release, his cool, soupy spunk pressure-injected into Kiro’s cunt and spurting up her ass. It was a loathsome heaviness that invaded her and sat in her bowels. An obscene surrender as her clutching cunt seemed eager to milk his load from his alien cock.

He stopped thrusting, savoring the aftershocks of his climax and caressing Kiro’s back before easing his cocks from her cum-drenched holes.

The others were quick to seize the opportunity. Another moved behind her and before she could exhale a breath, she was being rutted by another of the hunters. A curious reptilian approached Kiro’s face, squeezed her cheeks, and pushed a finger into her mouth. She nearly gagged on its claws and it rumbled excitedly. She knew what was coming next as it tightened its hold on her hair and pulled her face toward the pink wedge of its cock.

What choice did she have? She offered her mouth to the alien and it took her with the lustful strokes of a breeding rut. Pumping its wedge into her mouth, stretching her lips wide, then pulling back and feeding her its smaller, secondary cock.

Kiro became lost in the pleasure and depravity of satisfying the many aliens of the village. She soon had her first taste of the gushing alien cum, feeling it spurt into her mouth and overflow to spill down her chin. It was strong and salty and she gulped it down in lukewarm, snotty swallows that turned her stomach. Reptilian cum spurted onto her face and dripped from her shoulders and puddled on her back.

More of it was pumped into her pussy and came bubbling out of her asshole. She was fucked and fondled and used by the reptiles for their pleasure.

Day became night and Kiro was given food and a strong, alcoholic drink that made her body warm and eager for more pleasure. That night, under the influence of the drink, she knelt by the alien campfire and served their cocks willingly.

Drums beat and fire lit her body as she sucked and rode and stroked reptilian cocks until she had pleasured every member of the tribe. They did not treat her badly after that. They let he walk around their village without tying her up because they knew when they made a certain clicking call, she would hasten to kneel before them and offer herself to their lust.

Any hope of rescue or escape left Kiro’s mind. She did not know if days or weeks had passed, she knew only that she was the favorite pet of the reptilian tribe. They fed her fruits and made her dance before the fire, writhing and sweaty in the firelight, her body beginning to crave the touch and thrust of alien cocks.

She served her new, savage masters with relish. No thought of the fleet or the holy empire entered her mind. She was a creature of animal urges, on her knees, on her back, straddling them, sucking them. Never treated tenderly by the rough aliens, but never injured. She lived as an animal.

And she began to enjoy it.


16.6

The Sword of Redemption

Captain Agrippina, the beautiful, imposing matriarch of the imperial warship Sword of Redemption, stood on the bridge with her hands clasped behind her back and her ample breasts thrust out proudly in her armored bodice. She was watching a holographic overlay of her view out the bridge’s forward windows. A red indicator peppered with smaller indicators was growing larger and larger.

“The gorlok attacks ships will reach us in one hour, captain,” reported Acting First Officer Vindella. The young, dark-haired woman looked sleek and beautiful in her combat armor. Her silvery eyes were sharp, and she had a dueling scar across her cheek that made her more imposing. Vindella had forgone the ceremonial cape in favor of a small pair of golden wings that concealed an electro field.

“And the search?” asked Agrippina, without looking away from the view.

“Orbital scans completed. Based on debris and intermittent transponder signals we believe we have located three of the scout ship’s crew on the planet below. The combat shuttle is almost done being readied for recovery.”

“This operation will not be done in time,” muttered Agrippina, watching the swarm of gorlok attack ships growing closer and closer. “That is a capital class gorlok ship launching its fighters at us. We can hold them, but the odds of an outright victory are not in our favor. I will buy you time, Vindella. You bring back my crew.”

Agrippina finally fixed Vindella with a hard look.

“If you are quick about it, no one need die today. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, captain,” said Vindella, saluting and hastening to the launch bay.

Captain Agrippina turned to her bridge crew.

“Lower the armored shutters. All hands to battle stations. Shields to full and prepare the anti-fighter missiles.”

A Brief Engagement

Captain Agrippina and Sword of Redemption had never faced a foe as ferocious as Edkrusha. His attack ships swarmed through the streams of missiles and gunfire. Scores were lost, but many more made it through. Crude, gorlok technology allowed the small ships to penetrate the shields of Sword of Redemption. The gorloks attached their junky void ships to the hull of the gothic imperial warship.

Raiding parties cut through the armored plates and stormed into the corridors of the ship. There were not enough of them to take the ship, but their attacks harrassed the crew and disabled weapon stations and turrets.

Some of the gorloks became distracted when they saw the beautiful human women crewing the ship. Some tore off the uniforms of the screaming women and set upon them with hard, green cocks and hungry mouths. Tongues thrusting into moaning lips and cocks rutting into tight human cunts. Those gorloks who became distracted were dispatched easily by the combat parties of the humans spreading out to repel the boarders.

The first wave of savage aliens was wiped out, but not before one crazed gorlok managed to hurl an explosive charge into the port shield generator. Fire belched through corridors and ripped out the port-side shield dome. Sword of Redemption’s energy fields flickered and died just as Edkrusha’s flagship drew closer and let loose a salvo of explosive shells.

Detonations wracked Sword of Redemption. All her defensive shields dropped. The lights flickered and returned with a gloomy red color. An entire steeple broke loose from the back of the gothic ship’s armored spine.

In the launch bay, the rescue ship finally detached and plunged into the atmosphere of the world below. As First Officer Vindella descended towards the first of the three rescue sites, Captain Agrippina readied her ship for a close quarters fight.

The gorlok warship fired grappling lines and exchanged rapid fire salvos with the surviving turrets on Sword of Redemption. The grapples ratcheted the two ships closer, their deadly embrace intensifying as the flanks of both ships vented burning gas into the void. At last, boarding gangways reached across the gap between the ships and the full assault of the gorloks began.

Edkrusha was at the vanguard of his boarding parties with a double-barreled shot blasta in one hand and a slaver’s hook in the other. He climbed through the ragged hole cut in the armor of the human ship and stomped down the halls. He blasted stun pellets into the humans when he could. After all, gorloks were notorious slavers and Edkrusha was no exception. These humans would be useful for menial tasks, pleasure, even breeding. The crew seemed almost entirely female, which proved the information his fresh slaves had given to him to be true.

The women aboard Sword of Redemption fought until overwhelmed. The corridors filled with smoke and blood. Sections of the ship burned or were ruptured to the void. Many died in the battle, but many more were captured by the gorloks. As the last pockets of resistance were taken, as the pillaging and pleasures of victory broke out across the ship, Edkrusha headed for the bridge. He intended to claim the human captain for himself.

An Orgy of Defeat

Sword of Redemption had fallen and the once solemn ship echoed with the sounds of celebration. In the dining hall, the green skinned invaders tore the clothes from the women they had captured and took their pleasure right there on the tables. Some gorloks feasted on the luscious bottoms and sweet cunts of the human women, pushing their heads down with slave clamps and forcing their asses into the air. Thick, pink gorlok tongues lapped at the folds of the whimpering women.

“Damn you to the fires,” moaned a junior officer, her plump buttocks quivering as a gorlok sawed thick fingers in and out of her cunt and ran his tongue over the dancing divot of her asshole.

“Pllleeeeasse!” cried one chaste woman. “No! It feels… feels too good!”

“MMmmmnnnnnhnn,” agreed the gorlok with his huge hands planted on the women’s firm cheeks and his tongue squishing into the pink folds of her cunt.

All along the dining tables, the gorloks decided they had tasted enough of the delights of the human women with their tongues. Some slung their chosen slave over a brawny shoulder to carry her off to their quarters. Most simply continued with their lustful invasion, yanking down trousers to free huge gorlok cocks.

The junior officer gurgled and drooled with her throat stuffed full of gorlok fuckmeat. Her big tits hung free of her torn uniform, bouncing and slapping against her ribcage as the gorlok sawed his cock into her mouth and down her throat. Tears streamed down her face as her neck bulged around the brute’s massive member.

Several enlisted women were being fucked nearby. Their bodies thrown over the tables and their cunts yielding to the ferocious assault of the gorloks. Some of the women were moaning and jerking their hips and seemed to be enjoying what was happening. Others were moaning, pleading, or even catatonic as the gorloks took their pleasure.

It ended the same regardless of the reaction of the individual woman. Each gorlok found his climax and spilled his seed, whether it was deep inside of the clutching human cunt or in a hot, creamy geyser that coated each woman’s breasts, face, ass, or thighs in spunk. The women were collared and carted off to become slaves. Kneeling before their new gorlok masters. Their chins dripping with cum. Their eyes lidded with submission. Their bared breasts heaving with their shameful ecstasy.

Not every woman was so lucky as to become the personal pleasure slave of one of the gorlok pirates. The massive gorloks brought other creatures with them. Most numerous among them were the gerlins. These scrawny, scrappy little greenskins were the diminutive cousins of the gorloks. Half as tough, but twice as vicious, they died to the human guns by the thousands in the initial assault. But thousands more came for their prizes.

In the engine room, a pack of gerlins overtook the security troopers and set upon the women in their grease-smeared smocks and sweaty work trousers. Even the officers were dragged down to the engine deck and by the hum of the machines they were stripped naked and fondled and pinched. The little gerlins finally had their revenge for endless indignities visited upon them by the gorloks and by the humans.

The gerlins latched their thin-lipped mouths to the dangling tits of the engineers. Ran bony fingers between soft, creamy thighs. Thrust their long, slender tongues into moaning mouths. Pinched and squeezed and shoved their hard, green cocks between tits. Between lips. Between the warm firmness of buttocks. Into the heat of human cunts, so quick to yield to the gerlin thrusts. Hundreds of them humping away and tugging and pulling at the women until the human bodies seemed to disappear under waves of rutting green flesh.

The engineers, the captive troopers, and the officers of the engine room were drenched in gerlin spunk. Every hole was pumped to overflowing with the oily spunk of the scrawny aliens. Asses inseminated, mouths flooded, cunts fertilized. Not even the gorloks that were drawn to the wild sounds of the orgy dared try to interrupt the pleasures of so many gerlins.

Only the bridge of Sword of Redemption remained intact and secured. But this would not last long.

“Cut’r open!” snarled Edkrusha, swinging his slaver’s hook angrily, braining an unlucky gerlin helping to carry explosive charges.

The battle boss’s boyz brought in a sizzling cutter torch and set to work on the massive, armored doors of the bridge. The torch, like all gorlok technology, was crude and powerful. Jets of blue-hot flame spurted out of the cutter and began to spark and melt through the armor.

When the cutting was done, Edkrusha shoved aside his boyz and shouldered the glowing outline of the cut. The plug of the door fell into the bridge with a boom and Edkrusha stepped through. He blasted the first trooper that raised her gun. His boyz roared with battle lust and charged in after him, swinging chain blades, super hammers, and blasting thump guns.

Through the smoke and booms and the squeal of chain blades on metal, came the shout of the brave matriarch of the Sword of Redemption.

“Sisters, to me! We will not bend to these aliens! To me and let them taste their destruction!” The beautiful, golden-armored woman was directing the last defenders with her sword and pistol in hand.

Edkrusha bellowed with battle lust and charged at Captain Agrippina.

“In the name of the Holy Empire,” shouted Agrippina, pointing her blade at Edkrusha. “You will die!”

The beautiful captain met his charge and crossed her glowing blade against his slaver’s hook. The power of her weapon cleaved through the crude hook and nearly took Edkrusha’s head off. He backhanded Agrippina before she could press her advantage and blasted her with stun pellets at point blank range. She groaned, dropping to one knee. Her armor dented and smoking. A trickle of blood from one nostril.

“You will never… best me,” she snarled, rising to her feet.

“Make you slave!” snarled the gorlok battle boss.

Agrippina raised her sword and the mighty gorlok battered the weapon aside. He drove his knee into her armored midsection and doubled her over. Then, with a snarl, he grabbed her white hair and yanked her head back.

“For the Empire,” she said bitterly, reaching for a grenade on her belt and triggering the arming button.

Edkrusha tore it from her grasp and tossed it across the bridge. Two of his warriors and several humans were wounded, but the battle boss was unscathed. He laughed as Agrippina sagged into his arms in defeat.

The others on the bridge were taken and the gorlok battle boss sent his men away. He tore the armor from Aggrippina’s body, impressed with the size and heft of her soft breasts. His green fingers working over her pink nipples. Pinching and lifting the weight of her tits with her pale pink buds. She cried out, looking away from him. Wincing in shame. He turned her face to his and thrust a tusked kiss to her lips. His tongue invaded her mouth and tasted the sourness of her anger.

“Mmmmmm, you relax,” he chuckled. “Make it better. Make it good.”

“It will never be good with a beast the likes of you,” cried Agrippina.

“We see,” laughed Edkrusha. “When you see boss’s cock, you will kneel like all others.”

She fought feebly as he stripped off the armor from her lower half and threw her face down over her command throne. His hand stroked her slender waist and wide hips. Her body artificially youthful thanks to her station as a captain. He smacked her plush bottom and laughed as it jiggled. The captain certainly was not skipping meals. Another smack and another. Aggrippina bit back a cry of pain, climbing against the back of her throne. Her shaved cunt blushing and wet.

Edkrusha grabbed her hips in both hands and ran his tongue along the seam of her pussy and into her crack. He tasted both holes, savoring her obvious lust. He rose behind her, unbuckling his belt and letting the weight of a belt of grenades drag down his trousers. His huge cock bounced free. Hard and twitching as he fed the blunt tip into the curvy captain’s honeypot.

“Noooooooo!” cried Aggrippina, defeated but defiant.

Edkrusha laughed, impaling her on his full length in a single stroke. Letting her know that he was her master and she was, for the moment at least, merely his cocksleeve. Each thrust of his huge cock sent his heavy bollocks swinging against her clit. Each smack of those weighty orbs made the human cry out with pleasure. Unable to resist the stretching, straining ecstasy of being plundered by the superior gorlok fuckpole.

Aggrippina wailed with despairing pleasure, tears dropping down her cheeks as she began to cum on Edkrusha’s cock. As her hips began to move. As she began to push back against the massive gorlok’s mighty pillar of flesh.

“Good slave,” laughed Edkrusha, stopping his thrusts and letting Aggrippina do all the work. Her big tits swinging and slapping with the force of her hopeless rutting. Her fat ass smacking the giant gorlok’s cock as she took him to the root with each backwards throw of her hips.

Her pussy tight and clutching around his cock. Her heat driving him towards the edge. Edkrusha roared with triumph, hunching forward with the surge of his eruption. He slammed her face into the back of her command throne as his fat bollocks twitched. He blasted a massive load of hot alien cum deep into her pussy. A rush of conquest and pleasure sweetening his release as his cum spurted again and again, drenching Agrippina’s womb and overflowing down her quivering thighs.

The gorlok laughed again as he felt her cumming with him, her pussy helplessly squeezing and milking his orgasm like the cunt of a nice, obedient slave.

Last Hope

Sword of Redemption was lost, First Officer Vindella was sure of it. No communications for more than an hour and she could see the ship in orbit locked in a grapple with the gorlok vessel. The ship’s mission to patrol and secure the sector had failed.

The recovery operation on Congoro was not going much better. Janna Richtofen’s transponder had been deep in the ocean. Unrecoverable. Tayla Evander’s had been found outside an ominous cave. Vindella led half her team inside and located what remained of Tayla Evander. A writhing horror of tentacles and the unlucky trooper’s head swallowed up by a fleshy alien mouth. Tayla Evander’s body was grotesquely, immensely pregnant with some alien brood. There was no way to detach her from the creature without killing her.

Tayla ordered her team out of the cave and used breacher charges to destroy the entire cave, forever entombing Trooper Tayla Evander with her monstrous lover. Vindella reported Tayla Evander as killed in action.

VIndella and her small team continued the search for the final remaining transponder. There were predators everywhere and they were attacked repeatedly.

“I see something up ahead, commander,” said one of Vindella’s remaining crew. She still had four women with her, armed and equipped with combat suits, but still dangerously vulnerable on a Type-X planet like Congoro.

Vindella took the scanning scope from the woman and lifted it to her eyes. Sure enough, the transponder of Ensign Kiro Hido was in the mountainous terrain ahead. But there was something else. Life signs and signs of civilization glimpsed through the jungle trees. Vindella was about to lower the scope when she saw something on the thermal overlay that made her freeze.

A human, on hands and knees, being attacked by a much cooler creature. Some sort of humanoid reptile. No, not attacking the human. Not exactly. It was…

“It’s fucking her,” realized Vindella. She lowered the scope and handed it back to the crew woman. “Ready your weapons. She is being held captive by some sort of indigenous reptile species. We have to save her.”

But as they approached the village, guns ready, prayers on their lips, they never saw the hunting party concealed in the trees. The nets descended and entangled Vindella and her team. Clubs beat them and the weapons were taken from their hands. None of them were seriously injured.

In fact, the reptilians offered them a drink. Something strong and alcoholic that spilled from a gourd as the creatures held it to the mouth of each woman. Vindella and the others drank out of thirst. Out of fear. Out of despair. They drank and by the time they arrived at the encampment their bodies were warm and their hearts were pounding with the thought of what was to come.

Kiro Hido was waiting to greet them. Her body naked save for paint on her face and breasts. Smiling as she welcomed them to the tribe.
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The Suburban Sex Kitten Goes to Vegas

By Amanda Clover


17.1

Her Guardian Angel

The finished video was frozen on an image of Hank gesturing with his right hand, fingers close to the phone’s camera so that Melody could see a few expensive-looking gold rings on his fingers. The stocky older janitor had a freshly shaved face. He looked tanned and was dressed in a tailored pinstriped suit and was smiling, telling Melody to put on the sexy lingerie he had left for her.

Some consolation prize, thought Melody. I had been expecting him to take our relationship to the next level. Maybe force me to dump Brandon. Instead, I’m left alone with Brandon and a box of lingerie and Hank flies off to Vegas.

She had to remind herself that he had flown off, supposedly, for work. Not that she had much of an understanding of what sort of custodial work would suddenly call Hank from the campus of Sandy State University to Las Vegas. He looked more like a businessman than a janitor. Maybe even a mobster.

The thought of the man she thought of as her master being in the mob didn’t exactly comfort Melody. She flopped back in bed, furious and feeling betrayed and alone. She wasn’t about to send Hank a sexy video in this condition. She needed help. She needed her support network. Unfortunately, it was very late now. Almost one in the morning. She texted Lucy a couple times, but there was no reply. Her sexy BFF was either asleep or, more likely, had her phone on vibrate while she was getting banged by one of her boytoys.

Melody closed her eyes and tried to center herself. It was hard when she was torn between being Melody Applebottom, heading towards graduation and a career, and Felecia Fay, eager slave girl, seducing every single one of her professors. She closed her eyes and pictured each one of them. She slid a hand down into her panties and wondered if any of them would be up for a booty call. As if they might satisfy her when Hank was gone, and Brandon couldn’t do the job.

There was Professor Grigsby, the slovenly old man she had seduced first, his pubes smelling faintly of mothballs as she deepthroated him and drooled on his balls. No, he was probably in bed by six.

Professor Brown, big and Black and powerful. A great fuck who helped her seduce Professor Veronica Randal. But he was probably pounding some hot student already.

Professor Randal herself, a prim and proper slut for black cock, had lost her ring to Melody. She would be terrified if Melody texted her for a hookup.

Professor Billingsly, married, but overwhelmed by Melody making her move with the help of Lucy. Now, he might be willing to come by, but he was sort of pathetic. She’d collected his ring and gone to her master for her reward, only to find out that Hank had abandoned her and flown off to Vegas.

But those weren’t all her conquests. There was one other professor she had seduced. A seduction so easy, it was almost as if her professor had been waiting expectantly for Melody.

Angela Burke.

Melody closed her eyes and thought of her middle-aged women’s studies professor. She wore big glasses and had long black hair that fell into springy curls. She was a very curvy woman. A soft middle, thick thighs, big ass, and huge, slightly pendulous tits with thick nipples. All that only made her hotter. Seducing her had been easy, but Angela had been different than the others. She had known about Hank’s proclivities and while Angela was super dominant towards Melody, she was also helpful, even nurturing, to Melody’s kinky side.

“Angela,” said Melody, having an epiphany. “That’s it. If anyone would be there in my hour of need, it’s her.”

Not a late-night booty call. Some late-night advice.

“Hey,” texted Melody. “Are you up? Can I meet you somewhere? Coffee?”

Angela must have been sitting in bed on her phone because the reply came almost instantly.

“It’s late. Why do you want to meet me?”

“Need advice,” said Melody. “My life is shambles. Hank flew off to Vegas. I kicked my boyfriend out of the bedroom.” When Angela did not reply immediately, Melody added, “Please. I really need to be with someone tonight.”

There was a hint of almost threatening neediness to that last part, but it worked. Angela replied after a moment.

“Come to my place,” she texted. “Don’t make me wait.”

“On my way,” replied Melody, hitting send as she was getting out of bed. She pulled on a tank-top, a light jacket, and a pair of tight stonewashed jeans. She rode her bike across the campus of Sandy State and to Angela’s apartment. The whole time she was riding her bike she was trying not to think about the past sexual encounters she’d had with Angela. “Just going there for advice. Just ask her for her help and then leave. Don’t get mixed up with her.”

She knew it would be easier said than done. The curvy older woman had a way with Melody that was almost as impressive as the hold Hank had over her. Her heart was pounding in her chest by the time she walked up to Angela’s door.

She hesitated. She almost chickened out, almost turned around and rode all the way back to her apartment, but she couldn’t do it. She had told Angela she was coming, and she couldn’t afford to burn another bridge on that night of all nights by flaking out on her.

She knocked on the door.

She didn’t have to wait long. The door opened and Angela stood before her. Her springy black curls were pulled back in a loose ponytail and she was wearing her big glasses and a bathrobe and seemingly nothing else.

“Uh, hey,” said Melody, suddenly aware that she had neglected to wear a bra and her pink nipples were stiff beneath her tank top.

“Come in,” said Angela, stepping back and holding the door open. “We have a lot to talk about.”

Angela followed Melody into the living room, walking close behind her every step of the way.

“I, um, I really needed somebody to talk to about everything that is happening in my life,” said Melody.

“I read your texts,” said Angela. “Now I want you to sit down here on the couch and listen to me.”

Melody sat, her heart beating so hard in her chest that she felt like her breasts were vibrating to each pump of that excited muscle. She looked at Angela as the curvy brunette stood and folded her arms across her big chest.

“Not every woman wants to be in charge in her relationship,” said Angela. “Some women, like you, want to be dominated and controlled. You feel most comfortable when a man like Hank makes you into, for lack of a better word, his slave. Calls you by that name you picked for yourself. Felecia Fey.”

“Yes, that’s right,” said Melody. “And now he’s gone off to Vegas and left me behind.”

“I know where Hank went,” said Angela. “I don’t know much more than that, but every so often he disappears off to Las Vegas. He’s not the man you think he is. But you’re not here to talk about Hank.”

“I’m not?” Melody noticed a change in Angela’s posture and tone.

“No,” said Angela, reaching down to the terrycloth belt of her robe. She untied it slowly, smirking at Melody as she did. “You’re here to get fucked. To have a master for the night. I didn’t even need to hear your voice to know how badly you wanted me. Tell me. Admit it to me. I’ll give you what you want. I’ll make you cum.”

“N-no,” said Melody, fighting her urges. Trying to stay focused on talking rather than fucking. But she could not look away as Angel untied her robe and slid it from her shoulders. She was naked beneath the robe and the soft, heavy material dropped from her breasts and dragged over Angela’s thick nipples.

Not quite naked, realized Melody as her gaze traveled downward. Angela was wearing a large pink plastic dildo attached to a strap-on. It jutted obscenely from her mound and covered the dark thicket of her pubic hair. Angela smiled at her and stepped closer. Bare breasts at the level of Melody’s face. Bright pink cock curving upwards towards Melody’s chest.

“Admit it,” said Angela, stroking Melody’s golden hair. “Admit what you want.”

“I want… want to suck you,” said Melody.

“My cock?” Angela thrust it closer, then back again. She thrust her huge pendulous breasts towards Melody’s face. “Or these?”

“Yes,” gasped Melody. “Both. Your tits. I want to suck them.”

“Like a sweet, innocent girl,” said Angela, fingers twisting into Melody’s hair. “Alright, Felecia. Suck your mistress’s tits.”

Angela pulled Melody’s head back with a yank and leaned the smothering weight of her breasts into Melody’s face. Melody moaned submissively, opening her mouth and letting the curvy professor feed her a thick nipple. She latched to that warm nipple and began to suck. Angela moaned and caressed her, squeezing those fat tits against Melody’s face. Angela pulled one nipple free of Melody’s mouth only to offer her the other fat, straining bud.

“MMmmmmm!” moaned Melody, sucking and licking at the nipple in her mouth as she felt Angela’s hand reach down. Angela roughly fondled Melody, lifting her tank-top over her breasts and squeezing a naked mound in one hand.

“Oh, yes, you need to get fucked tonight,” laughed Angela. “I bet you’re already wet.”

“Oh, fuck,” gasped Melody, returning her mouth almost immediately to sucking on Angela’s dangling breasts. She felt Angela’s hand sliding down into her jeans. Into her panties. Angela’s fingers stroked Melody’s pussy. They squeezed the softness there and then curled into Melody’s hot, slick cove.

“Yeah, you’re ready,” said Angela, easing her fingers back out and holding them up to inspect the glistening wetness of them. “Get up. Turn around.”

There was no disobeying that authoritative tone. Melody stood, her tits dangling out of her tank-top and her jeans unbuttoned. Angela thrust her pussy-slicked fingers into Melody’s mouth and made her suck them clean. Then she turned Melody around and bent her over the back of the couch.

There was no more foreplay. Angela took hold of the dildo and nestled the tip inside the steamy entrance of Melody’s cunt. She squeezed Melody’s ass. She gave it a spank. Then she reached down and switched on the pulsating, vibrating dildo. She fed the buzzing length into Melody’s hot snatch. Melody’s tight cunt muffled the vibrations until they took on a wet, sloppy sound. Then Angela drew back her hips, almost pulling the vibe out, before slamming it back in again.

“OOOOH!” cried Melody, her head falling back as pleasure shuddered through her. “Oh my god, Angela. M-mistress. Fuck me. Fuck meeeee!”

“You don’t tell me what to do, slave slut,” growled Angela, reaching around Melody to grab her throat. “But I’m going to fuck you anyway. Fuck you better than any of those other professors. Even Mr. Brown. Even Hank.”

“Ooohhhhh FFfuuuUUUUUuuck!” cried Melody, her words distorted by the buzz of the vibe through her core and the spanking rhythm of Angela’s thrusts.

There was no denying that the older woman knew how to fuck. She drove Melody right up to the brink and then stopped and pulled out and teased Melody’s slippery pussy with the tip of the vibe. When Melody was just about to cum, Angela stopped completely and rubbed the cock at Melody’s clenched asshole. Melody was sure she was about to be sodomized by her hot older professor, but then Angela teased it against Melody’s pussy again and thrust in deep.

“Yesssss! Oh, fuck, that’s so good! Please! Please let me cum!” Melody looked back at Angela, throwing her ass back and watching Angela’s huge tits bounce and sway with the motion of their bodies.

This time, Angela did not tease her. The older woman grabbed Melody’s slender waist and fucked her hard and deep. She did not pull back when Melody was at the edge, she sent the hot blonde coed plunging into ecstasy. Cumming hard all over the dildo and slamming back into Angela’s soft hips.

Only after Melody had suffered the sweet agony of three conjoined orgasms did Angela ease the vibrator out of her pussy and switch it off.

Then it was Angela’s turn and the mistress did not need to give Melody any commands. Angela unstrapped the dildo and tossed it aside. She sat back in a plush chair, her legs hooked over the arms, and stroked her blushing cunt as she waited for Melody.

Melody crossed the room on hands and knees. She kissed her way up the cellulite dimpled thighs of the older woman. She nuzzled her snatch and breathed her aroused musk. Then she began to lick. Her tongue teasing, then probing deep as Angela cradled the back of her head. She licked Angela’s fleshy cuntlips. She sucked Angela’s fat clit as Angela played with her own nipples.

Melody had been well trained by Hank and Angela to read another’s pleasure. She knew when and where to lick. She sucked at Angela’s clit and fingered her soaking cunt. She pressed her face lower and tongued the hot, bitter clench of Angela’s asshole. She worshipped between those meaty thighs and sent the older woman howling into pleasure. Her face reddened, her tits shaking with the intensity of her orgasm. Fingers tight against Melody’s scalp. Angela’s pussy gushed against Melody’s face.

The next morning, Melody awoke alone in Angela’s bed. She was naked and recalled a swirl of moments of pleasure, pain, and erotic bliss with Angela. She blinked and rolled over as Angela walked into the room. The older woman was fully dressed in a blouse and long skirt. She was wearing kitten-heeled boots and makeup and a large, beaded necklace.

“Good morning, Melody,” said Angela, holding out a cup of coffee. “Two sugars and two creams if I remember.”

“Y-yeah,” said Melody, sitting up and covering herself with the sheet. She took the mug and sipped at the coffee. “What time is it?”

“Time for me to get to class,” said Angela, looking Melody over. She hooked a finger into the sheet and pulled it down to expose Melody’s breasts. She growled slightly, palming Melody’s left breast and then her right. Squeezing a nipple before releasing her. Melody moaned. Angela withdrew her hand. “Actually, I might have time for something.”

Angela took back the coffee and set it aside. There was nothing sweet or romantic about her actions. She put one foot up on the bed, lifted her skirt, and thrust her panty-covered pussy in Melody’s face. She steadied Melody with a hand on the back of her head and drew her panties aside.

“Eat it,” she growled. “I want to cum before I go to teach.”

“Yes, mistress,” moaned Melody and she began to lick.

It didn’t take long before Angela was moaning and smearing her cum all over Melody’s face. She left the young blonde blushing, panting, with her lips and chin glazed with girlcum. Angela sighed and pulled her panties back into place. She dropped her foot off the side of the bed and stood up, smoothing her skirt.

“I have a class to teach. You can clean up here but be out after class.” She looked at Melody sternly. “I meant it.”

“You didn’t give me any advice,” said Melody.

“My advice is be out before I get back,” said Angela, smirking slightly. “Or I might just keep you here for my personal use.”

Melody didn’t have a chance to ask her what that meant. Angela was already walking out the door.


17.2

No Turning Back

Melody listened for Angela Burke to return. Her bare breasts heaved with each breath. She closed her eyes and wished for the beautiful, mature professor to come back to the bed and ravish her. To sit her big ass on Melody’s face. To fuck Melody with a strap-on. To make her beg just to suck Angela’s toes. For Angela to decide that her day’s classes were not as important as fucking Melody into a puddle of quivering goo.

After several minutes of waiting, Melody finally sighed and gave up on her lesbian fantasy continuing. She had enjoyed pleasuring, being pleasured, and being punished by Angela, but that had been a one-night thing. She was contemplating how to motivate herself to get out of Angela’s bed when she heard her phone vibrate on the nightstand.

She grabbed for the phone and held it up to her face. Lucy.

She opened the message just as another caused the phone to vibrate. Lucy was typing a third as Melody read the first two.

“Brandon is over here crying his eyes out. He said he thinks you’re cheating on him and that you might be breaking up with him. Total meltdown. He’s pleading with me to do something. What do I do??”

Melody was disgusted by Brandon’s behavior. Not just crying over Melody kicking him out but running to her best friend to try to get Lucy to intervene.

It was at that moment, revolted by her pathetic boyfriend, that Melody realized she needed Hank. She could not let her feelings of abandonment get in the way of her obedience for her master. She still did not know why he had left her so suddenly, but maybe, whether he meant it as one or not, it was a test. To see if her feelings of submissive devotion could endure the strain of being left behind.

“OMG! He’s crying like a baby!” Lucy’s text appeared on the screen of Melody’s phone. “WTF do I do?”

“Keep him distracted for the rest of the day,” texted Melody, getting out of Angela’s bed and gathering her discarded clothes from the floor.

“What are you doing?”

“Moving the fuck out,” said Melody.

“Really???”

“I’m going to Vegas,” texted Melody, her thumb tapping out the message angrily as she pulled her shirt over her head. “And I might not be coming back.”

“K.” A long pause followed and then Lucy finally said, “Will keep him busy. Won’t tell him anything. You do what you gotta do. BFF.”

“BFF,” texted Melody along with several heart emoji.

Back at the apartment, Melody wavered. A deep melancholy came over her as she looked around at all the artifacts of the life she had been sharing with Brandon. She saw that little doll he bought for her from their trip to the zoo, the photo of them at the waterfall in Washington, and the pillows her mom bought for them when they moved in together. It was the remains of a life she had imagined sharing with Brandon until death do they part.

But that was over. It was dead. She wanted something more fulfilling, even if it was twisted and unconventional. She filled her small suitcase and then gathered her remaining belongings and stuffed them into two big bags. Brandon could keep all the furniture. He could even keep the pillows.

She stopped when she saw the Argent Provocation box in the bedroom. She needed to get in touch with Hank before she flew off to Vegas and she knew exactly how he wanted to hear from her.

She undressed with a crazed smile on her face, peeling off her clothes and sliding into the expensive lingerie had bought for her. The sheer material hugging her big, soft breasts and shapely ass. So sheer that her cuntlips showed through the front of the panties. Tiny shimmering hearts gathering at the trim. Her nipples stiff and her tits heaving as she set up her phone to face the bed.

She took a deep breath and pressed the record button.

“Hello, master,” she said, her voice hot with desire as she sat on the edge of the bed. “I love the lingerie you bought for me. It makes me feel sooooo hot.” She spread her legs and leaned her shoulders back. She braced her body with one hand on the bed and slid the other hand between her creamy thighs to stroke the gusset of her sheer panties. “Mmmmmmm. I just want to wrap my legs around you, master. I want to get down on my knees and… mmmmmm… serve you.”

She stroked herself steadily. Feeling the heat and then the moisture seeping through her panties beneath the fingertips.

“OoooOoooh, yesss,” she hissed, tossing her head back and strumming her clit through the sheer panties. “I will worship your fat cock, master. I’ll suck your cum-filled balls. Do you like to use me as your cumdump? Or do you like to know I’m fucking other men and women for you?”

She drew aside the panties and began fucking herself with two fingers and then three fingers. Pumping them into her wet pussy as she stared hotly at the camera. Her thrusts growing so intense that her tits were jiggling in the sheer bra.

“Ooohhh, master, I’ll fuck anyone you tell me to, but I will always obey you,” she moaned, bucking her hips against her pumping fingers. “Always… ooohhh… always serve you. Oh, master, you want to fuck my ass?”

She turned over suddenly onto her hands and knees. Face down, ass up and aimed at the camera. Shoulders down hard in the bedspread as she kept finger fucking her cunt and reached her other hand behind her back to massage her pink asshole.

“Oooooh, master, all of my holes are yoursssss,” she moaned, using her juices smearing her asshole to lube two fingers. She slid them into her backdoor and fucked herself with both hands. Her face down in the bedding but staring back at the camera around her hip. It felt so nasty. So wonderful. She could feel her orgasm approaching and she rolled her hips to the rhythm of her thrusting fingers.

“I neeed you, Hank,” she moaned. “I’m coming. To Vegas. I’m cumming for you. Coming for you. AAAAHH! CUMMING!!!”

Hot spasms clutched at her fingers as she fucked herself to an intense, thigh-shaking climax. Collapsing at last into a sweaty pile on the bed. Her hips jerking. Her fingers still working slowly in and out of her asshole. She finally stopped fingering herself and rolled over. Sat up.

Looked into the camera.

“I am leaving it all behind, master,” she said, face flushed, hair mussed, and eyes blazing with certainty. “I am coming to be with you. To serve you. Nothing else matters. I love you, Hank.”

She got up and stopped recording. Before she had time to second-guess her message, she sent the video to him.

Melody showered and put on fresh underwear and a loose summer dress, no bra (which would be a bit of teasing fun on the plane), knee socks, and sneakers. She wanted to be comfortable for the airport. She gathered her belongings, left a note simply saying “goodbye” to Brandon, and just before leaving she checked her phone. Hank hadn’t replied. He hadn’t even seen the video.

She frowned and texted him, “Heading to the airport now. See you soon.” She added three hearts so he would get the message clearly.

She was pulling into long term parking at the airport when she finally received a reply from Hank. It wasn’t completely reassuring, just the King’s Castle Casino in Las Vegas and a confirmation number for a one-way ticket to Vegas. He wanted her there enough to buy her a plane ticket, but he wasn’t replying with hearts.

“Thank you!!” she texted. He left her on “read.”

It didn’t matter. The coldness he sometimes showed to her only made her desire for him burn hotter. She belonged to Hank. She was more than his lover. She was his slave. His Felecia.


17.3

The Connecting Flight

The cool air-conditioning blew across Melody’s face and chest. Her hair fluttered slightly in the directional fan and her plump nipples stood out stiff beneath the soft, hanging material of her summer dress. The “fasten seatbelts” light had just gone off and the plane was cruising at 30,000 feet on its way to Las Vegas. It was a packed, weekender flight out of LA on a smaller 737. Melody had the window seat and had somehow managed to have the one empty aisle seat on the whole plane.

She had just put her earbuds in and was starting to listen to a podcast called On My Knees about the submissive lifestyle when she felt a shadow appear next to her. Her eyes fluttered open and she looked up.

She saw a middle-aged man with a golfer’s suntan and a friendly look. He was slightly balding, slightly paunchy, but also not unattractive in that dadbod way. He was wearing khaki shorts and a button-down shirt that was one of those deceptively expensive shirts that rich middle-aged men sometimes bought. He was grinning like a fool.

Melody sighed and pulled out one earbud.

“Yeah?” she asked, looking up at him.

“Felecia?” The man asked. “From Catalina Island? The yacht?”

Melody pulled out both earbuds as realization came over her. It had been an escort job booked through Darkside Productions. One of the last ones she took before retiring from the business. Some guy had seen her in a video and wanted her for a weekend on Catalina Island. He’d paid for a helicopter to the marina and had met her with flowers. Some sort of venture capital guy.

“Avi?” she asked. “Avi Goldberg?”

“Yeah,” he said, sliding into the empty seat beside her. “I tried to book you for a summer trip in the alps and your agent at Darkside said you had quit the business. I was so bummed. There was no replacement possible. I wasn’t interested in any of the other girls. My goodness, you are gorgeous. As beautiful as ever.”

“Thanks,” said Melody, feeling a bloom of heat as she remembered all the different ways Avi had fucked her. On the deck of his yacht. Filming her giving him a blowjob in the cabin. Fucking her from behind while she steered it. And then, on Catalina itself, 69ing by the ocean after a picnic. Drunk on expensive wine and taking his cum in her pussy. The memories brought a little heat to her face and she smiled up at him. “You look good too, Avi. Are you still doing the stocks?”

“Actually, no, I’m a record producer now,” he laughed. “Well, streaming content producer. It’s an app. It’s a whole thing. Say… are you headed to Vegas for the adult convention?”

“Nope. I’m taking a personal trip,” said Melody.

“So you’re still out of the business?” He leaned closer to her, no doubt looking down the front of her dress. She could smell that he still wore the same aftershave. “Because I have a lot of cash on me. I’m traveling alone and would love the chance to hire you for the weekend.”

“I’m not in the business. I mean it. But…”

She thought about Hank. How she suspected he might be in Vegas on business. How all those seductions might have just been a tryout for her return to being an escort. She didn’t want to show up in Vegas emptyhanded. A wad of Avi Goldberg’s cash might just satisfy her pimp.

“What is it?” asked Avi, his voice low and hungry and his ringed fingers on her thigh.

“Want to join the mile high club?” she asked, feeling the fluttering of desire in her tummy. “A one time thing. You bring the cash, I’ll bring the party.”

“Right here?” he asked, glancing around the crowded cabin of the plane.

She unbuckled her seatbelt and brushed past him. Her luscious ass in that soft, clingy dress was practically in his face.

“Not here,” she said, stepping out into the aisle. She glanced back at him with a mischievous smile on her face. “I need to freshen up a little in the washroom.”

“Oh? Oh!” Avi grinned. “Right.”

He took out a magazine from the seatback and pretended to read it. Melody knew he was watching her and she put a little extra swing in her hips. A little more oomph in each step to make her tits jiggle.

Get a good look, stud, she thought, because I’m about to make all your dreams come true.

She walked into the bathroom and shut the door behind her, leaving it intentionally unlocked. It wasn’t long before Avi came calling. The door opened and he pressed into the small bathroom behind her. Their eyes met in the mirror as she finished applying her lipstick.

Her plan was to give him one of her trademark blowjobs. A lipstick smearing, ball-tightening suck-off that would leave his knees shaking and his cum spurting down her throat.

But Avi had other ideas. He stepped up behind her, reaching around her to cup her soft tits through her dress.

“You are so fucking hot,” he moaned, lips brushing neck. Her earlobe. His bulge pressing against her plush bottom. “If I didn’t already have a wife that I hate I would ask you to marry me right fucking now.”

“Don’t think with your cock, Avi,” giggled Melody, screwing the top back onto her lipstick. “At least, don’t think about marrying me with your cock.”

“Oh, baby, I have other things I want to do with it,” he laughed, sliding one hand down to her skirt and pulling it up her thighs. As he exposed her peachy, thonged ass, his other hand yanked down one shoulder of her dress. Her right breast fell free of the material, the strap hanging down her arm, and Avi’s hand was all over her bare mound. Squeezing and pinching as he flipped the back of her skirt up and over her ass.

She thought he was going to put it in her right then and there. Instead, Avi grabbed her hips and went down on her from behind. He stuffed his nose in her crack and slurped her hot cunt. He buried his tongue in her pussy and rubbed her clit with his thumb. It was good. Almost like he had been thinking about it for years. He wasn’t shy either, giving her asshole a good rimming before standing up again.

She fell forward over the sink, both tits hanging out, and Avi slid his cock into her hot, spit-washed cunt. She gasped and pushed back against him, her soft ass against his hips. Her cunt gripping that thick cock.

“Fuck, it’s even better than I remembered,” he moaned. “I should have paid for you to never leave. Ohhhhh… I would have mortgaged all three houses.”

“I’m not that expensive,” moaned Melody, pushing back against him. “Buy a girl a Lambo. It goes a long way.”

He fucked her like he’d been missing her. Their bodies colliding. Their eyes meeting in the mirror as he hammered into her pussy. She came unexpectedly. She had just figured she would get him off, but it felt too good, too dirty, and she let loose with a thigh-shaking climax.

“Oohhh, fuck,” groaned Avi. “I feel that. Where… where do you want me to cum?”

She really didn’t want to sit in her seat with cum leaking out of her pussy for the next hour or more.

“My mouth,” She gasped. “I want to taste it.”

He granted her request, pulling out of her clutching cunt and stepping back just enough for her to turn and drop to a crouch. His glistening cock disappeared into her crimson lips and she sucked. His cock stiffened, erupted, and painted her throat in hot, slimy spurts of his load. She swallowed it all and sucked him a little more until his cock began to soften.

“Fuck that was good,” he gasped, leaning back against the wall. “I didn’t even need any pills.”

“Mmmmmhmmm,” she agreed, bobbing one last time on his shrinking dick. She popped her lips free and stood. “Now then… I think a thousand dollars would be enough.”

“Not nearly,” laughed Avi. “But I’ve only got twelve hundred on me, so it’s a deal.”

He zipped up and passed the cash to her. Melody felt a hot flush of the entrepreneurial spirit as she tucked the cash it into her purse.

“A pleasure doing business, Avi,” she said, reaching for the door.

“Can we… can I get your number at least?” he asked.

“You’ll have to talk to my boss,” she replied. “I’m staying at the King’s Castle on the strip.”


17.4

Viva Las Vegas

The lights of the Las Vegas Strip dazzled Melody as she stepped out of the airport with her bag on her shoulder. She was seeing them from a distance, but even still it was like looking at the world turned into a flashing video game screen. Even at night the lingering heat walloped her and almost took her breath away. The city’s asphalt had been baking under the desert sun all day and now it was letting off its heat through the soles of her sneakers.

Avi Goldberg brushed against her, his hand on her lower back and slipping lower.

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked, flashing his veneers as he cupped Melody’s round bottom.

“Sorry, Avi, I think I was pretty clear about everything,” said Melody. “But I had a lot of fun with you on the plane. And we can keep in touch. Right now… my boss is waiting.”

“I understand,” he replied, looking a little bit like he didn’t. “I’ll be thinking of you the whole rest of my trip. Text me if your schedule opens up. Maybe I’ll stop by the King’s Castle.”

“I’m sure we can figure something out,” said Melody, her heart singing as she thought of Hank in his hotel on the strip. She gave Avi a parting kiss on the cheek and climbed into one of the numerous cabs waiting to take tourists to the Strip. The cabbie, a swarthy man in a St. Louis Cardinals ball cap, eyed Melody’s curves in the rearview. She smiled and said, “King’s Castle.”

The flashing, surreal landscape of the Strip seemed to swallow Melody. Pyramids and Paris and pirate ships all with leaping fountains and acres of flashing digital light shows. The streets were packed with tourists. Every sign advertised another deal or sinful delight. It was an R-rated Disneyland. The pulsating, jingling, incandescent heart of the twisted version of the American Dream.

And Melody loved it. She drank it in as the cab pulled up into the wide double circular drive through the King’s Castle. Fake turrets and battlements rose from a massive medieval castle lit by a three-story sign about a magic show, the king’s feast, and nightly performances by Shakira for the rest of the year.

Melody paid the cabbie and stepped across the moat and into the hotel’s castle lobby lined with pennants and shields, where men were dressed as knights and squires and women were wearing sequined, low-cut bodices and offering complimentary drinks to people in the casino. There was a huge animatronic statue of a dragon looming over the lobby, steam pouring out of its nostrils as its giant head swung back and forth.

“This is wild,” laughed Melody, making her way to the elevators. She took out her phone, ignored the notifications of a dozen messages from Brandon and several from her mother, and sent a text to Hank. “I’m here! In the lobby now!”

She took a selfie of herself posing under the dragon head and added it to the message. After a few seconds, her phone dinged with a reply.

“Penthouse level. Room 959. I’ll be waiting, babe.”

Her heart was pounding the whole elevator ride up to the penthouse level. She wanted to fuck Hank so badly, especially after her surprisingly steamy run-in with Avi on the plane. But she had other priorities. She had to figure things out first. And she had to impress him with her willingness to be more than just his girl.

She wanted to prove she could earn money for him. It was a thrilling prospect, to try to impress him with her whoring skills. But what had he been cultivating with all those naughty missions back at Sandy State? He’d trained her and grown her beyond being just a pay-to-play slut. Melody was turning into a top-tier escort for her master and she was proud of it.

She stopped outside the door to Hank’s room. A single knock and it opened. He was there. Dressed in a dark suit and a red silk tie. His hand was on hers, drawing her into the modern penthouse suite at odds with the castle theme of the rest of the hotel. The smell of his aftershave crackled like lightning through her body. She could almost smell that sexual musk beneath it. The scent of his cock. His cum.

He guided her to a panoramic view of the Strip below.

“You’re a naughty girl, Felecia,” he said, stroking her back and pulling her against him. “Very persistent. You’ve gotten yourself into trouble coming here.”

“Are you going to punish me, master?” she gasped, looking up at him, her breasts heaving against his stocky chest as he held her close.

“Mmmm, I haven’t decided yet,” he said, giving her ass a soft smack and a squeeze.

“I have something I want to show you,” she said breathlessly.

He cradled her cheek and looked down into her blue eyes as they welled with emotion. She could feel him appraising her and it excited her almost as much as the prospect of fucking him. She was sure he was about to kiss her, but he let go of her cheek and stepped back. He sat down on the wide leather couch and motioned for Melody to approach.

“So show me,” he said, sitting back, knees apart. He looked like he expected a lap dance. She could see faint amusement twinkling in his eyes. She wanted to dispel that. To impress him. She reached down the front of her dress and pulled out the cash Avi Goldberg had paid her for their fling on the plane. She held it out to Hank.

“What’s this?” he asked, taking it from her and counting out the hundred-dollar bills. “A thousand dollars? Where did this come from?”

“It came from me,” said Melody, sitting down next to hank and hanging against his shoulder. “I earned that thousand dollars on the flight over here. One client. One guy. I fucked him in the bathroom of the plane and he paid me. I’m bringing it back to show you.”

“You’re worth the money, baby, but why are you showing me? You think I’m trying to turn you out like some Vegas hotel escort?”

The look in Hank’s eyes gave her pause. He looked almost annoyed. But why? Her hopes of impressing him were turning to confusion.

“Well, um, I know you’re into some shady shit here in Vegas, Hank,” she said. She saw his brow furrow and she held up a hand. “Please, let me finish. I’m not judging you or trying to talk you out of anything. I think… it’s hot. It turns me on. I want to be a part of it.”

“You got no idea what I’m doing here,” said Hank, pressing the cash back into her hand. “I’m impressed by your guts, but this is not a game.”

“I know,” said Melody, hoping she really did know. “I… I can’t go back, Hank. Not to my life before I met you. All I can think about is you and what you have asked me to do. I like it. I finally feel like myself. I feel free. And I don’t want it to stop.”

“What are you asking me?”

“I want to… to submit to you,” she said, sliding off the couch and onto her knees. “To fully submit to you and obey you. Master. No more boyfriend. No more classes. I want to be yours, full time.”

A smile spread on his face and Melody felt a hot thrill of relief. Hank stroked his fingers through his thinning hair.

“My slave, Felecia? Full time?” He reached down and caressed her hair and to her cheek. He traced his thumb across her lips and she met it with her tongue. Her eyes hot and heavy as she gazed up at him.

“Yessss, master,” she hissed, taking his thumb into her mouth and sucking. “Use me. However you want. I belong to you.”

He let her bob her lips on his thumb a few times, her lids growing heavy and her lust surging hot between her legs. Then he tightened his fingers in her golden hair and yanked her head back. Her lips popped free of his thumb and saliva trailed between her mouth and his digit. She gasped as he gazed down at her, his dark eyes seeming to glow like embers in a fire.

“I’ll give you one last warning, Felecia,” he said. “What you’re doing… there’s no turning back. You are gonna to be mine and I’m going to make you do things that maybe you don’t like. Maybe you even hate. But you’re going to do them because it pleases me. So I’m going to ask you, one last time, are you sure about this?”

“Yes,” she moaned, elation surging through her as she felt herself shedding the dead weight of her past life with that one word. “I want it more than anything, master. I am yours.”

Hank’s smile never left his face, but his expression darkened. His fingers tightened in Melody’s hair.

“I’m gonna put my mark on you, baby,” he said. “With these hands. With this cock. It’s destiny. You were always mine, always belonged to me, you just had to come to your senses.”

He stroked her cheek. Slapped it. Left her eyes stinging with tears and her cheek hot and throbbing. His hand moved lower. Powerful fingers on her throat. Tightening. He pushed her backwards and she fell off her knees and bent backwards onto the floor.

“Ahhhh, master,” she cried, her legs bent painfully for a moment before she could straighten them. He stood over her then, his hand on her throat. She was afraid of him. She loved him.

“Yeah, from now and always,” he said. “And don’t you forget it.”

He released her throat and grabbed the front of Melody’s dress. He yanked and the fabric ripped, Melody’s big, soft breasts heaving free of the torn material. He ripped again, down to her waist, like he was unwrapping a present he’d been lusting after for years. He disposed of her panties with another rip. His big hand on her cunt. Rubbing. Squeezing. Making her gasp and squirm on the floor.

“How bad do you need my dick right now?”

“So bad,” she whined, bucking against his fingers. “Please, master. Fuck my pussy.”

“Your pussy?” He grinned. “That pussy belongs to me now.”

He thrust three thick fingers into her slick channel and she gasped and cried out, pushing against him. Her ass leaving the floor as her hips rose to meet his thrusting digits.

“Yesssss,” she hissed. “Oh, yes, master. It’s yours. Use it however you want.”

“I don’t need you to tell me that now,” he chuckled, drawing his fingers out of her pussy and smacking them several times, quite hard, against Melody clit. Each slap sent a hot pulse of pain and pleasure through her body. It left her quaking and gasping as he thrust his fingers back into her shuddering channel. He pumped his fingers hard and fast into her greedy hole. His thick thumb rubbing her clit. His fingers working inside her with forceful skill.

“Ohhhhh, fuck,” she gasped. “Master… master… you’re going to make me…”

“Yes, I am,” growled Hank. “Cum for me, Felecia. Cum for your master. Now. NOW!”

His words and his fingers drove a spike of pure pleasure deep into Melody’s core and sent a powerful spasm of ecstasy bursting from inside her. Hank’s thrusting fingers suddenly made obscene wet sounds and Melody felt an intense release as her orgasm sent liquid gushing past his fingers.

“Oh, that’s right,” laughed Hank. “Squirt for your master. Squirt all over the floor. That’s a good girl. My messy slut. Thaaaat’s right.”

He worked his fingers in and out of her juicy pussy, deftly guiding Melody’s howling ecstasy to her peak and back down again. She felt her juices trickling down the crack of her ass. Soaking the carpet beneath her.

“Oh, master,” gasped Melody, thighs shaking and breasts quivering with the aftershocks. “It’s… I almost never… oh my god.”

“Yeah, letting go feels good, doesn’t it? Taste it.” He brought his wet fingers up to Melody’s lips and she met his gaze as she licked them clean and sucked on them. He kept them in her mouth as his other hand reached down to his belt. She moaned around his fingers, hearing the belt buckle clink and his zipper go down.

Then he was moving atop her, his hard cock in his hand, his stocky body pressing between her legs. He kisses her savagely and thrust into her just as savagely, his fat cock spreading her wide and reminding her of how good he felt. He bent her back, her feet in the air behind him as he pummeled her pussy with intense, deep strokes. His lips devoured her. His tongue consumed her.

“Mmmmmm!” she cried against his lips. “Oh, master! Yes! It’s yours! My body… ooohhhh… is yours!”

“Forever,” he growled, slamming in and out of her with the brutal rut of a pimp. A king. A warlord. His cock so hard it felt like steel inside her. So deep that it plunged into her core. Her pleasure rose suddenly and she wrapped her legs around him, drawing him deeper and squeezing his thrusting cock.

Cumming for him. Again. Crying out only to have her moans stifled by his lips. Those big hands on her hips. That fat cock driving her over the brink into intense spasms of ecstasy. He drove her wild, until she was sweaty and gasping, and then he eased his cock out of her pussy.

She thought for a moment that she had somehow displeased him, but then he was turning her over, grabbing her hips and raising her plush bottom.

“Not just your pussy,” growled Hank. “All of you belongs to me.”

“Yes,” gasped Melody. “Fuck me… ohhhhhh… fuck my ass!”

His cock pressed into the tight divot of her asshole. She was slick back there from all her cum earlier, but it was still a tight fit. He eased into her, acclimating her to the thickness of his cock. Reminding her of how good it felt up her back passage as he reached around her hip and began to massage her clit. His thrusts picked up quickly. He pulled out once and spit into her crack, smearing the saliva with the head of his cock before stuffing it back up her ass.

She could feel his thrusts change. The way he sought his own pleasure rather than driving pleasure into her. She came against his fingers and on his cock again all the same. His cock swelled inside her ass. Just as she was sure he was about to explode, Hank pulled his cock from her tight ring.

“Ohhh fuck,” she gasped, looking back over her shoulder. “What’s wrong, master?”

“Nothing. Turn around. Finish me off with your mouth.” His hand guided her. It was a humiliating act, but one that only excited her further as he fucked his cock into her mouth. To the back of her throat. His balls slapping her chin. The taste of her ass lingering on his cock. Gurgling as he tensed, fingers tight in her hair. “Fuck. Take it, Felecia. Take my fucking… cummmmm!”

He roared and unleashed his hot load down Melody’s throat. She moaned, eyes rolling as she felt the warm pulse again and again as the tacky slime slid down her throat. His thrusts slowed. He held her with her face pressed into her groin and she worked her tongue beneath his cock and over his balls. Her throat swallowed around his tip. Sucking him. Worshipping him.

“Good girl,” he grunted breathlessly, his fingers loosening in her hair. He caressed her head. “I think... we can have a very profitable arrangement together.”

“Mmmmmmm, I hope so, master,” she said, tonguing his cock and looking up at him adoringly. “I think I like Vegas already.”


17.5

Shopping Spree

Melody awoke in Hank’s arms. It was the first time something so wonderful had ever happened. She smiled and pressed back against him. He grunted in his sleep, tightening the arm he had draped across her chest and sinking his fingers into her yielding breast. She was sticky with sweat, her hair and makeup a mess, and with the thick, sickly feel of his cum still inside her pussy. All the same, she pushed her ass against his soft cock, feeling it slowly begin to awaken from her slow, persistent rubbing.

“Mmmmmmm,” he groaned, his fingers tightening even more against her breast and his lips pressing to her shoulder. Her supple neck. His words growled against her ear, “What’re you doing, you little slut?”

“Being bad,” moaned Melody, grinding back against Hank’s thickening cock.

“Didn’t I fuck you enough last night?” he growled, shifting his hips and sliding his hardness between her thighs.

“Neverrrr,” she gasped as the head of his cock dragged against her sticky folds.

Daylight was streaming in through the curtains of the hotel suite’s panoramic window. The morning light painting Melody’s luscious curves in gold as she slowly rolled over onto her elbows and knees. She raised her hips, offering her plush bottom and her filthy cunt up for Hank.

“Oh, you are nasty,” he laughed, rising to his knees behind her. “Alright, Felecia. A quick one before we get cleaned up.”

“Are we going somewhere, master?” she moaned, looking back at him over his shoulder as he teased his cock at her entrance.

“Oh, I’m going to take you out on the town,” said Hank, spanking a big hand against her ass. “Show my sweet college coed slut off to some of my friends. Would you like that?”

“Ohhh, yes, master,” moaned Melody, rolling her hips and rubbing her pussy against the head of Hank’s cock. She was so sensitive. So raw and ready after their long reunion celebration. She couldn’t get enough. “I’ll be a good little slut for you, Hank.”

“I know you will,” he chuckled. “It comes so easily to you.”

He grabbed Melody’s slender waist and buried the full length of his hard cock in her filthy little pussy. She let out a satisfied gasp of pleasure. Normally she would feel grossed out by fucking like this before she had a proper shower, but she didn’t care. Not with how badly she wanted more. She threw her jiggling ass back, smacking it against Hank’s hips as she took every inch of that big cock.

She loved the way older men handled her for their pleasure. The way they wanted something from her and every movement was to get what they wanted. Like a rutting animal. Not all soft and sweet like Brandon.

Hank was the ultimate example of this. He shoved Melody’s face down in the pillows and gripped her hips tightly, plowing into her raunchy pussy like he was fucking a sex doll. She moaned into the comforter, clawing at the bedding as Hank plundered her clutching cunt.

“Ffffffuuuuck,” she cried, rocking back against him, but totally dominated by every thrust. “Ohhhh fuck yes. Ohhhh, master, I’m cumming!”

“I know you are, slut,” grunted Hank, slapping her ass with each thrust of his hips. “You can’t get enough of this dick.”

He grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her head up from the pillows. He slammed into her, using her hair as leverage as an orgasm wracked her body. Her cum and his load from last night were making a raunchy, wet frothing sound as he pumped the piston of his cock. He kept fucking her, making her big tits swing and slap against her ribcage. Her head jerked back. Her mouth hanging open in a wordless wail of pleasure as one orgasm blossomed into another.

Hank, grunting with effort, hilted his big dick in Melody’s filthy wet pussy and let loose with a throbbing rush of his own pleasure. She felt the hot flood into her depths. The intense jerking as he came again and again in torrid spurts. Thrusting. Pounding. Until his breath shuddered out and his grip on her hair relaxed.

He let her slip off his cock and down onto the mattress where she flopped boneless and quivering. Hank’s weight eased from behind her and he stood, lighting a cigar and standing naked beside the bed, his red cock still somewhat stiff and smeared with their mingled cum.

“Holy shit,” gasped Melody, flushed and satisfied. “That was incredible.”

“Nice way to start the day,” agreed Hank, strutting naked across the suite and standing shamelessly in front of the panoramic window. Vegas in daylight seemed obscene. Like waking up next to a drunk bar pickup.

“Why don’t you go take a bath, babe,” he said, puffing from the cigar. “I’ll grab a shower and we can go out shopping to get you something nice to wear tonight.”

“Oh, master, you take such good care of me,” moaned Melody, rolling contentedly on the twisted sheets and smiling up at Hank.

Hank showered and Melody slipped into a hot bath, groaning as the bubbly warmth enveloped her naked young body. She loved the way Hank used her. The way that being around him seemed to remove every doubt or question about her life. He was her master, and he would make all those decisions for her.

Well, most of them anyway. As she soaked in the tub, she carefully picked up her phone from the counter and started texting. First, she sent messages to Lucy, including a couple of colorful pics from the Vegas Strip the night before, and to her mother just so she wouldn’t worry. Then, on a whim, she decided to message Angela as well.

“Decided to go to Vegas after all,” she wrote. “Spent the night with Hank in his suite her and now I’m soaking in the tub.”

“Show me,” came the reply.

Melody giggled as she held her arm out and snapped a photo of her soapy tits breaking the surface of the water covered in bubbles. Taking the second pic was harder as she turned over in the tub and pushed her ass out of the water. She stretched her arm behind her back and took the photo. The framing wasn’t great, but the soapy peach island of her ass was clearly visible on one side of the frame. She sent the pics to Angela.

“Mmmmmm, yummy,” replied the older woman. “I’ll have to borrow you from Hank and get you in the tub when you come back.”

“Yes, ma’am,” replied Melody, finishing with a picture of her face as she bit her lower lip.

She finished her bath with a vanilla scented body lotion that made her creamy skin glisten. She toyed with the idea of wearing her hair up but decided it would take too long to properly dry her hair and she did not want to keep hank waiting. She sauntered out of the steamy bathroom to find Hank dressed in everything but his suit jacket and reading his phone at a table with a light breakfast brought in from room service.

Melody sat on his lap and he fed her pieces of melon and spoons of yogurt. She let the towel slip and his big, ringed fingers fondled her plump tits. He kissed the back of her shoulder and she wiggled her ass in the towel on his lap. When he decided she had eaten enough, he pushed her from his lap and told her simply, “Get dressed. Something easy to take off.”

“Oh, yes, master,” said Melody, rising from Hank’s lap and leaving the towel behind. He growled at her as she walked naked across the suite, right in front of the panoramic window, to pick out another summer dress, no bra, and a little white thong to wear beneath it. A pair of open-toed heels accentuated her round ass beneath the flimsy skirt. She did her makeup and returned, ready to go.

Hank knew Vegas well. He had a sedan waiting to drive him and had the driver take them around the Strip so Hank could point out locations. Mostly casinos, each with a story of some wild night or odd occurrence. It seemed Hank had brawled with half the people in town, had been shot at more than once, and had fucked ten different models in one night at a hotel hosting a beauty pageant.

“None of ‘em worth half as much as you, baby,” he said, pulling Melody against him and groping her breast through her top until her nipples stood out like bullets beneath the clingy floral fabric.

Their ultimate destination was a luxury shopping plaza called The Forum attached to Ceasar’s Palace. There, the glittering shopping windows of all the best brands could be perused in airconditioned comfort. Hank started by spending almost two thousand dollars in cash on a simple golden necklace in the shape of a key that he hung around Melody’s slender neck. The diamond-sprinkled key rested just above her cleavage.

At Dormani he had her try on dresses while he tried on suits. She slipped in and out of luxurious silk dresses, parading them for him and doing a little fashion show in the huge private changing room. She decided to test him and picked out a red dress that was a little longer in the skirt than her summer dress but had a plunging neckline that really showed off her breasts. It was the most expensive dress she had tried on.

Hank paid with cash, just like he had with the necklace. The sight of him unfolding so many hundred-dollar bills from his money clip made Melody wet. He bought her killer stiletto heels at Jimmy Woo and a new Beauxbaton bag with little platinum studs decorating the front. At Valenciaga she picked out some sexy casual outfits in their even more luxurious changing room. A pair of tiny shorts and an oversized sweater that drooped from one shoulder and nearly exposed one breast got Hank so turned on that he couldn’t resist pulling her into his lap.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he grunted, running his big hands under the sweater and over her soft tits. “I want to fuck you in every single outfit.”

“Ohhhh, yes, that’s what I’ve been hoping you would say,” gasped Melody, pushing herself into his hands.

He kissed her then. She kissed him right back. Not just some grateful kiss on the cheek or lips after one of his many gifts, but a hungry, tongue-tangling kiss that his cock jump against her shorts. She moaned, lips smearing lipstick on him as her tongue danced with his. Hank’s big hands were completely under the sweater, fondling her tits and playing with her nipples. He lifted the sweater and she rode higher on his lap, offering her breasts to him. He kissed them. Licked her nipples. Squeezed her breasts in his face.

She moaned wantonly, eager to please him. She slid down from his lap and to her knees. He unbuckled his belt and she worked his zipper, freeing his thick cock and making it disappear into her mouth in an instant. She moaned around him, slurping and getting him nice and wet before shedding the sweater and engulfing his cock in her breasts.

“Ohhhhh fuck, you’ve learned what I like,” he chuckled, watching her wank him with her soft tits.

“It’s the meaning of life, master,” she moaned, tonguing his tip and letting more saliva spill onto his cock. She crouched as she stroked him with her breasts, showing off her juicy ass swallowing up those tiny Valenciaga shorts.

Hank groaned, clearly savoring the slippery squeeze of her tits. The golden key bouncing against the head of his cock as she stroked up and down. His tip reddening as he enjoyed her perfect breasts.

Melody would have gladly stroked him off until he decorated her cleavage with a hefty pearl necklace, but Hank had other ideas. With a grunt of effort, he pushed her back to her feet and stood with her. He turned her around, pressing her into one of the three-way mirror boxes and mashing her tits against the glass. He moved behind her, admiring her round ass with his hands. Squeezing it and spreading it and making it swallow up those little shorts completely.

“Ohhhhh, Hank, are you going to fuck me?” moaned Melody, looking back at him over her shoulder.

“Until you can’t stand up,” he laughed and roughly dragged the shorts down, making her ass jiggle. He stripped them all the way down her legs and spanked her round ass while she was trying to step out of the shorts. She fell heavily against the mirror, clinging to it and glad none of the glass broke.

Hank didn’t seem too concerned. He steadied her with a hand on one of her hips, fingers squeezing tightly as he grasped his cock and guided it to her folds. She was so wet. Literally dripping down her thighs from all the modeling and teasing.

His cock parted her cuntlips and with a stroke it filled her pussy. She gasped, savoring that hardness inside her. The way it dragged against her inner walls and the way those big, cum-stuffed balls of Hank’s swung against her clit.

“Fuuuuuck,” groaned Hank, taking her with deep, steady strokes that bounced her against the mirror. Her breath steamed her reflection. When she looked to either side, she saw an infinite reflection of herself being plowed by Hank’s big cock. Her ass jiggled with each smack of his hips.

Hank whispered Hotly against her ear, “Gonna show you off to the boys tonight in that red dress. Take you to the boss. Ohhhhh, fuck, but I want you to go there with a big load in that tight little pussy. You gonna keep it in there for me?”

“Yesssss,” moaned Melody. “Fill me, please, master. I’ll never let it out.”

“You’re such a good slut,” he said, fucking her faster and making the mirror shake. His hips loudly spanking her ass and his cock starting to make lewd sounds as it worked in and out of her soaking cunt. His thrusts grew deeper and more intense. He took hold of her hair in one hand, bending her head back and leaning over her shoulder to kiss her neck and run his tongue up her cheek. She turned her lips towards him, offering his thrusting tongue her sweet mouth. He took it, as savagely and lustily as he was beginning to fuck her pussy. Slamming into her. Thumping her against the mirrors.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried, feeling her pleasure tightening around him. The wet slap of his balls against her clit driving her over the edge. She moaned into his kiss as she began to cum. There was no helping it. Her orgasm throttled his cock and slowed down his strokes with the intensity of her squeezing walls.

“Fuck,” gasped Hank against her lips. He pulled his head back over her shoulder and stood upright. “Throw it back. Slam that ass into me. Ohhhh fuck yes. You want this load?”

“Yessss, please, master,” cried Melody.

“Ohhhh fuck, you’re gonna get it,” he said, spanking her ass. Squeezing it. “Work for it. Come on. Ohhhhh shit yes. Your ass is perfect, you little slut. Ohhhh fuck. Here it comes. Here it… AHHHHH!”

She rode back onto his cock, again and again, throwing her ass onto him and impaling her twitching pussy on his fat dick. She felt him surge inside her. Throbbing. Jerking. Sudden warmth as his cum began to spurt. His hands tight on her hips. Squeezing her as he thrust forward and drained his hot, slimy load into her depths. He leaned heavily against her, wheezing slightly as she squeezed out every drop with her tight pussy.

He eased his cock free of her and pulled one of the pairs of panties she had picked out up her legs. She felt the squish of the lacy gusset against her cum-stuffed pussy.

“Keep it just like that,” he said, kissing her again. “When I show you off.”

“Yes, master,” she purred, pressing a kiss to his lips.


17.6

Her Boss’s Boss

The club was called the Affairs and was the sort of strip club that catered exclusively to high rollers in Vegas. There was no gaudy façade, no neon dancing girls or blacked out windows. It had a red carpet and a steady stream of dark sedans and limousines driving up. A hefty doorman welcomed Japanese executives, businessmen from New York, Arab financiers, and European old money rich into the club.

And Hank. A seemingly lowly janitor wearing a five-thousand-dollar suit and with a gorgeous blonde on his arm.

Melody was happy to be that blonde as she leaned against her hunky master, her tits nearly spilling out of the expensive, slinky dress he had bought her with cash. Her hips wiggled seductively. Her smile lit up the dark club. She felt the warm, slippery sensation of Hank’s cum still slick on her cuntlips. Squishing between them. It was exciting to be in such a fancy club, surrounded by the rich and famous, and to be walking around with Hank’s big load still inside her.

“This place is amazing,” said Melody, marveling at the three-story interior of the club and the two nude women doing a trapeze act overhead.

“Vincenzo gets the acrobats from that circus show to do their routines without the body suits,” he said, glancing up as a toned woman did the splits overhead. “It’s kind of distracting.”

“I like it,” said Melody. “I don’t think I could pull that off.”

“Oh, you got moves of your own, babe,” chuckled Hank, resting a possessive hand on her ass and giving it a squeeze. “Come on. I want you to meet my boss.”

“Vincenzo?”

“Yeah,” said Hank with a nod, leading her deeper into the club, past a display of women acting out an S&M routine with velvet whips and nipple clamps.

A bald security guard in a suit stopped them outside a curtained off area at the back of the club. He made Hank open his jacket and patted down Melody’s body, smirking slightly as he felt her hips and legs.

“Watch it,” warned Hank.

The guard grunted and stepped back from Melody. He waved them through the curtain and into a plush parlor let in deep red. Curtains veiled private moments of pleasure as a nude sex act was being performed on stage. A big, bald, black man was wrestling with three blonde nymphs. Their bodies glistened with sweat and his cock plunged from pussy to mouth to clenching asshole.

Hank and Melody walked past men getting lap dances that had an awful lot of contact and the curtained entrances of some of the private areas. Even over the thump of the club music, Melody was pretty sure she could hear moans and grunts of people fucking.

“This part of the club is for members only,” said Hank. “Technically it’s a swingers club but Vincenzo makes sure there are lots of ladies to go around for all the single guys that show up.”

They passed a heavyset woman making out with a hot young Asian woman. Hank shrugged.

“Some guys do bring their wives I guess,” he said as the big woman started kissing and licking the Asian beauty’s perky tits.

“You’re not interviewing me for a job here, are you?” asked Melody. “Do you want me to get my tits sucked by some old mob wife?”

“First of all, don’t say the mob around here,” said Hank, drawing her close. “And second, no way am I handing you over for the club. You’re above the pay grade here, Felecia. You’re my little star and if the boss wants you to work it’s going to be something worth your time.”

The thought that she had already been chosen for the upper tiers of sex work came as no surprise to Melody. She’d worked in porn and had basically been doing sex work for Hank already with his little game with her professors. Hank was her master, and she would have let a homeless guy fuck her ass and enjoyed doing it if it was what Hank wanted. But it was good to know Hank appreciated her talents all the same.

“Up the stairs,” said Hank, pointing to an iron staircase leading up to a room with mirrored windows. “Vincenzo keeps his office up there.”

They knocked and a buzzer sounded. The door hissed open, and they entered a sort of airlock with the thump of the music muffled by the outer door. The inner door stayed shut as a camera scrutinized them.

“Come on in, Hank,” said a voice after a second and the inner door buzzed and clicked open from its magnetic lock.

They entered a room that was almost completely soundproof. Only the slightest drum of the club music penetrated Vincenzo’s inner sanctum. The mirrored windows Melody had seen on her way up looked out on the club. Several large screens displayed views of the outer part of the club, the bar, and a changing room where Melody could see strippers and performers taking off or putting on costumes.

Vincenzo stood from the throne of a leather chair with a stripper pole mounted next to it. He was not at all what she had expected. He was slender and very handsome, with neatly parted dark hair, big, dark eyes, and a wolfish smile. He was dressed in an expensive, but understated suit and he had only a single ring on his fingers.

“You must be Felecia,” said Vincenzo, taking Melody’s hand and shaking it casually. “Hank has told me all about you.”

“Good things, I hope?” she giggled, still somewhat caught out by Vincenzo’s good looks.

“Oh, very bad things,” laughed Vincenzo. “You’re a dirty, dirty girl, Felecia. The sort of girl I wouldn’t let near my sons. But you’re smart and obedient and those two things, in addition to your willingness to be very dirty, make you valuable.”

“It also helps that she’s gorgeous,” added Hank.

Vincenzo looked at Melody again as if for the first time. He took her in wearing that hot dress and those high heels and he grinned.

“Yeah, she’s a stunner, Hank. College girl used to be in porno? Whew. They don’t make ‘em like that anymore.”

“So what sort of job do you have for me?” asked Melody.

“So eager!” laughed Vincenzo. “Well, let’s have a drink first. Champagne? Cocktail?”

“Champagne would be great,” said Melody.

She sat down next to Hank on the leather couch facing Vincenzo. He poured them glasses of champagne and then sat down opposite them.

“Hearing and seeing are two different things,” said Vincenzo. “I trust Hank, I know he has an eye for talent like you, but I need to make sure you are what I am looking for. What would you say, Felecia, to a little tryout? After you finish your champagne, of course.”

Melody stared at Vincenzo, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief as she downed her entire glass of champagne.

“Ready whenever you are, boss,” she said, her plush lips glistening with the champagne.

That gave Vincenzo a moment’s pause. He broke into a smile that became a genuine laugh.

“Oh, you are delightful,” he said. “What do you think, Hank? How about your friend here does a little dancing for us.”

“She’d love to show off,” said Hank, giving Melody a nudge with his elbow.

“Oh, yes, sir,” she said.

Vincenzo gestured to the stripper pole next to him and then reclined in his chair.

It had been a long while since Melody had done a strip tease routine, but stripping was like riding a bike: if you kept in decent shape, you’d always be able to pull off a few tricks. She got to her feet and climbed onto the tiny stage surrounding the pole. She did a few simple rotations around the pole to test its stability, using her knees as the fulcrum and her new dress showing off her round, luscious bottom.

She let her motions gather speed, swinging her hips and bouncing her tits as she began to writhe against the pole. Vincenzo obliged her by piping in the music from the club and giving her a rhythm to move her body to.

Hank and Vincenzo both watched her with growing interest. She climbed the pole, sliding back a bit with each grip until she was near the ceiling, then inverting and letting her dress spill down her body. Spreading her legs wide and clinging to the pole, showing off her panty-covered mound. Wondering if Hank’s cum was leaking through the material. She spun faster, landing with her legs folded beneath her, bouncing upright on her knees, and then using both hands to free her tits from her dress.

Vincenzo sucked in an appreciative breath as she showed off her big, soft tits and pale pink nipples. She tugged at them and squeezed her breasts around the pole. She rode up it and down again, pushing her ass out, peeling the dress from her hips, stepping out of it. She did more knee spins, her ass barely covered, her hips working like she was riding a cock. She looked Vincenzo in his eyes and bounced her body like she was in his lap. She could see the bulge in his pants. Could imagine it sliding into her pussy.

Then she spun around, showing Hank her attention and letting Vincenzo admire her ass as she leaned towards Hank and played with her breasts. The rhythm deepened and so did Melody’s intense motions. She tossed off her overflowing bra, giving it to Vincenzo, and then peeled out of her panties. She tossed those to Hank so he could see the smear of cum against the gusset.

Then Melody pulled out all the stops. She climbed the pole naked save for her high heels, stockings, and garters. She rode it back down, legs wide, one arm holding her to the pole and her other hand pumping into her juicy pussy. She sucked the glistening wetness from her fingers and dropped to her knees, flipping over, lifting her plush ass, and teasing her wet fingers against her asshole.

“Oh, yeah, that’s fucking hot,” laughed Vincenzo. “You are not shy, are you?”

“It sort of goes with the job description,” giggled Melody, biting her lower lip and pushing two fingers into her ass. She pumped them in and out, jerking her hips, before pulling them out again and sucking her fingers like a cock.

“Do you need a toy?” asked Vincenzo, reaching into a drawer beneath the pole and taking out a hot pink rabbit vibrator.

Melody took it from him and deepthroated it. Her eyes barely watered as she took it down her throat and licked the rabbit ears. She pulled it out again, dripping wet, and eased it into her pussy. She let go of it, gripping it with her inner muscles as she switched it on and continued her dance.

Her movements grew with the vibrating pleasure from the toy. It pulsed deep into her core and made her gasp and wiggle with increasing ecstasy. She locked eyes with Vincenzo, jerking her hips with each pump of the whirring, muffled vibrator.

“Are you going to cum for him?” asked Hank.

“Is that what you want, master?” asked Melody, reaching back to toy with her asshole as the rabbit’s silicon ears buzzed against her clit.

“Yeaaaah,” said Hank, lighting a big cigar. “Show him that face you make when you cum.”

“Yes, master,” moaned Melody, pumping two fingers into her ass and jerking her hips for Vincenzo’s benefit. The motions might be part of a sensual act, but the sensations were genuine. The pleasure built like a storm cloud within her, gathering a charge and filling up with rain somewhere deep in her core. As she danced and fucked herself with her fingers, she felt the release growing. She cried out, bucking hard, on her hands and knees for Vincenzo to see everything.

At the moment her orgasm peaked, she grabbed the vibe and pulled it from her pussy. The stream of girlcum almost splashed onto Vincenzo’s shoes. She cried out, spraying her cum all over the tiny stage and soaking the chrome dancing pole. She held the vibe against her clit to prolong her pleasure and squirt more, much to Vincenzo’s obvious enjoyment.

When she was done cumming, he clapped and lit a cigar of his own. He stood over Melody’s trembling, gasping body, dropping hundred-dollar bills onto her until his money clip was empty.

“So much money?” she gasped, gathering up what must have been close to four thousand dollars.

“That’s for you, babe,” he said, leaning down and giving her ass a squeeze. “That’s your advance payment on the job I have in mind.”

“What’s the job?” she asked.

“Why don’t you get cleaned up and put on a robe,” said Hank. “The boss’ll tell you all about it.”

Clearly Hank wanted to work something out with Vincenzo before Melody was brought into the loop. But she was not about to disagree with her master.

Melody exited the office to Vincenzo’s private bedroom and bathroom suite. She showered off and looked in the medicine cabinet. She was not surprised to find more than one type of elicit drug there. She took a sniff of some of his cocaine and felt the rush of pleasure and euphoria she had become accustomed to while working in the porn industry.

She walked back out wrapped in a fluffy robe and sat down on Hank’s lap. She kissed his hand and wiggled against his bulge.

“So what’s the job, master?” she asked Hank.

“Master,” laughed Vincenzo. “I love that. He really has you trained. Shall I tell her, Hank?”

“If you want, boss,” said Hank, stubbing out his cigar in the ashtray, but wrapping a possessive arm around Melody. He exposed her left breast and toyed with it as Vincenzo began to explain.

“We’ve been having a lot of problems with this self-righteous prick of a gambling commissioner and I think you are just the solution we need to our little problem.” Vincenzo leaned back in his chair, obviously watching Hank’s hand fondling Melody’s breasts. “He’s one of those upstanding guys who doesn’t know how to properly take a bribe to look the other way. He’s married, but I don’t think that’s why my girls haven’t been able to get near him. It’s something else. Like he can smell trouble coming and it sets off his defenses.”

“And you think I can get through them?” asked Melody.

“You can,” said Hank. “After the way you handled those professors, I know you’re the right woman for the job.”

“All you have to do is seduce him and take him to the hotel we have picked out,” said Vincenzo. “Get his cock hard, do what you do best, and don’t worry about it. If everything works out, he won’t know what happened until the next day when he gets a mysterious text with some very dirty pictures.”

“The dirtier the better,” added Hank.

“Oh, now I like the sound of this,” said Melody, leaning back and wrapping an adoring arm around Hank as she brazenly spread her legs to show off her pussy to Vincenzo. “When can I start?”

“Tonight, baby,” said Hank and he gave her a passionate kiss.


17.7

The Commissioner’s Hottest Mistake

Bull Moose was one of those classy bars where men hung out to smoke cigars, drink 50-dollar scotch, and meet with high class escorts they had booked online. Even among the upper levels of sex workers spread out along the bar, Melody stood out. Her golden hair spilled over her bare shoulders and down her back. She was wearing the outfit, including the lingerie, that she had picked out with Hank. A knockout from head to toe, toying with the cherry in her Amaretto sour and waiting for Gary Munson to arrive.

She checked her phone again. Hank had said that Gary showed up at Bull Moose after the Las Vegas Gambling Commission meetings wrapped up right around 10 PM. But it was almost 10:15 and still no sign of her target.

Feeling growing boredom and not noticing anyone watching her at the bar, she took out her phone and checked her messages. She had several from her mom and one from an old friend from the porn business. She opened her messages with Brandon again, going over those last, cruel exchanges before she left him for Vegas. He had not pleaded with her to come back. She knew she should be happy for him that he was seemingly moving on, but she felt a pang of jealousy.

“I wonder who he is shacking up with?” she muttered to herself and opened social media. There was nothing on Brandon’s page, but when she happened to scroll past Lucy’s she was in for a surprise.

There were several pictures of Lucy and Brandon together. In some of them, he looked glum while Lucy was smiling and making a V-sign with her fingers. In another, Lucy was sitting on his lap. And in another Brandon had a drink in his hand, was smiling, and Lucy was kissing him on the cheek.

“What the fuck? Lucy?” Melody felt a hot rush of jealous anger. She had opened her text messages with her supposed best friend before she even had time to think. She typed her message in a heated rush, “What the fuck are you doing with Brandon? Why are you rubbing on him like that?”

She hit “send” and the message switched to “read” almost immediately. But Lucy didn’t start typing a response right away. Before Melody could send another heated message, one nasty enough she might regret it later, Gary Munson walked in the door.

She checked his picture on her phone just to be sure it was him.

Gary wasn’t good-looking by Melody’s standards. He was probably fifty years old, doughy, with a pitted complexion that looked like he had struggled with acne in his youth. He had dark, bushy eyebrows speckled with white and a thicket of hair that he was clearly dying black. Despite the signs of aging and lack of exercise, there was something appealing about the way he moved and smiled as he walked through the bar. It seemed everyone knew him, and he was tanned and confident in the way of a man who got out in the sun a lot and knew his place in the world.

He walked over to the bar, only a few feet from Melody, and ordered a double of 50-year-old Glenlivet. That was a three-hundred-dollar drink and one he paid for with cash.

Melody leaned towards him, showing off her cleavage as she smiled and said, “Good choice.”

Gary glanced in her direction. He straightened up a little when he saw a beautiful woman had made the comment. His eyes were drawn from Melody’s glossy red smile to the soft hang of her breasts teasing his attention. He pushed around the one customer separating them at the bar and asked, “What are you drinking tonight?”

“Amaretto,” said Melody, holding up her glass. “I don’t have the budget for something like that.”

“Oh? Well, Lucas, pour her a double of my Glenlivet.” He grinned as the bartender slid the scotch in front of Melody.

“How generous,” said Melody, lifting the scotch and taking a sip of the strong alcohol. Gary watched her reaction. “Mmmmm. I usually prefer my drinks sweet, but I can appreciate this. I like a well-seasoned scotch. One that has at least fifty years on it.”

“How does fifty-two sound?” chuckled Gary.

“It sounds perfect,” purred Melody. “If you’re buying.”

Gary was unsurprised that Melody was bringing price into it. He looked her over and stepped a little closer. Her job had been to seduce Gary and get him to room 224 at the Caravan Motel off the strip.

But seducing him had been the whole problem that had fouled up Vincenzo’s girls in the past. Melody saw, clear as day, that Gary Munson wasn’t overly faithful to his wife at all. He was a man who liked things clear and clean. A man who appreciated a good escort.

“I’m guessing a date with a girl like you doesn’t come cheap,” said Gary, stroking the small of Melody’s back and pulling her hip against him. Maybe it was pride or maybe it was a touch of the jealousy she felt seeing Lucy and Brandon together. She wanted to get paid. She wanted a lot of money to take back to Hank.

“Ten thousand dollars,” she said, her voice cool and confident. “We can skip the dancing and the dinner and go straight to my room at the Caravan.”

“Ten grand and you’re staying there?” Gary chuckled and looked her over again. “Babe, that’s a lot of money. I could hire ten girls for that.”

“Not like me,” said Melody, stepping back from him and slowly turning. She arched her back and pushed her firm, round ass towards him. She dragged her cheeks against the bulge in Gary’s pants. She turned back around slipping the strap from her shoulder, right there at the bar, and letting him see the sheer lace of her bra. Letting the dress slip lower. Both cups visible. Gary’s eyes widened. Her areolas just visible. One stiff nipple exposed through the sheer material.

Then she pulled the dress back into place, her breasts out of sight, her back to him as she leaned her head against his shoulder. One arm curled around Gary and she breathed his expensive cologne.

“You could have those ten dates and they’ll all blend together in your head,” she whispered. “Or you could pay me, tonight, and I’ll give you an experience you’ll be dreaming about for years.”

Five minutes later, Melody was in the back of a dark sedan sitting next to Gary Munson. She knew nobody was watching, none of Vincenzo’s cameras were on her, but that only made it hotter as she pressed a kiss to Gary’s lips and slid a hand into his lap.

“Mmmmmmm,” he moaned, running his thick fingers under her skirt and between her legs. She gasped against his lips as he kneaded at her warm cunt.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, squirming against his touch, and kissing him even more passionately. Her tongue fencing with his as the sedan turned off the strip and headed towards the motel. “I knew I wanted you the moment I saw you buy that drink.”

“You like a high roller, huh?” chuckled Gary.

“I need a man who can afford me,” replied Melody, massaging the growing bulge in his pants. “A man who can appreciate everything I offer.”

“Oh, I think I can appreciate it,” said Gary, his fingers pressing to the seam of Melody’s cunt through her panties. “What are you offering?”

She unbuckled his belt and eased down his zipper. Gary’s thick, uncut cock was in her hand a moment later. She was swapping spit with him as she worked his cock with her delicate fingers.

“How about we start with a little bit of relief here in the car?” The thought that nobody was watching - that this was not even part of the mission - made it hotter. Gary certainly didn’t object as she leaned her head down into his lap and started sucking his cock.

It was ten more blocks to the Caravan and Melody had Gary on the edge after five blocks.

“Oh, fuck, now this is why I love Vegas,” laughed Gary. “Am I right, Terry?”

“You sure are right, Mr. Munson,” replied the driver, watching in the rearview mirror as Melody bobbed her head in Gary’s lap and took his cock down to the root in her gurgling throat. Gary draped a hand on Melody’s head and groaned with pleasure.

“Baby, you’re going to get what you’re looking for down there if you keep it up,” gasped Gary, a grin on his face. He reached out and spanked Melody’s ass in her tight dress as she knelt on the seat beside him.

“Mmmmhmmmm,” she moaned around him, bobbing faster on his cock until she felt him tensing up on the seat. She pulled to his tip and stroked his spit-wet shaft, milking him with her skilled hand until Gary was pumping his hot cream straight into Melody’s mouth. She let it coat her tongue and fill her mouth and then eased off him.

“Holy shit,” he chuckled, his red cock twitching with aftershocks of his orgasm.

Melody lifted her head from his lap, sat up, and opened her mouth to show him all the cum.

“You seein’ this, Terry?” laughed Gary.

“Yeah, boss. That girl got a mouthful.”

Gary stroked Melody’s cheek and said, “Swallow that, gorgeous.”

She gulped the sticky glob down and licked her lips clean.

“That’s just a little sample,” she giggled, pressing her body against him and stroking his deflating cock.

“Yeah, the nurse usually asks me to put that sample in a cup,” chuckled Gary.

“Once we get to my room, I’ll show you everything I can do for you.”

“Fuck, you really are gonna make this night worth it, aren’t you?” laughed Gary, reaching over the seat to give his driver a fist bump.

At the Caravan Motel, Melody and Gary handled the business end of their arrangement. With Gary transferring the sum of $10,000 to Melody’s CashCoin app and Melody slowly peeling off her dress as Gary made the transfer. She stripped down to her stockings, bra, panties, and garters and slipped her high heels back on as she circled Gary at the cheap table in the kitchenette.

“Fuck, you look amazing,” he said, watching her walking around him and show off her perfect ass and long, toned legs. She stood astride his lap and Gary ran his hands up her legs to cradle her hips. “Let me see those tits, gorgeous.”

“You’re the boss,” purred Melody, reaching behind her back to unbuckle the bra. She caught the cups in her hands, crushing them against her soft breasts for a moment of teasing before hanging the bra off the back of the nearby chair. Gary’s hands went straight for her tits and Melody laughed with pleasure, thrusting her chest into his grasp.

“Fuck, these are incredible,” he murmured, leaning his face into them and kissing her soft mounds. She moaned with delight, stroking the back of his head and encouraging him to lick, kiss, and suck his way over the perfumed terrain of her big, perfect breasts. His tongue ravishing her valley. His lips sucking at one nipple and then the other.

As she moaned and encouraged him, she couldn’t help but look around the room and wonder where Vincenzo, Hank, or some other errand boy was hiding with a camera. There was a painting of dogs playing poker and a floor-length mirror opposite the beds. Both had a good view of the kitchenette, so she figured that was a nice place to at least start the action.

“Are you going to fuck me with that big dick, Gary?” asked Melody, pulling on his hair to ease his face out of the soft pillows of her breasts.

He looked up at her, grinning like a drunk who had just won the jackpot on an instant lotto ticket.

“Yeah, babe, you got it,” he said. “But first… I gotta taste that pussy. Bend over the table for me and show me that ass.”

Gary was an enthusiastic pussy eater. He smacked Melody’s rear and buried his face against her ass, tonguing her twat and breathing deeply of her feminine scent. He ran his hands up the backs of her thighs as he plunged his tongue into her sopping snatch and sucked at her sensitive folds.

When his tongue slid between her cheeks, Melody moaned loudly and reached back to cradle his head. This encouraged him to lick and slurp raunchily at her asshole. The sensation was intense and soon accompanied by his fingers sloshing in and out of her wet cunt.

She was shocked that a middle-aged man gave her a knee-trembler of an orgasm. She bucked against his face, feeling his tongue drill into her clenching ass while her pussy clenched against his fingers. He gave her a last lick up her crack and laughed as he stood behind her.

“You’re delicious, babe,” he chuckled, unbuckling his belt, and letting his trousers drop down his hairy legs. “Let’s see if you fuck as good as you taste.”

He pressed his fat cock against the hot, slippery seam of her pussy.

“Oh, Gary,” she moaned, looking back at him. “Give me that big daddy dick.”

He grunted as he sawed his hard cock into her tight, young pussy. She was so wet and eager for him that his thick cock had no trouble driving deep. He bounced his overhanging paunch against her ass and rammed his cock in and out of her twitching cunt, bulling against her backwalls with every stroke.

His big hands grabbed her waist, and she could feel his wedding ring pressing hard against her hip. It only made it hotter to get fucked by this married, middle-aged man.

“Ohhhhhh, fuck yes, your cock is so good,” she moaned, throwing her ass back against him and taking his dick with relish.

He pounded her so hard over the cheap motel table that they scooted it into the wall and kept thumping it there again and again. She pushed up on her elbows and let her big breasts swing beneath her as Gary pounded her pussy good. He grunted and groaned but held back his orgasm. He was breathing heavily, but grinning from ear to ear, his hard prick plunging Melody’s pussy until she was cumming on him.

He let her cum and then turned her around and sat her on the creaking table. She wrapped her legs around him and threw her arms around his shoulders. They kissed as he fucked her. Tongues sliding and tangling together as their lips met in the hot smash of a kiss. His cock swelling inside her. Her pussy drawing him closer and closer.

She knew they were watching. That every thrust, moan, and grunt was being recorded to destroy Gary’s life. She regretted it as he palmed her breast and kissed her neck. She hated herself for what she was doing as she felt another orgasm tightening around his magnificent cock.

“Fuck,” grunted Gary. “I’m close. Going to cum… all over these beautiful tits.”

“Yes, Gary,” moaned Melody. “Shoot your load all over my tits.”

He gave her three more good thrusts that almost pushed her over the edge and then bounced his hips from hers. She let go of his legs and he stood back, his cock red and gripped in his fist. She went to her knees in front of him and gathered her tits in her hands, squeezing them and presenting them to his cock.

“Ohhhh fuck, Gary, cum all over my tits,” she moaned, watching with excitement as he stroked his red cock.

“Yeah, baby, here it comes,” he groaned. “Gonna baste those beautiful… big… fuuuuuck!”

He let loose with hot ropes of spunk, splashing Melody’s creamy tits with his big load until her breasts were covered in his jiggling jizz and a pond had formed deep in her cleavage.

“Ooooh, yeah,” moaned Melody. “That feels so good. Mmmmmm.”

She leaned up to suck the last of his cum out, then turned her attention to her breasts, massaging the spunk into them and licking her fingers clean as Gary watched and smiled down at her.

“I think I’d better clean up,” she said, looking down at her glistening tits already starting to feel sticky.

“Yeah, maybe a shower,” he laughed, then let out a wheezing cough and sat down on the edge of the bed. She hung around for a second, naked and cradling her sticky tits, to make sure he was okay, but he waved her off to the bathroom as he continued coughing.

She took a hot shower, mulling over what she had just done in her head. The sex was good. Really good, actually. Maybe even better because she knew there was an audience.

But she felt a deep pit of guilt about how badly she had just fucked Gary in another way. Vincenzo and Hank would be blackmailing his life into ruins and using their videos of her with him to force Gary to concede on all sorts of illegal activities.

She shut off the water, wrapped herself in a towel, and found Gary sitting on the bed watching TV. He was naked from the waist down and still wearing a white tank top stretched over his middle-aged potbelly. His flaccid cock had almost disappeared into his foreskin.

“Hey, babe,” he said and patted the bed next to him.

She smiled sadly and walked over to join him.

“Was thinking,” he said. “I got another ten thousand in my little fun account, you know. What would you say to an all-nighter?”

Her instructions had been to get in and get out with Gary. Get him off for the cameras and then leave. But Hank hadn’t said anything forbidding extending her visit. She did her job. But did she really need another ten thousand?

“Mmmmm, Gary,” she said, leaning against him and letting the towel slip from her breasts. “I should be paying you back your money after how good you made me cum.”

“Oh yeah?” He laughed and squeezed her tighter. “I won’t say no to a refund.”

“How about just a freebie for the all-nighter?” she said, pressing a kiss to his lips and letting him wrap his arms around her.

She gave Gary everything she had that night. She poured her desire and guilt into an exhausting night of intense, passionate fucking. Lots of kissing and whispering and crying out in ecstasy. Stroking him with her breasts, riding him and letting them bounce in his face, reversing and letting him watch her ass bounce in his lap, and begging him to cum inside her.

Which he did, twice, with a third load sucked out of him as he lay exhausted in the bed. She had just swallowed that one when she finally got a text from Hank telling her to get her ass out of the motel. Gary was already half asleep. She kissed him on the cheek, pulled on her clothes, and walked out into the surprisingly chilly Vegas night.

A black sedan was waiting for her in the motel parking lot. As Melody’s heels clicked across the asphalt, her heart thumped in her chest. She couldn’t decide if the car was a limousine or a hearse.


17.8

A New Offer

Melody had just ruined the life of Gary Munson, but all she could think was that Lucy still hadn’t replied to her texts. She had left her boyfriend in Lucy’s care, and it seemed like Lucy was doing a little too much caring. And not answering texts. Brandon wasn’t texting her anymore either.

“WTF R U DOING WITH BRANDON??” Melody texted her erstwhile friend. A moment later, the message said Read beneath it, but there was still no response.

Melody was about to send Lucy an even angrier text when the driver of the sedan rolled down the partition with an electric buzz.

“Miss, we’re arriving,” he said.

“Huh?” Melody looked up from her phone and saw they were pulling into the back lot of the Affair. The guard in the pinstriped suit at the backdoor was already walking towards the sedan to open her door. She smiled at the driver and said, “Oh, uh, thanks for the ride.”

She climbed out of the car and went into the club. It was closed in the morning, but Melody could hear club music playing in the main room. Hank was waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs leading up to Vincenzo’s office.

His expression was unreadable. Was he mad at her spending the night there? Pleased with the job she had done?

“Um, hey, master,” she said, smiling uncertainly as he blocked the staircase with his body. His reaction took a moment too long. She was sure she was in trouble.

“You were magnificent,” said Hank, a grin spreading on his face as he pulled Melody into a hug and palmed her round ass with both hands. “Very generous. Maybe better at being a slut than a honeypot, but that’s okay, because your honeypot is the sweetest in town.”

“Your honeypot, master,” she purred, leaning up to kiss Hank.

“Not now, babe,” said Hank. “Vincenzo is waiting. He wants to debrief you. Alone.”

Melody slipped out of Hank’s embrace and raised an eyebrow. “I’m not in trouble, am I?”

“Oh, yeah, you are,” chuckled Hank. “The good kind of trouble. He was impressed. Go up there and find out how impressed.”

“If you say so, master,” she said, winking at Hank and brushing her fingers over the bulge in his pants as she sauntered past him up the stairs.

Considering what she had been doing for Vincenzo, she felt oddly nervous going up to meet him. She had already given the guy a striptease and had fucked the brains out of the man he had told her to. What did she have to worry about?

Power was the simple answer. For all the power Hank had, Vincenzo had a lot more. He could make or break a guy like Hank, let alone a girl like Melody. She was just a plaything for him.

Or a tool.

She reached the top of the stairs and stepped in through the security passage. Vincenzo buzzed her into his inner sanctum. She found him ignoring a girl dancing on the pole in his office as he was going through some papers. He looked up a beat after Melody walked through the door.

“Ritzy, leave us please,” he said to the stripper. She was hot, with surgically perfect tits and an athlete’s body, but she had the vacant eyes of an addict. Something Melody had managed to avoid despite her brushes with drugs in the porn industry.

Melody waited for the stripper to gather up her discarded clothes and hurry out of the room. Vincenzo stood from behind his desk. Slim and dark and handsome. Dressed like a boss should be dressed. He smiled at her coolly as he approached.

“You did well last night, Melody,” he said, taking her hand and guiding her over to a plush velvet couch and a coffee table. He sat down with her and kept his hand on hers. “I am so pleased with your work for me that I am going to send you back to your college.”

“Uh, really?” Melody wasn’t sure this was a reward.

“You think I’m sending you away,” chuckled Vincenzo, “but almost a billion dollars flows through Sandy State every year. That is big money, casino level money, waiting to be taken. I am going to let Hank and Angela run the rackets there, but I’m dealing you in too.”

“Wait, Angela?” Melody shook her head. “She’s just a professor. What does she… she works for you?”

Vincenzo’s smile was reptilian. He nodded slightly.

This was a twist Melody hadn’t expected. She knew that Hank and Angela were aware of each other, but she never imagined they were both working for the same boss in Vegas. Angela had seemed like such a feminist. Not the sort of woman who was working for the mob.

“I don’t know about all this, uh, sir,” said Melody. “This is not what I expected. I mean, I don’t mind the work, it was a lot of fun doing what I did last night with Gary. And what I did for Hank.”

“It would be similar work for you,” said Vincenzo. “But don’t decide just yet. Being a high-priced escort working for the mob is your true calling. You can make a lot more money doing this sort of work than you ever could in the porn industry.”

“You mean blackmailing people?”

“Well, sure, some of that,” chuckled Vincenzo. “And taking care of VIPs we want to show our gratitude. Or just working for certain high rollers who offer us enough money and want the right girl. You’re so very… talented.”

Vincenzo’s gaze centered on Melody’s ample breasts straining her blouse. She could feel her stiff nipples poking against the silky material and knew Vincenzo could see her excitement as easily as she felt it. He looked up from her cleavage and reached into his jacket.

“The money,” he continued, “will be incredible. I figured it out, Melody, and it’s going to be over a hundred grand a month. Close to 120,000. So I just cut it off at a nice, round number.”

He took a thick envelope out of his pocket, opened the flap, and dumped fat bundles of cash out onto the coffee table.

“Holy shit,” murmured Melody, staring at the cash.

“One month,” said Vincenzo. “In advance. Say ‘yes’ to me right now and you walk out of here with all that cash and with the opportunity to make so much more.”

She could do anything she wanted if she put in a couple years making that sort of money. Hell, the payment he was talking about would more than cover her remaining tuition, living expenses, and payments on a new car.

She looked Vincenzo in his eyes. He was the devil, she knew it, but sometimes a deal with the devil was better than just praying to God to come through on your behalf.

“Yes,” she said, breaking into a grin. “Yes, fuck. Absolutely. I’ll work for you, sir.”

“Just ‘Vincenzo’, please,” he chuckled. “But I think we should celebrate. Don’t you?”

His hand rested on her leg. His fingers slipped below her skirt as he gave her thigh a squeeze. He leaned closer, his other hand on her hip to keep her from moving away.

Not that she tried to get away. She met his lips with a soft kiss. Yielding to his desire and offering her warm, sweet mouth to his tongue. He was a lot older than her, but still had a hint of youth. Much better looking than a lot of the guys she’d been asked to hook up with by Hank. Her kiss deepened as she surrendered herself entirely to the boss’s desire.

He pushed her back onto the coffee table and her blonde hair spilled out as she lay atop the cash. He parted her thighs, running his hands up her legs and pushing up her skirt to expose her panties, garters, and the tops of her stockings. She had cleaned up real nicely after her night with Gary, so there was nothing to remind him of her last lover.

Vincenzo looked down at her, eyes lidded, smile reptilian as he pulled her high-heeled feet up on his shoulders and parted her blouse. His ringed fingers unbuckled her bra and Melody’s big, soft tits spilled free and spread against her ribcage. Nipples jutting atop the peachy caps of her areolas. His bulging trousers pressing against the warm softness of her panty-covered pussy.

“Oh, Vincenzo,” gasped Melody, her tits rising and falling with each excited breath. “You can fuck me however you want for that kind of money.”

“I’m not paying you for this,” he chuckled. “I don’t pay girls to fuck. I just fuck.”

“Oh, fuck,” moaned Melody, feeling that thick, hard cock shift against her mound. “Yes. I love that money though, Vincenzo. I love the way it feels under me.”

“There’ll be a lot more if you keep doing what I want,” he said. “Now get my cock out. I want you to see it.”

“Yes, Vincenzo,” she said, reaching down her body and working open his belt. She unbuttoned his designer trousers and reached in to feel the big bulge of that cock in his boxer briefs. She eased them down, his cock shaved, thick, springing free of the waistband and rising straight from his naked balls. She held him in one hand, smiling up at him as she worked her fist on his shaft and her thumb underneath his fat tip. “Oh, fuck, that’s a big cock. You want me to suck it for you?”

“Not now,” he said. “Right now, I am going to fuck you. Are you clean?”

She nodded emphatically.

He pushed his cock through her fingers and let the tip graze the gusset of her panties. He curled his fingers inside and drew them away from her hot cunt. She was wet, her folds glistening as he rubbed his tip up and down her entrance. Teasing her clit. Her asshole. Then sliding into her hot, eager cove.

He pushed atop her, driving her legs back as his weight settled against her hips. His cock moving in and out with confident thrusts. Her breasts began to jiggle and sway with each stroke.

“Ohhhhh, that’s it,” she moaned. “Give me that big dick. Oh, Vincenzo, that’s so deep. That’s so fucking good.”

At first, it was an act. She was a professional, after all. His cock felt good, but she exaggerated how nice it felt and made sounds like he was driving her crazy. But that act slowly became the real thing as Vincenzo began to fuck her hard enough to shake the table. His cock plundered her pussy and his balls spanked her ass. She was stunned to feel her pussy tightening around him. Her orgasm rising and coiling around every thrust.

“That’s it,” he chuckled. “Cum for me. Cum for your boss.”

“Yessssss, Vincenzo,” she cried, her shoes dangling off her heels as he pummeled her twitching twat. Her orgasm gripping his thrusting piston. Her head thrown back and crimson lips parted as she let out a howl of ecstasy.

Vincenzo pounded into her with the vigor of a predator mounting its mate. His cock nearly as thick as Hank’s and even greater in length. Pummeling her womb as he hilted inside her again and again.

He did not give her a chance to recover after that climax. He drew his cock from her pussy and roughly turned her over. His hardness rubbed at her creamy cheeks and teased at her clenching asshole.

“Fuck meeee,” whined Melody, lifting her hips and offering her pussy and ass to him.

“Oh, baby, I’m gonna do all sort of things with you,” chuckled Vincenzo. “You got a body like I’ve never seen. And I’ve seen a lot of bodies. Oh, but that pussy, you know how to work it.”

He grabbed her hips and slid his cock back into Melody’s hot cove. He grunted as his hips spanked against her ass and his balls pressed to her clit. She grabbed the edge of the table, her tits mashed into all that money as Vincenzo began to hammer his cock in and out of her pussy. She was so wet. Was it the money? Was it him? She didn’t know, but she could feel her warm nectar dripping down her thighs as he sloshed his cock in and out of her tight folds. She squeezed around him, feeling her pleasure begin to stir again.

She pushed her body up off the table, bracing her weight on her hands and given him an even better angle to plunder her pussy. His hands tightened on her hips.

“That’s it, baby,” he laughed, his body smacking louder against her ass and the throbbing piston of his cock working in and out of her pussy with feverish heat. “Oh, fuck, throw that ass back. Come on, show me how good it feels.”

“Yessss!” cried Melody. “So fucking good!”

She slammed her ass back, impaling her twitching cunt on each stroke. Her big tits exposed and swinging beneath her ribcage faster and faster as their fucking intensified. The muffled music from the club was not even as loud as the sound of their slapping flesh. It felt so good, so intense, that it almost hurt. Before Melody realized it, she was cumming again. An intense, wrapping pleasure that rippled and squeezed around the boss’s pounding cock.

“OOOOOoohhhhhh, Vincenzo!” she howled, throwing back her sweaty blonde hair and swinging her hips vigorously. Her cunt gripping his cock. Squeezing it each time she rode back onto his length. Her jiggling ass smacking his hips. Her tits shuddering with each impact.

“Fuck,” groaned the mob boss, hilting hard into Melody’s pussy.

She felt his swollen cock twitch. Jerk. Erupt. Hot cum spurting inside her with powerful spasms. His cock suddenly drawing back, filling his hand, spraying Melody’s luscious ass, her cuntlips, and the backs of her thighs.

“Ohhhhhh fuck,” laughed Vincenzo, staggering back a step. “Oh, goddamn, baby. That pussy… that pussy is dangerous.”

Melody looked back at her ass glazed with his spunk. She smiled at him over her shoulder, reaching a hand back to gather some of his cum. She turned as she licked it from her fingers.

“That’s why you’re paying me the big bucks, right?” she purred, scooping more salty spunk and licking her fingers clean.

The boss reclined on the couch and Melody went down on her knees. She celebrated her payday and her new career with Vincenzo’s cock down her throat. As she bobbed on him and sucked on him, she managed to put all her troubles with Brandon and Lucy from her mind. She cupped Vincenzo’s balls and let her throat massage his cock. She wanted him to know how good she could be. How much she brought to the table. Not just some dancer or escort. She was a goddess.

A suburban sex kitten without compare.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck, that’s so good,” moaned Vincenzo, resting a hand in her golden hair as she tongue his balls and swallowed around his length. “You’re going to make me cum again.”

“Mmnnnnhhnnnnn,” she agreed, letting her tongue reach all the way to his taint as she gurgled around his cock.

She felt the throbbing in her throat. The warmth that spread into her tummy. Swallowing around him as he tensed and relaxed again. Looking up at the mob boss through watery blue eyes and smiling around the root of his cock.

She was ready to go back to school. Ready for the next chapter in her life.

Ready to work for the mob.


Book Eighteen: The Principal’s Naughty Plaything
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The Suburban Sex Kitten is His Obedient Slut

By Amanda Clover


Prologue

Homecoming

Melody Applebottom was upstairs in her room in the sorority house packing boxes to send back on a truck to Peach Valley when Brenda Tubbins came to get her.

“You got a call on the house phone,” said Brenda, pressing her big tits against the frame of Melody’s door as she leaned into the room. “It’s your guy again. You know, the one with the raspy voice.”

Brenda rolled her eyes as she said that. Every girl in Gamma Omega Omega knew about Melody’s “guy” who only visited once or twice a year and always insisted on calling her on the house phone as some sort of weird power thing. The girls just knew he was a lot older than Melody and that she was way out of his league. Melody knew they thought he was a rich guy, but he wasn’t.

“I’m coming,” said Melody, ignoring another eye roll from Brenda to go bouncing excitedly down the stairs. She slid in her socks across the hardwood and almost flew over the counter as she grabbed for the phone.

“Hello,” she gasped, out of breath. “Mr. Gerhart?”

“Birdie,” said the rough voice on the other end of the phone. “Congratulations. I’ll be seeing you soon. Do you miss me?”

“Yes, Mr. Gerhart,” said Melody as a hot thrill ran through her body. The raspy voice of her old vice principal made her instantly relive all the places and ways he had touched her body and educated her. Melody’s cunt warmed in her shorts and she turned away from the other girls in the common room so they could not see the flush on her face and the pronounced stiffening of her nipples beneath her Sandy State tank top.

“One more day,” he said. “Until you leave campus. Until you put all that college nonsense behind you and come and work at Peach Valley High. At my school.”

“Yes, Mr. Gerhart,” she said breathlessly.

“And you are going to do such a good job here,” he said, teasing her with his tone. “Such a good, good, birdie. You are going to make me very happy, aren’t you?”

“Yessss,” she moaned, squeezing her thighs together and fighting the urge to touch herself.

“I will pick you up at the station at three on Sunday,” he said. “Wear the outfit I sent you. Nothing underneath it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mr. Gerhart,” she whimpered, already picturing the flimsy summer dress he had sent her to wear. She knew he wanted it like that so he could get his big, middle-aged hands all over her shapely young body the moment he saw her. So he could jam his tongue halfway down her throat and rub his cock at her slick cunt. She trembled and squirmed in her shorts thinking about it.

“My good birdie,” he chuckled. “Be seeing you soon.”

“Thank you—”

He had already hung up before she could finish her sentence. It gave her that same hollow thrill she experienced every time Mr. Gerhart summarily dismissed her. It took her back to her last year of high school. Back to the summer just after graduation, when the mean vice principal became her lover.

And her master.

Melody’s Education

It had begun with blackmail. She had received anonymous, threatening messages, and had been terrified of being exposed by the stranger as a slut and having her pictures and dirty videos posted all over the web. This mysterious man had lured Melody into an affair before revealing himself to be the vice principal from the high school. This was the same man who had commented on the length of her skirts or the cut of her jeans more than once and had ogled her more openly as she became a senior.

Victor Gerhart was not very handsome. Balding with sandy blond hair and heavy eyebrows. A middle-aged man with a touch of paunch but strong arms. Not ugly, just not the sort of man who would ever be seen with someone like Melody Applebottom unless he was a billionaire.

But Mr. Gerhart (she was never allowed to call him by his first name) was something special to Melody. Over that first summer together he educated her in the ways of submission and revealed that his powers over her extended far beyond being a vice principal.

He knew how to control her. How to tame her. And how to make her crave his discipline.

He made Melody into his personal project, bringing her out to a rundown old cabin in the mountains near Peach Valley and teaching her to be something more and also less than a bright young woman. He fucked her and made her pleasure him, of course, but he also exerted his control far beyond just sex. He made her crawl naked on her hands and knees through the forest. He made her wear a leash and clean the cabin in nothing but an apron. He made her sing for him, dance for him, and serve him drinks while he absently fondled her luscious young body.

When the time came for Melody to go to college, she thought that Mr. Gerhart might make her stay with him. Instead, he encouraged her to go, so long as he was in total control of her life.

It was a revelation for her. Every step planned and reviewed by him. Where she would live, what classes she would take, who she could socialize with. He made her bring girls and guys back to her room. She would make out with them on her bed in front of a hidden camera so he could see everything. He would driver her crazy – and make her drive them crazy – by withholding sex.

Sometimes he would have her tease boys until they dumped her or tried to attack her sexually. That he would not stand for and would call the cops or her dorm mates anonymously to come rescue her. It happened three different times in the first year at Sandy State University.

“Pretty birdie likes to tease the boys,” he had told her in one of his phone calls to her. “Tomorrow, I want you to let one have what he wants.”

“You want me to have sex with one?” she had gasped, surprised by his permission. “Which one?”

“Casimir, the Polish immigrant,” said Mr. Gerhart. “He will never see it coming.”

Melody had gone on a single awkward date with Casimir. He was a small, blond-haired, polite young man with slightly watery blue eyes and a very slender build. He had brought her flowers and had paid for a dinner at a fancy restaurant. He was cute in a gawky, awkward way. Melody knew she was out of his league.

But Mr. Gerhart said that Casimir was going to get lucky.

Melody took him back to her room for a second date and it was indeed a big surprise for Casimir. When she started kissing him and took off her blouse, he almost lost it. When she took out his cock and went down on him he did lose it, filling her mouth and splashing her lips and chin with his hot cum. She was still milking the cum from his cock when there had been a knock at the door. Her RA had told her there was a call for her on the office phone from someone named Mr. Gerhart.

Poor Casimir had looked at her with disbelief as she left him on her dorm bed with his cock in hand and went down to the lobby to take the call.

“Next time,” Mr. Gerhart had warned, “you let him fuck your ass. Now send him home. Tell him you had a great time.”

“Yes, Mr. Gerhart,” she had whispered.

“Oh, and how did his cum taste?” rasped Mr. Gerhart.

“Um, good,” said Melody. “But not as good as yours, Mr. Gerhart.”

“Good birdie,” he had chuckled and hung up the phone.

Melody came to realize that Mr. Gerhart liked to watch her with Casimir because he looked like Mr. Gerhart had as a young man. He always demanded the greatest shows of affection for Casimir, but the bewildered, ecstatic young man was not the only lucky person Melody was fucking. Mr. Gerhart regularly asked her to hook up with various girls. This was often more difficult than hooking up with the boys, but she soon learned the tactics necessary to quickly seduce attractive college girls back to her dorm.

Sometimes Mr. Gerhart asked Melody to fuck other people. Very specific people that she had never met before. Once it was an Arab man she was told to meet at a gas station. He said his name was “Ali” and he fucked her in the back of his Mercedes SUV while the man filmed the doggystyle fucking on her phone. His thick cock wrapped in a condom as he pounded into her from behind and rubbed his thumb against her asshole.

“You like it up the ass?” asked the stranger.

“Not tonight,” she had said. Left unsaid: only when Mr. Gerhart permitted it.

Ali had grunted and grabbed her hips, pulling her back against him as he pounded hard into her slick cunt. When he came, she felt the twitching of his thick cock as he filled the condom. After he took it off, he made her lick his fat cock clean.

Mr. Gerhart did visit her once in that first year. He took her out for a dinner, kissed her once on the cheek, then gave her a gift of a golden collar to wear. She was not to take it off. Ever.

For four years of college, she wore that golden choker around her slender neck. Lots of men and women asked her about it, often stretched out on her bed after a hot, sweaty fuck. She always told them it was a “very important and meaningful” piece of jewelry. Few inquired further.

Over the summers between years, she went home to spend time with her family. Mr. Gerhart was always waiting to call her away, whether it was out to the cabin he owned in the woods or, much less frequently, to the house he shared with his wife. Mr. Gerhart seemed to love his wife and did not want his relationship “tutoring” Melody to interfere with his marriage.

“Whenever you step out of line, you will be punished,” he warned her. “But you’re a good birdie. I don’t think I will have to hurt you. I don’t want to hurt you.”

But he liked it. And she liked it. Sometimes disobeying him just to feel the swat of his hand on her round bottom or the rough dildo-fucking he gave her when she was especially bad. Sometimes he could be gentle with her, caressing her and whispering sweet things into her ear as he fucked her with slow, sensual thrusts. Just as often he was cruel. Pulling her hair, throat fucking her, or pounding her ass until she was sure it would bleed.

He liked to drip wax on her for fun, put clips on her nipples, or just tie her up for hours with a vibrator strapped to her clit. He was always taking pictures or filming her, even when she couldn’t see the camera. She would fuck him one afternoon only to later be confronted with a TV playing videos of him fucking her or videos he recorded from her dorm of her fucking some girl or some guy he had made her pick up.

By the second year, she belonged to Mr. Gerhart completely. He maintained strict control over her schedule, from who she saw and talked to all the way to what she did with her free time. He decided which sorority she should pledge and picked Gamma Omega Omega based on some online poll of sexiest sororities nationwide. He made her take dance classes including pole dancing to keep her fit and limber. He told her how to trim her pubic hair, picked her makeup for her, and provided her with everything she wore to school and on dates.

Her future was entirely in his hands. He made her take education classes to become a teacher and told her that she would work at the school with him after graduation. He had become the principal of Peach Valley High School after a suspicious scandal involving the previous principal. One Melody had helped orchestrate.

A couple motel meetings with the principal and a few blackmail photos and the principal had resigned. With Mr. Gerhart in charge of the school, he could shape the faculty to his liking.

He was becoming not just Melody’s master but the master of the school and maybe all of Peach Valley.

Her New Life in Peach Valley

Her train arrived at its destination right on time. She stepped off onto the platform with her bags in hand, the warm summer afternoon holding a note of promise for Melody. Her soft blonde hair stirred against her shoulders. The summer dress hid nothing of her toned and luscious young body.

Four years of hard work had earned her a degree and a promising job as a high school teacher at Peach Valley High School. Few teachers began their careers at the high school level, but Mr. Gerhart had pulled strings.

“I want you close,” he had told her. “I want you right beside me every day.”

She had been flattered. It seemed they had been apart for those four years even though he had insinuated himself into every facet of her life.

“Welcome back, birdie,” he said with a slight smile. He made no move to help her with her bags. “Follow me. I’ll take you to your new home.”

Melody’s heart leapt in her throat when she saw him in his summer blazer and khakis standing there at the train station.

She followed Mr. Gerhart to his van and climbed in beside him, staring straight ahead with her heart pounding in her chest. He looked her over slowly, curling a lock of hair behind her ear as his fingers trailed down to the collar around her neck.

“You are as beautiful as ever, birdie.”

“Thank you, Mr. Gerhart,” she said.

“Give me your phone.”

She reached into her purse and handed him her phone. He knew the password, of course, and quickly went through her calls and recent texts.

“Casmir is still calling you?”

“I don’t answer him,” she said. “He came to my sorority a few times but I sent him away.”

“That’s fine,” said Mr. Gerhart and he broke Melody’s phone in his big hands and tossed it out the window of the van. “I have a new phone for you. Only for me. And another one. Only for your family. I can see who calls you on both phones, so be careful.”

“Yes, Mr. Gerhart,” she said softly, realizing destroying her phone would dramatically change her ability to reconnect with friends from college.

“I have an apartment for you near my house. It’s small, but it is big enough for a single young lady like you.” He handed her the phone and smiled coldly. “You will live there and work with me at the school. You will obey me, just as always. Because you are my sweet pet, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mr. Gerhart,” she said, feeling a hot, submissive thrill.

“Good, birdie,” he said and started the van. “Lean over the center console. I want you to touch yourself while I drive you to your new apartment.”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Gerhart,” moaned Melody, unable to hide her excitement.

She parted her thighs and kicked the shoes she was wearing from her delicate feet. As Mr. Gerhart pulled the van out of the parking lot, Melody put one foot up on the dash and parted her legs. She drew the summer dress up her legs, baring her tanned, toned calves all the way up to the creamy bikini triangle between her thighs. Her pussy was a very neatly trimmed blonde triangle just above the soft pink folds of her pussy.

“That’s a good birdie,” hissed Mr. Gerhart, glancing over just before he pulled into traffic. “Touch that little cunt of yours. I bet you’ve been thinking dirty thoughts on the train ride here.”

“Yesssss, Mr. Gerhart,” she moaned, running her fingers over her pussy and shuddering with pleasure. Her nipples stood out beneath the soft, thin fabric. Her breasts heaved with each breath she took as she began to strum her clit and tease the growing warm wetness of her cunt.

“Fuck yourself,” he whispered as he navigated traffic. “Hold nothing back.”

She slipped the straps of the summer dress from her shoulders. The flimsy material dropped from her arms, and she peeled the dress down from her heaving breasts and stiff pink nipples. She bucked her hips and fucked two and then three fingers into the hot channel of her cunt.

“I’ve filled your apartment with little surprises,” murmured Mr. Gerhart. “Toys for you, for us, and cameras and microphones to give me even better coverage than I had while you were in college. Do you like that?”

“Ohhhh, yes, Mr. Gerhart,” cried Melody, fucking herself faster with her fingers and arching against the seat. Her breasts shook with the growing force of her pleasure. Her brow furrowed and she gasped with each slick pump of her fingers.

“That’s it,” chuckled Mr. Gerhart, pulling up at a stoplight and smiling at the curious woman in the passenger seat of the vehicle next to them. She could no doubt see much of what Melody was doing. “When I get you to your new place you will shave that little snatch completely. And wax it. No more hair. Am I understood?”

“Yessss,” she moaned as her pleasure built. Her nectar spilled through her fingers and trickled down the crack of her ass. Each pump of her fingers began to make raunchy wet sounds.

“You will wear exactly what I tell you and do exactly what I tell you to do each day at school,” grunted Mr. Gerhart, reaching for his zipper and revealing his stiff prick sticking through his fly. He reached over and wrapped a hand around Melody’s head, pulling her down to his lap. “Now suck it. Keep fucking yourself and suck my fucking dick.”

“Yes, Mr. Gerharmmmmmmmphhh!” Melody moaned lustily as she took her master’s cock into her mouth. It was the culmination of weeks of teasing and late-night phone calls and fucking whoever he wanted. She tasted his leaking precum and bobbed her head on his stiff prick as she pumped her fingers into her pussy.

“Goooood, birdie,” groaned Mr. Gerhart. “Oh, yes, that’s right. Suck. You’ll be doing a lot of that… ohhh… as my maid too. Cleaning my house twice a week. Fuck. You’ll be a good maid, won’t you? Wear your little outfit?”

“MMMmphmmphm,” agreed Melody, nursing on the stiff length of Mr. Gerhart’s thick cock. Feeling him tense even as her pleasure grew. The thought of dusting in a fluffy little maid outfit in front of him. Wearing stockings and a garter. Sucking him under his desk. Stroking him between her tits as he put clamps on her nipples. Taking his cock in her ass or her aching cunt.

It was more than she could stand to think about. She moaned desperately, drooling and slurping on his cock as her orgasm hit. Another stoplight. A guy in a big rig at the light could see everything and blew his big horn as she was cumming.

“Almost there,” groaned Mr. Gerhart, pulling away and turning down his suburban street. Just as they reached the house, he let out a familiar grunt of pleasure, his fingers tightening in Melody’s hair as his cock began to throb.

“Mmmmmmm!” she moaned to encourage him. His cock erupted in her mouth, spurting hot, salty cum against her tongue and down her throat as she swallowed again and again. She sucked it out of him. She drank it without complaint.

“Here we are,” he groaned, holding her head down until she had swallowed everything. He finally let her up, his cock softening as it slipped from her lips. “Look at that, Melody. Your new home is in there. Apartment 2E.”

“Yes, Mr. Gerhart,” she said, the strong taste of his cum still lingering in her mouth when she swallowed.


18.1

Her Return to Peach Valley High

Melody Applebottom knew that her master was watching every move she made. Mister Gerhart’s cameras were hidden everywhere in her apartment. In the bedroom, the bathroom, the kitchen, and any other place he could think to garner an interesting view of Melody as she went about her daily routine. He listened too. Whether it was her talking to a neighbor at the door, her on the phone, or her snoring softly in her sleep. He recorded and reviewed everything she did, and he shared bits and pieces with her so that she knew that he knew.

She was completely under the middle-aged high school principal’s authority. The thought of being watched by him made her body ache with need. He had controlled her dating in college and severely punished any disobedience. He had paid for her apartment after graduation and had found her a job as a biology teacher at Peach Valley High. And he planned out and observed her routine every morning.

She wasn’t far from where he lived with his wife. He could stop in and take what belonged to him whenever he wanted.

That thought made Melody’s tummy flutter as she sat up in bed, yawned, and stretched. The blanket pulled free of her upper body, revealing her soft, pert breasts barely concealed beneath the sheer nightgown Mr. Gerhart had instructed her to wear. It clung to her body, as flimsy as a damp tissue. The skirt was so short that it did not even reach to the bottom of her buttocks as she swung her shapely legs over the side of the bed and rose to her feet.

She glanced in the direction of the dome light in the center of the room and winked. There were several cameras beneath the dome. Cameras that allowed Mr. Gerhart to watch whatever happened in Melody’s bedroom from whatever angle and at whatever zoom he preferred.

Melody turned on the shower to let it warm up and slithered out of her flimsy nightgown. She ran her hands over her body and hefted her breasts for the camera’s benefit. Her nipples were stiff, and her tight little pussy had the slightest hint of moisture at her hairless folds. Mr. Gerhart liked her hairless and she regularly shaved and waxed her pussy for his enjoyment. She knew that he liked to watch that as well.

Even though she was running a little late, she sat on the edge of the tub, knees parted, gave her cunny a quick lather and carefully shaved off the tiny start of fresh hair. She gave her blushing pussy a splash of water and let the camera see the pink and the glistening pink. She let the warm fingers of the detachable showerhead massage her pussy briefly, just enough to feel the first stirring of a climax. But she didn’t have time to cum. It was the first day of the new school year at Peach Valley High and Melody had to be ready.

She showered, savoring the steamy warmth, and then toweling dry. Once she was satisfied that she was no longer dripping wet, Melody walked around her apartment in the buff. Mr. Gerhart liked that, and she was forbidden from wearing clothes unless otherwise instructed. Sometimes he prepared outfits, like her nightly lingerie, for her to wear. Other times he permitted her to wear clothes if she was having a guest. But for the most part, she was naked, and Melody was just fine with that.

She strutted around nude, sun warming her through the windows she shamelessly passed as she made her way to the apartment’s small kitchen and prepared a breakfast of grapefruit and toast. Even Melody’s diet was strictly regimented by Mr. Gerhart. He permitted her a single snack of her choosing every day, under 300 calories, and the rest was his menu to be prepared as he instructed. Grapefruit and toast, granola and yogurt, or a single egg white and avocado with toast depending on the morning. She weighed herself after breakfast.

He did not want her gaining or losing weight. She had reached what he deemed a perfect weight of 133 pounds. Slender, but with ample softness to her breasts, thighs, and bottom. Slightly muscular in the abdomen, arms, and legs from his daily workouts. Cardio on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Weight training on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Swimming or team sports on Saturdays and Sundays.

Oh, yes, Mr. Gerhart liked to make Melody sweat.

After breakfast, she dressed in her bedroom. She began with the deceptively simple white bra and panties that accentuated her curves. She followed with the short cream-colored skirt, dark stockings with garters, white pumps, and finished with the light blue blouse.

The blouse was Mr. Gerhart’s special favorite. It looked modest at a glance, buttoning all the way to her throat, but it fit Melody so perfectly that it tucked under her soft breasts and revealed the shape of her body from every angle. Combined with the cream-white pencil skirt, Melody’s mouthwatering figure was on full display.

Hot for Teacher

She barely made it to Peach Valley High School before the start of first period. She felt like every male student and teacher was staring at her as she walked down the hall, her heels clicking and her breasts jostling with each step. The students stared brazenly. A few even stood with their mouths hanging open as Melody went past them swinging her hips and bouncing her big, soft breasts.

“Who the fuck was that?” She heard one boy whispering to another.

“I don’t know, but she’s gonna be living in my dreams for the rest of my life,” replied the friend.

Melody smiled as her face heated up with embarrassment. And pride. A little pride. The boys were hot for teacher. No surprise there.

Catching all her coworkers staring at her was even hotter. Gym coaches, shop teachers, science teachers, and even the two janitors were looking her way. They did a better job of hiding that they were staring, but she could tell they were picturing her bent over a desk or on her knees bobbing on their cocks with her glossy red lips. She recognized most of them. She wondered if they recognized her from a few years earlier.

Her first period class was an open slot in her schedule. She checked her room, left her bag beside the desk, and then re-locked the door. She made her way directly to the principal’s office, as she had been instructed. Melody knocked on his door with the three-two-three knocking she had been told to use.

“Come in, Miss Applebottom,” he answered, his voice sending a thrill through her body.

Mr. Gerhart was sitting at his desk, working on something on his laptop. He ignored Melody for several long seconds as she stood in front of him almost like a soldier waiting at attention for her senior officer. Melody’s heart pounded in her chest. She desperately wanted his attention. His approval.

“I… I did everything you…”

Her words trailed off as he held up a finger. He went back to tapping at his laptop for several more seconds. The bell rang for the start of first period. Finally, he closed the computer and looked at her appraisingly.

“Mmmmm, yes, you wore the whole outfit?” he asked, looking her up and down.

“Yes, master,” she replied breathlessly.

“Show me,” he said.

She glanced at the slightly cracked door to his office. Then she unbuttoned her blouse so he could see her large, creamy breasts cradled by the white bra he had chosen. He made the slightest sound of approval. She turned and she lifted her skirt slowly, revealing her stockings and garters, the backs of her thighs, and the soft white panties covering her plump bottom.

“Bend over a little more,” he said. Then he grunted with approval again as she showed off her ass, still holding her blouse in one hand. “Good. Now, come here and give me a kiss.”

She walked around his desk and leaned over to plant a kiss on his lips. Mr. Gerhart shook his head.

“No, silly girl,” he said, a hint of anger crackling in his voice. “I don’t want lipstick all over my face on my first day of the school year. Get down on your knees, under my desk, and kiss me where those slutty lips belong.”

His cruel command sent a hot spasm through Melody’s body. She could barely suppress a moan as she dropped to her knees beside him. He rolled back in his chair to give her room to crawl under his desk. As she passed his legs, he delivered a sharp smack to her bottom that seemed to ring like a gunshot in her ears. There was no way the women out in the office didn’t hear that smack. His hand lingered. Squeezed. Then pushed her along under his desk.

Melody knelt between her master’s knees, sliding her hands up his trousers to reach for his belt. Mr. Gerhart watched and waited as she worked the buckle and unzipped his pants. His cock was hard inside his undershorts. She rubbed her face against the bulge and gasped with delight for him.

“I love your cock, master,” she moaned breathlessly.

“I know,” chuckled Mr. Gerhart. “Go on, get it nice and wet for me. Then slide it between those big, soft tits of yours.”

“Yessssss,” gasped Melody, drawing down the waistband of his shorts and causing his fat cock to spring free. A fine, thick pillar of dick crowned with a fat, smooth cap. It was stiff and pointed almost directly at her face. She kissed it and began to tongue the sensitive underside and suck on him with her pouting lips.

Melody took Mr. Gerhart’s fat cock into her mouth and let it gag her softly so that mucus ran down his shaft and coated his cock. As she sucked him, she reached behind her back and unbuckled her bra, loosening it from her plush breasts. She shrugged out of the cups and then settled Mr. Gerhart’s hard, red cock between her tits. She squeezed and the glistening pillar of his prick jutted between them. She began to stroke him and suck on him, growing more and more urgent as he cradled her head and watched her work.

“Touch yourself,” growled Mr. Gerhart. “Use one hand to play with that hot little cunt of yours, but don’t cum. If you cum, your punishment will be severe.”

“Mmmmm, yes, master,” she purred, scarcely letting his cock leave her mouth to get the words out. She obeyed his command, thrusting a hand into her panties and fingers into her slick pussy as she continued to squeeze Mr. Gerhart’s cock and suck on its tip.

She was enjoying the mixture of degradation and pleasure when there was suddenly a knock at the door. Melody lifted her head. Before she could rise above the level of his desk, Mr. Gerhart pushed her back down and slid her deeper into the footwell. He rolled his chair in to trap her down there and kept one hand curled around the back of her head.

“Yes?” he called to the person at the door. “What is it? Oh, Amber. You’re a ray of sunshine this morning. Come in.”

Melody froze with Mr. Gerhart’s cock between her lips as she listened to the footsteps approaching the desk. She could see the kitten-heeled shoes and delicate ankles just under the desk. Amber was standing literally right over Melody.

“Hello, Mr. Gerhart, I wanted to talk to you again about the school newspaper.” Melody detected a certain edge to the young woman’s voice that surprised her.

Mr. Gerhart’s fingers tightened on Melody’s head and she resumed sucking him. She tried to obey him as she did her best to keep quiet. Her fingers working in her slick cunt and her lips slid on his tip as she tried not to bump her head against the underside of his desk.

“Oh, Birdie, I don’t—”

“Please do not call me that,” said Amber, her voice growing colder. “My name is Amber or Miss Gooden.”

Mr. Gerhart cleared his throat. His fingers tightened with anger in Melody’s hair and he pushed her down and almost gagged her.

“Very well, Miss Gooden. What is this about?” demanded Mr. Gerhart. 

“It’s about you interfering with the school paper,” said Amber. “As both the senior head of the student council and the head of the school newspaper, I am in charge of both the paper and its oversight and review. You have no control over me or the paper.”

“You are a student here,” said Mr. Gerhart, his cock twitching in Melody’s mouth, “and as such you will obey the rules. One of which is not to spread slanderous sexual rumors about faculty.”

“Oh, those aren’t rumors,” said Amber coldly. “And we are going to get to the bottom of what has been going on here at Peach Valley High at least since I was a freshman. This is the year I blow that story wide open. You can either help me or stay out of my way, but if you try to stop my reporting this year I will go to the real newspaper.”

Mr. Gerhart said nothing, but Melody could hear him breathing loudly and angrily through his nostrils. After a few seconds, he finally growled, “Get to your class, Miss Gooden.”

Amber turned sharply on her heels and walked out, daring to slam the door a little as she left. Mr. Gerhart rolled back in his chair, his cock popping from Melody’s lips and trailing saliva. She looked up at him uncertainly. She saw the anger blazing in his eyes. Angrier even than the time she had been serving drinks at one of his parties and she dropped a tray of expensive whisky.

“That fucking bitch,” hissed Mr. Gerhart. He dragged Melody out from under the desk by her long blonde hair. It hurt so much that she had to fight the urge to scream as he yanked her to her feet and twisted his fingers tighter in her hair. He looked down at her, fuming, almost making her cry with pain. He slapped her tits. Squeezed them. Pinched Melody’s nipples as pain shot through her. He watched her suffer for a moment and then turned her around and roughly shoved her over his desk.

He twisted Melody’s arm behind her back and used it as leverage as he yanked her panties aside and fed his cock straight into the hot, slick folds of her pussy. Melody tried not to howl in surprise as he stuffed every inch of his cock into her, bulling against her womb and squeezing his balls against her clit. He grunted with satisfaction, then drew back his hips and started to pound her pussy.

“That prim and self-righteous little bitch is Amber Gooden,” grunted Mr. Gerhart as he spanked Melody’s ass with his thrusting hips. “Brown hair. Glasses. Wears short skirts and thinks she’s smarter than me. But she’s not. Because… hhhnnnn… I have you. And you’re going to help me take her down.”

“Y-yes, Mr. Gerhart,” gasped Melody, rocking forward with each impact. Her pussy twitching around the principal’s thrusting cock.

“She has been a thorn in my side for the past three years. Ever since she started… mmmmm… working at the paper. I can’t get any leverage over her. Nothing to blackmail her with. You’re going to change that for me, aren’t you?”

“I am?” gasped Melody, looking back at Mr. Gerhart over her shoulder.

“Yes, you silly slut,” he growled, hammering into her so hard that objects on his desk began to tip over and move around. The framed photo of Mr. Gerhart’s wife thumped face-down next to Melody. He only fucked Melody harder. “Now cum for me. Let me feel it.”

It wasn’t hard to obey him. She loved the way he used her body. The way he dominated her and even hurt her a little bit. The way his fat cock slammed relentlessly into her pussy, right there on his desk. On her first day as a teacher.

“Ohhhhhh, master,” she gasped. “I’m close.”

“Where… where should I cum, slut?” he demanded, his tight balls beating against her clit.

“My… my pussy,” moaned Melody. “I want to feel it inside me all d-dDAAAAAY!!!”

She cried out, forgetting where she was and pushing back against him as her pleasure took hold. Mr. Gerhart growled in agreement with her, hilting his fat cock in her tightening cunt and letting loose a hot load of his cum. She felt it spurting into her and milked him just how he liked, squeezing again and again as he pumped her full.

When he drew out of her, she turned and crouched before him, cleaning his cock with her submissive mouth. Letting him wash his dick with her saliva as he gently sawed his softening prick into her mouth. The salty taste lingered on her tongue as she felt his cum oozing out of her pussy.

“You’re going to be a good girl for me, aren’t you, Melody?” asked Mr. Gerhart, holding her hair out of her face as she bobbed slowly on his cock. “You’re not going to be a stuck-up bitch like when you were a student, right?”

“No, master,” she gasped. “Please. I’m sorry about that.”

“Then apologize by getting close to Amber,” he growled. “Apologize by helping to protect your master from her snooping.”

“Yessss mmmMMMM!” She moaned as he shoved her back down on his cock and seemed to savor her obedience.

Melody knew from her schedule that she had Amber for fifth period that day. She would have to ask the leggy brunette to stay after class.


18.2

Her Night Job

The distance from Melody’s apartment to Mr. Gerhart’s house was only a little over a block, so she decided to walk. She did most nights unless it was raining, or unless he had decided to visit her. Tonight was special. Tonight was her twice-weekly maid duty.

Mr. Gerhart had selected her uniform for her. A black maid’s dress with a short, fluffy skirt and a tight-fitting bodice that shaped and revealed the creamy upper curves of her ample breasts. She wore a half-apron over the dress and frilly white panties and white stockings with garters and high heeled shoes. Not the most practical outfit for cleaning Mr. Gerhart’s house and he wanted it clean. Although she was dressed like a fetish model, her master expected her to do the hard work of cleaning his house.

The late summer clouds were turning red just before sunset as Melody’s heels clicked on the sidewalk. She wore a tan overcoat to cover her revealing outfit. It still showed off her high heels and stockinged legs and more than one man driving past ogled her out his car window. She kept her head down and walked as quickly as she dared in the heels.

One car slowed and honked and a young guy shouted, “Baby, you can wrap those legs around my head.”

She flipped him her middle finger and he hooted with amusement and sped off. It was a relief to arrive at Mr. Gerhart’s house. She shed her coat and hung it over her arm before ringing the doorbell.

“Just a minute,” called Mrs. Gerhart.

Melody winced. It wasn’t that she disliked Martha, Mr. Gerhart’s wife. She seemed like a nice enough woman. It was more that she didn’t like the way Martha’s presence made her feel. Martha knew all about what Mr. Gerhart did with Melody, yet she never seemed to resent Melody at all. In fact, she was always downright cheery towards Melody.

Sometimes, after Mr. Gerhart and Melody had been having sex, Martha could also treat Melody a bit like an object. Like a motorcycle or some sort of hobby toy she indulged her husband’s passion for. The elaborate train set he kept in the basement or his collection of antique firearms.

Melody listened to Martha approaching the door and tried to plaster a friendly smile on her face.

“Well, hiiiii,” said Martha, opening the door and looking every bit the plump housewife. She was wearing a sweater tight over her large, motherly breasts and capri pants a bit too tight for her fat hips. She looked to Melody like the sort of woman who might have been beautiful in her early twenties but had long ago given up trying to be anything more than presentable.

“Hello, Mrs. Gerhart,” said Melody.

Martha looked Melody up and down, evidently taking in the sight of Melody’s revealing maid’s costume. The older woman’s eyes sparkled with a strange intensity, but her smile never slipped a bit. She stepped back from the door and invited Melody inside. “Come on in. Is it cleaning night already?”

“Yes, Mrs. Gerhart,” said Melody. “Is Mr. Gerhart around?”

“Oh, he’s running some errands, but he told me to get you started out in the garage. He spilled some oil out there yesterday and wanted you to mop it up. You can clean and vacuum upstairs, clean the bathrooms, oh, and scrub the kitchen. Do you know where the supplies are?”

“Yes, ma’am,” replied Melody. “I’ll get started but let me know if you think of anything else you need done.”

“Oh, aren’t you a sweetheart,” chuckled Martha. “I’ll be down in the den watching my shows. You holler if you need anything.”

“Yes, Mrs. Gerhart,” said Melody, already heading off to the closet full of cleaning supplies. She could feel Mrs. Gerhart giving her another one of those intense stares as she walked towards the closet. Was it jealousy? Or something else?

Melody tried to put it from her mind as she gathered up a bucket, mop, and cleaning chemicals. She had to make a separate trip from the closet to the garage to bring a vacuum. She had never actually cleaned the garage before as part of her maid duties and she could see it was a mess. She had to vacuum it up first and then start the task of mopping and polishing the concrete floor. It took half a bottle of soap and most of an hour to get all the oil up.

She was on her knees in the middle of the garage when she heard the truck rumbling outside in the driveway. Even as the garage door began to rattle open, she kept working. Bright light from Mr. Gerhart’s headlights flooded the garage. She kept going, her hands pushing the sponge over the persistent stains and her ass in the air and sticking out of her fluffy maid’s skirt.

Mr. Gerhart pulled up until his bumper was almost touching her ass. The rumble of the truck’s engine shifted to idle and the door creaked open.

“You should be done with the garage by now,” said Mr. Gerhart.

“Almost, master,” said Melody, working harder and wiggling her hips from side-to-side.

“Mmmm, stay just like that,” he said and trailed his fingers over Melody’s plush bottom in her lacy panties. She felt a hot thrill down to her core. She wanted to cry out for him to spank her. To punish her. But she knew if she pleaded for it, he usually denied her. She held her breath and tried to keep working. There was that hot moment of anticipation where she felt his hand raised behind her. He murmured, “You’ve been a bad girl.”

His hand fell on her ass with the pop of a gunshot and pain shot through her right to her clit. Her head jerked up and she gasped. The pain throbbed hotly in her spanked cheeks and sent aftershocks down into her pussy. He spanked her again and again as she tried to continue working. Each blow spattered hotly across her jiggling buttocks and pulsed in her clit. She was close to cumming from his punishment, but Mr. Gerhart wasn’t about to permit that to happen.

She wanted his cock so bad, but Mr. Gerhart grunted and walked back to his truck. He shut off the engine and cut the lights and walked past Melody into the house. She rose on her knees, her face flushed, her tits heaving, and watched him go with disappointment.

Thus began an agonizing game Mr. Gerhart sometimes played with Melody. Where he knew she wanted to be punished and fucked and he casually denied her the relief she craved. This made her work harder and harder to get his attention.

She vacuumed the stairs, showing off her legs and round ass with every step. Mr. Gerhart walked past but didn’t even glance in her direction. She vacuumed the second-floor den and he didn’t even poke his head out of his office. When she went crawling past his door she earned a disdainful look. She mopped and scrubbed and polished the bathrooms. She even took off her frilly panties and went bouncing past him to show off her peachy bottom.

Finally, exhausted, three hours into her cleaning session, she was working in the kitchen when Mr. Gerhart walked into the room. She tensed as he moved behind her while she was wiping down the countertops. He flipped up the back of her fluffy skirt and ran his big hands up the backs of her thighs. His caressed and squeezed her ass. His thumbs spread her cheeks. She tried to keep cleaning as she heard his zipper go down. His hands wrapped around the curves of her hips.

“Mr. Gerhart?” she gasped, looking at him over her shoulder.

“Quiet,” he growled. “Keep cleaning. You still have work to finish and it’s getting late.”

Melody picked up the wet rag and resumed wiping down the kitchen’s tiled counter. Mr. Gerhart pressed his cock to the hot folds of her cunt and she could barely think. He did not tease her. He thrust straight into her cunt and buried his full, thick length inside her. He wasn’t rough. He wasn’t passionate. He fucked her casually. Like someone might get a drink at a watercooler or wash their hands in a sink. He held her hips and worked his cock in and out of her at a steady rhythm.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, biting her lower lip to stay quiet. Her head down, her ass softly spanked by his hips. His hands tight on her waist. That cock, her master’s cock, plowing in and out of her with slowly building speed.

Mr. Gerhart finally put a stop to the wiping by pushing her face down onto the counter. The tops of her breasts cold against the damp tiles. His hips pat-pat-patting softly against her ass. His thick, hard cock driving in and out. Swelling inside her.

She wanted him to pull her hair and call her a slut. To punish her with his cock like he sometimes did. It was somehow more degrading, more hurtful, to be treated like a fuckhole. He barely made a sound, just a soft grunt as he let loose his cum deep in her twitching cunt. She squeezed against him. She milked him how he had trained her to do, explaining how good it felt when her inner walls gripped him while he was cumming.

But Mr. Gerhart betrayed no reaction. He emptied his balls into her pussy and stepped back, his cock sliding free of her slimy cunt. She felt him brush against her thighs, his tip catching her garter, rubbing his dripping spunk on her stocking.

“Good birdies don’t make a mess,” he said and left her bent over the counter with his cum oozing out of her freshly fucked cunt.

“Yes, master,” panted Melody.

She was out of breath. She hadn’t cum, not quite, and she pressed a hand between her thighs and felt the warm cum dripping out of her pussy. She ran her fingers through it and touched her aching clit. Just as she began to rub, she heard fresh footsteps approaching. She gasped, lifting her head from the counter as she looked over her shoulder.

Mrs. Gerhart entered with a damp washcloth in one hand.

“Don’t get up,” she said. “I’ll clean up your mess.”

“Oh? Oh… okay.” Melody put her head back down on the counter. This wasn’t the first time that Mrs. Gerhart walked in after one of her visits with Mr. Gerhart. The older woman seemed to take cleaning Melody seriously. She stood behind Melody, blotting first at the droplets of cum that decorated Melody’s stockinged legs and then moving the warm, wet cloth upwards. Cradling Melody’s cunt.

“Squeeze it out,” said Mrs. Gerhart, wiping several times and inspecting the cum on the washcloth. “That’s right. Push. That’s a good girl.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Melody, almost wishing the woman had been even more thorough.

“Stand up now,” said Mrs. Gerhart.

Melody obeyed her immediately. She was relieved to feel her fluffy skirt drop back down over her bare bottom. Mrs. Gerhart lifted the skirt back up and daubed at a spot on Melody’s bottom. She pressed the warm cloth into the crack of Melody’s ass, wiping her asshole. The warm, wet sensation shocked Melody, but it was short-lived.

“Turn around,” commanded Mrs. Gerhart, withdrawing the cloth.

Melody obeyed and Mrs. Gerhart yanked down the front of Melody’s blouse. The older woman hefted Melody’s breasts. She washed beneath each soft, hanging mound. The cooling washcloth dragged across Melody’s nipples. Mrs. Gerhart, brow furrowed, pinched and tugged at Melody’s nipples.

“Ah!” gasped Melody, sucking in a breath.

“Mmm, very sensitive?”

“Y-yes,” said Melody.

“How about here?” asked Mrs. Gerhart, pressing her hand between Melody’s legs. The older woman’s thick fingers stroked Melody’s clit. This was a first. Mrs. Gerhart had cleaned her before, but this was the first time she had done more than that.

“V-very sensitive,” said Melody. Mrs. Gerhart began slowly, roughly rubbing at Melody’s clit. She locked eyes with Melody. Her green eyes intense, but not cruel. She kept that gaze and leaned down, running her tongue around Melody’s left nipple. The older woman’s mouth engulfed that sensitive bud and Mrs. Gerhart sucked. She held Melody’s breast to her lips with suction as she lifted her mouth slightly. Melody’s breast popped free and settled back into place, the nipple now red and glistening.

Melody realized she was about to cum.

“Mrs. Gerhart?” she gasped, rocking her hips forward against the older woman’s touch.

“I see why Victor likes you so much,” said Mrs. Gerhart, a bit of color in her cheeks. “But I don’t think he would be happy if I let you cum.”

“Y-yes,” said Melody, lowering her head with disappointment. Her thighs quaked with unresolved pleasure.

“Finish your chores and you can go home,” said Mrs. Gerhart.

Melody watched the older woman wash her hands in the sink and then Mrs. Gerhart sauntered out of the room. While Melody had been left on the brink of an orgasm, Mrs. Gerhart seemed satisfied by the exchange. Perhaps not sexually, but emotionally.

It was nearly ten o’clock by the time Melody finished in the kitchen and put away all the supplies. Her lust had abated somewhat, but only somewhat. She felt that buzz as her fluffy panties rubbed against her pussy with each step she took. She wanted to say goodbye to her master, but he had shut the door to his office. She said goodbye to Mrs. Gerhart, but the stout older woman had her feet up and was watching TV. She waved without looking in Melody’s direction.

Melody sighed, pulling on her tan overcoat as she opened the door. She was distracted and walked right into someone entering the house.

“Oh!” she cried, tripping into their arms and nearly knocking them both over.

“Watch it,” cried the person in a high slightly nasal voice. Melody managed to stumble to her feet and found herself looking at someone she knew existed but rarely saw: Mr. Gerhart’s son Tim. She wasn’t even sure the scrawny, pimple-faced teenager still lived with them until this moment. She knew he had a room in the house, but it was always closed and she was forbidden from entering.

“Oh, it’s you,” said Tim, looking Melody up and down. “Ms. Applebottom. You’re dad’s girl. The one he keeps.”

“Huh?” Melody blinked, shocked at the brazen way the skinny teen was looking at her.

Tim reached both hands under Melody’s tan coat and groped her soft breasts. She whined in surprise as Tim pushed her against the front door, leaning in close and kneading her breasts.

“I see why dad likes you so much,” he grunted, one hand slipping around Melody’s hip and palming her plush bottom. “Fuck yeah. You’re like a 10 out of 10. I see you at school you know… mmmm… I’m a senior.”

“Let go of me,” muttered Melody, looking away from him.

Tim laughed at her discomfort. He grabbed the front of her uniform and yanked it downward, exposing one of Melody’s breasts. He brought up his phone and snapped a picture with it before Melody realized what he was doing. Then he chuckled and pushed past her into the house.

“Say ‘hi’ to dad for me next time he’s pounding your sweet little pussy,” sneered Tim, winking and walking into the house.

Melody moaned, pulling her uniform back over her exposed breast and staggering away from Mr. Gerhart’s house. She kept herself calm as she walked home by focusing on her master. On serving him. On how good his cock felt as he unloaded inside her.

After the way she had been treated by Mr. Gerhart’s son, the thoughts barely kept her from crying.


18.3

The Lure

Melody Applebottom was grateful to Mr. Gerhart for training her to obey him without questioning his orders. Otherwise, she might have felt guilty about what she was doing for him at the Peach Valley High School Bugle.

She sat at the back of the room used for the school newspaper. She crossed her legs as she listened to Amber Gooden discuss the stories planned for the next week. She tried her best to ignore the intermittent pulse of pleasure she felt through her pussy as Mr. Gerhart remotely triggered the vibrating bullet pressed against her clit.

She wondered if he even knew she was at a meeting for the school newspaper or if he was just tormenting her arbitrarily with those hot little buzzes against her clit. She uncrossed her legs and glanced over at the students listening to Amber. None of them seemed to notice that she was flushed, and her nipples were stiff and breasts heaving beneath the jacket she wore over her blouse.

Of course, Amber Gooden was a compelling speaker. She liked to talk about the paper’s commitment to honesty and revealing the truth no matter what the consequences to the school or to the reporters. She pushed everyone to follow her lead and would do anything for a story.

She was also quite beautiful.

Melody played the cap of her pen against her lip as she admired Amber. The eighteen-year-old reporter wore her brown hair tied back with a red ribbon, her face slightly long but in a way that added to her beauty and matched her big, brown eyes. Her lips were plump, her breasts ample, her body slightly on the thick side, but in a way that Melody found absolutely alluring. The thick-framed retro glasses Amber wore only added to her charm.

“Roger? Joanna? Any questions?” Amber was wrapping up her speech, addressing the two reporters working on lead stories for the next issue. “No? Alright, we will have a short meeting next Tuesday so you can bring me up to speed, but feel free to text me or call me if you need any support. Don’t let Mr. Donovan in custodial push you around. He’s protecting someone. Get that security footage. The students here deserve to know what happened with those cars in the overflow lot.”

Melody waited for the other students to leave the room as Amber shuffled papers on the desk she was using. They were in Mrs. Clark’s biology classroom and there was a faint whiff of formaldehyde in the air. Melody stood and walked over to Amber, her heals clicking as she crossed the room.

“You didn’t mention the story we’re working on to them,” said Melody.

Amber chewed her lower lip nervously.

“If what you told me about what Mr. Gerhart is doing at his cabin out in the woods is true, then we are about to blow open the biggest scandal this school has ever seen. If we don’t find anything—”

“We will,” said Melody, resting a hand on Amber’s shoulder. “I heard those rumors too many times when I was a student here and it’s all in keeping with the way he looks at me and some of the other teachers and students. He’s a creep, Amber. He abuses women. And we need to expose that before he hurts anyone else.”

Melody let her hand slide lower on Amber’s back. Amber didn’t seem to notice, and Melody felt the almost overpowering urge to let her hand continue down, cupping the student’s round bottom in the jeans she was wearing. She told herself they had been flirting and that Amber was an adult. There was nothing wrong with it.

But Melody knew better. Mr. Gerhart had her under a strict no orgasms rule, even when he was tormenting her with the vibrator. She wasn’t allowed to cum and he had a way of knowing if she tried to lie to him about it. Her fantasy of pleasuring Amber stayed a fantasy. She couldn’t risk interfering with her master’s plan for the girl because of her unrequited lust.

“I will go get changed,” said Melody. “And meet you in the parking lot. We can drive up there together. Do you need to bring a camera or anything?”

Amber held up her phone. “I think this will do the trick.”

“Right, my mind is still back in high school,” chuckled Melody. “I just had one of those flip phones that took pictures like a…”

Her words trailed off as the vibrator buzzed against her clit. She shuddered, fighting off the welling orgasm.

“Are you alright?” asked Amber, a look of concern on her face. “We can do this some other time if you’re not feeling up for it.”

Melody could see Amber was nervous. Melody was nervous too. What Mr. Gerhart had asked her to do represented a total betrayal of the idealistic young Amber. But it couldn’t be helped. Melody had to obey her master.

“I’m ready to go, just need a little water,” said Melody. “I’ll get changed and meet you at my car.”

Melody left in a hurry, eager to escape the torment of the vibrator she had been wearing all day while trying to teach. Her clit was sore from being stimulated and her panties were soaked with her overflowing nectar. She changed out of them and wore a thong beneath a pair of tight, high-waisted blue jeans. The tank and lightweight flannel she wore seemed like something an undercover cop might wear to a crime scene.

She really hoped there wasn’t going to be a crime scene.

The Cabin

“It’s a Friday, so we’ll have all weekend to put this story together,” said Melody. “You can come over to my place after we’re done poking around. If you’d like.”

“Sure, that sounds good,” said Amber, seeming distracted.

“Assuming the rumors are true,” added Melody as they drove up from the valley and into the lightly wooded desert. “Or he hasn’t cleaned this place out since I was a student.”

Melody felt a tightening in her tummy as they rounded the last bend and the small cabin came into view. She knew it well. Mr. Gerhart had trained her there for months, using her, punishing her, and awakening her to the possibility of being his slave. She felt a shudder of fear, not for herself, but for the journey Amber was about to begin.

The journey to the freedom of being Victor Gerhart’s slave.

“There it is,” murmured Melody. “The girl I told you about who said she was here said the whole place is full of sex stuff. You should be able to get plenty of pictures.”

“I don’t see any cars,” said Amber, looking around warily as they pulled beside the cabin. “Those tire tracks look fresh.”

“It’s dry and sheltered from the wind up here, so they could be a week old,” said Melody, turning off the car and getting out.

“Right. We’d better be careful about leaving footprints too then.” Amber shuffled her feet to erase her tracks in the dust. 

They made their way around the cabin to the back. The back deck of the cabin looked out from a small hillside and tucked beneath it was the entrance to the lower level. Melody approached and shared a nervous glance with Amber.

“Ready?” whispered Melody.

“Ready,” agreed Amber.

Melody had spent three weeks working Amber up to this moment. Three weeks of trickling out facts and fictions to get Amber to the cabin. To convince her that Mr. Gerhart was not only involved but at the head of a sex cult that needed to be exposed. The truth was something more like that Mr. Gerhart was at the head of a blackmailing operation, but to Melody he might as well have been a cult leader. 

The door was unlocked. The hinges creaked as Melody pushed inside the dark, hot lower level of the cabin. The signs of a sex dungeon were everywhere.

There was an old video camera on a tripod facing a mattress and a dirty sheet. A wedge-shaped wooden bondage horse with worn leather padding. Ropes dangled over the rafters above the horse. There was a huge, X-shaped upright rack. A dildo chair with several attachments including what looked to be cocks molded from animal genitalia. If that weren’t enough, there were two shelves littered with sex toys, bottles of lube, restraints, paddles, and various clips and gags. There was even a small, tiled corner with a shower and a hose.

“Holy shit, this is really happening,” murmured Amber, taking out her phone and starting to record everything.

“Make sure you check the video camera for a tape,” said Melody. “I’ll check these drawers over here.”

Melody moved behind Amber, preparing to restrain her if she tried to fight instead of listening to reason.

The door slammed shut behind them.

Amber turned, her face twisted in shock and horror. Melody turned, knowing who she would find.

Mr. Gerhart threw the security locks on the door and smiled at them.

“Welcome, birdie,” said Mr. Gerhart, a cruel smile on his face. “I’m so glad you could make it. We are going to have a lot of fun together and I am going to give you an education.”

“Mr. Gerhart!?” Amber held her camera in one hand and the other hand clasped her chest defensively. She backed away from him, straight towards Melody who caught her with one hand on Amber’s shoulder. “We know everything about you. It’s… it’ too late. I’ve been photographing everything.”

“I’m sure you have,” said Mr. Gerhart. “After all, you are so very naughty, birdie. But I’ve been recording everything as well. From several angles. It seems I have an intruder and it also seems you coerced one of your teachers to engage in this crime with you. I’m sure Melody will tell the police that you were the mastermind behind this whole thing.”

Amber looked back at Melody as she seemed to realize that Melody was holding her by the shoulder.

“Sorry, Amber, but you’ve been a brat. You need to be taught a lesson.”

“But… but… all the stuff you told me,” gasped Amber. “This was your idea!”

“She knew you needed to be dealt with, Amber,” said Mr. Gerhart, stepping closer. “But now I have all the evidence I need to ruin your future as a journalist and get you expelled from school. Maybe even sent to jail. No one will ever believe a word you write again.”

“Melody, please,” pleaded Amber, her eyes filling with tears and her body trembling with terror.

“There is an alternative,” said Melody.

“W-what?” gasped Amber. “I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

Amber was suddenly being squeezed between Melody and Mr. Gerhart. The old principal caressed the senior reporter’s hip and smiled cruelly at her.

“You’ll do whatever I tell you to do, birdie,” chuckled Mr. Gerhart. “Won’t she, Melody?”

“Yes, master,” said Melody, her excitement returning and a smile spreading on her pretty face.

Amber’s First Lesson

Amber Gooden felt a sort of freedom in realizing she had no other choice. It gave her permission to accept what was happening as Melody and Mr. Gerhart undressed her and placed her in an uncomfortable and very compromising position. Her hands were tied above her head. Her mouth was stretched and stuffed with a rubber ball gag. Too big to push out and secured with a strap around her head. Bright light shined in her eyes. She felt a pressure between her legs and managed to look down.

Her pale body was naked. Her pert breasts bare and her naked, softly tufted pussy pressed atop the wedge-shaped cushion of the bondage horse. Her weight was partly on her arms which were tied up in the ropes hanging from the rafters of the basement, but her pussy was still rubbing against the padding. Each movement stimulated her in an unwelcome way.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned as a shadow moved across her vision. A silhouette of a woman. Melody. That bitch. “Mmmmmmmm!”

“I know, Amber,” said Melody, stroking Amber’s shoulders and running her hands down Amber’s slender back. “It must be hard to be so sure of yourself, so certain you are going to ruin Mr. Gerhart, and wind up tied up in his basement. You’re angry, aren’t you?”

“Mmmnnnhmmmmn!” shouted Amber, her words muffled and drool spilling out from the gag and down her chin. She turned her head to try to watch Melody over her shoulder, but this movement made Amber’s pussy rub against the horse. Unwanted pleasure thrilled through her body and into her core. Her gagged anger became a plaintive cry of pleasure.

“Yes, there is pleasure in being humiliated by your master,” said Melody, her hands in the small of Amber’s back.

Amber sobbed miserably as Melody’s hands caressed and squeezed Amber’s firm, round bottom. Melody smacked each buttock once and chuckled with satisfaction. The blows stung and throbbed hotly. Melody’s hands traced back around Amber’s hips and up her trembling body to cup her breasts and toy with the stiff buds of Amber’s nipples. Each pinch and tug sent another pulse of pain and pleasure straight to Amber’s clit.

“You don’t want to call him master, I know,” purred Melody, her lips to Amber’s ear. She was teasing Amber’s nipples rhythmically. Almost like she was milking a cow. Pinch, pinch, tug, tug. Pain and pleasure mingled into a distinct ache in Amber’s cunt.

“Mmmmmhmmmmmnn,” moaned Amber, a tear tracking down her cheek as she fought to stay still and not cum against the padding.

“He’s going to teach you just like he taught me,” said Melody, suddenly releasing Amber’s breasts. Melody stood back, blocking the light with her body, and revealing that she had changed into a latex bodysuit that clung to her otherwise naked form. Melody’s pink nipples and trimmed cunt showed through the translucent latex.

Victor Gerhart stepped out of from behind the light, a cruel smile on his face as he prodded the tip of a riding crop against Amber’s breasts. He lifted one perky mound and then the other. The soft flap at the tip of the crop played across Amber’s sensitive nipples. She moaned and shuddered, another tear tracking down her cheek.

“You haven’t been respectful to Mr. Gerhart,” said Melody.

“That’s right,” he said, snapping the tip of the crop against Amber’s nipple and sending pain shooting through her body. It throbbed in her cunt and she could feel her nectar spilling out against the padding. She fought the urge to move. She was too afraid that she might cum. “Mmmmm. You’re still naughty. Disrespectful. But you will learn, birdie. Just like Melody here. We are going to teach you so very much. Are you going to be a good birdie?”

“Mmmmmmnnn,” replied Amber, shaking her head defiantly even as tears dropped from her cheeks.

“Good,” laughed Mr. Gerhart. “I enjoy breaking a naughty brat like you.”

He took something from Melody in exchange for the crop. Amber tensed as his hands became visible holding small silver clips. She struggled as he brought them towards her breasts, but that only made things worse as pleasure pulsed through her cunt with each movement of her hips. She whined as he brought the open mouths of the clips to her pink buds and let them spring shut. Her left nipple. Her right. Pain and pleasure pulsing as the clips bit into her sensitive flesh.

“Look at how she squirms,” laughed Mr. Gerhart.

Amber couldn’t fight it. The clips bit so painfully, and the pain felt so fucking good. She began to wriggle and buck her hips, her body taut beneath the ropes. Her cunt sliding against the padding atop the horse.

“I think she’s going to cum, master,” purred Melody.

“Of course she is,” said Mr. Gerhart. He stepped closer and ran his fingers through Amber’s sweaty brown hair. He forced her head back. Forced her to look up at him through the tears as she rhythmically bucked her hips. She was no longer able to fight the welling pleasure. She hated him as she looked up at him and he growled, “That’s it, my naughty birdie. Cum for your master. Cum. I’ll let you have it this time.”

“Oh, yes, cum for him,” moaned Melody, pressing her latex-wrapped body against Amber’s other side. Melody sucked at Amber’s earlobe and teased her fingers against Amber’s ass. Amber bucked her hips with greater and greater urgency. Each thrust caused weights at the ends of her clipped nipples to jostle and tug at her sensitive pebbles.

“MmmmmMMNNNNN!” she cried, fresh tears squeezed out as she shut her eyes tight. Cumming. Pleasure pulsating through her in rippling waves. Melody’s tongue hot in her ear. Melody’s fingers playing with the seam of her buttocks. Mr. Gerhart, holding her head, watching closely as her face contorted in ecstasy, and she came. Shamefully. Wantonly.

She came for the man who called himself her master.


18.4

The Good Girl

Amber Gooden was still quivering with the aftershocks of her orgasm as Mr. Gerhart wrapped an arm around her from behind and lifted her beneath her breasts. This eased the tugging weight of the clips on her nipples and relieved the pressure of her soaking pussy against the wooden horse. She whimpered as he lifted her up, holding her tightly against his burly body as he carried her to the mattress in the corner. He let her slip out of his arms and she crumpled to her knees, moaning into the gag that filled her mouth.

She was flushed, ashamed, and exhausted. She wanted to leave this awful cabin and go back to only suspecting Mr. Gerhart. Not knowing the specific, intimate truth of what he was doing out here in the hills.

“Good birdie,” murmured Mr. Gerhart, stroking Amber’s sweaty head with his fingers as he took a step back. “The first time is always hard, but it will be so much easier now.”

Melody giggled and dropped to her knees beside Amber, her translucent latex bodysuit crinkling. The inside of the suit was fogged with Melody’s body heat so that it had come to resemble a plastic shower curtain after a hot shower. Melody laughed again, draping her arms around Amber’s shoulders and kissing Amber’s neck and cheek.

“That was so hot,” laughed Melody. “You came so hard for master.”

“Yes, she did,” said Mr. Gerhart, stroking the bulge in his pants. “Why don’t you take her gag out, Melody. Let the birdie sing for me.”

“Ooooh, yes, master,” said Melody, untying the gag and easing the red rubber ball out of Amber’s mouth. It popped free of her lips trailing saliva as Amber gasped with relief. Melody lifted the ball to her own lips, licking and sucking at the dripping saliva like nectar from fresh fruit. She laughed and tossed the gag aside. “Go on, Amber. Thank your master for letting you cum.”

Amber’s eyes burned hot with anger for a moment as she looked at Melody. That made Melody laugh. Amber’s anger flickered out and she turned her gaze towards the man standing over her. Principal Gerhart towered above her as she knelt low on the mattress. She hated him for tricking her and for the pain and humiliation he had inflicted. But she feared the consequences of disobedience.

And she feared what her body was making her crave.

“Th-thank you, master,” she rasped.

“For?” demanded Melody, giving Amber’s sweaty hair a tug.

“Ah! For… for letting me cum,” said Amber. “Thank you, master.”

“Good birdie,” said Mr. Gerhart. “Since I have been so nice to you, Amber, are you ready to do something nice for me?”

Amber gazed up at him, tears tracking down her cheeks as she fought back the urge to sob. She couldn’t speak. Didn’t dare scream. She nodded slowly, her jaw quivering with fear and revulsion.

“You were right after all, master,” laughed Melody, reaching around to toy with the weights still hanging from Amber’s nipples. Amber whimpered in response. Melody laughed and ran her tongue across Amber’s cheek, licking up the tears. “See, she likes you, master. She’s ready to be good.”

“Is that true? Do you like me, Amber?” Mr. Gerhart reached down and cradled Amber’s cheek with one big hand.

Melody gave Amber’s clipped nipples an impatient tug, making fresh pain shoot through Amber’s body straight to her straining clit. She let out a gasp of shock and nodded weakly.

It was an honest response. She was overwhelmed and infuriated at Melody’s betrayal, but she knew there was no hope of escape. She had long suspected Mr. Gerhart of being the mastermind behind the sex and blackmail ring at Peach Valley High, but now she knew Melody Applebottom was his right-hand woman.

Amber had learned the truth in the most painful way possible. She had become entrapped by it.

“Tell me, little birdie,” rumbled Mr. Gerhart, rubbing his thick thumb across Amber’s lips. “Say that you want to do something nice for me. That you will do anything I command.”

“A-anything,” gasped Amber, fighting back more tears. “Anything you command. I want… want to be good.”

Melody gave Amber’s clipped nipples another tug and squirmed her hot tongue in Amber’s ear.

“Mmmmmmm,” purred Melody. “I think I know what master wants.”

“Quiet,” growled Mr. Gerhart, spanking his free hand across Melody’s latex-thonged bottom. She moaned and rocked back onto her heels. Chastened, sher bowed her head for disappointing her master.

Mr. Gerhart turned his full attention to Amber, letting his thumb press past her lips and into her mouth. She tasted sweat and a hint of lubrication on his thumb. She fought back the urge to gag or to bite him. He stared down at her, sliding his thumb deeper, following her tongue all the way to the back of her mouth and tickling the tip of his thumb against her throat.

“Gnnngggg,” she gurgled, more tears welling in her eyes as she gazed up at him.

“Thaaaaat’s a good birdie,” he said. “You want to suck it, don’t you? You want to make your master happy? Show me how you’re going to suck it.”

She awkwardly tightened her lips around him and sucked softly at his thumb. She hated it. Hated him. But she was too afraid not to obey him. As Amber slightly bobbed her lips on his thumb, Mr. Gerhart reached for his belt. He unbuckled it and unzipped his pants.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned around his thumb, catching sight of his cock. So thick and red. Not like the cock of any boyfriend she’d ever had. There was something so dirty and disgusting about the way it bounced stiffly up from the trimmed hair of his loins. An obscenity piled upon all the others she had already experienced. The tip was so bulbous and red it resembled a plum. A glaze of precum welling at his hole and dripping down in a lengthening translucent strand from the bell end of his cock.

“Melody,” growled Mr. Gerhart, watching Amber suck his thumb. “Come here and lick my cock clean. But don’t swallow it.”

“Yes, master,” cooed Melody, leaning across Amber’s shoulder and evidently eager to regain her Mr. Gerhart’s affection.

Amber looked on with disgust as Melody began slavishly licking all over Mr. Gerhart’s fat cockhead. The young teacher tongued his tip and beneath his ridge. She engulfed his fat crown in her wet lips and slurped at him like she was trying to make him cum.

“Mmmmmmm, are you watching, little Birdie?” groaned Mr. Gerhart, cradling Melody’s head with one hand as Amber continued to suck on his thumb. Amber moaned unhappily around his thumb and closed her eyes. He thrust his thumb deeper into her mouth, gagging her softly. “Watch. Don’t look away.”

Amber forced herself to watch. The young and beautiful blonde teacher that Amber had believed was becoming her mentor was adoringly pleasuring the much older principal’s fat cock. It was a display worthy of porn, with lots of loud slurping and Melody’s pink tongue sliding out to lick all over Mr. Gerhart’s tip. None of it made sense to Amber. How could such a beautiful young woman want to pleasure a cruel older man like Mr. Gerhart?

Mr. Gerhart’s fingers tightened in Melody’s hair, and he yanked her head back. His red, glistening cock popped free of her mouth.

“Good,” he said, smiling down at Melody. “Now give Amber a taste. Just a sample of what is to come for my new birdie.”

“Y-yes, master,” panted Melody, smiling wickedly as she turned to Amber.

Mr. Gerhart’s thumb left Amber’s mouth and a moment later she was being kissed by Melody. The blonde’s hot tongue thrust past Amber’s lips and spread the salty slime of Mr. Gerhart’s precum. The kiss was thrilling. Disgusting. Irresistible. Amber’s tongue moved almost of its own volition, working and tangling with Melody’s with growing heat. The salty taste of precum passed between them. Just as Amber was giving herself over to this shameful desire, Melody broke the kiss and pulled away. Flushed. Lips glistening.

“I think she likes the way you taste,” said Melody, giving Amber’s clipped nipples another tug.

“Mmmmmnnnn,” cried Amber, shuddering with pain and pleasure. “Y-yes, master.”

“Good, birdie,” said Mr. Gerhart, moving closer and bring his wet cock to within inches of Amber’s face. “You know what I want you to do now, young lady. Are you going to be a good girl? A good birdie?”

She looked at his cock. At Melody watching her. She told herself that all she had to do was be convincing. To get through this and then maybe they would let her go. She swallowed hard and gazed up into Mr. Gerhart’s cruel eyes.

“Yes, master,” she said softly.

“Good,” said Mr. Gerhart, stroking the back of her head as if she were his pet. He cradled it gently and drew her closer, letting the head of his cock graze her lips and smear his pre against her cheek.

Melody leaned in closer, blue eyes sparkling with delight. The blonde grasped the root of Mr. Gerhart’s thick cock and guided the tip to Amber’s mouth.

“Go on,” said Melody in a singsong voice. “Give it a kiss. Right there on the shiny red tip. Come on, Amber.”

Amber puckered up her lips and planted a soft kiss on the head of Mr. Gerhart’s cock. He chuckled and his fingers tightened in her hair.

“It needs a bit more than a kiss,” he said, his voice a deep rumble above her. “Go on, my little birdie. Show me how much you have learned already. Suck your master’s cock.”

Amber parted her lips and Melody, stroking Mr. Gerhart’s cock, rubbed the tip against those lips, opening Amber’s mouth wider. The slightest pressure on the back of Amber’s head was all it took. Her tongue tasted his salty tip. Her lips engulfed the head of his cock. Bigger than any high school boy she’d ever blown. Thick and hot and pulsing with her principal’s beating heart.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned involuntarily, her lips tightening as she began to suck.

Melody giggled, letting go of Mr. Gerhart’s cock and standing up as Amber began to obediently suck. She took him deeper with each bob of her head until his hard tip was rubbing at the back of her throat. Mr. Gerhart groaned and his fingers tightened in Amber’s hair.

“That’s good,” he chuckled. “Such a quick learning you are. But still, not enough.”

Both of his hands were suddenly on Amber’s head. Her eyes widened as he drew back and thrust in again. This time his cock plowed into her throat before she could pull away. Melody moved behind her, holding her in place. Her hands tight on Amber’s head as Mr. Gerhart began to fuck Amber’s face.

His cock was so much bigger when it pushed into her throat. She had never swallowed anything that thick. It hurt. It overwhelmed her. Her glasses steamed up. Tears poured from her eyes as he only fucked her harder. Gagging her, mucus surging out of her throat and drowning his cock. His balls slapping her chin as snot bubbled from Amber’s nostrils.

“GRRKLL GRRRKKL GRRRRKL,” she quacked as he sawed his cruel cock in and out of her throat and smacked her drool-smeared chin with his balls.

“Ohhhh, fuck, your throat pussy is so wet,” groaned Mr. Gerhart. “This little birdie wants a meal. Are you thirsty little birdie? Or should I cum all over your face?”

“GRRRKLLKKKNNGG!” was the only reply Amber could give. She felt sick and her throat hurt with each thrust. The swinging weights on her nipples were adding to her pain. She gurgled helplessly, looking up at the man as her high school principal fucked her throat.

“Master, please,” moaned Melody, reaching around Amber to cradle her chin and hold her face steady. “Cum all over her pretty face. I bet you can make it even prettier. Please, master. Please drench her with that delicious cum.”

“Yes, fuck,” grunted Mr. Gerhart, slapping his balls hard against Amber’s chin and probing her throat with every thrust of his hips. She could scarcely breathe, and his abdomen was knocking her fogged glasses askew. She gurgled helplessly, her fingers digging into his trousers as he fucked her face.

With a roar of pleasure, Mr. Gerhart unsheathed his cock from Amber’s throat. She gurgled and mucus poured out of her mouth and down her chin. Melody held Amber’s head in place as Amber gasped and choked.

Flushed and smeared in slime already, her face tilted back as Mr. Gerhart stroked his cock and let loose with his cum. He shouted and painted Amber’s face with hot ropes of spunk. Each spurt splashed another spoonful of spunk onto her face. Coating her forehead, cheeks, frosting her nose, and spattering into her open mouth. Her glasses were drenched in jiggling gobs.

Melody cooed with delight, leaning in to kiss the fresh splashes of spunk and run her tongue over them. Amber looked up at Mr. Gerhart as Melody lifted the glasses from Amber’s face.

Amber no longer hated him. In fact, as Melody’s kisses found her mouth, she let her lust consume her. She kissed Melody right back and their tongues tangled in a passionate, cum-smeared embrace. They swapped the hefty load back and forth as Mr. Gerhart watched them. A smile on his face and his wilting cock in his hand.

Amber was exhausted from the throat fucking and still out of breath. She moaned and had to break the kiss with Melody.

“You did so well, birdie,” rumbled Mr. Gerhart. “You might be an even quicker learner than Melody here.”

“Oh, no way,” giggled Melody. “I was all over your cock from the moment it poked through that glory hole at me, master.”

“Yes, you were,” admitted Mr. Gerhart, stroking Melody’s head. “Get her cleaned up and changed into something more appropriate. She needs some rest. We have a lot of work still to do with her.”

“Yes, master,” said Melody, already obediently removing the clips from Amber’s nipples. The brunette winced as the alligator clips released.

Mr. Gerhart turned to leave.

“W-where are you going, master?” Amber dared to ask.

“Hmmm?” He raised an eyebrow and looked down at her still kneeling on the dingy mattress. “Oh, I have some phone calls to make. I’m going to be giving your mother a call to explain that you will be working with Melody over the weekend on a special project for the school paper. It will take all weekend, but I’ll let her know you will make it to school on Monday.”

Amber swallowed hard, realizing just how far Mr. Gerhart was willing to go to get what he wanted. He smirked at her and turned to leave. This time, Amber was distracted by Melody’s hands caressing her naked body.

“Don’t worry,” purred Melody. “He’ll be back soon. And we can do all sorts of fun things together. You might think he’s mean now, but he does it all for a reason.”

“What’s that?” wondered Amber.

“You have to learn, duh,” laughed Melody, using a washcloth to wipe off the rest of the filth clinging to Amber’s face. “Every girl has to be trained to properly serve her master.”

Cold fear crept up Amber’s back as she glanced over at Melody. Not fear of Mr. Gerhart exactly, but fear that Melody was right, and that Amber was starting to like serving her master.


18.5

Amber Remade

“Wake up, sleepyhead,” said a sweet voice near Amber Gooden’s ear. Warm breath tickled at her neck, and she felt a nudge in her back.

She rolled over slowly and blinked away the light breaking through the sun-faded pink curtains that covered the windows of the cabin. She was warm and a little sweaty. She realized that she was completely naked with only a sheet clinging to her body. And she was on the floor. No, not quite. She was on a cheap mattress on the floor.

She was in Principal Gerhart’s cabin full of sex toys and S&M objects.

“What… how long?” rasped Amber, her throat feeling very sore.

“Only a couple hours,” giggled Melody. She used her hands to help Amber to sit. “Sit up, sweetie. Master wants you ready soon.”

“Master… Mr. Gerhart?” Amber blinked and allowed Melody to sit her up. The sheet fell away from Amber’s perky breasts, and she quickly covered herself again.

Melody smiled and nuzzled against Amber’s neck. Her lips were soft, and her kiss was warm. Melody took the sheet between her fingers and pulled it back down to expose Amber’s breasts again.

“He’s watching us,” said Melody, gesturing to a camera over her shoulder. “He’s always watching. You have to remember that. We’re performing for him even when we are alone.”

“He’s… he’s crazy,” whispered Amber, cold fear prickling her skin. “We have to… we have to get out of here, Melody.”

“He’ll let us leave, silly,” said Melody, sucking gently at the supple flesh of Amber’s neck. She gave it another wet kiss and then rose on her knees beside Amber. “What you need is a drink, Amber. Something to relax you and make you feel better.”

Amber looked slowly from the bolted door back to Melody. The beautiful blonde teacher had changed from her latex outfit to a sheer pink chemise that cradle her big, soft tits and was so short it barely reached past her waist. Melody’s thick thighs were fully exposed, and Amber also had a good view of Melody’s neat, pink pussy.

Melody had brought a tray with her and lifted a small glass containing a milky pink liquid. She held it out to Amber.

“Drink every drop,” said Melody. “You’ll feel better. Trust me, I know. It works.”

Amber looked at the glass uncertainly. Melody pressed against Amber’s side, her soft tits squeezing against Amber and the stiff bullets of her nipples rubbing against Amber’s body. Melody scooted closer, pressing her thigh and the warmth of her cunt against Amber. Kissing Amber’s neck and seeming to grind against Amber’s hip with that hot, pulsing warmth.

“I don’t… I don’t think I should drink it,” gasped Amber, even though she was very thirsty.

“It’s refreshing,” said Melody. “Look, I’ll have a little sip.”

Melody tipped the glass to her lips and drank a tiny portion of the liquid in the glass. She made a refreshed “Ah!” sound and then held the glass out to Amber.

“No, I’m not going to drink it,” said Amber, fearful of what Mr. Gerhart might have slipped into the cocktail. She pushed the glass away.

“Well, how about a kiss instead?” asked Melody. The smiling blonde tipped the glass to her lips and let more than half the cocktail fill her mouth. She stroked Amber’s head and drew her closer. Amber tried to push away from Melody, but before she realized what Melody was trying to do those wet, luscious lips were pressed to Amber’s in a kiss.

“Mmmmmm,” objected Amber.

Melody replied by thrusting her tongue and prying apart Amber’s tight lips. The intrepid senior reporter moaned louder, feeling Melody’s sweet tongue push into her mouth followed by a cool, sickly-sweet flood of the cocktail. It poured into Amber’s mouth along with Melody’s tongue. She fought back with her own tongue, but she instinctively swallowed. Once. Twice. A third time and the cocktail was gone. Cool and tingling as it slid into her tummy.

“Mmmm,” moaned Amber, finally managing to push Melody away enough to break the kiss. “You tricked me.”

“I was just looking out for you, silly,” giggled Melody. “Come on, finish your drink. There’s no point not having the whole thing now.”

Melody held out the glass to Amber. It infuriated Amber, but the drink was sweet and refreshing and she was starting to feel better. She took the glass from Melody and reluctantly drained the contents.

“There! Are you happy?” said Amber. “Can I go now?”

Melody’s eyes twinkled as she smiled and watched Amber as if waiting for something to happen.

“What?” demanded Amber. “Why are you looking at me… looking… why are… oooOooooo…”

Amber felt the heat spreading from her tummy. She was almost dizzy with it, almost feverish, but it felt good too. A pulsating, throbbing heat that gathered in her pussy, stiffened her little nipples even more, and made her mouth water with lust. She blinked, her eyes heavy and her perky tits heaving with each breath she took.

“That was… I feel different,” said Amber, breaking into a grin.

“Yeah, I’ll bet,” giggled Melody. “That was a big glass of the special drink. Mmmmm. I just got a little taste. Come here. I want to taste some more.”

Melody’s kiss was hot, wet, and delicious as it pressed to Amber’s eager lips. Their mouths seemed to melt together, their tongues slithering and twisting in a sloppy dance, Melody’s soft warmth squeezing against Amber’s naked body.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Amber, kissing Melody back and letting the heat build inside her with each passing moment. Melody’s hand’s climbed Amber’s body to her pert breasts and began to squeeze her tits and toy with the straining buds of her nipples. Amber let out a soft cry of pleasure, falling back onto the mattress as Melody climbed atop her.

“Oh, you’re so warm,” giggled Melody, “Mmmm. I just want to kiss you… everywhere.”

Melody’s lips traveled where they pleased, and Amber moaned and quivered with each new kiss. On her neck. On her heaving tits. On her sensitive nipples. Down her abdomen. Amber moaned as Melody parted her thighs. She arched and offered her steamy teenage pussy to her slightly older teacher.

Melody kissed Amber’s aching mound. Melody’s soft lips pressed to Amber’s clit and Melody’s warm tongue lashed the dewy petals of Amber’s pussy. The intrepid reporter was melting into a willing, subservient fuckdoll. Each lick brought her closer to total surrender. She stroked the back of Melody’s head and jerked her hips.

It was as she was approaching her orgasm that she realized Mr. Gerhart was standing next to the bed. He was wearing only a tank top and a pair of boxer shorts. His stiff cock jutted through the flap of the boxers and he smiled down at Amber.

“Enjoying yourselves?” he chuckled.

“Ooooooh, yes, master,” moaned Melody, wiggling her ass for Mr. Gerhart’s benefit and lifting her face from between Amber’s thighs. She looked back at him and wiped the cum from her lips. “Should I make her cum?”

“Yes, please,” moaned Amber, trying to push Melody’s face back down between her legs. “I’m so close. Let me… let me cum.”

“Very well,” chuckled Mr. Gerhart. “You may cum once. Since you asked so nicely.”

“Th-thank yoOOOOOAAAHHH!” Amber’s thanks to Mr. Gerhart were interrupted by a cry of ecstasy as Melody’s tongue returned to Amber’s throbbing clit. Melody laughed hotly against Amber’s cunt as she buried her face between Amber’s thighs, lapping and sucking at Amber’s straining bud. Melody pushed two fingers into Amber’s pussy as the gasping teen began to cum.

It was incredible. So much better than any fumbling boyfriend or any showerhead drumming against her clit. Amber grabbed Melody’s head with both hands and bucked wantonly against Melody’s fingers and lips and tongue. She came in hot, shuddering waves and drenched Melody’s lips and chin in her copious nectar.

“Enough!” declared Mr. Gerhart, giving Melody an ass-jiggling smack on her bottom.

Melody stopped immediately and the pleasure for Amber receded to aftershocks of her intense orgasm. She lifted her head, sweaty and flushed, and smiled dreamily at Mr. Gerhart. She felt elated. Her fears distant whispers and her pain all but forgotten. Amber spread her legs wider to show her blushing wet cunt to the much older man.

“Oh, look, master,” crooned Melody, turning to face Mr. Gerhart and laying her cheek on Amber’s inner thigh. “She’s ready for you.”

“Is that true?” asked Mr. Gerhart, wrapping his hand around the root of his cock and slowly stroking.

Amber could not look away from that hard dick. She’d felt one before. But it had been smaller. It had seemed so very much less… interesting.

“Yes,” gasped Amber, rubbing her wet cunt with her fingers. “Yes, please… please, um, master. Fuck me. Ohhhhh, fuck, I need it so bad.”

“Yes, you do,” chuckled Mr. Gerhart. “Very well, Amber. Since you seem to be learning so quickly. I will give you what you want.”

Amber’s first time with Mr. Gerhart was a revelation for the teenage snoop. She had never imagined a cock could feel so good, but as the principal of her high school climbed atop her and hilted his stiff cock inside her, she began to cum. An orgasm that squeezed and clutched at him with every confident thrust. His hard cock slamming into her forcefully, but never roughly. He always had control of his motions.

He leaned over her, making her cum again and again, his balls slapping against her nectar-drenched ass. He made her beg to be kissed and when she begged he thrust his tongue into her mouth. She kissed him back and sucked at his tongue, wrapping her legs around him to draw him deeper. Savoring each thrust. Cumming harder with each stroke.

He drew his cock out of her, leaving her quivering and whimpering for more. He turned her over and lay atop her back, fucking her from behind with the full weight of his hips on her firm ass. Melody knelt nearby, her tits hanging out of her chemise and her fingers sloshing in her soaking cunt. She sucked her other fingers and seemed to cum as Amber was being pounded into senseless jelly.

Mr. Gerhart fucked Amber in several more positions and involved Melody in the pleasure. He made out with Melody and sucked her tits. He spanked her ass. He even pulled his cock out of Amber to briefly thrust it into Melody, only to draw it out of her again and slam it back into Amber’s tight teenage cunt.

Amber was pressed to the wall, standing up and getting railed from behind, when Mr. Gerhart finally bellowed with pleasure and pulled his cock out of Amber’s pussy. He let loose with a massive load, drenching Amber’s ass and leaving his cum dripping down the backs of her thighs.

“Clean her up,” commanded Mr. Gerhart.

“Yes, master,” moaned Melody, dropping to her knees behind Amber and methodically lapping up every drop of spunk from Amber’s legs, her folds, the crease of her crack, and the quivering globes of her buttocks. Melody did not swallow any of the cum but instead allowed it to gather in her mouth. When she was finished, she stood and shared the salty spunk with Amber in a passionate kiss.

“Good girls,” murmured Mr. Gerhart, watching them swap his cum back and forth between their lips and tongues. He decided they needed more spunk, because he ordered them both to their knees and the two beauties shared their master’s cock with a hot, wet, adoring double blowjob. Melody slurped his balls and deep throated his cock. Amber, much less experienced, used her hand and bobbed on his tip.

He came in Amber’s mouth, holding her head and telling her not to swallow. When he had finished unloading into her hot little mouth, he slid his cock out and watched as Amber tilted her head down and let his spunk flow into Melody’s wide and waiting mouth. They went back to swapping his cum, slowly swallowing it between filthy kisses.

It was a sight so thrilling it nearly made him hard again.

The next morning, after a long night of fucking, and pleasure, and pain, Amber was wearing a set of open-cupped lingerie that Mr. Gerhart had picked out especially for her. Melody was already wearing her street clothes and sitting on the edge of the mattress.

“You’ve been a good birdie for me,” said Mr. Gerhart, standing beside the kneeling teen and stroking her head. “Are you done being a troublesome bitch at school?”

“Yes, master,” said Amber, feeling ashamed of what she had done. The drink had worn off and a part of her mind was screaming at her to betray Mr. Gerhart and go to the cops. But that part of her was silenced by what Mr. Gerhart said next.

“We have a lot of amateur porn footage of you that we can spread around the school or share with your family.” Mr. Gerhart gestured with a nod to the cameras. “A lot of footage, my sweet birdie, of you being very enthusiastic.”

“I… I understand,” she said, her head hanging low.

He lifted her chin and forced her to look up into his cruel eyes.

“You are going back to school to be a very good birdie,” he said. “You will not tell anyone anything about what happened this weekend. You were here, with Melody, working on a project. You will print what I tell you to print in the paper. And you are going to fuck when – and who – I tell you to fuck. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she said softly.

“Good,” he said. He turned to Melody. “Get her cleaned up and dressed and take her home.”

“Yes, master,” said Meldoy, stroking Amber’s shoulder.

Amber watched as Mr. Gerhart left the cabin. She felt relieved to be no longer under his scrutinizing gaze, but also, strangely, empty without him there.

Melody’s hands caressed Amber’s shoulders. The beautiful young teacher knelt behind Amber on the well-used mattress. She kissed Amber’s neck and whispered, “I know how it feels. I know it feels wrong but also I know you enjoyed it. There’s nothing wrong with enjoying it, Amber.”

“Okay,” said Amber, sniffling a little.

Melody nibbled at Amber’s ear. She reached around her and gently played with Amber’s breasts.

“I was afraid, and disgusted, and enjoyed it my first time,” said Melody. “It gets better and better. It feels good to submit to Mr. Gerhart.”

“Okay,” said Amber.

Melody gave her a last kiss and helped her put her street clothes back on. She drove to Amber’s house as Amber stared out the car window, lost in her thoughts about what had happened. Melody was talking about how it was so much better if she could just accept it, but Amber was barely listening. She was replaying everything that had happened, from the first surprise betrayal to sharing Mr. Gerhart’s cum with Melody in that salty, slimy kiss.

When they pulled up outside Amber’s house, it felt as if the world had changed while she had been gone. Everything seemed different. Every part of her reality had been altered by the events at the cabin.

Amber started to get out of the car. She turned back to Melody, smiled wearily, and said, genuinely, “Thank you, Melody. I’ll see you at school in the morning.”

“Sure, see you then,” said Melody and she gave Amber a wink before pulling away.


18.6

His Finest Achievement

Mr. Gerhart reclined in the chair behind his desk, his belt unbuckled, and his trousers unzipped, with his cock sticking up through the flap of his boxers. The chair creaked beneath him to the rhythmic motion of Melody Applebottom’s lovely apple bottom as she pushed back and impaled her blushing cunt onto his hardness. The soft plat-plat-plat of her ass colliding with his lap provided the percussion for the song she was softly gasping from her lips.

The middle-aged principal enjoyed the young teacher’s performance. Her hips working and her ass rising and falling just like he had trained her as she leaned over his desk on her elbows. Her creamy bottom bore a red handprint from where he had given her a good smack to get her started.

“Is… is that good?” she gasped, looking over her shoulder at him.

“A little faster, my sweet birdie,” he said, giving her other ass cheek a matching smack.

“Oh! Yes! Yes, master!” She whined with pleasure, her pussy positively soaking as it slid up and down Mr. Gerhart’s cock. She gripped and squeezed him with her slick inner walls. Her ass rising and falling even faster atop his cock. Her cheeks spreading on each upwards swing of her hips to reveal the pretty pink knot of her asshole.

“That’s a good birdie,” groaned Mr. Gerhart, squeezing and spreading her ass, and watching her slick pussy riding up and down his hard cock. His pole was glistening wet with her juices as it disappeared in and out of her cunt. The heat of her pussy was incredible, and she seemed tighter than ever with all those Kegel exercises he had been encouraging.

“Ohhhhh, master,” moaned Melody, tossing her blonde hair across her face as she arched her back and pushed onto his cock with growing excitement. “Your cock feels so good inside me. It’s going to make me cum if I keep doing this.”

“Not until the end of the period bell,” said Mr. Gerhart, watching the clock tick closer to the end of sixth period. “When all the students are between classes. Then you can cum for me.”

“Ohhhhhhh,” she moaned, dropping her head and clearly fighting to control her pleasure.

He savored the quivering of her cunt and a few more heated bounces against his lap before he suddenly sat up and pulled her down hard to impale her fully onto his cock. He reached around her, under her sweater, toying with her big, soft breasts under her blouse. Her nipples stiff and responsive to his teasing fingers.

“How does it feel to be the principal’s naughty plaything?” he growled, pinching her nipples through her blouse as he asked the question. He felt her inner walls squeeze around his cock in sympathy with his pinching.

“Incredible,” whimpered Melody, turning to face him over her shoulder. “I love… I love serving you, master. I love being… the principal’s trained birdie.”

“Mmmmmm, yes, you do,” he agreed, and leaned past her shoulder to smash a kiss to her lips. He tangled his fingers in her golden hair and held her tightly as his kiss devoured her. She was grinding against his lap, desperate to cum or make him cum. The tension building in her body as he kissed her right up until that final, momentous click of the clock followed by the sharp ring of the period bell.

The moment the bell sounded, Melody arched against Mr. Gerhart, her breasts nearly bursting from her blouse and her cunt suddenly seizing him with the intense spasms of her climax. Mr. Gerhart snarled with his own pleasure, lifting her and shoving her onto his desk and slamming his cock in and out of her twitching pussy.

He let out a bark of pleasure lost to the din of the entire student body in the hallways of the high school. He held Melody’s hips tightly and pounded his cock into her hot, slutty snatch, his cum spurting out of his hardness and drenching her inner walls in his oily seed.

He finished inside her, spurting out every drop of his load before easing his hardness from her creamy depths. He dropped back into his chair as she remained bent over his desk. She reached a hand between her thighs and cupped it beneath her cunt as Mr. Gerhart’s load began to drool out of her freshly fucked folds.

“Clean up time, birdie,” said Mr. Gerhart with a sigh. “I don’t want any messes.”

“Yes, master,” giggled Melody, sliding off the desk, turning around, and getting down to her knees. She kept one hand between her thighs to catch the dripping cum and reached out with her other hand to grip Mr. Gerthart’s cum-smeared cock.

“That’s a good birdie,” he chuckled appreciatively as she leaned her head into his lap. “Lick it all up for your master.”

“Nnnnnhnnn,” she agreed, tonguing his tip and slurping softly at the smears of cum on his shaft. She licked her way down to his balls and began sucking on them and tonguing them until they were completely clean.

“Mmmm, your cum, mmmm, so delicious, master,” she moaned.

She paused in pleasuring his cock to look up at him and lick her cupped hand clean. He chuckled again, admiring how thoroughly he had trained her. He recalled how difficult she had been when he first met her and how he had gradually worn her down until she was eager to slurp up his cum and bathe his cock in her hot little mouth.

She was bobbing slowly in his lap, sucking him back to full hardness, when there came a knock at the door to his office. Melody did not have to be told to crawl beneath his desk as he scooted in his chair. Her warm mouth continued to engulf his cock.

He savored the sensation even as he called out, “Come in.”

The door opened and in walked Amber Gooden.

Mr. Gerhart could not help but smile at his latest protégé. She was still dressing very primly and properly, with a long-sleeved sweater, a medium-length skirt, and her brown hair pinned into a bun. Her glasses were fetching. But she was wearing red lipstick and instead of being bare legged under her skirt she was wearing stockings. He was willing to bet she was also wearing the black garter he had bought her. Just one of his many gifts to the editor in chief of the Peach Valley High School newspaper.

“Hello, Mr. Gerhart,” she said, standing before him and apparently not noticing Melody at work under the desk. “I’ve brought the proofs over before we go to press with tomorrow’s morning paper. I thought you might like a look.”

She opened a large folder and set the pages of the paper out onto the desk in a row.

“Ah, very good, Amber,” said Mr. Gerhart, settling his reading glasses onto his nose. He took out a highlighter and began marking phrases or words he wanted changed. Nothing major. Just a few tweaks to the tone of the paper. He saw that there was a whole article criticizing the school for mismanaging money from a fundraiser for new bleachers. He left the article but made sure the blame was placed mostly on the vice principal and the coaching staff with just a little criticism for the principal.

“That’s all, sir?” asked Amber, seeing the small number of changes he had suggested.

“Oh, yes, birdie,” he said, feeling Melody’s throat tighten on his cock. “You’ve learned so quickly how to meet my expectations. I think by this time next semester you’ll be able to write articles singing my praises without anyone taking notice.”

“Thank you,” said Amber, grudgingly. “I hate saying bad things about you in the paper… master. Was… was there anything else I could do for you?”

He noticed the blush on her cheeks. The way she sat her firm little rear on the edge of his desk. The way she crossed her stockinged legs to show him a little more of her thighs. He couldn’t help but smile at the way Amber was turning into another one of his well-trained sluts.

“Yes, Amber, I can think of a few things you can do for me,” chuckled Mr. Gerhart. “Why don’t you start by saying hello to Miss Applebottom?”

“Huh?” Amber cocked her head and gave him a confused look.

Mr. Gerhart scooted his chair back from the desk and his cock slid from Melody’s mouth with a wet pop. Amber’s eyes went wide at the sight of Mr. Gerhart’s wet, red cock sticking up from his lap. Then Melody stuck her head out from under the desk, wiped her lips with the back of her hand, and waved to Amber.

“Hiya,” she giggled. “Just doing a little cleanup for Principal Gerhart.”

“Oh my god,” laughed Amber.

“Mmmmm.” Mr. Gerhart wrapped his hand around his wet cock. “Melody, why don’t you help Amber get undressed. Be neat about it.”

“Right here? Now?” Protested Amber. “Before seventh period? I have to get to…”

Her words trailed off as she saw the stern look beginning to darken Mr. Gerhart’s expression. He didn’t want to punish the girl, but she might make him.

Thankfully, she seemed to realize her error, straightening up and saying, “Yes, sir.”

Amber took one last glance at the door to Mr. Gerhart’s office to make sure it was closed, and she began to slowly undress. Melody joined her and began giggling and kissing Amber’s neck as she reached around Amber to reveal her body. Amber’s pert breasts were encased in the white bra with the red bow in the middle that Mr. Gerhart had bought for her. She was wearing the garter too and a sheer pair of white panties framed by the straps.

“Next time, wear the panties over the garters,” observed Mr. Gerhart as Melody and Amber began unclipping the garter straps so that the panties could be removed. She was shaved and waxed just like Mr. Gerhart had instructed her.

“Come here now, my sweet birdie,” he said, beckoning her closer. “Sit on the desk here.”

Amber pushed aside his keyboard and photo of his wife and sat her firm bottom on his desk. Her stockinged legs were trembling as he parted her thighs. Melody moved behind Mr. Gerhart for a better view. Amber’s pussy was glistening wet and beginning to blush with her arousal.

“Lean back,” said Mr. Gerhart. “Rest your hands behind you on the desk and lift your hips a little more. That’s it. That’s a good birdie. Mmmmm. I think I’ll have something sweet for breakfast.”

“A peach?” giggled Melody.

“Oh, yes, a peach, sweet and fresh and very juicy,” growled Mr. Gerhart, lifting Amber’s long, slender legs over his shoulders and leaning his head between her legs. He breathed her fresh aroma. So innocent and flowery sweet. Freshly showered before school. Dewy with her lust.

“Oh, master,” moaned Amber, stroking her fingers through Mr. Gerhart’s hair. “Th-thank you for this.”

“A rare treat,” agreed Melody, moving beside Amber and beginning to kiss her and fondle Amber’s breasts.

Mr. Gerhart ran his tongue over the hot folds of Amber’s teenage pussy. He tasted the freshness of her. The way she kept herself for him. He let his tongue sink deeper, into the sweet flower of her pussy. She cried out, bucking gently against his face, and he thrust his tongue deeper still. He slid his tongue back up to her clit, flicking under her hood and sucking at her bud. He plunged two fingers into her twitching twat and knuckled the soft divot of her asshole. He pumped his digits into her, sucking at her clit hard and watching Melody tongue-kiss Amber.

“Mmmmmmnnnnn!” cried Amber, her thighs tightening against his head as she came for him. Her inner walls gripping his fingers and her nectar spilling out onto his desk. She thrust and bucked, her pert tits shuddering and her nipples stiff and peachy pink.

“That’s a good birdie,” said Mr. Gerhart, finishing her off with his fingers and pressing a few more kisses to her mound. “Now it’s your turn to feel this cock. Both of you. Sit here next to each other. And don’t stop kissing. I like that.”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Gerhart,” giggled Melody, sliding onto the desk and sitting down hip-to-hip with Amber.

They embraced and began kissing as Mr. Gerhart stood and positioned himself between Amber’s slender legs. The sight of the two beautiful young women making out made his cock twitch in his hand. He guided it to the freshly licked folds of Amber’s pussy and thrust deep inside her. She let out a satisfying cry and tightened around him.

He knew from using her hot little pussy that it would only take a few strokes to make her cum. He palmed one of her breasts, squeezing harder and making the other one bounce with the force of his thrusts. He pistoned his fat cock in and out of her dripping slit, banging his balls against her ass until he was almost ready to unload in her hot little honeypot.

She started cumming and her head dropped back, breaking the kiss with Melody.

“Ohhh, that’s it, come for master,” moaned Melody, leaning over and sucking and caressing Amber’s pert breasts. Mr. Gerhart drove in and out of her until he felt the last, fluttering spasm of her climax. He drew his slick cock from inside her and moved straight between Melody’s thighs.

Melody was much more eager, much sluttier. She drew her knees up and bared her pink pussy for him. He thrust deep into her with a single stroke. Melody’s hot little cunt gripped him with a talented squeeze of her inner muscles. He’d trained her so well that she almost made him explode with the first few strokes.

“Ohhh, that cock feels so good, master,” cried Melody. “Pound me with it, please. I’ll be your obedient slave forever. I’ll always satisfy you. Always let you use me however you please! I’m your slutttt! Your sex kitten! AHHHH! MASTER! I’m cumming!”

Melody wasn’t shy like Amber when it came to making noise. She howled with ecstasy so that the whole office and several nearby classrooms no doubt heard her wails of ecstasy.

Mr. Gerhart was too close to his climax to care. He growled and grabbed the backs of Melody’s thighs, pushing her knees to her big, soft tits. He hammered his cock into her, feeling his balls tightening and her juices running out of her pussy and down her ass crack. Amber sat up, touching herself as she watched him fucking Melody hard and fast. He winked at her and she smiled, then the pleasure became too intense.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “I’m cumming.”

“Yessss,” moaned Melody, her eyes almost crossed and her head bouncing over the edge of the desk with each mighty stroke of Mr. Gerhart’s cock. “Cum inside me, master! Fill my pussy! It’s yours!”

“Ohhhhhhhhh! OH FUCK!” Mr. Gerhart hilted his fat, throbbing cock in the molten depths of Melody’s cunt. She squeezed him tight as pleasure rushed up from his balls and exploded in hot pumps straight into Melody’s squeezing cunt. He emptied his load into her, leaning down and planting a kiss on her lips. Breathing heavily through his nose as he pumped her pussy to overflowing.

When he finally drew his wilting cock from Melody’s creamy cunt, Amber moved without being told. She knelt on the floor between Melody and Mr. Gerhart, first bathing his cock in her mouth and licking his balls clean and then turning to Melody. Mr. Gerhart sat back in his chair, basking in the afterglow of his latest triumph, watching Amber the once-annoying reporter now turned faithful slave as she tongue-bathed Melody’s cum-filled pussy and glistening asshole.

“Ooooh, that’s it, lick that cum up, but don’t swallow it,” moaned Melody. “I want to share it with you.”

“Mmmmmnnn,” agreed Amber, plunging her tongue into Melody’s creamy cunt and slurping on the oozing spunk.

Mr. Gerhart couldn’t help but chuckle. This was his finest achievement in domination.

So far.


Bonus Secret Smut

The Lost Folio of Filth

By Amanda Clover


Bonus One

The Cursed Warrior

Big Mistake

Defeating the Archmagos Clevus was the biggest mistake of Essara’s life. It had seemed like the right thing to do at the time, seeing as how the Archmagos was torching whole villages and turning women into sex slaves, but the moment fair-haired Essara landed that fatal blow on Clevus she had known something was wrong. A bolt of unseen magic had crackled up her spine and bestowed upon her a parting curse from the insane old wizard. He had died with an evil smile on his face as Essara had staggered away from him, clutching her war hammer to her chest.

She did not fully understand the curse until a few days later, when Essara and her wizard friend Mya had been attacked by an entire goblin tribe. The goblins had fought like devils, unusually brave for the cowardly creatures, and had attempted to grope and even mate with Essara. In the middle of battle! She killed a dozen of the creatures before they finally retreated.

She could not forget the feel of their desperate hands groping her body. Tearing at her contoured plate armor. Some of them licking at her arms and legs and more than one with its cock out and erect. She knew goblins were horny creatures, but she’d never seen anything like that.

The nature of the final curse of Clevus was plain for Essara to see. She was cursed to drive monsters mad with lust. A curse so potent that even Mya had begun to refuse sleeping in the tent and had taken to sleeping under the stars whenever they made camp.

“Only a precaution,” Mya had said.

“It doesn’t work on people,” Essara had explained.

The curse had not seemed to work when they had passed through a village, but then again, she was not closed in a tent with any of the townspeople for hours. Maybe she would have driven them mad with lust.

Despite being afflicted, Essara was committed to her three-year oath quest to defeat evil and monsters throughout Heimsvak. If anything, the curse actually helped. It brought the monsters to Essara.

Sometimes that was a big problem.

The Troll

Mya looked so peaceful sleeping on a patch of moss that Essara could not bear to wake her up. It was still early morning, with the mists of dawn clinging to the meadow and the day’s first birds just beginning to sing.

“I’ll let her sleep a little longer,” murmured Essara. She had seen a clear stream not far from where they made camp. A nice, bracing dip in the water would be a good way to freshen up and start the day.

Essara made her way the short distance through the woods and found a spot not far from a moldering stone bridge where the stream was deep and the current was slow. She set aside her war hammer and undressed in the misty morning air. It was cool, but it would be hot and humid later. Essara reckoned the cold water of the stream would be a nice relief.

She took one step in and then another, gasping as the bracingly cold water rose to her knees. So clear that she could see the water plants waving with the current even at the deepest points in the water. She waded out into it. Up to her thighs. Her waist. Gasping as the cold water swallowed her lower half. She bent her knees and sunk down to her breasts.

“So cold,” she hissed softly.

Cold, but good. Cleansing. Refreshing. She let her breasts and stiff nipples slip under the water and waded to the deepest point. Down to her chin.

Essara’s eyes were just fluttering closed when she heard a soft splash from the direction of the old bridge. She squinted at the gloomy shadows beneath the bridge. The water lapping at the water’s edge as though something had plunged off the bridge.

Then she saw it: a green shape, submerged in the clear water. It was bigger than her and moving against the current towards her with a determined back-and-forth motion.

“Gods!” she cried as the thing grabbed her legs and dragged her under the water. She fought for a moment, kicking and flailing, and then was moving swiftly with the current. Sliding out of the water gasping. Dragged into the shadows under the bridge.

The troll’s black eyes stared down at her. Its hideous face curled into a smile. Water dripped from its long, crooked nose onto Essara’s face.

“Smell cunt,” rasped the troll, grabbing Essara’s long legs and spreading her pale thighs wide. “You want mate! I mate!”

It all happened too suddenly for Essara to even object. She was still staring in horror up at the hulking green body of the troll as it moved between her legs, grasping the gnarled root of its cock in one giant hand. Its body like a fleshy green tree trunk. Its cock like a single leafless branch. It rubbed the blunt head against her cuntlips and Essara whimpered in terror.

Trolls were dangerous monsters. They ate humans sometimes. But they were not known to want to mate with humans.

“The curse,” she gasped with realization.

“Curse? Curse! Ha ha ha!”

The troll laughed as it thrust forward and impaled the folds of Essara’s cunt on his monstrous cock. The young warrioress howled with the shock of the invasion. The pain of being filled with his hard flesh. The ache of her cove stretched nearly to its limit. And the terror of the brutish green troll laying his weight against her upthrust legs and plowing his cock down to the bollocks into her cunt.

“AAAahhhhhhh!” It wasn’t the first time she had found herself on the receiving end of a monster cock since her curse, but this was certainly the biggest she had encountered. It bulged her abdomen with each stroke. The forceful thrusts of the troll made Essara’s plump breasts bounce and slap against her ribcage.

She knew that her only hope was Mya. She tried to call out to her, but the troll pressed down atop her heavily and thrust its long black tongue into her mouth. She gagged on his bitter saliva. There was nothing she could do to keep his long tongue from slithering and drooling into her mouth. The troll’s tongue was too tough to even bite. Like a writhing belt of boiled leather covered in aspic. Absolutely disgusting.

Essara could handle the disgust of being kissed by the troll, but his bumpy cock being slammed into her pussy was starting to feel good. That was worrying.

“MmMnnnnnn!” she cried around the monster’s black tongue.

“What you say?” rasped the troll, suddenly pinning her arms over her head and using his weight to keep her lower half pinned down. “You want seed? I plant seed! A new troll grow from human!”

She didn’t think that was possible, but she wasn’t certain how far the curse worked. Would it allow a creature like a troll to impregnate her? She’d always managed to dislodge monsters before they could spill their seed inside her. Lucky thing with those goblins too. One drop of goblin cum would make an old crone pregnant.

“Ooooh, yes, give it to me!” wailed Essara. If she couldn’t call out for help, maybe the troll would still let her make a lot of noise. “Ohhhh! Your cock is incredible! Fuck me with that big root! Fuck me full of your hot troll sap!”

“Mmmmm? You want? Ha! I knew human girls sluts! You big slut!”

“Yesssss!” screamed Essara, bucking beneath the troll and arching her back. “Yes! I’m your fucking whore! All for you and that incredible troll cock!”

She was loud enough that it was stirring up the wildlife, sending flocks of birds into the sky from nearby trees and making a pair of squirrels go running off in fear.

Mya had better hear that, thought Essara, because this isn’t even an act anymore. It feels so good I think I am going to cum on this stupid troll’s cock.

Against all sense of self-preservation and common sense, Essara wrapped her legs around the troll, drawing his cock deeper. He grunted with pleasure and drove his cock into her even faster. His ugly face twisted with pleasure. One gnarly, black-nailed hand pinning her wrists above her head.

“Fuuuuuuck!” cried Essara. “You ugly bastard! Do it! Cum for meeeee!”

It was all those knots on his cock that finally drove Essara over the edge. She felt the tightening in her stomach first and then it burst through her body in hot waves of pleasure. Gripping him. Squeezing around the rubbing length of his rootlike cock.

Her orgasm seemed to spur the troll on even more. He let out a savage snarl of pleasure, hilting inside her with each stroke and battering her ass with the swinging weight of his bollocks. He tensed, his head thrown back, the bark of his body creaking with his tension. Essara’s wails of pleasure grew even louder as she felt the troll pumping his cum deep into her pussy. It was warm and thick, like syrup gushing against her womb.

“Ohhhh! Yesss! Cum inside me!” she howled, feeling his cock pulsate again and again. She didn’t fight it when he thrust his tongue back into her mouth.

In fact, she was starting to like even that.

Mya’s Dilemma

Mya sensed the sex before she heard her companion calling out with pleasure. The beautiful witch with her slightly violet-tinged skin and long, pointed ears was often mistaken for an elf. She certainly had the curvaceous body and beautiful features common among elf girls.

But Mya was no elf. She was a succubus. Or half succubus anyway. Born from the union of a pureblood demon and a lucky farmer. She had inherited her mother’s powers of seduction, beauty, and thirst for life force. She had also inherited some of her mother’s shapeshifting powers, though she could not control it very well.

Mya’s inherited desires brought her straight to the spot where Essara was being fucked by the troll. The troll might as well have been a trumpeter standing in a holy sunbeam. Mya watched her beautiful friend being fucked, each cry of pleasure sending another ache of desire through Mya’s body. She started towards the troll and stopped. She would have to get very close to kill the troll. So close that she might fall under the sway of Essara’s curse.

And if that happened, Mya did not know if she could stop herself from fucking her friend senseless.

“Better me than that damned troll,” she decided.

The troll howled with ecstasy, thrusting deep and pumping Essara full of his cum. Essara cried out with pleasure of her own, but her cries were stifled a moment later by the troll’s slimy black tongue.

Mya, her mind already made up, seized that as her opportunity to attack.

She flicked her wrists and her fingernails elongated into claws. With a single power word, those unholy talons burst into pink flames.

Mya wasn’t sure if Essara saw her coming. The troll certainly didn’t. She leaped onto his back and drove her burning claws into woody body of the creature. Fibrous flesh yielded to her black claws and the sap within sizzled and ruptured from the flames.

The troll howled in agony and swung his arms wildly. His cock slid from Essara’s cunt with a lewd slurp as the troll managed to get to his feet and took a staggering step backwards.

Mya was relentless. The more she attacked, the more steaming, fibrous troll flesh yielded to her claws. Again and again. Her demonic aspect taking over as her horns sprouted from her head, batwings burst through her robe, and a long tail sliced open the back of her wizard’s garb.

“AAAAUUUGGGHH!” roared the troll as Mya hacked off one of his arms and punched a burning fist through his back and out of his chest. She leapt from his back as he collapsed backwards near the water’s edge. His whole body ablaze with pink fire. The troll gurgled as he perished.

Mya turned her attention on her friend. The succubus, now fully revealed, was breathing the intoxicating scent of the cursed pheromones. She could not hold back her lust. Her hunger. Not now. Not once she had given herself over to her demonic side.

A Curse More Powerful Than Friendship

“Mya? What… what has happened to you?” cried Essara as her fever of lust seemed to break.

“Me? I could not cast a spell with him fucking you. I had to take the troll down by hand and that meant coming under your curse.”

Mya laughed as she sauntered towards Essara. The succubus’ robe burned away, revealing her violet-tinged loveliness. Her enormous breasts capped with pink nipples. Her demonic tattoo just above her mound aglow with unholy energy. Her tail flicking back and forth with her arousal. And then, with a shift of flesh, her huge, strangely feminine cock. Hairless and beautiful. Ringed with protrusions as if designed to give pleasure.

“What are you going to do to me?” asked Essara, looking from her friend’s transformed face to that giant demonic cock.

“What I should have done a long time ago, Essara, when I realized I had a crush on you.” Mya’s grin revealed curving fangs. “I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

Essara had suppressed her own feelings for Mya, but the real Mya, not this strange, demonic beauty standing before her. She quaked with fear as she watched the succubus approach. She could have fled or tried to fight her off.

Instead, she parted her thighs once more and braced herself for whatever was going to come.

Mya’s fanged smile widened at the sight of the beautiful warrioress presenting her freshly-fucked cunt so willingly.

“I will be much gentler with you than your roasted vegetable of a suitor,” murmured Mya, stroking her demonic cock with one hand and caressing her enormous breasts with the other. She fell upon Essara forcefully, but with a sweet hunger that enticed Essara’s lust. They embraced and kissed and Essara felt the feverish warmth of Mya’s body. Already growing slick with sweat and seeming to radiate with her demonic heat.

“Mmmmmmmm! How have you resisted my curse for so long?” gasped Essara between passionate kisses.

“Because I did not want to hurt you,” crooned Mya. “Now I see it is the only way. I must fuck you, Essara. I must fuck you until you plead for me to stop.”

“I will not,” moaned Essara, wrapping her toned legs around the soft curves of Mya’s hips.

Mya rubbed her sensitive cock against the creamy folds of Essara’s cunt. The succubus had longed to plunder that sweet cove for so long that even to the demoness it felt like a dream. Breast-to-breast with her old friend, feeling Essara’s kiss yielding, her human mouth eager for Mya’s demonic tongue.

The first thrust sent Essara into a fit of ecstasy. An orgasm rumbling tectonically from within her combined with luminous pleasure of the feeding. Mya’s lips locked to Essara’s submissive mouth. The warrioress feeding life essence to the succubus with each spasm of her pleasure. Plunging into the hungry depths of the succubus. Cumming and cumming again, in a trance of pleasure that obliterated her will and her mind.

Mya knew the depths of Essara’s lust. She tasted her friend’s sweet soul. She fucked her faster, lifting her off the ground and into her arms. Rising into the air on her unholy wings as her pleasure peaked. Life essence swirling around her head and pouring down her throat as her cock began to throb and spurt. Pumping Essara full of her molten desire. Flooding Essara with the potent seed of the succubus.

It was Mya, not Essara, who broke the kiss and gasped, “I must stop.”

“No, please,” cried the weakening human. “Don’t stop. Devour me. I am yours, Mya.”

“No, Essara,” gasped Mya, easing them both back to the ground and gently setting Essara upon the grass. “My mother claimed the life of my father when I was conceived. I will not claim your life.”

They kissed again and this time the only thing between them was their mutual affection. Like a fever, the curse on Essara had been broken by the love of the succubus.


Bonus Two

Mating Habits of a Drider

The tight tunnels of the goblin mine made Faylana nervous. She told Caldric as much, but he insisted on pressing ahead.

“There is a great treasure hidden in these mines,” he boasted even as he hopelessly consulted their map again. “The great goblin horde. It’s worth a fortune. We can finally retire from adventuring and start that bakery we talked about.”

“Oh, well, I’ll try casting another light spell,” said Faylana and she sent another floating orb of light out ahead of them. It illuminated cramped tunnels built by goblins that stretched into the distance before splitting west and southeast.

They had to walk crouched down to make their way through the goblin-sized passage. Faylana kept bumping her head and her elf ears could pick up the unpleasant groaning and settling of the earth around her. They started down the southeast tunnel but Caldric stopped and held up the map again.

“Actually, maybe it was the one to the west,” he said, turning back and heading in that direction. Faylana, tired and starting to get a bit cranky, stood her ground.

“Why don’t you check that way and I’ll check this way?” she suggested. “I would like to leave this place as soon as poss—”

Her remaining words were lost in the roar of timbers and stones thundering down into the tunnel between them. The floor crumbled beneath Faylana’s feet, and she plunged, sliding, and banging through the dark earth. She expected to crash into some ancient cave and plummet to her death. Instead, she landed rather softly.

Even her elven eyes could not pick out her surroundings in the subterranean world of total darkness, but her fingers could feel a silky carpet beneath her. The floor was covered in the slightly sticky material. Whatever it was, it had saved her from having her head cracked open on the stone beneath the layers of silk.

She sat up, splayed her fingers, and cast another light spell. An orb of pure light sparkled into existence above her fingers and revealed that she was in a strange, fuzzy chamber of white. She stood up slowly, brushing dirt from the knees of her trousers and having a closer look at her surroundings. There was something unpleasant about the silk that covered floor and ceiling. It prickled fear at the back of her neck and down her spine.

Some primal terror. What was this place?

Then she saw the desiccated husk of a goblin webbed to one of the walls and she knew. Spiders! Giant spiders! Panic rose in her chest. She was in the spider’s nest! She had fallen right into the nest!

She heard a scuttling sound, but the webbing that covered every surface of the cavern diffused the sound and made it impossible for her keen elf ears to pick out the direction. She turned again and again, searching desperately for the source as the scuttling drew closer.

“S-stay back!” she warned, conjuring a flame sprite that hovered above her splayed fingers. “Stay back or I’ll burn this place down!”

The scuttling became a slow tap-tap-tap moving in the shadows just out of sight. She glimpsed a huge, black, eight-legged body. Worse, she saw the pale gray flesh and white hair of a humanoid. A drider! Merciless dark elf hunters, cursed to share their flesh with a giant spider.

The drider emerged just as Faylana turned to face her. Her bare-breasted elven torso rode atop the lower body of a giant black spider. Her white hair was pulled back in a ponytail and her high cheekbones and sunken cheeks gave her a haughty expression. Her eyes were glittering red in the light from Faylana’s fire spell.

“You are a long way from the Golden Wood,” she said, her smile cruel as she crept closer.

“I’ll burn this place!” cried Faylana, the magic flaring in her grasp.

“That would be foolish,” said the drider. “It would incinerate us both. I mean you no harm, elf. Did I trap you here? No. You came here by choice.”

“I fell! There was a collapse!”

“Ah! An accidental arrival. No need to be afraid. I shall show you the way out, but I do ask a favor in return.” The drider tapped closer, looming above Faylana on her eight spider legs. She was beautiful in her way, her skin supple and pale gray, her breasts luscious and nipples erect, and her features those of a highborn woman.

“W-what favor?” asked Faylana, trying not to shake with fear.

“I am so very lonely, elf,” said the drider, flexing her eight legs to lower herself to Faylana’s level. “I have seen nothing but goblins for many years and here you are, a beautiful elf.” The drider reached out and caressed Faylana’s cheek. Faylana whimpered and cringed away from the drider’s touch. “A night of companionship is all I ask. Then I shall lead you wherever you wish to go.”

“To the surface?” asked Faylana.

“If that is where you wish to go,” said the drider, tapping slowly closer. “Will you spend a night of companionship with me?”

“What sort of companionship?” asked Faylana.

“Oh, I’m just a lonely elf,” said the drider, running her fingers over Faylana’s arm. “I may have this strange body, but I crave the same affection as anyone else. My name is Siltha. What is it they call you?”

“Faylana. B-but what exactly do you want me to do?”

“I think you know, my golden elf of the wood” said Siltha, stroking her fingers over the swell of Faylana’s breasts. “You feel it here, in your heart. And here, throbbing, in your womb. And here…”

Siltha’s fingers moved lower. Pressed at the front of Faylana’s dusty trousers and sent a thrill arcing into Faylana’s core.

“Here. You need it too.” Siltha leaned her lips down to Faylana’s and pressed a kiss to her. Faylana stiffened, resisting, and Siltha pulled back. The drider’s laughter sent another tremor through Faylana’s body. “They say that once you have known the pleasures of a drider you will never be interested in another.”

“Pleasures?” gasped Faylana, feeling the heavy thudding of her heart. “Do you mean…”

Faylana’s words trailed off as there was a soft, wet slithering beneath the drider’s spidery abdomen. Siltha rose high on her arachnid legs and revealed the bristled underside of her body and the wedge-tipped, glistening, obscene length of pink cock extruding from her carapace. The tip flexed and the shaft of it bulged and revealed a slimy white oval within the fat tip.

“What… is that an egg?” Faylana stared in horrified shock.

“I have dozens more of them,” crooned Siltha. “All for you, my sweet elf, if you’ll have them. Would you like to know the pleasures of a drider’s clutch?”

Faylana’s instincts were to scream, blast her fire spell from her fingertips, and run away from the menacing drider. But another part of her ached to know the promised pleasure. To feel that huge ovipositor stretching her cunt. To feel her womb grow heavy with the drider’s eggs.

“Just say ‘yes’,” whispered Siltha. “Tell me that you will join me on this journey of ecstasy. All you need to do is accept the pleasure I offer.”

No amount of fear could deny Faylana such pleasure. She had to know. Had to experience firsthand what a drider could offer a woman. Of course, if Faylana had ever bothered to research the lifecycle of a drider, she would not have agreed. But then, her mind was made up the moment she saw Siltha’s enormous ovipositor.

“Yesssss,” hissed the elf, almost swooning into the arms of the drider.

Siltha’s cruel eyes flashed red, and a fanged smile spilt her gaunt face. She scuttled forward and caught Faylana in her arms. She pulled the elf to her breasts and scuttled at great speed into the darkness. Faylana smiled up at her, watching those plump gray breasts swaying, dark nipples jutting. Siltha drew her closer and pressed a nipple into Faylana’s mouth. The elf sucked instinctively and was surprised when a thick, sweet liquid burst across her tongue. Not milk. No. This was something else. Something that filled her with a rush of euphoria and made her entire body hot.

“That’s it,” cooed Siltha, cradling Faylana with one arm as the drider scuttled quickly through the tunnels. “Drink the mating milk. It will make things easier for you, my sweet. You will relax and your body will be ready to receive… my gift.”

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Faylana, sucking harder. Nursing from the drider’s laden breast as she was carried deeper and deeper into the webbed tunnels.

At last, Siltha emerged into a funnel of silk. She climbed to the back of her nest and bore Faylana down gently to the hammock of arachnid fibers. Faylana smiled blearily up at the drider, her belly half filled with the sweet mating milk.

“Look, human,” hissed the drider, shaking the web with one of her claws. “I found the elf you were babbling about.”

Faylana looked over and her eyes widened in shock. There was Caldric, webbed to the back of the drider’s nest. His arms bound above his head, his torso bare, and his trousers down around his knees. His flaccid cock was exposed and there was a bloodstain and bite mark on his thigh. He lifted his head weakly, his eyes sunken and his face pale.

“F-Faylana? Is that you?”

“Yes, it’s your beloved elf,” answered Siltha. “She’s had the milk you refused. You should have sucked some from my breast, silly human. Now you will know only pain and fear while the elf enjoys the mating process. I will fuck her full of my clutch and you can watch as I make her my breeder.”

“N-no,” croaked Caldric, straining weakly against the web. “No. Please don’t. Faylana!”

“Mmmmmm?” Faylana looked in his direction, but she was already distracted by Siltha’s passionate kiss. Soon, her complete attention returned to the drider. Faylana embraced Siltha’s elven upper body as the drider’s claws and mandibles began to undress Faylana. Chitinous limbs stripped off Faylana’s boots, her trousers, shredded her panties, and ripped open her blouse to expose her plump breasts and stiff pink nipples.

“Are you ready to taste the pleasure my ovipositor can give you?” whispered Siltha, nibbling at one of Faylana’s ears.

“Yesssss, please,” moaned Faylana. “Fuck me.”

“Oh, I shall do more than that, my sweet, voluptuous elf. I shall breed you full of eggs! Would you like that? My eggs and cum pumping into your womb?”

“Yesssss,” moaned Faylana, limp in the drider’s arms. She turned onto her hands and knees among the flexing cobwebs. “Please. Be gentle.”

“Sooooo gentle,” crooned Siltha. “Nothing but pleasure for you, my dear.”

Siltha turned to Caldric, her smile cruel and her red eyes sparkling with sadistic delight.

“Watch as I pleasure her as you never have. Watch as I make her the host to my driderlings.”

Siltha surged forward, hanging her front two spider legs into the web above Faylana and angling her body to let her massive pink ovipositor jut towards the elf’s bare bottom. The wet flesh collided with Faylana’s ass and sent a shudder of anticipation through Faylana’s body. She felt the unholy lubricating slime dripping over her buttocks and between them. Pouring down her thighs as the weight of that massive cock thing rubbed at her ass and up to her lower back.

“So warm and eager for my eggs,” teased Siltha. “I will fuck her so hard that she forgets you ever existed, human. Watch me. Watch me claim your elven bride!”

“Noooooo!” cried Caldric, fighting uselessly against the web.

“Yessssss!” moaned Faylana, tilting her hips to offer her aching cunt to the drider. Her folds were blushing with the heat of her lust. Her cuntlips swollen. A glistening trickle of nectar dripped from her entrance down to her anus.

The drider could hardly resist such a juicy, welcoming host. She grasped Faylana’s hips with some of her arachnid legs, her flanks with some, and her shoulders with a pair of black, chitinous feet. Faylana moaned with depraved desire. She could feel the ovipositor rubbing at her entrance. Teasing her cunt. And then, with a single mighty stroke, the drider mounted her. In that one thrust her cunt was filled like never before, the tip of the drider’s cock pressing to her womb. The slimy ovipositor dripping with tingling venom.

“Oooooooohhhhh goddess! It’s so big!” cried Faylana, her eyes going cross and her tongue hanging out of her open mouth.

“Yessss!” hissed the drider. “Give me that elf cunt! So warm and wet! So slick with your eagerness! Do you hear that, human? Do you hear the way she sings as I fuck her! My ovipositor bulges with my clutch! Watch as I fill her like you never could! Like you never will!”

“Nooo,” cried Caldric, tossing his head to try not to watch.

“Caldric!” screamed Faylana. “It’s so good! It’s fucking me so much better… ooooohhh! Better than you ever could!”

“Ha! I will fuck you so you never desire another human!” The drider picked up her pace, slamming the ovipositor in and out, stretching Faylana’s cunt wide, and battering the elf’s plush bottom with the arachnid chitin of the drider’s carapace. Faylana’s plump breasts swung with each thrust. Blood trickled from where the drider’s hooked claws held her body fast.

She was going to cum. An incredible orgasm building inside her. She threw her ass back against the ovipositor, desperate for the peak of pleasure. And, at that explosive moment, her toes curling and her head thrown back in a howl of bliss, she felt the drider begin to cum. Hot spurts of potent seed launched the first eggs into Faylana’s womb.

It would have been an excruciating pain, but the drider’s venomous precum had prepared Faylana’s body. She was fully dilated. Her womb hungry for the monstrous eggs and the flowing sperm. Pulse after pulse forced the marble-sized ovum into Faylana’s womb. Her belly expanded. Her body was stuffed full of monstrous eggs. Her orgasm gripped at the ovipositor cock the whole time, one climax after another, her spasms of pleasure milking the eggs and hot spunk from the drider’s phallus.

Faylana collapsed to the silken hammock, her face down and her ass up. The drider, breathing heavily, slid her ovipositor from Faylana’s wrecked, creamy cunt. Caldric saw it all, his cock stiff and twitching at the sight of Faylana’s filthy folds and dripping pink pussy.

“Faylana… try to fight it,” rasped Caldric.

“Fight it?” The drider’s laugh was cruel. “She has already been bred. Her fate is sealed and yours with her, human. For when those eggs hatch, they will feast upon the elf first, but they will be hungry when they are done. You can watch her final fate as you await your own doom.”

“Noooooo!” cried Caldric.

The drider turned her back to him and jetted out a silky gag that wrapped around his mouth and nose. His muffled cries continued, but she was free to enjoy her breeding in peace. The drider turned the elf over onto her back, admiring her bulging belly and her slack, mind-broken expression. Siltha reached down and fondled Faylana’s breasts.

“A pity these fat tits will never have a chance to fill with milk,” hissed the drider. “I am sure they would have grown gigantic. Ah, but you have room for more clutches, my dear, and I have more eggs to give you. Would you like that?”

The glassy eyed elf mumbled something. Siltha laughed, taking it to be her consent.

“Perhaps your throat will like my cock next!”

Caldric could do nothing but watch as the drider crawled over Faylana’s pretty face and thrust its enormous ovipositor into her mouth and down her throat. Faylana’s neck bulged and rippled as the spider fucked her mouth. The rasping of quills against Faylana’s face and breasts left little red trails of irritation on the elf’s immaculate flesh.

“Yes, you are a good cocksucker,” laughed Siltha, hunching her body and fucking hard into the elf’s throat. “Take it! Take my fucking cock, you elf meat bag. Your body will be a feast for my young! Ohhhhh! Yes! Take it! Take my clutch!”

Faylana, delirious with lust and pleasure and venom, could only moan with helpless need as the drider’s massive ovipositor began to pump her stomach full of cum and eggs. Her already swollen midsection began to further inflate as Siltha pumped her belly even fuller. Faylana was left a whimpering, cum-drenched mess. Spidery spunk oozing from her nose and mouth. Her belly a shifting sack full of eggs.

But the cruel drider had one last gift. A handful of slime smeared into Faylana’s crack followed by a thrust that plunged the massive ovipositor into the depths of the elf’s bowels. She felt so full already that she could not understand how that huge cock was entering yet another hole. Cum and even a loose egg dripped from her pussy as she was brutally assfucked by the drider. The sounds that escaped from Faylana’s madness were no longer even human. She was broken and so was Caldric, watching and cumming in useless spurts as the drider claimed Faylana’s flesh.

When it was all finished in an explosion of orgasm, the drider withdrew and quickly wrapped Faylana’s body in bindings of spidery silk. She bulged obscenely, barely moving as she was stuck into the webbing of the net. Caldric watched, helpless. When he struggled, the drider would suck his blood to drain his strength. When Faylana struggled, the drider soothed her with caresses and lullabies in the forbidden language of the deep.

Soon, perhaps only hours or a day or two later, it was impossible to tell, Faylana’s belly began to wriggle. Caldric looked away. He heard the moaning. The single long scream that ended in a gurgle. Then the awful sound of chewing. Dozens of tiny, cruel mouths, chewing.

And tiny legs coming closer…


Bonus Three

The Source of Those Stains

“We did it,” hissed Clarabelle, beaming with joy as she climbed into the driver’s seat of the rusty yellow Camaro. The dozer blade was dented, one of the tires was flat, but the damn thing was intact. Whoever had been driving it last even left the keys in the ignition.

“Showcase showdown is… a newwwww car!” cried Smiley, scrambling into the seat beside Clarabelle.

Clarabelle grinned as she grabbed the steering wheel and swung it back and forth as she made engine sounds. Smiley cackled with delight, hopping up and down beside her, his cock and balls flapping free. The sight of his little red prick gave Clarabelle an idea.

“Hey, we’ve got to christen this thing. I mean it’s pretty much ours for the time being, right?”

“Have I got a deal for you!” said Smiley, watching with delight as Clarabelle began to slip off her tight top. Her perky tits were revealed to his beady little scrag eyes. His ears wiggled with excitement as she slid down her shorts and her panties to reveal her short-buzzed blond pussy.

He tried to grab her head and thrust his cock into her face, but Clarabelle pushed him away.

“He now, that’s not what I wanted,” she said. “I sucked you off last night. It’s my turn, you little pest. Come on…”

She turned to face him in the driver’s seat, hooking one boot and long, skinny leg over the steering wheel, the other up onto the seatbacks, she exposed her pussy to him.

“Eat this pussy, you little twerp!”

Smiley licked his lips with his long tongue and leaped at Clarabelle’s parted legs. The little scrag began noisily tonguing Clarabelle’s teen twat. Slurping and licking and burying his face against her hot mound.

“Ooooooo! That’s it, boy! Don’t forget the clit! Oooo! No teeth though! Yessss!” She cradled his round red head as he vigorously and noisily lapped at her cunt. In no time, he had her breasts heaving and her tummy hitching as an orgasm came roaring up from her core. She pulled hard on his ears, riding his wide mouth as her pleasure peaked. “AAAAAIIIIIIEEEEE!! YEASSSSSS!!!”

Clarabelle’s cum drenched Smiley’s mouth. He slurped eagerly, bathing in her sweet nectar and tonguing deep into her trembling hole as she marked the seat with her slick girlcum. She was still recovering from her orgasm when Smiley lifted his head from between her thighs. Before she could even think to stop him, he climbed atop her.

“Hey… ooof! What? OOoooooooOOOOoooo!”

Her objections died on her lips with another shudder of pleasure as Smiley thrust his hard little thumb of a cock into her incredibly hot, slick pussy. He hilted inside her, growled like a revving motor, and began to furiously hump at her tight slit. His bumpy little cock rubbed her in just the right place as Smiley pounded into her. She couldn’t offer any objections when it felt so fucking good.

“Ohhh! Smiley! That’s it! Get it! Fuck my pussy, you naughty red runt!” Clarabelle wrapped her legs around his scrawny body, drawing his cock deeper. Her perky tits bounced with his frenzied thrusts. The friction of his cock inside her began to heat her clutching cunt.

“Best in class! JD Power and Associates!” yipped Smiley, leaning into Clarabelle and thrusting his cock into her with every bit of his horsepower. For such a little runt, he packed a lot strength into his hips.

“Ohhhhh, that’s good!” cried Clarabelle. “Better than ever. Fuck! You nasty little bastard! Ohhhhh… you’re going to make me… make me… CUMMMM!”

She arched on the creaking leather seat. Her tits shuddering. Her thighs squeezing tight and her weight braced on her arms. Pleasure tightened in her core and rippled outwards. Even more intense than her orgasm from Smiley’s tongue. Her nectar spilled out of her, dripping from Smiley’s balls and onto the seat.

“AAAIIII! You and me and baby make three!” Smile drove his cock as deep as he could into Clarabelle’s quivering cunt, pleasure rushing through his shaft and exploding into hot, pumping spurts of his cum. His potent scrag spunk drenched Clarabelle’s womb.

“Ohhhhh, Smiley,” moaned Clarabelle, kissing the scrag passionately and holding him tight as he collapsed atop her.

Clarabelle didn’t know it in that moment, but she was at the height of her fertility and Smiley’s little swimmers found their way into her receptive womb. Not just one or two, but five of her fertile eggs were fertilized. A whole litter of scrags taking shape inside her.

Of course, Jenny didn’t care that Clarabelle had been knocked up by Smiley. They made a sort of cute couple. The little red devil and the bratty princess of Iron Coffin.

But they’d left some stains on Death Dozer’s seats and for that Jenny could never forgive them.
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